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    Chapter One


    Missy


    


    “Are you ready?”


    I looked up from the concrete to Valeria’s wide green eyes. Her hand was hovering over the door to Club Freedom, a wide grin on her pretty face.


    Muffled music blasted from the building and assaulted us every time someone opened the door. My throat was constricted and a large nervous lump was ready to strangle me.


    But I was so ready.


    I’d been waiting for this day for the past two years. Valeria and I made a pact at the beginning of eleventh grade. If we hadn’t lost our virginity by the time we were going to college, we’d go out in hopes of losing it.


    It seemed like a great idea at the time, but now that I was standing outside where my potential first could be, I was freaking out. My potential sex partner was waiting for me on the other side of that blacked-out door.


    I wasn’t going to be a virgin anymore.


    And I was happy.


    Being in the spotlight because of my older brother’s band Fringe, my appearance had played a huge part in my dating life. That’s the reason I didn’t have one. Dad had made sure people knew who I was and what not to expect from me: sex. Only two of my potential boyfriends had asked me out more than once, and only because they were trying to get close to my dad who managed my brother’s band.


    Walking into that club meant I could find someone who wanted to be around me without knowing who I was. Without my dad finding out. Without anyone finding out.


    “I’m ready,” I said.


    Valeria grabbed my hand and swung the door open. I felt like I was walking into adulthood, as lame as that sounded. An X was drawn on our hands with glow-in-the-dark markers that lit up bright green so the bartender could see the underage drinkers coming.


    The music vibrated in my head and it was oddly numbing. Valeria and I beat a couple to the last bar table available.


    “We’re really in a club,” she said, looking around like she may miss something important. For some reason I didn’t think anything important happened in clubs. “Let’s try to find you a guy.”


    I frowned. “Let’s see what happens first. No rush.”


    Her green eyes narrowed as she pulled at the hem of her Band-Aid dress. “Missy, don’t back out on our deal. Do you really want to go to college a virgin?”


    No I didn’t. Going to college a virgin made me feel even less ready for the experience. Not that I thought you had to be unvirginized to get in but I wanted to be prepared for the social part of it. I didn’t want a guy running for the hills when he found out that I was a virgin. College is where you meet your soul mate people!


    “I’m not backing out. I just want to dance a little. Or something.”


    Val waved me off and started scoping the floor anyway.


    “Blond or brunette?”


    I shrugged and pulled my dress down my thighs. I was more exposed than I had ever been, besides a swimsuit. The V in the front of my dress was a little too low, but nothing compared to the shortness of the dress. What was I thinking? “Either or, it doesn’t matter I suppose.”


    Valeria frowned and rapped her knuckles against the table. “It would help if you looked too, Missy. If you don’t want to—,”


    “No, I do.” I sighed and took ten breaths to calm myself. “I’m just nervous. My pits are sweating.”


    She gave me a knowing look. “You’re right. Let’s go dance. Just let loose.”


    Valeria took my hand and guided me out into the middle of the dance floor. Some rap song was playing, but it was so loud that I couldn’t pinpoint which one. Valeria grabbed my hands and held them over her hand and started to sway her hips.


    Dance, Missy. I know how to dance. I can do this.


    Ten minutes later, we were covered in a thin layer of sweat and both of our heels were in our hands above our heads. I’d never been to a club, since I’d just then turned eighteen but something about the freedom and dancing was invigorating.


    Valeria motioned her head toward the bar, and I followed her. She sat down on a stool, and I was happy to see I wasn’t the only one sweating like a pig. “I need something to drink, I’m about to die,” she gasped out.


    She flagged down the bartender and ordered us two Shirley Temples. I leaned down to rub my feet but when I looked over at Valeria she was gaping over my shoulder. “Don’t look now but Rocker Hercules is totally checking you out.”


    Rocker Hercules? What? I frowned. It didn’t really sound that appealing. Slowly, I turned to pretend to pick at my dress. As casually as you can, I let my gaze drift upward and toward the opposite side of the bar.


    Oh, my.


    Holy Heck.


    Rocker Hercules fit him just right. Hercules’ body with tattoos and piercings. Tattoos and piercings. I had never liked them before but on him they looked good enough to eat. Where was a spoon when you needed one?


    The imaginary lint on my dress was the last thing on my mind. My sights were zeroed in on those too-blue eyes staring at me. The corner of his mouth curled up and a dimple appeared on his right jaw that was covered in scruffy dirty blond hair.


    Dirty blond hair would do, Valeria. It would certainly do.


    I swallowed the nervousness in my throat and he watched me as I took him in. A plain gray t-shirt fit him snugly showing lean muscles beneath the fabric. I hadn’t realized I was holding my breath until he started moving toward me, and I sucked in another lungful before coughing like crazy.


    “Ohmigod, Missy, stop. He’s coming over here.” Valeria started hitting me on the back, I guess to help, but it was only making it worse.


    When I finally gained my composure the barstool next to me scooted across the tile floor. I kept my eyes glued to Valeria and watched as her smile grew bigger and bigger.


    I was mentally shaking my head and begging Valeria for an escape plan when I felt a calloused finger touch my bare shoulder.


    I twirled around before I lost my nerve and came face to face with him. And I knew then he’d be taking me home with him and I’d be losing my virginity. This guy just didn’t know it yet.


    “What’s your name, Princess?” he asked, voice gravely and deep. A voice that could wheedle any woman out of her panties, I assumed.


    “Mi—Stephanie,” I lied. Stephanie was my mom’s name. The more I thought about it the more I realized how stupid it was. Who wanted their potential sex partner calling out their mother’s name during sex? Way to go, Missy.


    I just didn’t want anyone to know who I really was.


    His ice blue eyes drifted over my face and down to the scoop of my dress before slowly coming back up to meet my gaze. No inkling of regret or embarrassment for checking me out. Straightforward.


    “I’m Paxton,” he said before looking over my shoulder at Valeria. My heart started to jackhammer in my throat. It wouldn’t have been the first time someone had chosen to approach Valeria over me, whether it was my ‘doesn’t put out’ status at school or not.


    “I’m Valeria,” she said, offering him her hand. He shook it and turned his attention back to me.


    “You want to dance, Stephanie?’


    Did I? I nodded and took his hand when he offered it to me. It was calloused at the fingertips and the thought of his hands running over my skin made my thighs weak. I could only imagine what he could do with those hands.


    With my hand in his, he made his way to the floor, maneuvering through the gyrating crowd that parted easier for him than me. Once we’d made it into the center of the crowded tile floor, he pulled me closer using our linked hands and dropped both hands down to my hips.


    It felt like his palms were fire and searing my skin until he pulled me closer and his breath began to hit my face. “You’re beautiful,” he said, his voice gentle yet gritty. “Why haven’t you been dancing with anyone?”


    My tongue felt like sandpaper. “I—I was dancing with Valeria.” But I was sure he meant someone of the opposite sex.


    He watched me closely, eyes dropping to my parting lips. “I saw,” he said.


    He saw? He was watching me? My skin heated when he smiled down at me. “Are you nervous, Stephanie?”


    Yes, how can he tell? I sucked my bottom lip into my mouth, nervous habit, and Paxton pulled me closer to his chest, my nipples grazing him. The contact made my stomach twist, but Paxton’s calloused thumb sliding across my bottom lip, untucking my lip from my mouth made everything else fade into the background.


    “Don’t do that, Sweetheart or I’ll help you out next time.”


    Mush. My brain was mush. I watched him watch me as we swayed to the music until the song changed, and he turned me around until my ass was pressing against his front. Heat swarmed my body and I was thankful for the darkness to hide my blush.


    His hips guided me to a steady beat while his right arm, covered in tats that I was dying to look at, snaked around me and pulled me closer to him. His breath slid over the skin of my neck as he whispered the words of the song into my ear. A soft moan left my lips, and I doubted he could hear it over the music but his fingers gripped my hip tighter.


    “Do you want to get out of here?” he whispered gently against my neck, his lips a hairbreadth away from my waiting skin.


    Every part of my body burned for him to touch me. Was I ready to go? I was. Completely and totally ready.


    I slowly nodded and in the same moment it took me to agree he was dragging me off the floor and toward the EXIT.


    Everything around me was a blur. The only thing I could focus on was Paxton dragging me from the club. My heart beat wildly in my chest as we exited through the door and out into the humid air.


    Paxton’s grip tightened and then I was pushed against the wall. His ice blue eyes studying my face—my mouth. Sliding the pad of his thumb over my bottom lip, my sex clenched.


    “I’m going to fuck that pretty little mouth, Stephanie,” he whispered.


    Stephanie. Who is Stephanie? I would have giggled if my lower region wasn’t screaming for him to just kiss me already!


    “Then do it,” I whispered back. I would have blamed it on the alcohol like every other girl at the club but I hadn’t had any. The drunkenness wasn’t from anything other than him.


    If to torture me, a dark smile lifted from the corner of his lips and his eyes dropped to my panting mouth. It seemed like hours but probably wasn’t longer than a few seconds before he leaned down and pressed his lips to mine.


    The hand on my mouth cupped my jaw and forced my lips upward for a better angle. His other hand trailed down my side to cup my ass before lifting me up onto his hips and pressing me against the wall.


    “You taste so sweet,” he mumbled, swiping his tongue against the crease of my mouth for access. Cool metal slid across and my adrenaline skyrocketed. A piercing, and I liked it.


    I opened, welcoming his tongue and tightening around him when I felt a growl vibrate in his chest. “Sugar,” he mumbled against my mouth. I had no idea what that meant but I was on fire, and didn’t care.


    All rational thought was seeping from my ears, and everything now was taking over. I wanted him deeper, more and more. I wanted him all. And I didn’t care that I was hooking up with a guy outside of a club.


    His fingers dug into my ass, and he pulled away, resting his forehead against my own. “Sugar,” he whispered. “I want to make sure we’re on the same page, which by that kiss I’m assuming we are but, I want to take you home tonight and fuck you senseless. Got it?”


    Did I ever? I bit my tongue to keep from screaming when he leaned down and nipped at my jaw, then neck. How was I supposed to answer with him doing that? The metal from his tongue ring slid up the length of my neck and then back down.


    “Answer me,” he said.


    “Yes,” I whimpered out, my vision blurry from the commotion going on between my legs. I needed a release and Paxton was going to give it to me.


    He lowered his hand and let my legs fall to the ground, while he nipped up to my bottom lip and sucked it into his mouth. My legs were jelly beneath me.


    Click.


    My brows furrowed, I could hear something but his mouth was too hot and all over me.


    Click.


    What was that?


    Click.


    I pried one eye open and stared over Paxton’s shoulder. A guy with a camera was standing behind us snapping pictures with his cellphone.


    I stilled. Why was he taking pictures? Had he recognized who I was? “What’s wrong?” Paxton whispered in my ear. “You change your mind?”


    No, I hadn’t. Nothing was going to ruin this for me.


    I shook my head. “Take me to your place.”


    And he did.


    ***


    He lived about three blocks from my dad’s house on Madison. The neighborhood was gated and really nice.


    The ride was quiet as we both panted in anticipation. I was losing my virginity! I text Valeria and told her where I was which earned me a text with specific instructions on what to do.


    I rolled my eyes and shoved it into my purse. Who could read at a time like this? I was literally shaking with anticipation. I knew there were things we talked about me doing, but I couldn’t focus on anything. I felt like combusting.


    When his truck turned off, I looked up and saw a nice garden home sitting in front of me. The lights were off and no other vehicles were there so I figured he lived alone.


    Good.


    He opened the door for me and helped me out of his truck. I wondered how many girls he’d taken home from the club and to his house. If I had to have guessed, I would have said many. I didn’t know anyone that would have resisted that boyish smile and piercing blue eyes.


    When he opened the front door, he ushered me inside and immediately latched onto my neck and kissed me.


    And before I knew it, he was carrying me up the stairs to what I assumed was his bedroom. My mouth was too busy sucking on his tongue to notice we were already in his room. My back hit his bed and I sank into the dark chocolate covers around me.


    He stood over me, eyes pinning me to his bed before he reached behind him and drug his shirt over his head, the way only men do.


    Crap. Crap. Crap. The hard lines of his jaw were nothing compared to the lines in his stomach, rippling muscles and jagged hips bones. He was definitely Rocker Hercules. Those tattoos I’d been admiring had friends on his chest which was a guitar with stars surrounding it. He plays guitar. That’s where those calloused fingertips came from.


    “Like what you see, Princess?” he asked, dragging his thumb against the corner of his mouth.


    I nodded slowly. His light eyes darkened and he dropped to his knees in front of me. Oh, goodness. The tip of his finger trailed from my knee, under my dress and up to my drenched panties. I should have been embarrassed by how wet I was but I didn’t care.


    He cupped my hip before ripping my panties down my thighs and over my ankles. Closing my eyes, I relaxed into the touch of his hand as it went higher and higher until he was rubbing those calloused fingers against my drenched folds.


    He growled and clutched the bed beside me. “Sweetness, you’re so fucking wet. Do I make you wet, baby?”


    I nodded but remembered that he couldn’t see my face and whimpered out a pathetic, “Yes.”


    Slowly, he slid my dress up past my hips, spread me wide with his hands and lowered himself toward my core. His facial hair scraped the insides of my thighs until he buried his mouth into me.


    I arched my back and squealed when his tongue ring slid against me and rubbed across my clit. Oh, God. Is this what all oral sex feels like? No wonder we had so many teen pregnancies.


    He groaned, and brought both hands up to cradle my ass and tilt my pelvis to give him better access. “You taste so good,” he mumbled into me while lapping at my wetness over and over again, his tongue ring pressing hardly against my clit.


    I was withering away into nothing on his bed and bucking against his face. I prayed he didn’t know I’d never had this done to me before. His tongue lapped harder at me, and when he slid his index finger into me and bit down on my clit, I screamed.


    It was more like I screamed bloody murder, gripping onto that dirty blond hair and squeezing his hair tighter while he sucked at me.


    My first orgasm during sex. I had my first orgasm, and then I knew what people were talking about. It was fantastic.


    Paxton’s grip on me tightened and he pulled himself from the floor. Breathing hard, I glanced up and saw the smile on his face. My juices were shining from the moonbeams cascading from his window and my cheeks burned knowing I’d came in his mouth.


    And he’d eaten it like ice cream.


    He kept his eye contact as he undressed, sliding his low-slung jeans down his hips and over his ankles. When his finger hooked underneath the waistband of his underwear, a smile crawled up his face before he slid them down.


    My breath caught. I hadn’t seen a penis in person, only what I’d seen in movies and anatomy books at school, but he looked so, so big.


    Was that supposed to fit inside of me?


    I was suddenly panicked and he must have seen it on my face. Grabbing me underneath my waist, he slung me higher onto his bed and hovered over me. He was a giant compared to my five foot two inches, but so gentle when his fingers brushed against my cheek.


    “You’re nervous.”


    It wasn’t a question. “You’re big,” I whispered out, trying to keep my cheeks from turning an even brighter red. Not only was I losing my virginity and he didn’t know it but I was losing my virginity to someone who was very blessed down there.


    He grinned. “So I hear. I can take it easy on you, baby. But if you’re not sure we can stop. My bed is big enough for two.”


    Sleep with him? Without sex? I swallowed the nervous lump in my throat and pushed aside my nerves. Every girl has their first time sometime. And I was going to have mine with Paxton. I didn’t even know his last name. What was wrong with me?


    “I’m fine,” I whispered. “Just be gentle.”


    His eyes searched my face and he nodded to me. “I’ll be gentle, Princess. Let me know if I hurt you.”


    Hurt me. I mentally cringed but gave him a sexy smile that showed all of my fake confidence. He leaned over me and pulled out a condom from his nightstand and tore it with his teeth before rolling it over his length.


    Oh, god. Oh, god. Ohmigod. This is it. This is it.


    I was panting and he hadn’t even entered me yet. Paxton gripped my chin and lifted my lips to meet his. His tongue danced inside of my mouth, lapping and nibbling at my lips. I was drowning in him when I felt him slide into me.


    Oh. Ouch! My legs clenched around him and I bit down hard on his lip. He pulled away, his eyes heated and stared down at me. A drop of blood fell from his lip but before I could apologize his grin widened.


    Bracing his elbow beside my head, he let his head drop forward and he growled. “Fuck,” he yelled. He slid further, and I sucked my bottom lip into my mouth, my body humming from the burning sensation below. “Goddamn—fuck! You feel like a fucking virgin, Sugar. Shit!” he yelled again, plunging all the way into me.


    A scream ripped from my throat, and I felt like I’d been ripped open, only for Paxton to quicken his pace and rip my dress from my body all at once.


    Everything was happening so fast. My heartbeat was in my throat. His wide palms engulfed my tiny waist as he dug into me like he wanted to get deeper and couldn’t get close enough.


    The stinging pain was fading away and each thrust was getting better and better. My moments of nerves were drifting from me, and my body was rolling up to meet his hips but his thrusts were too quick to keep pace.


    He was devouring me.


    All of me.


    Cupping my neck, he lowered his mouth and kissed me, spreading me wider with his body, but devouring my mouth. The building sensation in my lower stomach was building higher and higher. Paxton’s lips broke from my own, and he bit down on my neck and I erupted. “That’s right, baby. Just feel,” he whispered.


    Trembling against him, my legs began to shake erratically and my mouth opened up with sounds I’d never thought my own mouth would say.


    “Christ,” Paxton ground out, pulling back and slamming into me faster. His blue eyes closed, his head tilted back, his body tightened and then he jerked inside of me, a growl leaving his mouth.


    Sex.


    I had sex.


    And it was wonderful. Well, after the whole pinching sensation went away, it really was.


    Paxton pulled from me and my sex ached at the movement. I was sore, mega sore. “You okay, Princess?” he asked, smiling down at me. “I normally last longer than that. You were fucking tight, baby.”


    My cheeks heated and Paxton laughed before bending down to kiss my lips softly. When he pulled back he grabbed for the condom and froze.


    When I looked I saw why. Blood. Why did I think I wouldn’t bleed? I knew I would and suddenly I felt so stupid. Hadn’t Valeria said something about that in the text?


    Oh, God. I felt sick.


    Paxton’s eyes darted up toward me. “You’re a virgin, Stephanie?”


    I paled. It was hard to hear over my heavy breathing and the pressure of embarrassment in my ears. “Stephanie, why didn’t you tell me you were a virgin? I—I just fucking deflowered you. Are you even eighteen?”


    I scurried up and out of the bed to grab my clothes. I had to leave. My dress was in shards on the floor and I almost cried.


    The only clothing I had was my bra and panties. No. No. No. This is not happening.


    “Stephanie,” Paxton said from behind me.


    I ignored him and fumbled for his gray t-shirt he had tossed to the side. “Stephanie, wait,” he said again.


    I slipped the shirt over me only to be reminded how good he smelled. Why did I do this?


    “Stephanie!” he screamed and I turned around to face him.


    He had on a pair of basketball shorts and my torn dress in his hand. “Look at me.”


    I frowned but looked up to meet his piercing gaze. I wish I hadn’t. “Why didn’t you tell me that you were a virgin?”


    “I didn’t want to scare you off.”


    He laughed bitterly. “Oh yeah? But me finding blood on my dick is better, right? Why …” he looked down and clenched his fists. “Why did you let me fuck you like that? Don’t you know you’re supposed to have your first time with someone special?”


    Anger clogged my throat. Not that I thought he was special because I’d just met him. But because I hadn’t had anyone special.


    “It’s none of your freaking business!” I yelled.


    His eyebrows shot up and he almost looked amused, but then his jaw clenched. That’s my cue to leave. Grabbing my purse from the floor, I turned and ran for my freaking life.


    That was not what I expected.


    

  


  
    


    Chapter Two


    Paxton


    


    I finally found a girl that didn’t want me because of my status and turns out she’s a virgin. I should have known. The signs were all there. Innocent, wide-eyed, blushing at absolutely everything I said. Tight as fucking hell. God, it was so good.


    I deflowered a girl last night, something I told myself I would never do unless I was marrying her. And since I didn’t know the girl last night from Adam, and only knew her first name, I highly doubted that I’d be getting down on one knee anytime soon.


    I had just wanted to taste that pretty mouth so, so bad. I devoured it. And if I hadn’t looked down to see my dick covered in blood, I would have done so much more to that mouth.


    My alarm clock was screaming at me to get up, and it took me four minutes to drag myself out of bed. I untangled my sheets to make my bed, a habit I picked up from the orphanage, and stopped when I found the remaining shards of her dress.


    She’d looked so good in it too. Delicate curves and longs legs. She had me the minute I saw her sitting at the bar. Wide-eyed and observant of everything around her. She was beautiful and of course I went after her with no intention of her saying no to me. I wanted that mouth to say ‘yes,’ over and over again.


    But she was a virgin. I swore I saw tears when she ran out of my house, and by the time I got outside she was nowhere to be seen. I had no idea where she went, or how she got home but she was gone. It hurt my gut and I had no idea why, I’d just met the girl.


    I tossed the dress in the trash, along with the memories of last night, and hurried to pack my things.


    I grabbed my suitcase and made one last sweep of my house before I left. I was going to be gone for four months on tour with Fringe and I hadn’t even met them yet.


    After getting kicked out of my last band, I told my agent I was not working with just anyone. And when he came back to tell me that Fringe needed a new guitarist, I wanted to break something. It wasn’t that they sucked or anything, but they just weren’t my style. It was like comparing Maroon 5 to Kings of Leon. Just different.


    But when a week went by with no other luck, and Fringe was leaving for their summer tour, I had nowhere to go but with them. They sent me the sheet music to their playlists, and I’d nailed them easily. But performing yourself and actually performing with the band was two different things entirely.


    I locked my doors, and got into my truck to leave. Her perfume still lingered in the air and my dick stiffened when I thought about last night. God, did she have to be a virgin? I didn’t know any guy that wanted that kind of pressure for a hookup.


    By the time I got to the studio, the tour bus was parked out front waiting to be loaded. The office building was huge, and it took me a while to find where Mr. King’s, my new manager’s, office was.


    There was a lobby area where a receptionist informed me that the members were down the hall in the break room. I was nervous and I hated being nervous. I tossed my suitcase over my shoulder and started down the hall.


    “—are you kidding me? What is this?”


    I stopped and turned my head to the right.


    An office door was slightly cracked with two small door length windows on each side.


    “Where were you last night, Missy? You’re all over the tabloids.”


    Missy? My agent said that was Mr. King’s daughter’s name. I’d never seen her before but I heard she was real pretty but kept her legs closed. Good, girl. But by the sounds of their conversation, I would have guessed she might have opened them.


    I took a look down the hallway before leaning over and glancing into the window. Mr. King was leaning back against his desk, covering his face and shaking his head. Who I assumed was his daughter, was sitting in a chair in front of his desk with her head down.


    All I could see was the blond hair. And then he started waving the newspaper around again.


    What had she done?


    The blond shot up from her chair and I scooted back and waited for them to exit. I’d never make the long run to the break room at the opposite end of the hall.


    The door swung open.


    What the—


    Stephanie walked out of the office, eyes puffy red and tear streaks running down her porcelain face. Her blue eyes lifted to mine and widened before her mouth popped opened.


    “Missy,” Mr. King said coasting her along further out of the doorway.


    “Oh,” he said.


    But I was staring at her. Gawking. My dick was pressing against my zipper and I wanted to—I didn’t know but I wanted to do something.


    “You must be Paxton Evers.”


    Oh, shit. “Yes, sir,” I said, dragging my eyes away from her worried face and up to his. “It’s nice to meet you.”


    He slapped my shoulder and sank his fingers through his jet-black hair. “This is our new guitarist, Missy. Paxton, this is my daughter, Missy King.”


    Missy? She told me her name was Stephanie. For some reason that made me furious, but I bit it back with a smile. “Nice to meet you, Missy,” I said.


    She sniffed, suddenly distracted by her phone. “You too.”


    “Put that away,” he demanded. “And go get your bags packed. Actually just hand that here because you’re staying away from Val and her bad influences. Now go.”


    Her cheeks were bright red, but she handed her phone over, turned on her heels and marched out of the hallway. It took everything I had not to turn and watch that perfect ass walk away. Why did he tell her to get her bags packed? I was sweating like a tenth grader meeting his girlfriend’s parents for the first time.


    “My daughter,” he mumbled before tossing the newspaper into the nearest waiting chair outside his office. “Don’t ever have kids, son.” He slapped my shoulder.


    Wasn’t planning on it—not now anyway.


    “Come on with me, and we’ll meet the band.”


    He turned to lock his door and I peeked down at the newspaper and my eyes widened. Steph—Missy was pressed against the outside of a club and a guy was sucking on her neck. That said guy being me.


    I swallowed and read the headline quickly.


    “Patrick King’s daughter, Missy King, ruins her ‘Good Girl’ reputation after making out with mystery guy outside of club.”


    He turned and gestured down the hallway. “Ready?”


    “Yeah.”


    Ah, hell.


    ***


    Nick lugged my suitcase into the storage on the side of the bus and turned back to look at me.


    He looked nothing like his sister. She was blond hair and blue eyed and he was dark hair and brown eyed like his dad. I wondered what their mom looked like.


    But they both had the ‘goody-goody’ thing down pat.


    “You been studying the sheet music?” he asked, and headed toward the bus.


    “Yeah,” I said following suit. “I think I’ve got it. Just anxious to start playing. My fingers are itching.”


    He laughed. “We’ll be in Phoenix tomorrow morning and we’ll practice then. Dillon brought a DVD of us playing our songs that you can watch to help. It’s somewhere around here.”


    He started digging around while I took in my new home. Four months on a tour bus with numerous hotels and cities behind us. It was always thrilling be on the open road for months, your home moving you from place to place.


    The bus was huge, with two small bedrooms down stairs, with a kitchenette and entertainment system.


    “Found it,” Nick said, and tossed me the DVD. “Dillon and I called dibs on the downstairs, and you get the top.”


    Sounded good to me.


    We took the spiral staircase and entered an open floor with—two beds. I furrowed my brow but tossed my guitar onto the bed closest to me.


    “You’ve got your own bathroom too. There is food downstairs if you’re—,” he trailed off when the bathroom door opened and Missy stepped out.


    She stilled.


    “What are you doing in here?” Nick asked.


    She sucked her lip into her mouth and started fiddling with the hem of her sweater. “Dad told me I had to ride with you.”


    “What?” Nick yelled.


    What, was right! She couldn’t ride with us. Why was she even coming? She said she was eighteen; didn’t that make her an adult? And I was sure she didn’t want to spend four months with me. The dick that fucked her way too hard for her first time.


    She sighed. “It’s because Ginger is coming along and you know they have this affair going on to—,”


    “Shut your mouth, Missy,” Nick said, silencing her.


    I bit my tongue to keep from saying something. Even if I was beyond pissed at her for lying to me, she could say what she wanted to.


    “Well,” he said, running his fingers through his hair. “I guess you’ll be sharing this with my sister. If she bothers you, let me know,” he said.


    I nodded and he left me standing in the room with the girl I deflowered last night.


    She shifted her gaze quickly and started unpacking her bag into a small closet to the right of her bed. My fingers clenched because I wanted to say something—anything, but I had no idea what to say.


    She bent over to pick up a pair of shoes and her tiny shorts rode up her legs, showing me the thighs that were wrapped around my waist the night before.


    Ah, fuck.


    

  


  
    


    Chapter Three


    Missy


    


    He’s here.


    Of all the people—guitarist—in the world, it had to be him. I pretended to straighten a pair of my shoes sitting below the edge of my bed. But in reality I could feel his eyes on the back of me. And I knew what view he was getting.


    I stood up quickly and turned to face him. His blue eyes were narrowed and daring me to look away. I couldn’t—I wouldn’t. After a few minutes of uncomfortable silence, his chest started to move in quick heaves.


    I sucked my bottom lip into my mouth.


    “What did I tell you about that lip, Stephanie?”


    Oh, shoot. Heat scorched my neck and my heart beat hammered loudly in my eardrums. “Isn’t that what you said your name was, Missy?” He took a step toward me.


    “Shut up,” I whispered.


    Paxton raised a brow and took another step forward until he was hovering over me. My racing heart tripled in my chest, and I felt like I could taste it. “Isn’t that what you said your name was, Missy? Last night when I had sex with you?”


    “Shut up!” I yelled.


    He smiled, sliding his tongue over his bottom lip, giving me a flash of the metal ring. “You think it’s funny to lie to people? I just ruined you. Your first time is supposed to be gentle—special. Why in the hell—,”


    Reaching down, I grabbed one of the shoes and tossed it at his head. He ducked, but I had already grabbed my laptop and was locking myself in the bathroom by the time he charged toward me.


    His fist rattled the wall as soon as I turned the lock and fumbled backwards to sit on the closed toilet.


    “Missy,” Paxton said. “Let me in. Now.”


    “Go away.”


    He mumbled something softly and then I saw the shadow from his feet disappear from underneath the door.


    What in the hell? What did he think we were going to accomplish with this conversation? I knew I shouldn’t have surprised him with my little ‘issue’ but I didn’t want him to run. And I thought I would never see the guy again.


    I took a much needed breath and opened up my laptop. Dad thought taking away my phone, like I was a five-year-old in front of the guy I had my first time with, would keep me away from Val. He was wrong.


    I clicked the blue Skype icon and clicked on Val’s name. Please answer.


    The screen clicked on and her pretty green eyes and brown hair filled the screen. “Miss me already?”


    I nodded. “You have no idea. Dad took my phone away. Someone caught me outside of the club last night.”


    She frowned. “No wonder you never text me back. Where are you? Is that a toilet? And what the in HELL happened last night?


    “I’m in the bathroom hiding. Val—he’s here.”


    She lifted a brow. “Who is there?”


    I looked at the door to make sure I didn’t see his shadow. “Paxton. The guy I slept with last night.”


    Her mouth popped open. “No freaking way! Where is he?”


    I leaned my head backwards and closed my eyes. “In my bedroom. We’re sharing a room for the summer. He’s the new guitarist of Fringe.”


    Val started to laugh. “You’re joking, right? You’re sharing a room! What the—oh, my gosh! This is like movie type shit.”


    I groaned and held my face. “I don’t know what to do. He’s mad at me for not telling him.”


    Her mouth gapped open. “He saw the blood, didn’t he? I told you to be careful and do it somewhere dark or in the shower. You’ve got to tell him the truth.”


    I rolled my eyes.


    “Tell him you wanted to lose it before you went to college,” Val yawned. “It’s the truth.”


    I gawked at her. “No. It’s none of his business. I didn’t force him to have sex with me. He gave it willingly. I don’t have to tell him my whole life story.”


    She smiled. “Then don’t.”


    Easy for her to say.


    She jerked her head back and then turned back. “My mom needs the computer. I’ve got to go. She needs to talk to her EHarmony fuck buddies.”


    I giggled in spite of my situation. “Okay. I’ll talk to you tomorrow.”


    She turned off her computer and I slowly closed mine. I’d already taken a bath and had no other reason to hide in the bathroom like a little girl. I got up and opened the door to see Paxton shirtless on my bed, watching TV on the monitor that hung over my bed.


    “What are you doing?” I screeched.


    He turned to look at me, grinning wide. “My side doesn’t have a TV and I need to watch these DVDs. Do you mind, Prissy Missy?”


    Prissy Missy? Ugh! I battled with my traitor eyes whether to put myself out of my misery and look at his chest, or look the other way. I won


    Biting my bottom lip, I turned and stormed over to his bed. I’d already made my bed with my favorite sheets and comforter. He seemed to like them just fine.


    He watched me as I slid into his bed, and I felt his scent overwhelm me, and my thighs clenched together. It was hard not to think about the night before when his smell was all over me. Woodsy and all the male I could take.


    The heavy pressure in my lower stomach started scorching down my thighs and I squirmed to get a release. I had only had sex once, but I did ‘take care of myself’ before that. And it wasn’t anything compared to what Paxton gave me.


    But that was not happening again—ever.


    “Thinking about me over there, Prissy Missy?”


    I gritted my teeth and turned away from him. “Stop calling me that.”


    He laughed, and my panties dampened. “Would you prefer Stephanie?”


    I threw his covers over my head in hope that I’d suffocate myself. “I would prefer nothing. Don’t call—talk—to me at all.”


    I heard my mattress squeak underneath his weight and it took all my strength not to look over there at him sprawled out on my bed half-naked. “Goodnight, Prissy Missy.”


    I gripped his covers and closed my eyes.


    What had I gotten myself into?


    ***


    Something banged loudly and I sat straight up in my bed.


    I blinked my eyes rapidly and then rubbed them with the palm of my hand.


    “What—what’s going on?”


    Paxton was standing beside my—his bed with his guitar in his hand, staring down at me with a sarcastic smile on his face.


    “Did I wake you, Princess? It looks like you need a few more hours of beauty sleep. Your hair looks like shit.”


    My fingers instantly went up to my rat’s nest of hair and I narrowed my gaze at him. “It’s six in the morning,” I said, looking over his head at the wall clock.


    Paxton leaned his guitar up against the wall and stretched his arms above his head. “Oh, your dad didn’t tell you we’d be getting up at the crack of dawn? It must run in the family.”


    My mouth dropped.


    Paxton matched my gaze for a few seconds, my stomach doing ungodly things, before he reached down and grabbed a cigarette from a box on his nightstand. I watched as he lit it up and took a long drag. When he pulled back, he slung his guitar over his shoulder and walked out.


    Butthole!


    I got dressed quickly, and grabbed a Pop-Tart on the way to the convention center. We were in Phoenix but would only be here for the night. The band was practicing on the stage when I finally got through security. I guess not everyone had read the tabloids or they’d know who I was.


    Dad was sitting in the front row, on his phone, with his assistant, Ginger, sitting beside him. The music was rattling the walls as they tried to get the sound right. But all my senses were on Paxton standing at the left of the stage. His eyes pressed tight, tattoos covering his arm from shoulder to wrist and his fingers strumming quickly over the guitar with ease.


    I had remembered Dad saying they were getting one of the best guitarists in the business but I didn’t care enough to get his name. Then I wished I had.


    I stopped and sat in the tenth row from the stage and watched. Nerves fluttered through me while I gawked at him. My fingers latched onto the armrests and my body hummed. Regardless of how arrogant and aggravating he was, just seeing him made my first time even more surreal.


    The song ended and my memories slowly started to fade as I saw my dad’s assistant walking toward my seat.


    I frowned. What did she want?


    She was young—in her late twenties—and was having an affair with my dad. It wasn’t a secret or anything, I was sure the entire band—half of the world—knew about it. Everyone but her husband, obviously. Because I saw the big ring still sitting on her ring finger as she sat beside me.


    “Missy, how are you?”


    What? I crossed my legs and gave her a long sideways glance. “Fine. You?”


    She steadied her huge black glasses on her tiny nose and gave me a pageant queen smile. That was how my Dad liked them. Pretty and obedient.


    “I’m great. I’m enjoying the tour so far.” She looked over at me and gave me yet—another—perfect smile. “So college is coming up soon.”


    Uh-oh. I eyed her carefully as she talked about her college experience and her sorority. Dad had planned out my future well before I cared about anything other than Power Rangers and Barbie. I was to go to The University of Chicago and get my master’s in Business where I would do the business part of his job for him as his assistant manager.


    After ignoring him for the past three months—brushing him off and pretending to be busy with whatever I could think of, I knew he’d put her up to seeing my intentions about college. The truth was—I didn’t have any. I knew I didn’t want to go to Chicago and I didn’t want to help my brother’s career.


    I wanted my own.


    Ginger furrowed her brow and waved her hand in front of my face. “What—what were you saying?” I blushed. I’d completely ignored everything she’d said.


    She gave me a small smile and waved it off. I could only imagine the look on my dad’s face when she tells him I zoned out while talking about college. Because that’s what I’d been doing for the past three months.


    I cleared my throat and excused myself. I walked out of the double doors, and relaxed once the door shut and I could only hear the muffled sound of their music in the distance.


    A payphone was at the front of the building. I locked myself in and pulled out my quarters and dialed my mom’s number.


    She didn’t get custody when they divorced and we all knew my dad had paid the judge. Not that my mother didn’t have money, she did, but she didn’t buy her way into things. I missed her.


    She was eccentric and a bit nutty but I loved her. We were nothing alike but we had been best-friends. Until dad ruined it all for us.


    I was about to hang up when I heard my mother’s rough voice over the phone.


    “Mom?”


    “Hey, baby,” she said, and I heard her moving on the other end. “How are you? You left yet?”


    I sighed. “Yeah, we’re in Phoenix now.”


    She giggled and I figured it was her new fiancé—Dave—and smiled through the phone. She never laughed that much when she was with dad. I didn’t either. “I still can’t believe your dad made you go with him. What a hag.”


    I smiled.


    “Hey, can you hurry it up in there?” I turned and saw an elderly man tapping the glass with the end of his cane.What was he even doing here in the middle of the day?


    I held up my finger. “I know.” I sighed because there was so much I needed to tell her. We’d shared everything and I wanted her to know that I’d lost my virginity. I wanted her to know who it was with and what it was like.


    “Why are you in trouble again? Was it breathing this time?”


    I laughed again.


    Tap. Tap. Tap. “Hurry up!”


    Doesn’t this man know I’m in the middle of a huge crisis?


    “I actually wanted to tell you about that—,”


    Tap. Tap. Tap. “Lady, I need to call my ride. Hurry up.”


    Mom laughed into the phone and then I heard Dave yell. “It’s okay, honey. Can we Skype later? Dave and I are going to the beach.”


    I frowned. I wanted to go stay with Mom in Malibu. I missed her like crazy. “Okay, I’ll talk to you then.”


    “Love you baby.”


    She hung up the phone and I stepped out into the sunlight. The old man grumbled something underneath his breath but I didn’t care to listen.


    Tears pricked at the sides of my eyes. I felt like a child that’s been separated from its mother. It didn’t feel like I was ready to go to college and become something my dad wanted me to be.


    I wanted to do something else. I had no idea what it was at that point but wasn’t college where you figured everything out?


    The tour bus was empty, and I wanted to drown in that silence forever. I just needed to clear my head and get ready for the show.


    And watch girls throw themselves at Paxton. Not that I really cared, but it made everything more awkward knowing that he’d slept with me two nights ago.


    I shivered at the memories and started getting ready.


    Paxton wasn’t that great anyway.


    

  


  
    


    Chapter Four


    Paxton


    


    The curtains pulled back and the lights beamed down on us.


    My body hummed along to the crowd screaming our names. All the nerves from playing with a new band flew out of the window. I sank into the lights and swam in the music as it blared from the speakers.


    Nick turned to look at me and grinned. “We have a new guitarist. Girls—give it up for Paxton Evers.”


    I lifted my arm and the crowd erupted. A few signs shoot up across the crowd.


    Fuck me, Paxton.


    Marry Me, Paxton!


    I smiled and dropped my mouth toward the mic. “Put them panties to the sky, ladies.”


    More screams.


    Nick shot me a dirty look and started singing along to the song. But I didn’t care. Girls loved that shit. Even though I knew I wouldn’t bring one of the groupies back to the tour bus. Hell no. I shared a damn room and it wasn’t really my thing. Most of the groupies that did fling themselves at rock stars weren’t the type of girls I’d want to sleep with.


    I closed my eyes and listened to the music, drifting away in the chords until I was completely lost. I didn’t feel the heat of the lights or my fingers near bleeding from strumming so hard, I just felt the music.


    By the time the concert was ending I had ten pairs of panties at my feet. I reached down after the last chorus and shoved a pair in my jeans which earned me a loud screaming match from the girls in the front row.


    I exited the stage and pulled my guitar strap off of my shoulder. My eyes scanned the backstage and I had no idea who I was looking for. Mr. King slammed his hand down on my shoulder and shook me.


    “Great show boys,” he said smiling down at me.


    “It would have been great if Paxton didn’t basically ask the girls to take their fucking panties off,” Nick growled. If Nick was good at anything it was keeping a good appearance. I was sure his dad had shoved it into his brain since he could walk.


    Mr. King gave Nick a look I couldn’t pinpoint. “Nick, it’s perfectly fine to get the ladies worked up every now and again. They are your fan base.”


    His face turned beat red and he marched over to a group of girls waiting for his autograph. Mr. King winked at me and disappeared into a sea of people. Dillon was taking pictures, so I slipped away before anyone could notice.


    My fingers were still twitching from playing and I felt jittery. I needed some kind of release. My thoughts went back to Missy and I dismissed it just as quick. Her smooth skin and little moans drove me insane. I hadn’t had anything that tight and good since—ever.


    I took the stairs two at a time and jetted up toward my room.


    I stopped dead in my tracks when I saw clothes in the middle of the floor toward the bathroom door. Steam was floating from the open door and I could hear—moaning. Was she—oh hell no! She wasn’t fucking another guy in our room. My fingers clenched and I tossed my guitar onto my bed and stalked toward the open door.


    I stopped as soon as I got to the curtain. The thin white curtain hardly shadowed her body and I could see her silhouette through it. She was alone but moaning.


    Oh, shit. I tried not to smile and then I was hard as a fucking rock. She’s masturbating. I bite my lip, feeling like a huge pervert, and listened to her. Those sounds had made me come undone. Her mouth was so fucking sweet and those sounds—no.


    I shook my head. I shouldn’t have wanted to fuck her so badly. I deflowered her and that was a rule. I broke a rule.


    Rules are meant to be broken.


    I scowled at myself and ran my fingers through my hair. But who knows if it wouldn’t turn into something bigger than a fling?


    What am I thinking? I can’t start a relationship with my manager’s daughter. My bandmate’s sister. I had already went down that road once and I was not going back down it—


    “Oh my gosh!”


    I stumbled backwards and tripped over her shoes sitting in the middle of the bathroom. “What are you doing creeper?” she yelled louder.


    “I’m—I was just …” I trailed off and stood up.


    Her cheeks were blood red and she knew I’d heard her. And before I could stop myself I let myself look at her. A small white towel was wrapped around her and she was clutching it for dear life. It wasn’t like I hadn’t seen what she had to offer—and it was pretty damn beautiful. A tiny waist and legs so long you could run them.


    A drop of water trailed down her neck and disappeared between her breasts. I wanted to lick it off of her.


    “Why are you in here?”


    I corrected my gaze but her pretty blue eyes didn’t make any difference to my dick. I was still turned on. “The real reason. To spy on me?”


    I raised an eyebrow at her and took a step toward her. She took a step back until the back of her knees hit the tub. “I heard you in here,” I whispered, looking down at her pretty lips. “You should have closed the door, Sugar.”


    Her red cheeks turned even darker. “I thought you would be hooking up with a groupie—or three—right now.” She gave me a tightlipped smile.


    Oh, she wants to go there? “No, I usually look for virgins to fuck.”


    Her eyes widened and her grip did too. “Shut your mouth, Paxton.”


    My dick strained against my zipper. Hearing her say my name made everything harder to handle. I wanted to bury myself inside of her again but I knew just thinking about it was pushing the limits.


    “I’ll shut my mouth and let you explain what happened the other night. How about that?”


    She paled and tried to get around me but I blocked her off. “Let me by,” she demanded.


    I smiled down at her and tried not to kiss her. “Tell me why you chose me?”


    She tried to take another step passed me but I pushed her up against the cabinet and trapped her there against my body. I was too aware of her breasts brushing my chest and her eyes darting toward my lips. “I’m waiting, Prissy Missy?’ I asked.


    She exhaled in defeat. “My friend and I had a bet that if we hadn’t lost our virginity by the time we graduated that we would do it.” She moved her gaze up to look me head on. “And I chose you.”


    God—if my dick hadn’t been hard before it was then. “Why me?” I asked trailing her pouty lips with my eyes.


    She blushed harder. “Because I think you’re hot? Sue me for wanting my first time to be with a guy I find attractive.”


    I couldn’t stop my grin. She tried to get away from me but I held her there with my pelvis. “You think I’m hot, Missy?”


    She rolled her eyes. “Let me go.”


    I grinned and leaned closer to her, resting my lips against the soft skin below her ear. “I think you’re pretty hot too, Missy.”


    Her breath picked up and hit my neck in short gasps. She twisted her towel in her hands and pressed her eyes shut. She wanted me just like I wanted her. And I was a fool for it.


    Before I could touch my lips to that skin I’d been yearning for, I heard the guys downstairs and pulled away.


    We stared at each other for a long time and I was sure she had to have felt the want I had for her. “Close the door next time. I told you I wasn’t a knocker.”


    I ate downstairs with Dillon and Nick. They’d gotten pizza and I was glad they were semi-normal. Saving Fate, the band I had been with, I loved them like brothers but they were always eating crab and fancy shit. Sometimes a guy just needs a slice of pizza.


    “How is it sharing a room with Missy?” Dillon asked over his beer.


    I looked up and caught Nick and him both staring at me. I shrugged. “It’s fine. Why do you ask?” I prayed to God they didn’t know anything about the deflowering but since I was still in the band I figured they didn’t know.


    Dillon laughed. “Just wondering.”


    Nick threw his crust into the pizza box and leaned backwards. “I can’t believe Dad is making her come. It’s going to be a long summer.”


    Since they brought up the topic, I figured I’d ask. “Why is your dad making her come again?”


    Nick grabbed another slice and scoffed. “She got caught making out with some loser outside of Club Freedom. Who knows what the hell they did after that. And here I was thinking she was still a virgin.”


    I kept my eyes glued to my plate. I knew what happened after that club and it was Heaven. Only it was short lived. “Well, she is eighteen,” I blurted out. I had no idea why I was defending her when she had lied to me but I didn’t like to hear anybody talk about her.


    When I finally looked up Nick was staring at me and Dillon was watching us like the best action movie he’d ever seen. “She knows better. Dad taught her better than to go slutting around.”


    I snorted. I couldn’t help it. “Something funny?”


    I shrugged, wiping the crumbs from my hands over the box. “I’d hardly say one night out makes her a slut. I know girls that fuck different guys every night, that’s all.”


    “Well the girls you sleep with and Missy are in two different categories.”


    Not really. I kept a small smirk on my face and stood up. “Shows how much you know, bro. I like ‘em real sweet.”


    I turned and walked up to the top story of the bus.


    Unable to help myself, my eyes swept the room for Missy. The bathroom door was opened; the sweet scent of her soap still lingering in the air, and her bed was empty. Then I saw her hunched down over my small chest that had my smokes and other things in it.


    “What in the hell are you doing in my stuff?”


    She jumped back and hit her head against my nightstand. “Crap!” she shouted, cupping her head.


    “What are you doing?” I asked again, eyeing the chest in the corner.


    She opened her mouth a few times and then snapped it shut. Keeping my eyes on her, I walked over to the box and looked down. “Were you looking at the marijuana, Missy?”


    Her cheeks turned redder than I’d ever seen. “I was curious,” she said.


    I lifted a brow. “Curious, huh? I wouldn’t take you for a smoker.”


    “I’ve never smoked. Like I said,” she stood up. “I was curious.”


    “Your dad would kick your ass if he saw you around this stuff. It’s not good for you.”


    She rolled her eyes. “You do it.”


    I closed the box and kicked it underneath my bed. “I said it wasn’t good for you, not me.”


    “Oh, so it’s okay for you to do it but not me?”


    I watched her face and couldn’t help but smile. She took a step backwards when I stepped toward her. “Weed makes you forget your problems. You don’t have any problems, Missy.”


    She tried to turn and walk away but I caught her elbow. “You don’t know anything about me, Paxton Evers.”


    Tracing her lips with my eyes, I heard her gasp and I felt it in my goddamn toes. “I know that that pretty little mouth it far too sweet to ruin it with cigarettes or weed. And since I’m not sure if I’m finished tasting it yet, you won’t be getting any from me.”


    The way her lips parted, and her eyes lowered to my own mouth was the hottest thing I’d ever seen. “You don’t get to tell me what to do,” she said.


    “No, I don’t, baby. But I can tell you that if you don’t stop looking at me like that, I’m going to strip you out of those thousand dollar jeans and have my way with you.”


    “Liar,” she said.


    “Don’t tempt me, Missy unless you’re prepared for the consequences.”


    She pulled her arm but I held on tight. “What consequences are those, Paxton?” she snapped.


    “You know good and damn well what they are.”


    She smirked. “I didn’t peg you for a chicken. I figured, “The” Paxton Evers wouldn’t care about the rules.”


    If I hadn’t been on that tour bus I’d bend her over and spank her ass. She was testing me—tempting me to kiss her. Take her like I did at my house. And goddammit if I didn’t want to.


    Without my consent, I was staring at that pretty mouth again. The bus hit a bump and I stumbled forward toward her and it seemed to knock some sense into me. I let go of her arm. “Go to bed, Missy.”


    I didn’t give her a chance to answer. I made a beeline for the bathroom and locked the door behind me this time. I couldn’t have her sneaking a peek and panting like last time. Because my self-control wasn’t ready for it. I splashed water onto my face, and rubbed my fists against my eyes until I thought they’d combust from friction.


    Sometimes I thought that God had to hate me. What did I do to deserve this kind of punishment? Four long months with the girl that makes my toes curl, only for her to be off limits. Yep, I’d ticked the man upstairs off.


    


    ***


    The hallway was long and it seemed endless. To my four-year-old self it seemed like a lifetime away but in reality it was only a few doors down.


    Thunder banged against my eardrums and I dove underneath a table in our hallway for cover. I hid beneath my blanket for a few minutes. My teeth chattered from fear, a choking lump formed in my throat. I felt like I couldn’t breathe. I waited until the thunder had stopped before I got the guts to jump up and run toward my parents’ room.


    The door was cracked and a mouse scurried across the dirty floor toward the bathroom. I shivered and hid my scream. Dad hated when I cried, it made him really angry, and so I learned how to keep my emotions in check at a very early age.


    Lightning struck and it lit up my parents’ room and that’s when I realized it was empty. I pushed against the door and stood in the doorway staring at the unmade bed.


    Their belongings were gone. No furniture or clothes. Only an unmade bed. Tears threatened my eyes, and I felt a lump grow in my throat.


    They were gone. They’d left me alone. Thunder crashed again and I ran to their bed and dove underneath their covers. Their sheets smelled like them but the room didn’t feel the same. They had left.


    They’d abandoned me.


    I felt sobs break from my lips and I cried until the sun came up. I was alone.


    Alone.


    Alone.


    Alone.


    ***


    “You’re not alone. Are you okay? Paxton, please wake up.”


    I jerked awake, flinging my sheet off of me and sitting up against the headboard. I blinked a few times and realized I had a nightmare. Like a baby. Like I was that four-year-old again. I didn’t have the nightmare often, but when I did it sucked. I scowled at myself and wiped my palm down my face.


    “Paxton?”


    Shit. I looked over my hand at Missy kneeling by my bed. Her blond hair was in a twisted bun on top of her head, no make-up and her round eyes wide and watching me. “Are you okay?”


    I swallowed. She looked beautiful. And if I hadn’t been completely humiliated about my nightmare I would have told her. “Go back to bed,” I whispered.


    She blinked a few times, got up but went to the bathroom. I tried to strain my neck to see what she was doing but she had half-way shut the door. A few minutes later she walked out of the bathroom with a rag in her hand and a glass of water.


    She kneeled beside me and pointed for me to lie down. I did. Her soft fingertips brushed my hair away from my eyes and she rested the cool cloth on my forehead. Heat engulfed my stomach and I felt a jittery feeling all over me. What the hell? I did not get those kinds of feelings.


    “You know, I used to have nightmares,” she whispered, her gaze dropping from my eyes to the comforter.


    “Oh, yeah, about what?” I asked, turning to my side. She watched me slowly and I was too aware of how her eyes watched my bare chest and how she didn’t have a bra on under that tank top.


    “I’m not sure exactly.” She picked at a string on my sheet. “They were different each week. I’d fall off a cliff one day, and the other I would be chased but never know who was chasing me. But I had them for years.”


    “Where is your mom?” I asked, watching as she sucked her bottom lip into her mouth.


    “She lives in California too. My dad got custody of us when they divorced and I go stay with her whenever I can but I can’t live there. Dad won’t let me.”


    I reached down and swiped the pad of my thumb against her jawline. “You miss your mom?”


    Pink flushed her cheeks. “Yeah, I do. There is so much I want to talk to her about but my dad took my phone because—,” she trailed off because we both knew the reason.


    I grinned down at her. “Because we slept together?”


    She sucked on her lip again. “He doesn’t know it’s you, and I promise not to tell him. I wouldn’t want you to get kicked out of the band.”


    I lifted a brow and tucked a piece of hair behind her ear. “You think he would kick me out because of that?”


    She frowned. “That’s the reason I hadn’t dated before now. Well, besides the chaperoned dates my dad let me go on in high-school.” She rolled her eyes. “He made our driver take us and never leave us alone. And they didn’t like me anyway.”


    Sadness etched her face. “What made you think they didn’t like you?”


    “Because they were just trying to get close to my dad. I’d only been kissed one time before you kissed me.”


    What the hell. I looked at her lips. Who in their right mind wouldn’t want to kiss that mouth? Hell, fuck that mouth. Were those boys blind?


    Missy sucked her lip in again and blinked back tears. She was humiliated and I wanted to fix that. I wanted to make those blue eyes happy. So what if I’d deflowered her. I could see myself dating her, what’s one rule broken? Right? Right.


    Before she could pull away, I reached out over the side of the bed, grabbed the nape of her neck and tilted those pretty lips up toward me.


    “You have the sexiest lips I’ve ever seen, Missy. I hardly believe anyone could not want to do ungodly things to them.”


    Missy’s eyes widened and her lips parted in the most unknowingly sexy way I’d ever seen. “Missy, I’m going to kiss you now and make up for those pricks that didn’t realize what they were missing.”


    A moan slipped from her throat and I was a goner. I leaned forward and pressed my mouth against hers. She stilled against me and I almost pulled my lips away but I didn’t. I waited. Because I knew there was no way she didn’t feel that gravitational pull that I felt around me.


    And she leaned forward, parting her lips and letting me invade her mouth. I felt hungry, so I slipped my right hand down on the floor and dropped to the floor until I was hovering over her.


    I reached around her waist, pulled her toward me and sat against the wall so that she was straddling my waist. Her breath caught in her throat when she felt what she was sitting on and only her thin panties and my boxers separated us.


    “Don’t worry, Princess. You’ve already had it, remember? He won’t bite.”


    Red covered her neck and cheeks but when I curled my finger in invitation, she leaned down and hovered her mouth over mine.


    “You’re so damn cute,” I whispered against her mouth. She was starving for it, and I wanted to hear her say it. “You want me to kiss you again, Missy?”


    She nodded.


    “Tell me.”


    She sucked in a sharp breath and glared helplessly at me. “I want you to kiss me,” she whispered.


    Fuck, I wanted to fuck her. Right then. No regrets. But she was fragile and I’d already shattered her once. So I bent my head and took her mouth with mine. Her fingers laced around the back of my neck and I spanned my hand over the prominent curve at the small of her back.


    I nipped her bottom lip from one side to the other until she was shaking in my arms. Her small fingers pulled tighter in my hair and she whimpered. “What is it, baby?” I whispered against her mouth. “What do you want?”


    I stared at her through heavy lids and waited for her to say it. Pink assaulted her cheeks and she tugged on her lip again which got her another round of me fucking her mouth. Her taste was addicting—so sweet—and I lapped at it like candy. She tasted like fucking candy.


    “Say it,” I reminded her.


    “More,” she whimpered grinding down on me. “More.” She looked like she was willing to beg for it, but I knew after the first night that I wouldn’t be able to turn her down again. Even after I found out she was a virgin, if I ever saw her again I would take her. She’s too sweet to share.

    Carefully, I reached up and pulled her tank top over her head until she was straddling me in nothing but her panties. “Too much?” I asked. The truth was that I didn’t understand our relationship right then or where it was going but I knew this wouldn’t be the last time I’d have her. I wanted her hundreds—thousands of times.


    “You’ve got to talk to me, Princess.” I stroked her cheeks with my fingers and kissed a trail up her neck to her mouth. “We can stop whenever you want to stop, baby.”


    “I don’t want to stop,” she whimpered.


    Oh, fuck. I was going to sleep with her again. I couldn’t have told her no if I wanted to. “Then we don’t stop.”


    She nodded and tightened her grip on me. I felt her heart beating wildly in her chest and I couldn’t get close enough to her, but I had to try. Opening her mouth wider, I assaulted her tongue with my own, guiding her mouth to a steady pace that wouldn’t make me bust a nut in my underwear. I needed to slow down or I was going to have another session like last time.


    Her moans were muffled by my groans and she began to grind herself against me, and it made everything so much harder—literally. I tried to steady her hips but she was pushing against me so hard and quick, riding me, dry humping like we were in tenth grade and I didn’t give a fuck. I wanted her to enjoy everything she missed.


    “I’m shaking,” she pulled away and whispered. “I think I—I need you to do something to me please.”


    I knew exactly what she needed. Wrapping my arm around her waist, I lifted her and dropped her down on my bed, and settled between her thighs. They clenched around my waist the way they did the first night. Which should have been a sign to me because she was so, so nervous but I couldn’t think about anything but being inside of her.


    I leaned into her and sucked her tongue into my mouth before trailing wet kisses down her body, over her belly button. When I got to her thighs, I spread them wide with my hands and kissed the outside of her dampened panties.


    “Oh,” she moaned, grabbing the sheets.


    I grabbed her wrists and guided her hands to my hair. “I’m new to you, baby. Show me what you like. Guide me.” She held eye contact with me and nibbled on the side of her lip.


    “I didn’t guide you last time?” she said.


    I grinned. “Because now I know that we’re going to be doing this for a while. I need to know what you like because if you don’t nut, neither do I.”


    I licked her from folds to clit in one long lick and she groaned and moved her hips upward. Her fingers clenched and pulled my head up where I nibbled on her clit and flicked my tongue ring at her over and over again. She’s shaking and not guiding me anymore, she’s so responsive to everything so I know she’s loving this.


    Fuck, I’m loving it.


    I nipped and sucked at her, up and down, burying my mouth into her scent and fucking her with my tongue, until I felt her heels slam into the bed and her back arch. Then I taste her sweetness all over my mouth and it made my dick ache.


    I kissed her gently as she came down from her high and kissed a path up her flat stomach and took her beaded, pink nipple into my mouth and teased it with my piercing.


    “Inside me, please,” she begged. “Please.”


    Her eyes were screwed shut like she was embarrassed to talk to me. We were going to fucking fix that. “Look at me, Princess,” I whispered against her throat.


    Her blue eyes opened. “Don’t be ashamed to tell me what you want. I’m here to make sure you come, and we never stop until you’re completely satisfied. Hear me? I’m not embarrassed to fuck you, and you shouldn’t be.”


    She blinked wide-eyed at me. “Okay.”


    I smiled down at her and reached over to my nightstand and grabbed a condom, tearing it with my teeth. Missy watched me carefully. I jerked my underwear down my thighs and over my ankles until I was pressed against her wet folds.


    “You don’t have to wear those if you don’t want to,” she said, her eyes finding mine.


    I lifted a brow. “Actually, I do. No offense but I’m way too young for kids and so are you.


    “I’m on birth control pills; I’ve never missed a day.”


    Oh. I narrowed my gaze at her and touch her bottom lip. “Why would a virgin be on the pill?”


    “They regulate your periods. My mom got me on it a year ago but it’s totally fine if you don’t want to—,”


    I silenced her with my mouth, kissing her until I had to come up for air. “Oh, I want to, baby. I just may not last long. I’ve never had sex without a condom. It was drilled into my head.”


    She smiled. “Well, there is a first time for everything right?”


    I laughed and nodded. “Obviously. Hold on, baby. I’m going to make you feel good.”


    Sliding into her felt like Christmas morning to an eight-year-old. Her pussy muscles clenched tight around me, and I steadied her hips with my hands, warning her. “Don’t move to quick, baby. You’re so goddamn tight, I’m going to nut if you move.”


    She whimpered and tried to move her hips upward again but I stopped her with my weight. “Missy,” I warned and she stilled.


    Slowly, I eased my way into her tight wetness and pulled out. God, she felt so damn good.


    When I started moving my hips, she tossed her head backwards and met my hips with her own. She was shivering, everywhere. “Feel good?” I whispered, giving her a steady rhythm I thought she could take.


    “So much,” she whispered, a tear falling from the side of her face.


    I stopped. “Are you okay? You’re crying.”


    A giggle left her throat and she urged me on with her hips. “They’re not sad tears, Paxton. It’s because I feel so, so good.”


    I’ll take that.


    I dropped my mouth over hers. “Let me see if I can make you feel even better, Princess.”


    I slammed into her, again and then over and over again. I felt the pressure building inside of me. I reached between us and pressed the pad of my thumb against her clit, massaging and lightly scrapping my fingernail over the top. And she was screaming—loudly—rolling her hips and digging her fingernails into my back. “So, good,” she whimpered out.


    She had no fucking idea. I’d never had sex with anyone that tight in my life. Granted that she was a virgin, but she felt so, so right. I rode her hard and long until she was coming down from her third orgasm and I pulled out of her, coming into my hand.


    Her eyes were round with curiosity as she watched me, her cheeks flushed and her eyes heavy. I kissed her cheek and washed off in the bathroom. She was getting up when I came back out. “Where are you going?” I asked.


    She glanced down at me, seeing I was completely naked, and looked the other way and scratched her arm. “Going to sleep. You have a concert tomorrow in Houston.”


    I lifted a brow and pointed toward my bed. “That’s where you’re sleeping tonight.” I walked to the stairs and looked down. “I’ll set my alarm and make sure they don’t walk in on us.”


    She looked relieved and crawled underneath my comforter. She looked so innocent right there. I took her in my arms and lay back against my pillow while I set my alarm clock.


    “I just had sex with you again.”


    She giggled. “I know. I was pretty sure you’d never talk to me again after last time.”


    “I didn’t think I wanted to but there was something at the back of my head telling me I’d have you again—somewhere. I just didn’t know it would be this soon. Four months on tour.”


    She relaxed against my chest and smiled. “Four months on a tour bus—practically alone every night.”


    “Sounds like a dream come true to me.”


    

  


  
    


    Chapter Five


    Missy


    


    Paxton’s alarm went off and I shot up out of the bed and then sighed.


    “Calm down, Princess. They’re not up yet. We’re still moving,” he said. His voice was gritty and rougher than normal in the morning and it made my woman parts clench.


    Ouch, I was so sore.


    Paxton’s breath hit my shoulder before he nipped it and then soothed it with a swipe of his tongue ring against the skin. “You smell of me,” he whispered.


    I giggled like a school-girl and tried to get up but he grabbed my arm and pulled me back toward him. “Where are you going?” he asked.


    Lord, how the sides had changed. The day before we were ready to rip each other’s throats out and then—wham bam thank you ma’am.


    He pressed me back down into the covers and hovered over me, nipping at my lip, twirling his tongue along my still naked body, and pushing my hair out of my face.


    “What’s so funny, Prissy?” he smiled into my neck and bit it lightly.


    “Us.”


    A small smile lifted from the corner of his lip. “I wouldn’t call what we did last night, funny, but I catch your jest of it.”


    The bus came to a screeching halt and Paxton flipped off of the bed and onto the floor. I crawled over and looked down at him. He narrowed his blue eyes and tried not to smile. “Don’t you fucking laugh or I’ll spank your ass.”


    I smirked. “Not saying a word.”


    Footsteps sounded from the start of the stairs and I jumped out of Paxton’s bed and ran toward my own, diving into the covers and messing them up the best I can before Nick came walking through the door.


    When I looked at Paxton he had shoved all of my clothes underneath his bed and was rubbing his face.


    Nick eyed me and straightened his t-shirt. Who was up and ready this early? My brother, that’s who. “Paxton we have a signing at the Houston mall soon. Get ready. You too, Missy.”


    He disappeared without another word.


    “A man of many words,” Paxton said, standing up. He was still naked, and even though we’d slept together, I felt like a giggly freshman.


    “You blush a lot, baby. We’re going to have to work on your courage.” He grabbed some clothes and walked over to my bed. His hair was a mess and I wanted to sink my hands into it again like I had the night before. I wanted to feel him on me but we were late.


    He cupped my face and took my mouth in his, not pulling away until my sex was throbbing for him. “I’ll be quick, Princess.”


    My body hummed as he walked away and I felt myself smiling without knowing it. I was in so much trouble.


    After my shower, I found Paxton waiting for me on his bed. His hair looked windblown as he ran his fingers through it. I wished I were the one doing that. His hair was amazing. His long fingers ran down his face and he screwed his eyes shut. I wondered what his nightmare had been about the night before but he didn’t tell and I didn’t ask.


    “You’re worried.”


    His head popped up and those blue eyes pinned me to my place in the bathroom doorway. “Not for me, Sugar. For you.”


    I sucked my bottom lip into my mouth. I knew exactly what he was talking about. My dad would find out eventually and then we’d be screwed. Paxton wouldn’t have a job and I wouldn’t be able to live my life. He’d ruin any chance of me doing anything I want and everything he does.


    “You want to stop?” I asked, praying that he didn’t want to stop anything. We had just started.


    A wicked smile pulled at his jaw and he slowly shook his head at me. “No, baby. I don’t want to stop anything. We just started.” I smiled and he stood up. “We’ll have to be careful. Nothing in front of your dad or your brother.”


    I swallowed hard. “Okay.”


    Paxton took two giant steps and pinned me against the wall. He leaned down and ran his nose against the curve of my neck, nipping and sucking his entire way up to my forehead. “Do you know how fucking good you look in that damn skirt?”


    Oh. I wasn’t going to admit it but I had put it on purposely. I may have been inexperienced but I knew how to make a guy want, and Paxton wanted. “Well you better get all you want now because no touching once we step foot out of this door.”


    Paxton lifted a brow. “I said when your family was looking. That won’t keep me from pulling you into a broom closet and fucking you senseless, Sugar.”


    I heated—everywhere. Being around him wasn’t like anything I’d ever experienced. I felt alive—wanted and alive. Beautiful. And I’d only known him for three days. I’m not sure what that said about me but I really didn’t care.


    I liked him and my dad would not ruin this for me.


    “Well I’ll hunt out the broom closets then.”


    Paxton watched me through heavy lids and grinned.


    ***


    Dillon tapped his drumsticks against my head from the backseat of my Dad’s SUV. I gritted my teeth and turned around to slap the sticks away for the fifth time.


    Dillon blew his bangs from his forehead and smiled down at me when I missed him—for the fifth time. “Stop messing up my hair. The press is going to be here.”


    Dillon tapped me again and then pulled back. “Yeah, but they won’t be taking pictures of you, Missy. You’re not in the band.”


    “Didn’t stop them before,” Dad called out from the front seat.


    I turned blood red and Dillon tapped me again.


    I turned to tell him off but saw Paxton grab his drumsticks and toss them into the back of the SUV. “If you don’t stop I’m going to break your goddamn wrists.”


    Dillon, being a light-hearted guy, put his palms out in surrender and reached back to dig for his drum sticks.


    Paxton was glaring at me when I looked up and my panties were instantly damp. Dang it! I wanted to lean in and kiss him but I turned around quickly to find Dad watching us in the review mirror.


    “Dillon, stop annoying people,” Dad called out and I sighed.


    He didn’t see.


    This was way harder than I had thought.


    The Houston mall was packed with people when we pulled up to the front. Girls were lined up outside and it looked like the inside was worse. Dad turned around and gave a serious face that I had a hard time looking at. “Now, you guys be nice. Do what the fans want and look forward to a long day. We’ll break for lunch in a few.” He gave me a quick glance. “Missy, stay out of the way and away from anything male.”


    Dillon snorted and my face heated. What a butthole! I wanted to reach over and ruffle his perfectly quaffed hair and tell him he looked like a mobster, but I didn’t.


    I bit my tongue.


    We went in a back entrance where the mall manager was waiting for us. She was wide-eyed, holding a clipboard and smacking on some gum. When they said everything was bigger in Texas, they weren’t lying. Her hair looked like a beehive. “Y’all are right on time! It’s such a pleasure to meet you!” She wrangled us in.


    I watched my feet as I followed behind Ginger. Her heels click clacked against the tile and I tried to match her stride but I was too short—


    Something jerked me from the side and I was suddenly in a room—a broom closet. “Don’t let your dad talk to you like that, Sugar,” Paxton said.


    I glanced up from the flickering light I had been staring at and into his too-blue eyes. “What are you talking about?”


    He ran his knuckles down my cheek and placed his hand on my waist. “In the car. You don’t have to take that, Missy. You’re an adult.”


    Am I? I frowned. “It’s always been like that. He is in control—always.”


    Paxton nodded while leaning down to nip my jaw and nuzzle his mouth into my neck. “We’re going to fix that, baby. You’re an adult and you can make your own decisions. You can’t let him rule your life like this.”


    He was right but it pissed me off. “I’m not a baby, Paxton.” I pulled back and slammed my hand down on my waist. I had to lean my neck back pretty far to look up at him, but I kept my gaze as steady as I could. “I do make some decisions.”


    Paxton pressed his lips into a hard line and I realized he was trying not to laugh. “Is this your mad face I’m seeing right now?”


    I narrowed my gaze.


    His grin widened. “Is that supposed to be better?”


    I slugged him in the arm and he grabbed me around my waist and pulled me closer to him, closing the distance I had put between us. “I don’t think you have a mean bone in your body. We’ll work on it later. But now, I want to taste that mouth before your father starts searching for us.” He winked. “We wouldn’t want Daddy finding us snogging in the broom closet.”


    “You called it.”


    He leaned down and smiled. “I told you I’d have you in a broom closet if I wanted.”


    Leaning down, he took my mouth with his and molded himself to me. My heart raced thinking of someone finding us but I was exhilarated. When Paxton dropped one hand to my ass, he holstered me up onto his waist and held me against the wall.


    He shoved my skirt up toward my hips, only leaving my panties as a shield from the growing bulge in his jeans. “You feel what you do to me, baby?” he mumbled against my panting mouth.


    Oh, I felt it.


    Paxton gripped the base of my neck, wrapping his long fingers gently around my throat and squeezed. Adrenaline pumped through me. With Paxton lapping at my mouth, guiding my mouth to a torturous pace and him grinding himself against my soaked underwear, I was about to explode.


    I moaned and grinded myself down on him and he hissed underneath his breath. The hand around my neck lowered and he slipped his finger underneath my panties and stroked my clit with his thumb. I bucked against him. “That’s it, Sugar. Come for, daddy.”


    Oh, God. I wished the dang light was off, but my eyes were too teary with pleasure and my body was taking control. He pressed his thumb harder against my clit and slid one finger inside of me.


    “You’re so goddamn wet,” he whispered, nipping my bottom lip. “Let loose, baby. Just feel.” He trailed his tongue against my lower lip and I gripped the metal ring and pulled.


    Paxton’s eyes widened as I sucked his tongue into my mouth. A deep groan vibrated from his chest, and was all it took to send me over the edge. My legs were trembling against his waist while he soothed my pussy with his fingers, cooing ‘so fucking beautiful,’ ‘so tight,’ into my ear.


    “I wish we had more time, Princess.” He kissed a path from my forehead down to my lips. “But my phone has been vibrating in my jeans for the past ten minutes. Daddy is looking for us.”


    My eyes were still starry and my mouth opened in a wide grin. I felt high. Paxton lifted a brow and busted out laughing. “Feeling good, baby?”


    He had no freaking idea.


    I waited ten minutes to leave the closet after Paxton. Thankfully no one saw me come out. They were already seeing fans when I got there. Most were teenage—college—aged girls with signs and t-shirt pressed against their chest. I snagged a new Fringe t-shirt that had Paxton photo shopped in where their old guitarist used to be and tucked it underneath my arm.


    My dad came around the corner—on his phone, of course—and had two men following him. One was dressed like my dad and I thought I had seen him somewhere before, and the other was around my age and was staring directly at me.


    I quickly turned my head and pretended to look interested in the gaggle of girls taking pictures with Paxton.


    “Missy,” Dad said. “Come over here.” I carefully walked to my dad’s side and looked up at him. “This is my daughter Missy King. Missy, this is Mr. Ferguson and his son Benton.”


    I gave them a small wave, but Benton reached forward and grabbed my hand. “It’s nice to meet you, Missy.”


    Oh, no. I knew that look. I knew this situation. I gave Dad a mean go to hell look. He narrowed his eyes at me. “Mr. Ferguson manages Switch and his son is going into the business like you.”


    Like me? Had dad forgotten that I’d been ignoring the college issue for the past three months? We had not decided on that. I gave him a tight grin. “Nice to meet you, Benton.”


    He gave me a wide grin and shoved his hand into the depth of his pockets. “You too. Would you like to get something to eat with me?”


    What? Dad nudged my side but I was too busy staring at the ground. I couldn’t go with him. “Missy, Benton asked you a question.”


    I swallowed. “She’d love to go with you. You kids go on.” Dad placed his hands on my shoulders and gave me a tight squeeze.


    Dang him! I wanted to grab his phone and stomp it into little pieces. Because that’s what it felt like he was doing to my life. Benton grabbed my hand and looped it through his arm and guided me out into the crowd and toward the food court.


    I didn’t even look back because I couldn’t see the look on Paxton’s face. We hadn’t defined our relationship, but I knew it was serious enough for us to not see anyone else.


    “So, Missy. What college are you going to?”


    Dang. I hadn’t been paying any attention to him. I shrugged. “Still deciding. My dad wants me to go to The University of Chicago, but I’m not sure.”


    He nudged my side and smiled down at me. “That’s where my dad is sending me too.” He winked a dark eye at me and gestured to Chick-Fil-A. Our options were limited in the mall.


    Once we got our food, which he insisted he pay for, we sat down at a booth and started eating. I felt weird and out of place and the little small talk wasn’t helping anything.


    Benton chuckled and leaned back in his chair, crossing his arms across his chest. His button down blue shirt was Armani and if I had to guess I would have said his underwear was too. “I saw that tabloids last week.” His dark eyes meet mine. “They’ll do anything won’t they?”


    I smiled over at him. He was really good-looking. Dark eyes, dark hair and flawless skin. Not to mention eye lashes any girl would die for. “Seems like it.”


    Benton leaned forward and studied my face until I blushed. “You have beautiful eyes, Missy King.”


    “Thank you,” I whispered.


    “So, you’re on tour with the band this summer?” I nodded. “Sounds like fun.” He gave me a sarcastic grin. “Maybe—when you get back we could hang out sometime?”


    I opened my mouth as the chair next to me slid against the tile. I froze and watched as Paxton sat beside me, slamming his food down and giving me a lopsided grin. “Missy,” he said. “Who are you?” he blurted out, his hands clenching his sack of food.


    Benton reached across the table and offered him his hand. “I’m Benton Ferguson.”


    Paxton clenched his jaw. “Right.”


    Benton furrowed his brows and retracted his hand. “So, anyway.” He looked down at his phone. “My dad just text me. We’re leaving. How about we exchange numbers? I would love to take you out sometime when you’re back in California.”


    I froze, my eyes wide and my heart pulsing in my throat. “I—,”


    “Not going to happen,” Paxton said, tossing a fry into his mouth. “Missy isn’t interested, and you need to just leave. Now.”


    Benton’s brow crawled up to his hairline. Oh, boy. “And why can’t Missy talk for herself?” His eyes turned to mine and held. “Tell me, Missy. Would you like to go out with me?”


    Paxton made a very low noise and leaned over the table. “I’m not going to tell you again. Get lost. She isn’t interested.”


    Benton swallowed hard and carefully stood up. But not before scribbling his number down on a napkin and sliding it to me. “For when you finally find your tongue.”


    And he walked off.


    My mouth dropped open at the same time Paxton stood up. I grabbed his wrist. “Paxton, don’t. He’ll tell my dad. Just drop it.”


    Paxton watched him walk away from us, never taking his eyes off of him until he was lost in the crowd before he sat down.


    He turned to me. “What in the hell are you doing? Didn’t we just have this conversation when I was making you come in the broom closet, Missy?”


    I grabbed my bag and sighed. “My dad made me come with him, Paxton. What was I supposed to do? Tell him that I’m sleeping with a tattooed guitarist?”


    Paxton grabbed my chin and forced me to look at him. “Is that what you think this is? That we’re just sleeping together?” He let out a bitter laugh. “Baby, please. Spare me the bullshit.” He leaned closer to me, his lips only a hairbreadth away. “You are mine and no one else’s. Do you hear me, Missy King? I don’t want you on anymore ‘dates,’ no numbers and you’re sleeping in my fucking bed tonight. No one else’s.”


    I had never heard anything that sounded that good. It didn’t hurt that his gritty voice made it sound so, so much better. I nodded. “Well, we’re actually getting a hotel room tonight, so I’ll be sleeping by myself.”


    “Oh, yeah?” He took a bite out of his burger. “Do my legs not work anymore? I’ll sneak in.”


    Rolling my eyes, I grabbed my bag and tossed it into the trashcan behind us. “Right. Like my dad wouldn’t find out? I’m not doing that.”


    Paxton’s calloused fingertips slid up the side of my thigh and underneath my skirt. I gasped and slapped his hand away. He seemed to like that. Who was I kidding? I liked it too. “Sugar, that’s why we won’t get caught. I’m a bad-boy, remember?” He winked then stood up to offer me his hand. “Now come on, baby. We don’t want daddy to worry.”


    ***


    After a long day of doing nothing while the boys signed shirts, we headed back toward the tour bus. Dad was chatting with someone about a VIP party tonight, but I knew I wouldn’t be going. Only the boys.


    My heart sank a little when I climbed the stairs to the tour bus and looked at the empty room. Distant sounds from downstairs echoed. My dad’s voice boomed over everyone’s and I heard my name and then something about going with Ginger to get our hotel rooms. Right. Like everyone didn’t know that they were going to screw in that said hotel room.


    “Why so sad, pretty girl?” Paxton whispered into my ear.


    “I’m not,” I lied and turned to face him. His grey T-shirt was snug to his chest and I clenched the Fringe T-shirt in my hand beside me. I wanted to go to the club too. And it sucked that I was eighteen and couldn’t do anything.


    Paxton narrowed his gaze. “Liar.”


    I shook my head.


    He took another step toward me, and trailed his finger against my collarbone. “I got you something.” He held out a sack for me to take.


    “What is it?” I smiled.


    “Open it.”


    I reached for the bag and pulled out a Go-phone. Paxton bit his bottom lip and scratched at the back of his neck. “I know your dad took yours and you said you wanted to call your mom. I just thought—,”


    I leaned up and kissed him softly, nipping his bottom lip and smiling into him. “Thank you, Paxton.”


    His tattooed arms reached around me and pulled me closer. “Say my name again.”


    My body heated.


    “Say it.”


    “Paxton,” I whispered.


    He growled. “I want to hear you scream it next.” Oh, goodness. “And I’m thinking I can make that happen for you tonight in the hotel room. Sound good?”


    I nodded. “Now,” he pulled back. “Get dressed, we’re going to a party.”


    I frowned. “You know I can’t go, Paxton. I heard my dad say I couldn’t go.”


    “No,” he whispered. “He said that at first but I told him I would watch you.” He cupped the bottom of my butt from underneath my skirt. “But you can’t wear anything this short or I’ll kill a mother fucker.”


    “Wait.” I held up a finger. “You’re saying my dad said I could go? Are you serious? We’re talking about the same person here, right?”


    Paxton grinned and pulled me closer. “I’m very persuasive.”


    I’ll say. “You sure it has nothing to do with the fact that my dad doesn’t want to lose ‘the best guitarist in the business?’”


    He shrugged his shoulders and fingered a piece of my hair. “It may have a little to do with it.”


    I giggled and he smiled. “Your laugh is fucking adorable.”


    “You’re adorable. Thanks for the phone.”


    Paxton puffed out his chest. “I’m not adorable. I’m … manly.”


    I burst out laughing and covered my mouth with my palm. “Right. So, manly.” I ran my hands up his chest and he grabbed my wrist.


    “Don’t think I’m manly enough?” He leaned down and gave me a soft kiss. “I’d like to prove you wrong later tonight, Sugar.”


    “Why do you call me sugar?”


    Paxton searched my face. “Because you taste so fucking sweet.”


    I sucked my bottom lip in my mouth. “I should probably get ready,” I whispered, my cheeks too red to look at him.


    “Okay. Take your sweet, blushing ass to the shower. I’ll be waiting, Princess.”


    I turned and grabbed my robe. “I like sugar better.”


    Paxton’s blue eyes smiled. “Sugar it is.”


    

  


  
    


    Chapter Six


    Paxton


    


    She was going to get me killed.


    It was as simple as that. Her long legs were hardly covered by the dress she was wearing. Not to mention the sides were cut out and I could see the delicate curve of her waist. And goddamn if I didn’t want to rip that dress off.


    “Stop staring at my sister,” Nick said from beside me. His jaw was clenched and his eyes narrowed in on me. I was ogling her, but he shouldn’t have been worried about it.


    We stepped into the club and Dillon shoved by us and went straight toward the booths by the bar. “I was just admiring the view. No harm done.”


    He shoved his hands into his pockets. “She isn’t going to sleep with you, Paxton.” Too late. “She isn’t your type.”


    My eyes widened. “And what is my type? Because she looks pretty good to me.” He tried to walk away but I grabbed his shoulder. “You think I’m not good enough for her?”


    He gave me a sarcastic smile. “I know she is too good for you. She’s going somewhere with her life. She’s not for you. She needs something more than a band hopping guitarist that sleeps with anything.”


    My hands clenched beside me, and it took every ounce of my self-control to not pound his face inward. “Don’t tell me what I am Nick because you have no fucking idea who I am.”


    Sidestepping him, I walked over toward a booth where Dillon was sitting with his drink and Missy was sitting with a Shirley Temple. Her gaze went back and forth between Nick and me, but I shook my head for her not to worry.


    “So, who’s ready to get laid tonight?” Dillon yelled, sloshing his beer onto the table.


    Nick scowled and scooted in beside Missy so that I couldn’t. I slid in beside Dillon and flagged the waitress down for a drink.


    Missy’s gaze held mine as we listened to Dillon and Nick bicker about something I couldn’t have cared less about. Her pouty lips wrapped around the straw, her cheeks hollowing as she drank. I couldn’t stop thinking about that pretty mouth wrapped about my dick.


    “Paxton!”


    “What?”


    Dillon tipped his beer back. “You thinking about getting some tonight? Bringing anybody back to the room?”


    I smiled over the tip of my drink and shrugged. “I think so.” Missy bit her lower lip and quickly turned her eyes.


    “Speaking of,” I said. “I’m going to go find that potential buddy for tonight.” I stood, giving Missy a quick sideways glance before walking toward the EXIT in the far corner.


    Two minutes later, I saw her pushing through the crowd toward me. “Took you long enough.”


    She grinned up at me and walked into my hug. “What were you and my brother talking about?”


    I tucked a piece of hair behind her ear and trailed my fingers against her flushed cheek. “Nothing I can’t handle. So, you obviously know I’m bringing someone back to my room with me tonight.”


    Missy grinned. “Oh, yeah? I heard. What does she look like?”


    She gasped when I pulled the hem of her dress up and cupped her bare ass. “She’s blond. Cute. She blushes a lot.” I pulled her closer to me. “Feels like a virgin and taste like fucking candy. But you probably wouldn’t know her.”


    A giggled erupted from her and my dick ached at the sound. It was good to hear her laugh. “How about you come dance with daddy and I’ll consider bringing you home for a threesome.”


    She erupted into laughter and pressed her palm against my chest. It felt warm and so small against me. I led her out to the floor, in the middle of everyone, so we could get lost in one another without the band seeing us. She curled her fingers around the nape of my neck, pressing her tits closer to my chest, and I didn’t just feel it in my dick, but my stomach twisted. What was wrong with me?


    “So, Panama City tomorrow,” she said. Her voice was low but loud enough for me to hear her over the beat of the base.


    “Panama. Ever been?”


    She shook her head. “No, but I’m excited to go. I love the beach.”


    I leaned down closer to her neck, smelling the soft scent of her soap and smiled. “Ever had sex on the beach, Sugar?”


    She lifted her gaze toward mine, showing me her pretty blue eyes. “No, but I have a feeling I’m going to.”


    “You’re damn right.”


    She giggled. “You know the song changed.”


    I grinned and held her closer, ignoring the rap song drumming in my ears. “I know but I like this better.”


    Her grip tightened on my shirt. “Me too.”


    The entire room seemed to fade out and the only thing I could think about was her. Her smile. The too-blue eyes that looked so intensely at me that it hurt. And yet, her family would eventually figure it out and her family would take her away from me.


    At least she had her biological family. But I’d be damned if they told me I couldn’t see her. She was mine. They just didn’t know it yet.


    The songs faded into one another, and the crowd started to dwindle down. “Missy?” I asked, my voice low and gritty from not talking. “I think we better get out of here before your brother comes to whisk you away to your ivory tower.”


    She snorted. “He only acts that way because my dad makes him. He couldn’t really care less.”


    Tipping her head backwards, I forced her to look at me. “I care, Missy. You know that right? This isn’t something I’m used to but I don’t want to lose it. I haven’t felt close to a person in a very long time.”


    Tears gathered at the edge of her eyes and she looked down to smile. “I’ve never felt this close to someone, not even my parents.”


    She had no idea about my real parents, or my foster parents but I knew exactly what she meant. My foster parents were great, but I always knew I wasn’t theirs. I always knew the ones that had me didn’t want me.


    “Comes on, baby. Let’s go.”


    Nick and Dillon were still sitting in the booth, both drunk off their asses from what I could tell. I didn’t care. I’d only known them for three days and they didn’t seem to be worried about me.


    Once we stepped out of the club, a chilly breeze swept over us and I shrugged out of my jacket to give it to Missy. “Here.”


    Helping her into my jacket, I felt her shoulder relax into my touch, so I tucked her underneath my arm and guided her toward our hotel.


    The breeze blew Missy’s hair from her shoulder and her scent attacked me. God, she smelled so good. I could finger her hair for ho—


    “You’re Paxton Evers!”


    Oh, shit. A group of scantily dressed girls stopped in front of us, blocking our way. The one with her eyes glued to mine had a grin on her face that actually kind of creeped me out. Her makeup was caked on and her lips were painted hooker red.


    Missy was perfectly still against me, even though the other three girls were giving her go-to-hell looks. “No, not me.”


    Red lips furrowed her brows and took an unwanted step toward me. My grip tightened on Missy. Not that I thought I couldn’t take the girl but I didn’t really want to beat anyone up. “No, I don’t even know who that is. Now if you’ll let us pass, I’d appreciate it.”


    She frowned, and searched my face again. “Your tattoos are just like his. It’s you.” She smiled big. “Will you sign my tits?”


    What? Normally, I’d ask her to pop it out so that she would go away but I knew she saw Missy standing right beside me. “No, I won’t because I’m not him. Now get out of the fucking way. My girlfriend is cold.”


    Her eyes went to Missy and she snarled. “What’s your name? Are you two dating because she isn’t even pretty?”


    I gritted my teeth, but Missy patted the arm around her shoulder. “Move bitch.”


    Her eyes rounded and she pushed her hair from her shoulder. “Whatever. You’re not as hot as Paxton anyway.” They pushed past us and quickly faded into the night.


    Missy wasn’t looking at me, so I gripped her chin and lifted her eyes to mine. “I’m sorry.”


    She shrugged but I could see the sadness in her eyes. “What’s wrong, Sugar? Don’t worry about that bitch. She’s just jealous.”


    She sucked her lip into her mouth and nodded. “Baby,” I whispered. “You’re beautiful. You know that right?”


    She didn’t answer the question. “I’m getting cold. You think we can hurry to the hotel?”


    I shook my head. “No, you’re going to tell me what is wrong. I hope that you don’t think you’re not pretty because you’re fucking beautiful.”


    No answer.


    I growled, grabbed her hand and started pulling her with me. “Where are we going?”


    “I’m going to show you how you affect me. I’m going to show you how goddamn beautiful you are.”


    She made a sound I couldn’t pinpoint but it went straight to my dick. She had no idea how fucking beautiful she was.


    ***


    The man at the desk slid us the key and I pulled Missy to the elevator before he could say ‘do you need anything else?’


    The elevator dinged and an elderly couple slowly made their way into the space with us. I growled, all my plans of pinning her against the elevator wall gone.


    “You have such pretty hair,” the lady said to Missy.


    “Thank you, ma’am.”


    “Are you a natural blond?”


    She blushed and nodded. “Yes, ma’am. I get it from my mother.”


    The elevator dinged and I clenched my fists at my sides. “Who does it for you? My granddaughter just moved to town and is looking for someone.”


    “I actually don’t live here. I’m from California.”


    The lady nodded and walked beside Missy out into the hallway. Oh, goddammit! “Is this your boyfriend?”


    I looked down and gave her a half-hearted smile. Missy’s mouth made a perfect O. Obviously she didn’t know what to say. “Yes, ma’am. I am.” I squeezed Missy’s shoulder.


    She reached up and pinched my cheek. “You’re a handsome young man. But you’re going to have to get rid of those tattoos.”


    “Oh, Cindy leave the kids alone.” The man beside her waved her off. “Let them go.”


    Thank God! I could have kissed that man.


    She smiled and patted Missy’s cheek before turning to me. “She’s a beautiful girl. Be good to her.”


    I smiled. “Oh, I plan to do that right now. You have a goodnight.”


    She waved bye and I tugged Missy down the hallway toward her room. “God, I thought she’d never stop talking,” Missy said.


    I laughed. “Me too.”


    Once we stepped into the room, I locked the door and pressed her against the wall. “She is right though. You’re beautiful.”


    Missy cheeks flushed. “Shut up,” she mumbled, pulling at the hem of my shirt.


    “You’re so good,” I whispered, nipping her lip. “And you make me want to be good, Sugar. Really good.”


    She lifted a brow and smirked. “No cussing or sex?”


    I grinned, sliding my fingers against the low front of her dress. “Not that good, baby.”


    She pulled at the hem of my shirt until it was a pile of fabric at our feet. “Good, because I like that you’re bad.”


    “Oh really?” I asked, sliding my fingers underneath her dress and slowly dragging it over her head. Her strapless bra hardly held in those perfect tits and the sight of her small lacey panties made my dick strain harder against my zipper.


    I palmed her ass and drug her closer to me, pressing her against my chest. “I wanted to talk about what that girl said back there.”


    Missy dropped her gaze. I gripped her chin and tilted her head up toward my own. “Do you now know how beautiful you are, Missy?”


    She grabbed the back of my neck and pulled my lips to hers. “I don’t want to talk.”


    Growling, I gently pushed her against the wall. “Sugar. I’m not okay with you believing that you’re not beautiful.” A tear slipped from her eye. “What is it? Why do you think you’re not beautiful?”


    A small sob broke from her throat. “I’ve only been kissed one time before you, Paxton. Regardless of my dad controlling my love life, I went to school and no one ever showed interested. I never went to dances or homecoming with anyone. Valeria was my only friend.”


    I slid my fingertip along her trembling lip. “Fuck high school, Missy. Fuck homecoming and dances, because now is when all the fun begins. Now you’ll be able to start your life over without your dad.”


    “My dad isn’t finished controlling my life. He’s just getting started.”


    That made me mad. Fucking mad. Cupping her jaw, I pressed my lips against her sweet mouth. I’d only known the girl a week and I knew this four month tour wouldn’t be near as long enough to know her. I wanted to keep getting to know her until I knew every square inch of that beautiful mind and body.


    I wanted her.


    “Well, your dad can’t make you do anything you don’t want to do, Missy. You’re eighteen, and you have your entire life ahead of you. And I swear to God I’m going to show you how to live.”


    Leaning down, I molded my mouth to hers and she instantly parted her waiting lips for me. I felt alive when I kissed her. So soft, so innocent and sweet. I was going to show her how she was supposed to feel. Supposed to be cared for. I was going to rock her world.


    “I’m going to make love to you, baby. Hold on to me.” I lifted her to my hips and carried her to her made bed. She sank into the softness, her blond hair spanned across the dark comforter.


    I trailed her body with my eyes before I slid my fingertips up her thighs to her damp panties. God, she was so responsive to everything. Blue eyes watched me pull her panties down her thighs and over her ankles.


    I had no idea how she thought she wasn’t beautiful. And what kind of dad doesn’t let their daughter date and keeps them from having the high-school experience? I didn’t grow up with my biological parents but I had gotten some pretty amazing foster ones.


    “Open your legs,” I whispered against her thigh.


    She obeyed, spreading her legs wide for me, and I was going to fill her up and show her how beautiful she was. I didn’t care if her dad came storming in. She was mine.


    I could feel her shaking with anticipation as I neared her pussy and once I planted a kiss to her core, her legs tightened around my shoulders, pushing me further into her sweet wetness. Soft moans shuttered through her. I dipped my fingers inside of her and lapped at her clit with my tongue ring. She was shivering against my mouth and I sucked her harder.


    She tasted so sweet, and I couldn’t get enough of her. I sucked her labia into my mouth with hard pulses and tilted her hips upward to give me better access and devoured her with my tongue.


    She cried out and gripped my hair, tugging and pulling until I couldn’t stand not being inside of her anymore. Her coming against my mouth pushed me to an edge that I’d never been to before.


    Quickly, I planted kisses up her body, tugging her bra off of her and tossing it to the side, and sucked her pretty pink nipple into my mouth. She didn’t have huge tits but they felt too right in my palms. They were meant for my hands and my hands only.


    I took her mouth with mine and her eyes widened. “I taste myself,” she whispered so softly. So shyly, that the innocence of it made me harder than I’d ever been.


    “You taste so sweet.” I nipped her bottom lip and then sucked it into my mouth, watching as her eyes closed in bliss. I kissed her neck and pulled my jeans down my legs and got rid of my underwear.


    I hovered over her, sucking at her skin and slid two fingers inside of her. She rocked against my hand, getting wetter and wetter with each stroke. She moaned my name.


    I couldn’t take it anymore; I crawled up and pressed the tip of my dick against her wet folds. “Paxton.”


    “Yeah, baby?”


    She was silent for a few seconds so I glanced up at her. Her cheeks were bright red, her eyes pressed closed. “What is it?”


    She exhaled. “Can we try it like this?” Gently, she pressed her palm against my chest and rose up until she was straddling me.


    Oh, fuck. “Of course we can, Sugar.”


    She gripped my shoulders, lowered herself onto me and dug her fingernails into my skin. “Oh,” she said, slowly sliding over my length. I knew there was no way in hell that I’d last this way.


    I gripped her hips, guiding her slowly up and down, gritting my teeth to keep from fucking her senseless and coming way before I needed to. “Feel good, baby?”


    She nodded, pulling up and then back down on me quickly, her head jerking back and a moan slipping from those pretty lips. “Oh, God. Please.”


    Jesus, I’m not going to last. I leaned back on my elbows so that I could see her, bent my knees and began to rock my hips against her, pushing her closer to the edge I was getting closer to falling over. “Paxton,” she moaned, her fingers digging into me.


    I watched her hips rock against me, her arousal so sweet I wanted to eat her again, but I was too close and she wasn’t far behind me.


    “Come on, baby. Come for daddy.” I bucked harder, and her legs began to shake.


    “Paxton!” she screamed. Hearing that sweet mouth scream my name pushed me so far that I thought I’d come before her, so I pressed my thumb against her clit and scrapped my nail across the sensitive skin until her pussy muscles clenched around me and she called me name again.


    I screwed my eyes shut. “Come on me,” she whispered.


    My eyes popped open. Those too-blue eyes searched my face for a reaction, and I hoped she could see the fucking excitement on my face. I’d come on her any day she asked.


    She squeezed her muscles again, and I pulled out, pushed her to the bed and came against her soft, flat stomach, clutching the bed for support.


    She didn’t say anything but I saw the adrenaline in her eyes. I kept my eyes on hers for as long as I could while making my way toward the bathroom. I brought back a damp cloth, crawled over her and washed her clean, threw the cloth onto the floor and gathered her into my arms.


    “You’re perfect,” I mumbled into the top of her head.


    “And you’re not?” she asked.


    I frowned because I knew she couldn’t see. I knew I told her not to worry about what other people thought but her own family didn’t think I was good enough for her. I wasn’t perfect, and she was amazing, but I’d do whatever it took to make sure I had a chance with her.


    Stroking her hair, I let the soft strands slide through my fingers. “You’re not going to leave right now, are you?” she whispered.


    I shook my head. “No, baby. I’m going to stay until it’s time to go fake sleep in my room.”


    She yawned, and snuggled tighter around me. “Stay,” she whispered.


    I smiled. “Always.”


    

  


  
    


    Chapter Seven


    Missy


    


    We got up at four in the morning and made it to Panama City by five the next day.


    The weather was amazing compared to Houston’s humidity, and just thinking about the night on the beach with Paxton had my heart racing. Even though I could hardly keep my eyes opened, I followed my dad into the restaurant where he had made reservations.


    And I wanted to be anywhere but there with him. When Dad made time to talk to me, it was something I normally didn’t want to talk about and I had a feeling it was going to be college.


    We took our seats on the deck at a tall bar table that looked out over the ocean. At least it was a good view.


    Dad had his phone plastered to his ear, and was talking ninety to nothing. I had no idea who he was talking to, but I ordered his drink for him since he couldn’t take two seconds to tell the waitress himself.


    Nick looked just like him. The dark hair, dark eyes and dark soul. Yep, they were just alike.


    When Dad sat his Blackberry on the table next to his other devices, he finally let his eyes rest on me. “You look tired.”


    “Thanks, Dad,” I said.


    He cocked a brow and took the water the waitress handed him. “We’ll both have the Caesar salad.”


    I ground my teeth together. “Actually, I would like to have an appetizer of mozzarella sticks, ma’am.”


    She grinned over a pair of tiny black-rimmed glasses and gave me a curt nod. “That won’t help your figure, Missy,” he said, sipping his water.


    “I’m not watching my figure Dad, you are.”


    He narrowed his gaze and reached down to grab his phone. “Talked to your mother lately?”


    “How would I? You have my phone.”


    He seemed pleased about that. “Right. Well, it’s better you don’t talk to the hussy anyway.”


    Hussy, really? If my memory served me correctly he was the one having the affair. I didn’t answer.


    Once our food arrived, I loaded my bland salad with salt and pepper before eating. “I need you to fill something out for me,” Dad said, pulling a folded sheet of paper from inside of his jacket.


    His dark eyes watched me carefully as I read the top. University of Chicago application. Oh, God. I’d been right. Dad lifted a brow and sighed loudly. “Missy, we’ve talked about this before, so it shouldn’t be a surprise to you. Now fill that out and I’ll make some calls to the university in the morning.”


    I wanted to throw up. Had he not got the hint? I didn’t want to go there. I had no idea where I wanted to go, but being Nick’s assistant manager wasn’t it. “Dad—,”


    “Hello?” He pressed a button on his blue tooth. “Okay, we’ll be right there. Yeah, of course.”


    My mouth was pressed into a hard line. Slapping him had been on my mind since I turned fifteen and he started ruining my life, but he’d made my life a living hell. “Come on, Missy we have to leave.”


    He tossed a hundred on the table and walked out. Sighing, I pinched the bridge of my nose and grabbed my application. I’d say I lost it tomorrow when he asked. I had no idea what I wanted to do but I was not going to Chicago and he couldn’t make me.


    We went straight to the concert after dinner. I had hardly eaten anything before Dad got a call and my stomach was rumbling for some real food.


    Paxton’s backside was just as fun to watch as his front, and I snickered to myself from backstage.


    “What are you laughing about?”


    I turned to find Ginger sitting down on a speaker beside me. Her clipboard held tightly to her chest. I always figured there were hearts and doodles on them. Everyone knew she didn’t really have a job other than screwing my dad.


    “Nothing,’ I said.


    Her pretty face frowned. “He’s cute, isn’t he?”


    I turned toward her. “Who? My dad?”


    She blushed hard and suddenly found something interesting on that said clipboard. “No, I was talking about Paxton?”


    My heart fell. Ginger was only about twenty-six and gorgeous. Having her fawn over the first boy that’d made me feel special made me want to slap her. “He’s okay,” I lied.


    The corner of her lip pulled upward. “I won’t tell.”


    Oh, no. She knew. “Tell what?” I pulled my cardigan tighter around my body and pretended to fix my wavy hair.


    She smiled down at me, and it almost looked genuine. Almost. “Ginger, I need your help,” Dad called.


    She looked back and gave me one last smile before following my dad further backstage. Were we that obvious? God, I probably looked like a love-struck puppy. How could I not have? Paxton was—perfect. He knew what to say and how to make me feel special. No one in my family had ever made me feel that happy.


    The concert took forever. Paxton reached down and grabbed a pair of panties from the floor at his feet and shoved them into his jeans pocket. A zap of jealously clogged my throat. I didn’t want him touching anyone’s panties but my own. But it was part of the job, right?


    Nick came barreling through, shoving everyone out of the way. “What’s your problem?” Dillon yelled, chasing after him.


    “You!” Nick shouted, turning to point a finger at Dillon. “You were off the entire last half of our last song. Get your shit together, Dillon or I swear you’ll be out of this band before you can take another breath.”


    Dillon narrowed his eyes and then smiled really big. Nick looked like he was going to blow a gasket.


    Paxton threw his hand out in front of Nick and looked over his shoulder at Dillon. “No one even noticed. We’re human and make mistakes. Chill out.”


    Nick’s jaw clenched and he stormed off.


    Dillon smiled at Paxton. “Thanks, man. He must be on his period.” Paxton laughed and slapped his back.


    “He must have a never-ending period then.”


    Dillon laughed and walked over to a group of girls waiting for autographs. When I looked back, Paxton was staring at me. His electric guitar hanging over his back, those beautiful blue eyes pinning me to my spot on the speaker. His gaze went from me to the door and I knew what he wanted.


    I made my way to the tour bus and ten minutes later he walked into our room. “What’s wrong?” he asked.


    I shrugged. “Nothing, why?”


    He narrowed his gaze, tossed his guitar on his bed and bent down in front of me; grabbing my chin and making me look at him. “What. Is. Wrong?”


    I frowned and bit my lower lip to keep from crying. What was wrong with me? I reached into my pocket and pulled out a college application.


    He read over the application. “College? Your dad?”


    I nodded. “I feel so stupid,” I whispered. “I can’t even stand up to my dad and tell him what I want to do.”


    Paxton studied my face. “What do you want to do, baby?”


    I frowned. “I don’t know,” I whispered. “But not that.”


    Paxton stood and ripped the application into many pieces and let them float to the ground. “Then you don’t have to. Change into something more comfortable. We’re not leaving until the morning and I promised someone a beach trip, didn’t I?”


    Despite my gut hurting from the thought of spending my life doing something I didn’t want to do, I felt relaxed knowing Paxton would make me forget about it. His arms felt like a safe place for me to be … me.


    Neither Nick nor Dillon was in the bus when we left, which gave us an easy escape. Paxton changed into a pair of ripped jeans and a plain T-shirt that fit his lean body. His upright hair was windblown by the time we made it to the beach.


    My toes sunk into the sand, and sent chills up my spine. The beach at night was something I could experience forever. I didn’t know where I wanted to end up in life but I knew I wanted it to be near a beach.


    Knowing there were millions of fish—things unknown—so close but yet so far away excited me. I loved the ocean.


    “It’s kind of surreal isn’t it?” Paxton whispered. He didn’t have to whisper but it made me smile that he did. Hearing the ocean made my dad’s overbearing attitude disappear.


    I nodded and squeezed his hand. “Yeah, it’s so loud but so quiet at the same time. I love it.”


    Paxton led me toward an abandoned bridge and laid our blanket out beside it, but not in its shadow because it would be too cold. He picked me up and I yelped into the night. My voice echoed against the bridge and I smiled when he sat me down next to him and pulled me onto his chest.


    I relaxed into his touch, listening to the sound of the ocean and Paxton’s heart beat loudly in my ear. “I don’t ever want to leave,” I whispered.


    I felt Paxton’s chest vibrate with laughter. “Well, I’m sure your dad would send a search party out for us, and then what?”


    I smiled. “I don’t care what my dad does.”


    Paxton trailed his fingers against my back. “He’ll eventually find out about us, ya know?”


    I nodded. “I know. Are you scared?”


    He shook his head. “Not for me, but for you. He’s your dad, Missy. I don’t want to ruin your relationship.”


    “We don’t have a relationship. He tells me what to do and I do it. It’s as simple as that. I can’t remember the last time he just gave me a hug. Him or Nick. It’s all about them and what they want. It’s never about what I want.”


    Paxton nodded.


    “What about you?”


    “What about me?”


    “Where are your parents?” I asked, playing with the hem of his t-shirt. “Do you see them a lot?”


    Paxton stayed quiet for a long time and I thought he may have fallen asleep. “My real parents abandoned me when I was really little. I was tossed around for a few years, but eventually I was settled with a good foster family. I love them a lot. I don’t see them often because of touring but I talk to them a lot. I can’t even imagine how I would have turned out if I hadn’t gotten lucky and found a good foster home.”


    God. And there I was complaining about my real dad. “I’m sorry, Paxton. I’m so inconsiderate.”


    He pushed me down onto my back, and leaned against his elbow to look down at me. “What are you talking about? Your dad is an ass. I’m always here to talk to you about it. Don’t forget that, Sugar.”


    I nodded, even though I knew it was selfish of me. There were so many things I wanted to say to my dad but I’d never had the guts to stand up to him because I didn’t know what he would do to me.


    “Was your nightmare about your real parents?” I whispered.


    Paxton pressed his thumb against my bottom lip and nodded. “Yeah. I don’t have them often. They were really bad when I was little and I have them randomly now. But I’m lucky they left because they were deadbeats. They didn’t care for me like they should have.”


    I couldn’t imagine anyone not loving Paxton. I cupped his strong jaw and looked into his blue eyes. “It was their loss because I think you’re pretty awesome myself.”


    He lifted a brow and ran his tongue against his bottom lip. “Oh, yeah?” He leaned in to kiss me tenderly.


    “Yeah,” I whispered against his lips. “Can I ask you a question?”


    “Of course.”


    I bit my lip. “Am I really your girlfriend?”


    Paxton looked blankly at me and then erupted into laughter. My cheeks burned hotly. “What’s so funny?”


    “You’re so damn adorable. Of course, you are. What did you think we were doing? Just screwing?”


    I shook my head. “No, I just didn’t think we had DTR’d yet.”


    He furrowed his brow. “You’re making me show my age, Sugar. What’s DTR’d?”


    “Define the relationship.”


    He smirked and laughed again. “Oh, get off me,” I said, trying to get him off of me but he pulled me closer and pinned me underneath him with a long, smoldering kiss that had my body humming.


    “You’re my girlfriend.” He kissed my nose, and then the corner of my lip. “You’re mine, period. I haven’t felt this crazy in years, Missy. All you have to do is look at me and I come undone. You’re mine,” he whispered again. “Mine.”


    My stomach clenched. “Yours,” I said.


    He nodded, grabbing my wrists and penning them over my head. “Mine,” he whispered. “You’re the most exciting part of my day, Missy. I love to perform, but I’m searching for you as soon as I leave the stage.” He snorted. “What does that say about me? I’ve only known you a few days and you’re making me into a love-struck puppy.” He nuzzled my neck. “And I love every minute of it.”


    I couldn’t help the smile that traced my face because I knew exactly what he was talking about. “I know I said I’d make love to you on the beach, baby, but I want to hold you. All night if I could.”


    I swear my heart felt like it was going to combust. “I’d like that. We can stay until we have to leave.”


    Paxton kissed my forehead, and then my lips before rolling over and spooning me against him. “Paxton,” I said.


    “Hmm.” He kissed the top of my head.


    “Will you sing to me?”


    He kept stroking my hair and down my arm and then back. I thought he didn’t want to but then I heard him start to sing All of Me by John Legend. I’d heard him sing but never alone without my brother drowning him out. And it was beautiful.


    


    My head’s under water but I’m breathing fine.


    You’re crazy and I’m out of my mind.


    Because all of me loves all of you.


    Love your curves and all your edges.


    All your perfect imperfections.


    


    I had no idea how long he sang to me. The songs blended together into a blissful few hours of his voice in my ear, his fingers trailing my skin, and the heavy feeling of me falling head over heels for this man.


    I was so far gone that I didn’t care what time it was. I didn’t care if my dad caught me out here, or if he had caught us tangled up in one another. I was with Paxton and I didn’t give a crap about anything else.


    The wind became cooler as the time went by, and Paxton’s warmth kept me content.


    “Missy,” he whispered against my ear.


    “Yeah?”


    “You’re so beautiful.”


    I smiled into the darkness, knowing he couldn’t see me but I knew he felt it. “Do we have to leave?” I asked.


    He chuckled. “Yeah. But we have a bed calling our names.”


    I frowned. Going back to the bus meant going back to reality. And seeing my brother or my dad made me want to stay in Paxton’s strong arms on the beach forever. If I could have survived under the ocean away from my family, I would have.


    Paxton stood, helped me up and picked me up into his arms. “You don’t have to carry me.”


    “Shh, baby. I’m going to hold you as long as I can.”


    So, I let him.


    I rested my head into the crook of his neck and listened to the sound of his heartbeat. After several minutes our hearts began to beat in rhythm with each other. I felt silly holding my breath to hear it better, but it felt—perfect. Right.


    Once we hit the pavement of the parking lot where the tour bus was parked, Paxton lowered me to the ground and stole another long kiss before pulling away.


    The normal mischievous grin was gone. He was studying me so intently, so passionately that I thought I would melt into a puddle of goo in front of him.


    “Let’s go, because if we don’t now I’m going to kiss you again and I’m afraid I won’t be able to stop myself this time.”


    I knew exactly what he meant. I’d felt it the first night in the club. Hence the reason I went home with him. I smiled and followed him inside.


    The bus driver was passed out on the pull out couch and I sighed. No sign of Dillon or—


    “Nick,” Paxton said.


    Nick was shirtless, sitting at the table on his laptop. He narrowed his gaze on us, and clicked something on his laptop. “Where have you both been?”


    I swallowed the nervous lump in my throat and tried to keep my face from telling all.


    “We went down to the beach. Missy wanted to go and I promised your dad I’d watch her.”


    Nick eyed me. He’d know if I was lying, and was trying to decide whether to believe Paxton or not.


    Something crashed against the side of the bus and Dillon came storming in with a girl tucked underneath his arm. “Hello, band members!”


    He was clearly drunk. And the groupie with way too much make-up looked pretty wasted too. Nick scowled. “Get her out of here, Dillon. We’re leaving in the morning.”


    He flipped him off and pulled the girl toward the end of the hall where his bed was.


    Nick got up and started back toward him.


    Thank, God. Paxton turned back and winked at me. “We better make a run for it, before Scrooge gets back.”


    Paxton and I laughed on the way up to our room. We’d escaped the wrath of my brother, but we both knew he’d find out eventually. And that was one day I wasn’t looking forward to.


    My dad would ruin it for me. I knew it. But I knew I’d fight for him. Because I’d fallen so hard for him that I didn’t care if there was anyone there to catch me.


    ***


    Paxton wasn’t in his bed the next morning when I woke up.


    I moved and felt sand from the night before underneath me. And I didn’t care that I needed a shower or that my sheets were dirty. All I could think about was Paxton holding me close to him. Singing in my ear until I felt numb from bliss.


    Pulling on a robe, I walked downstairs and stopped when I saw my dad sitting across from Paxton with a newspaper.


    I felt sick.


    “You’re going to have to be more careful. I know you’re not used to having to make a great appearance, but it’s in the contract. And I’m sure as hell not complaining about you having sex. It keeps you boys happy, but do it more privately next time.”


    What was he talking about? Paxton’s gaze lifted and met mine. Dad turned and frowned at me. “Why are you eavesdropping, Missy?”


    “She’s fine,” Paxton said, his jaw tight. “I’ll keep it PG in public, Mr. King. Promise.”


    Dad sighed and nodded. “Okay. We have a long day of traveling. Go get some rest, and practice.” Dad exited the bus, and not two minutes after the door closed, we started moving again.


    “What was that about?” I asked.


    Paxton handed me the paper, leaned against the wall and took a huge bite out of an apple he grabbed from the table.


    I looked at the newspaper and my eyes widened. “Oh no …”


    “He doesn’t know it’s you. Asshole doesn’t even know his own daughter.”


    That made me happy and sad all at once. The picture was pretty clear for it to be nighttime and looked like it was taken from above where the bridge was.


    “God,” I moaned.


    Paxton smiled over his apple. “Don’t worry about it, baby. It’ll blow over.”


    He was right. I tossed the paper on the table. “Where is my brother?”


    Paxton looked over his shoulder at the driver. “He’s asleep.” He looked back at me, mischief in those too blue eyes. “Which means we have the morning to ourselves. I’d suggest you get your pretty ass back up to my bed before I take you here in front of Rodrigo up there.”


    “That’s his name?”


    He nodded. “You’re still here.” He reached out like he was going to pull my robe.


    I yelped and ran up the stairs with Paxton hot on my heels.


    

  


  
    


    Chapter Eight


    Paxton


    


    “He’s so cute.”


    I leaned closer to the closed bathroom door. My ear was pressed against the wood so I could hear Missy talking to Valeria on the phone. Feeling like an eavesdropper, I dismissed the thought and braced my hands on the door for support.


    “Yes, my legs shake. It’s so much better than doing it myself.”


    The image of Missy pleasuring herself made me want to rip the door down to get to her.


    “Yours haven’t shook? Is it normal? Oh, no. What if I’m weird?”


    I snorted and tried to cover my laugh. She was so innocent that it was adorable.


    “Oh, whew. I was scared for a minute. Of course my dad doesn’t know, Val. He’d rip me a new butthole.”


    Butthole? I smiled against the door. The girl didn’t cuss, and I admired that pretty mouth for staying pretty.


    “Paxton got me this phone.” I could hear the smile in her voice. “I know, he’s sweet. I really like him, and I’m so scared my dad is going to ruin it for me.”


    I had the same thought. I’d be out of the band and Missy would be half-way across the world from me in two minutes. Mr. King taking her away from me before I could get to know her, and show her how much I cared for her made my stomach hurt.


    The door swung opened and I took a step backwards.


    “Were you eavesdropping?” Missy asked, a smile on her face. She wasn’t wearing any make-up, her hair twisted on top of her head, and she was wearing a pair of too short cheerleading shorts. She looked even prettier in everyday clothes.


    I rolled my eyes. “Of course not. I was making sure you were okay.”


    “Right. Because I may have hurt myself in the bathroom.”


    I grinned, leaned forward and whispered, “It’s normal for your legs to shake.”


    She blushed and shoved my shoulder. “Butthole.”


    I snorted. “Did you really just call me a butthole?”


    She narrowed her eyes and pointed to my bed where my song book was opened. “Aren’t you supposed to be doing your work?”


    I looked over my shoulder and tried to grab her around her waist but she took a step backwards and pointed toward the bed. “Do your work and you’ll get a reward later.”


    I lifted a brow. “That sounds promising. I think I’ll go do my homework now, Mom.”


    She giggled behind her hand and sat crossed-legged on her own bed. Those shorts rode even higher up her thigh and the work was suddenly starting to seem even less important. “Focus,” she said.


    I did.


    When she wasn’t looking, I would ogle her soft skin and pretty blond hair. I’d relish in the memory of her taste on my mouth. She was so sweet.


    Grabbing my pen, I scribbled down a few lines.


    I miss your soft skin.


    Those too-blue eyes.


    The sweet taste of your mouth on mine.


    You’re my energy.


    My everything.


    Your mouth my salve


    For my broken soul.


    You’re my everything.


    I looked up and caught Missy staring at me over her laptop. Her cheeks were flushed and her chest rising and falling hardly.


    Her small smile set my heart ablaze. How did I find her? A stupid one-night stand gone terrible. But the outcome couldn’t have been greater. She was opposite of me in every way possible but perfect for me all the same.


    I’m not sure how long I wrote and rewrote things on my pad. All the while we stole glances at each other from across the room. Grabbing my acoustic guitar, that I hardly used, I strummed along and sung gently.


    Before I knew it, Missy had come over and made camp beside me on my bed. She sat beside me and closed her eyes as I sung. I watched her chest rise and fall, wondering how it would feel to know she was mine forever.


    I couldn’t imagine her being anything other than min—


    The bus screeched to a halt and Missy flew from my bed with a thud. She popped up and giggled.


    “Are you okay?”


    She nodded. “Yeah, I just wish they’d stop doing that.”


    “Fuck!” someone yelled from downstairs.


    Missy looked at me. “Looks like my brother is pissed about something, but that’s not really different from any other day, is it?”


    I grinned, put my guitar to the side and followed Missy downstairs. The bus doors were opened. Everyone was standing outside of the bus where the hood was popped open and steam was coming from it.


    “You’ve got to be kidding me,” Nick screamed at Rodrigo. “You’ve got to fix it.”


    “I’m not a mechanic. I just drive the bus, Kid.” He rolled his eyes and shut the hood. “Looks like we need to call a tow. Where are we?”


    Mr. King, who had been on the phone, held the bridge of his nose and sighed, “We’re in some Podunk town in South Carolina. We’re in the middle of fucking nowhere!” he shouted.


    Nick jerked his gaze to us, and then to the roadies that help with the equipment. “Can’t anyone do something? We’re going to miss our concert in North Carolina.”


    Mr. King slapped his hands down on Nick’s shoulders. “I’m calling a tow truck now. Grab the things you need, and meet me outside in thirty minutes.”


    Missy followed me inside and erupted into laughter once we were in our room. “And what may I ask is so funny?”


    “The bus broke down.”


    “And that’s funny because?”


    She grinned. “If it messed up my brother and dad’s day, it’s funny.”


    Laughing, I pointed toward her bed. “Get your ass in gear before your dad comes up here and throws a huge fit. We mustn’t keep the king waiting, m’lady.”


    After we packed up our clothes and necessities, we met everyone down stairs. The roadies helped us load our things into Mr. King’s SUV and we packed ourselves inside.


    The town we were in was only three thousand people and Mr. King cussed every time we hit a stop sign and he looked around. “There are only two hotels in this entire town. Looks like we’re staying at The Howard Johnson tonight. Goddammit.”

    I rolled my eyes at Missy and she hid a laugh by biting her lip. Once we got our rooms, we all unloaded our things and settled into our rooms before we met in Mr. King’s room at the end of the hallway.


    “The bus will be ready by tomorrow morning which is going to put us missing our concert in North Carolina.”


    Nick cussed underneath his breath.


    “But, we’re going to send all the fans signed shirts and CD’s. And I’m setting up a video apology for you guys to record in a few. Just tell them you’re so sorry you missed the concert and love them all.” He flung his hand in the air and went back to his Blackberry.


    Dillon groaned and sat beside me on the bed, facing the laptop with the webcam in front of us. “I wish they’d fix the bus so we don’t have to listen to their bullshit anymore, damn. They complain like women.”


    I snorted. “I know women that do not complain as much as they do.”


    Nick waved his hand in front of us and we made a space for him in the middle. Mr. King stood behind the laptop and held three fingers up counting off to zero.


    Nick’s smile changed and he waved at the camera. “Hi, North Carolina!”


    I mentally gagged. “Hey, ladies,” I said, winking into the camera while Dillon grinned big.


    “We’re so sorry we’re not going to be able to make it. Our bus broke down. But we’re going to be sending you signed t-shirts and CD’s for the trouble.” Nick took on a completely different persona and it freaked me the hell out.


    Ginger and Missy walked into the room while Nick was jabbering about something crazy. Missy’s gaze caught mine and it was near impossible for me to look away.


    Until Nick nudged my leg. “Oh, sorry ladies. We were looking forward to singing you to sleep tonight but we hope the merchandise is worth the while.”


    We all said our goodbyes and Mr. King shut the laptop. “Great. That’ll go live any minute and we’re set. So today won’t be a complete waste, the hotel clerk has given us permission to practice in the abandoned barn behind the hotel. Now go, everything has already been set up.”


    Rolling my eyes, I followed everyone out of the room, slightly pinching Missy’s side as I walked past her. Her flowery scent hit me, and I wished I didn’t have to do anything but lay with her all day.


    Damn practice.


    The abandoned barn was old and full of horse stalls and hay. Nick scowled when we walked in but Dillon hooted and raced toward a giant rope swing hanging from the top. “This is the shit. I want to live in South Carolina,” he said, climbing the ladder.


    “Get your ass down,” Nick said. “We’re supposed to be practicing. Are you crazy?”


    Dillon scoffed and swung from the top of the barn to the other shouting and fist pumping. I laughed and shook my head at him while getting my guitar ready.


    “We should go over the playlist for Virginia.”


    I cleared my throat and pulled out the sheet of paper I’d been writing my song down on. “Can we try this?” I asked, handing Nick the paper.


    His eyes roamed over the page and he eyed me. “When did you write this?”


    I narrowed my gaze. “A long time ago.” Lie.


    And he knew it. He looked over it again. “We can try, sure.”


    I was actually surprised, but by the way he eyed me I knew he knew it wasn’t an old song. I’d just written it about his little sister.


    Once Dillon climbed down from the loft, he settled on the drums and we went over the sheet music for the song. It was soft and different from what we normally did but it sounded great.


    And I was going to sing it to her. Because I wanted her to know this was real for me. I was falling for the innocent girl next door that I promised myself I would stay away from.


    ***


    “Come on before your dad sneaks into Ginger’s room and catches us.”


    Missy pulled at her shorts and shut her door behind her. The shorts she was wearing were short, showing me those long legs you could run. She turned and smiled up at me. “I wish you would have told me where we are going so I could dress appropriately.”


    A door creaked open at the end of the hallway. I grabbed Missy around her waist and tossed her over my shoulder and ran. She giggled until we were behind the hotel. “You’re such a girl,” I said, dropping her. “You look fine. We’re going to be alone, Sugar. No one to impress but me, and I’m always impressed by you.” I kissed her cheek and intertwined our fingers.


    Her blush darkened as I led her further behind the barn and through a trail in a wooded area. She frowned. “What in the—Paxton. Where are you taking me? This is ‘The Hills Have Eyes’ creepy.”


    I pushed branches back and let her step through. “No inbreeded people are hiding in these woods. I’ve already checked. They’re safe in their rooms for the night.”


    Missy smiled. “Are we almost there?”


    I nodded. The woods started to thin and we walked into the open space where the fairground equipment was.


    Missy’s mouth popped open. “Oh my God! It’s a freaking fair. But no one is here? Why is it here?”


    I started walking forward and she followed beside me, taking in the completely empty rides. I’d already come and made sure they were hooked up before I drug her out here. We stopped at the fence. “They have a fair a few times a year, so they leave it here.”


    “There’s a fence.” She frowned.


    I smiled, dropped down to my knees and pulled out a bobby pin I took from Missy’s makeup bag earlier. “And that’s why you should be happy I’m here. I wasn’t always such a goody goody.”


    She snorted. “Is that what you call yourself now?”


    I smiled and pulled the bobby pin out once it clicked and swung the gate open. “You’re starting to wear off on me.”


    She smiled and twitched her hips walking through the gate. It was a ghost town but the silence made everything worth it. Missy stood still looking around, her eyes wide and a smile on her face. “You want to ride?” I whispered into her ear from behind, wrapping my arms around her small waist.


    She gasped. “They work?”


    I nodded, tucking a flyaway hair behind her ear. “Yeah. Come with me.”


    Missy stood beside the carousel and gawked at the detail around the top. It looked like a fairytale threw up on it. I plugged in the cords, turned on the switch and it came to life. The night was so still around us, but the carousel started turning and the music blared from the speakers.


    Missy’s smile was wider than I’d ever seen. Carefully, I grabbed her waist and lifted her up onto the platform. “I want the unicorn,” she said.


    Tossing her over my shoulder, I climbed onto the unicorn and sat her in my lap. She smiled, closed her eyes and rested her head against the pole. The music played loudly, and it drowned out everything.


    “I think this is a one sitter,” she said.


    I smiled into her shoulder. “I like to break the rules, as you know.”


    She nodded. “I’ve never been on one of these before. My dad would never take me when I was little.”


    I furrowed my brow. “You’ve never been to a fair, baby?”


    She shook her head and ran her fingers against the horn of the unicorn, breaking eye contact with me. How fucking stupid was her dad? God, I wanted to punch something. Every little girl needs to go to the fair and ride the carousel. “Well, I’m going to give you the best fair experience. No lines. No rush. Just us, okay?”


    The corner of her lip pulled up and a dimple dented into her cheek. “Okay.” We rode on the carousel, wrapped up in one another for a long time. I have no idea how long.


    When my butt started to get numb, I grabbed Missy and sat her down on the platform while we turned in circles, staring at one another. “You’re beautiful.”


    She blushed. “Catch me,” she whispered. I watched as she turned and ran along the center of the carousel, turning back to give me that so pretty smile that made my stomach twist like a girl.


    I was turning into a chick.


    Catching her, she squealed when I tossed her over my shoulder and ran off the carousel jumping with her. An abandoned hay barrel was outside of the ticket booth with hay surrounding it. I tossed her into the hay and she crawled backwards until her back hit.


    “You’re crazy,” she whispered breathless. A piece of hay was stuck in her hair and I pulled it out.


    “For you,” I whispered against her lips.


    Biting her lower lip, she put her hand out to stop me. I frowned and waited on her. Slowly, she pulled her shirt over her head, and then unsnapped her bra. I watched in amazement as she stripped in front of me, in the open.


    Once she was naked, her cheeks flushed, she curled her finger toward her inviting me over. She didn’t have to ask me twice.


    I moved closer, tugging my shirt over my head and unzipping my jeans until I was in my boxers in front of her. “Thank you for tonight. It was magical.”


    And as sissy as it was for me to admit, I agreed. “It was, Sugar. Only because you were here with me.”


    “I want to try something,” she whispered. “Is that okay?” I nodded. “Sit down.” She pointed toward the hay and I obeyed her.


    She sucked her bottom lip into her mouth and her eyes were big with excitement. When she crawled between my legs I knew exactly what she was doing. “Missy,” I said, grabbing her chin and lifting her eyes to meet my own. “You don’t have to do that for me.”


    She shook her head. “I want to make you feel good like you make me feel good. Please, just let me try.”


    She’d obviously never done this before, but I wasn’t going to stop the girl I was falling for from going down on me if that was what she wanted.


    I bit my lower lip and nodded. Missy crawled closer to me; her shaky fingers reached inside of my boxers and pulled me free. With her hands on me, I felt like I was going to explode.


    Her eyes took me in slowly but her mouth opened and she spit into her hand quickly. My jaw dropped open when she grabbed me at my base and stroked me. She must have been getting tips from someone, because for a newbie she was fucking good.


    When she lowered her mouth to the tip of my dick, I grabbed at the hay beneath me. Her hot mouth wrapped around me, and she sucked me to the back of her throat, her cheeks hollowing.


    “Goddamn,” I mumbled, grabbing her hair and pulling it out of her face. I really just needed to hold something and distract myself from the obvious.


    She closed her eyes and moaned—moaned, like she was getting something out of sucking me. I hit the back of her throat and she continued to torture me with moans and groans. I was yanking her hair, I felt like I’d never been sucked before and I couldn’t stand it.


    I was going to explode. And then she reached down and cupped my balls. That was it. I jerked away from her, her eyes wide with worry, but I diminished it when I kissed her, laying her back against the hay.


    “What’s wrong?” she asked.


    I laughed beneath my breath. “I was about to come in your mouth—that’s what. And I needed to be inside of you.”


    She gave me a mischievous grin. “So, I did okay then?”


    I narrowed my gaze, grabbed my dick and slowly slid into her. Her back arched giving me the perfect view of her body. “Yeah, I’d say you’re a natural, Sugar.”


    She fluttered her lashes. “Good to know.”


    God, she was perfect. Leaning down, I took her mouth in mine and slowly started to move in and out of her. Our bodies molded to one another perfectly. For someone so inexperienced she did everything just right. So perfect.


    My groans masked her moans, and I felt lost in her. I’d never felt so close to a woman other than my adopted mother and I wasn’t thinking anything motherly about Missy. I wanted to protect her from her family, and show her how wonderful she was.


    Her legs twitched around my waist at the same time her pussy clenched around my dick. “Paxton,” she cried out, her body convulsing with each thrust into her.


    And I was a goner, in more ways than one.


    I helped her dress. We were quiet, staring at each other like we’d just met. Offering her my hand, she stepped toward me and took it. We walked through the woods, and back toward the hotel room.


    I was replaying her smile on the carousel when she stopped dead in her tracks and unlinked our fingers. I glanced down and then looked up to see what she was looking at.


    Nick. He flicked his cigarette before taking a long drag.


    His gaze turned from the parking lot to us. “Where have you two been?”


    Missy’s face should have told him all. And if he knew anything about her he would have known that. “None of your business,” I blurted out.


    I couldn’t help it.


    He clenched his jaw. “Oh, yeah? How about I go tell Dad. What about that?”


    “I’ll tell him you’re smoking,” Missy blurted out.


    Nick narrowed his gaze on her. “Don’t start something you can’t finish, Missy. You don’t want to go there with me.”


    I stepped forward, putting myself between the two of them. “No, you don’t want to start shit with me, Nick. Now just let it go and everything will be fine. We’re not hurting anyone.”


    “No one but Missy,” he snapped.


    She scoffed. “Stop acting like you care, Nick. We all know you don’t. You just do it to be a bitch!”


    Nick’s eye widened and mine did too. Did she just call him a bitch? It took everything in me not to laugh in his face.


    Instead or replying, he turned on his heels and marched down toward his room.


    “You’re kind of my hero,” I said to her.


    She scoffed and then grinned so big it took up her entire mouth. “I’ve wanted to say that for a really long time.”


    I smiled because I had no doubt she had.


    

  


  
    


    Chapter Nine


    Missy

    



    


    Paxton was nervous.


    I watched as he paced the room, running his hands through his dirty blond hair. I traced the guitar on his chest with my eyes, and followed that flat stomach down to the low-slung jeans he was wearing.


    He was too perfect to be nervous. What could have made him that nervous? I didn’t know because he wouldn’t tell me. And it was freaking me out.


    But after telling my brother off the night before, I didn’t think anything could bring me down. Even Paxton keeping secrets from me.


    “Why so serious?” I asked over my drink.


    Paxton grinned and played it off with a wink, but I could see his hands shaking. “Paxton.” I got up and went over to him, resting my hands against his hard chest. “What’s going on? Please, tell me.”


    His smile didn’t falter, so I knew it couldn’t have been anything too serious, but I wanted to know so I could help. “Sugar, I’ve told you ten times that it’s nothing you need to worry about. Trust me, okay?”


    How could I have not trusted him? I’d trusted him with my virginity, and my first true relationship. I thought I may have too much trust in him but I didn’t care.


    I made a big deal out of sighing, and rolled my eyes. “Okay, I trust you. I guess.”


    Paxton traced my lips. “I want to try something tonight if you’ll let me.”


    Oh, God. “Is this what you’re so worried about?”


    “No, that something will happen before the something tonight. And if you’re not okay with it you tell me straight up.”


    I swallowed. What could it be? I felt heat creep up my cheeks at the images that came into my head.

    “What are you thinking about over there?” Paxton grinned. “You’re blushing again, dirty mind.”


    Rolling my eyes, I tried to keep from smiling. “I’ll let it be a surprise then.”


    I turned but he caught my arm and drug me closer to him. “Can you sit in the audience for me tonight?”


    I frowned. “Why?”


    He smiled. “It’s part of the surprise. Please?” He poked his bottom lip out and I giggled.


    “Okay, if you promise to make that face whenever I ask.”


    He stroked his chin in thought. “Okay, deal.” He leaned down and kissed me so softly my toes curled.


    “Make the face.”


    He poked his lip out and I laughed again. “That’s so not going to get old.”


    ***


    Dad furrowed his brow at me. “And why do you want to sit in the audience again?”


    I’d only told him three times. “Because I never get to. Can you please just get me a seat dad?”


    God, I never asked him for anything. He sighed like I was asking him totake me to the moon. “Okay, I’ll arrange it but I’m going to get Ginger to sit with you.”


    What? “Why? I’m freaking eighteen-years-old, I’m not a baby!”


    He gave me a narrowed glance. “Ginger, go sit with Missy.”


    Ugh! Ginger gave me a small smile, took off her headset and tossed her clipboard to the side. “We’ll have fun.”


    No doubt, I rolled my eyes. Dad vacated two seats for us in the third row, and I felt sandwiched between Ginger and a girl that was screaming her head off.


    The concert hadn’t even started yet.


    “What’s the real reason why you wanted to sit out here?” Ginger bent down and asked me in my ear.


    I frowned over at her. “That was the real reason.”


    She raised an eyebrow showing me she didn’t believe me, but turned back to the front. The curtains drew and bright spotlights shined down on the three of them. Nick gave his best smile and grabbed the microphone.


    “Hello there, Virginia!”


    The crowd erupted into a herd of wild animals. ‘Marry Me, Nick!’ ‘We love, Dillon!’ ‘Kiss me, Paxton!’


    It was unreal. It wasn’t like I hadn’t been to one of their concerts before but I’d never been in the madness, my dad had kept me away from it. Hidden me in my ivory tower.


    Once I figured I could survive the audience, my gaze drifted to Paxton standing at the left of the stage, one hand on the microphone and the other one holding his guitar. “We love you, Virginia,” he said in the microphone. His voice wasn’t near as sexy as it was in my ear, but it still sent chills down my spine.


    I couldn’t imagine what was going through the other girl’s heads around me. I preferred to not think about it.


    His gaze settled on mine when the music started, and didn’t falter. The screaming girls, the lights, the heat from an overcrowded room seemed to slip away. Paxton was staring at me, pinning me to this seat in the audience, and I suddenly realized that seeing him sing to me was the best feeling I’d ever felt.


    Singing to me.


    By the time the concert was ending, Ginger and I were screaming the lyrics to their songs at the top of our lungs with the rest of them. Drooling over a boy band had never been something I did until Paxton was in that boy band.


    Sweat dripped from my forehead and I wiped it with the back of my hand. Nick jumped off of a speaker in the far corner, drenched with sweat and stopped in the center of the stage. “We having a good time?”


    Everyone screamed.


    “We have a special surprise for you. Our guitarist Paxton has an original song he wants to sing for you.”


    More screaming, but I felt my stomach clench. Paxton was going to sing alone. Remembering his soft voice in my ear made my panties dampen. Paxton grabbed a stool from backstage and walked to replace Nick in the center of the stage.


    Settling his guitar on his knee, his piercing eyes popped upward and he found me with ease. “Hey there, Virginia. Thank you for letting me share this with you. No one other than our band has heard this.”


    The entire auditorium went silent. The only sound was my heartbeat and it was crushing my ears. “It’s called Sugar.”


    Sugar. My mouth flew open. I was Sugar! He wasn’t just singing to me but singing about me.


    Ginger reached over and popped my open jaw. “You can shut your mouth now, Missy. He’s singing to you.”


    Was it that obvious? I mean, we had been taking each other’s clothes off with our eyes, but I didn’t think anyone had noticed.


    And I obviously didn’t give a shit! He was singing to me!


    His fingers slid over the chords and the melody was so soft that I wanted to close my eyes and swing in it.


    I miss your soft skin.


    Those too-blue eyes.


    The sweet taste of your mouth on mine.


    You’re my energy.


    My everything.


    Your mouth my salve


    For my broken soul.


    You’re my everything.


    You taste like sugar,


    And I’m a starving soul


    Don’t stay away


    I can’t bear to see you go


    Tears were falling down my cheeks, soaking into my Fringe t-shirt that I was wearing. The girl beside me was crying, and I wanted to punch her in the face, but then again, how could anyone not be in love with him.


    He was amazing.


    I miss your soft skin.


    Those too-blue eyes.


    The sweet taste of your mouth on mine.


    You’re my energy.


    My everything.


    Your mouth my salve.


    For my broken soul.


    You’re my everything.


    Sugar, you’re my everything.


    When the song ended I couldn’t move. Girls were throwing themselves on stage, security pushing them away. But I didn’t care. He was singing to me, and even though no one knew it, I did.


    He was signing to me.


    Ginger nudged my shoulder and smiled down at me. “The concert is over. If I were you, I’d be waiting in that tour bus for him. I’ll stall your dad.”


    My dad. Tour bus. Oh, goodness. I needed to see him, touch him, feel him. I needed him and I didn’t care who knew.


    Breaking from the crowd was easier than I thought it would be. But when you’re determined a lot of things come easier.


    The muggy wind whipped at my hair when I pushed past the double EXIT doors. I felt like my legs were going to give out, my anticipation sending my body on a roller coaster.


    Rodrigo was sitting on the couch playing Xbox, and I only waved at him before I ran up the stairs to our room. He wasn’t there yet, I didn’t think he would be. He had to sign the backstage fans’ shirts and take pict—


    “I was hoping you’d be here.”


    His voice rattled my bones. And when I turned to see him standing in the doorway, guitar in one hand and his gaze pinning me to my spot, my bones turned to goo.


    We didn’t speak for a few minutes while we took each other in. It wasn’t like I hadn’t seen him—in all of his glory—but it felt different this time.


    Slowly, he tossed his guitar to his bed and diminished the space between us. And I welcomed him. One arm wrapped around my waist and the other tangled in my hair. “Thank you,” I whispered against his mouth.


    He grinned. “For what?”


    I hid my smile and clutched his t-shirt in my hand. “I’ve never had anyone do anything that nice for me before. Thank you.” A tear dropped from my eyes, and Paxton wiped it away with his finger.


    “I meant every word, Missy. I feel so—crazy, we’ve just met and I feel so connected to you.”


    I nodded before lifting my gaze toward his. “I feel the same way.”


    Paxton held me in a heated stare that made my bones ache. “Are you going to have your way with me now?”


    The dimple on his cheek dented and then his face turned serious. “No, Sugar. I’m going to make love to you. There is a fucking difference.”


    And then he was kissing me. Long and hard strokes of his tongue entered my mouth, and I welcomed the invasion.


    Our bodies pressed together, not an inch between us, wasn’t enough for either one of us. Paxton gripped the bottom of my shirt and pulled it over my head, tossing it to the floor.


    He ran the tip of his calloused finger over the rise of my breast and then back again. “When we slept together the first time—I had been so excited to find someone that wanted me for me, and not because I was playing with some band.


    And I saw you dancing and I knew I wanted to take you home. I knew I wanted you—bad.” He grinned. “And when you agreed, I just knew I’d have you for a long time. I guess I was right.”


    Excitement clogged my throat so I pressed my mouth against his, and he grabbed me underneath my ass and lifted me to his hips.


    “You’re so damn beautiful, Sugar,” he whispered, biting the corner of my mouth and then moving to the other side. “Stay with me?”


    I searched his eyes to make sure what he was asking. He was asking what we both already knew the answer to. “You don’t have to ask.”


    He nodded, eyes serious and heated. “I’m going to make love to you now.”


    I grinned. “About time.”


    He cocked an eyebrow, tightened his hands on my ass and tossed me to the mattress. Paxton crawled onto the bed, grabbing my foot and bringing it to his mouth. Oh, goodness.


    With his eyes locked on mine, he slid the metal in his tongue against the soul of my foot. I gasped, my panties immediately drenched. I’d never been kissed there. I had never wanted to be kissed there, but suddenly I couldn’t think of a reason why.


    Cupping my ankle, he bit each one of my toes, sliding his tongue against me until I was shaking. “Paxton,” I moaned.


    He chuckled against my foot, kissing his way up to my parted thighs. “I’m just getting started, Sugar.” Reaching forward, he pressed his fingers against me through my soaked panties.


    “I can feel how wet you are. Goddamn, Missy.” It was more of a growl, and it only made the wet situation down there worse. I was more than wet; I was so ready I had to keep myself from shaking.


    Slowly, he peeled my panties from my hips and yanked them down my ankles. He grabbed my thighs and spread me wide so that he could look at me. Any other time I would have pulled away in shame, but there was nothing keeping me from him. Not even my own insecurities.


    “Mmm,” he moaned, dipping his head to lick me from ass to clit. “So fucking sweet.”


    “Please,” I begged, even though I had no idea what I was begging for.


    I could feel his grin against me, and his hot breath hitting my sex, making me clench. “Please what, baby?”


    Grabbing the sheet below me, I cried out in need.


    Paxton slid one finger inside of me and curled it upward. My back arched, and I bucked against his face, but he steadied me with his other hand. “I’m not finished eating you, baby. Be still.”


    Oh, God. And I did—well I tried. Sitting up to his knees, he grabbed both my thighs and spread me wider still. Bending down, he slowly licked his lips and ate me like a pie eating contest and he couldn’t get enough.


    A heavy pressure built in my lower stomach and suddenly I was shaking against his mouth. “Come for daddy,” he whispered against me. And I was a goner. My hips bucked, my eyes screwed tight and that pressure erupted into something so blissful I couldn’t believe there was more to come.


    “That’s it, Sugar,” he cooed against me, trailing kisses up my torso, pulling the cups of my bra down and sucking me into his hot mouth.


    I gasped for air like I’d been holding my breath. “Paxton,” I cried out because I knew nothing else to say. “God—I—,”


    He nodded. “Shh, baby. Lie back.”


    My wetness was covering his mouth, and he didn’t bother wiping it off before assaulting my mouth with his own. “You taste so sweet. I could eat you all damn day.”


    My throbbing sex clenched, and he knew it. Paxton knew exactly what to say to make me come undone, and I loved every minute of it.


    Kissing my neck, he nuzzled his mouth against me. “I’m going to turn you over now. And you tell me if it’s too deep or not deep enough.” He gripped my chin in his fingers. “If you’re not okay with anything let me know and I’ll stop.”


    I swallowed the nervous lump in my throat. Instead of answering, because I wasn’t sure if I could, I nodded.


    Paxton’s blue eyes darkened. With both hands on my waist he flipped me onto all fours so that I was pressed against his dick.


    It seemed like hours before he moved. His rough fingertips slid down the curve of my ass and then I felt a whoosh of air before he smacked me hard.


    “Oh!”


    He did it again, only this time he pressed the tip of himself against my entrance. I rocked back against him. “Steady,” he mumbled. “I’m not sure how long I’m going to last with you like this.”


    Paxton reached forward and grasped the nape of my neck, slowly lowering me to the bed and pressing my face into the pillow. “Remember. Anything you’re not okay with, just tell me.”


    I nodded.


    And then he pressed into me. With my ass positioned in the air, he slid right in my wetness, filling me up and hitting spots I didn’t know existed.


    I couldn’t even move. Each thrust slid further into me, forcing my legs to shake beneath me. “You’re so goddammit tight. God!” He slammed into me, making me cry out.


    This position was new—hell, it was all new—but it felt like Heaven was pouring down on me. I was completely filled, stretching for his width—length. He began to say my name like a prayer, over and over again, making my legs tremble.


    One hand released my hip and slid down against the crack of my butt until he was—oh! I jolted still and Paxton froze above me.


    His other hand smoothed over my back. “Okay?” he asked, his breath heavy.


    Was it? It felt—good. I nodded slowly. A few seconds later, he began to move again, passing his pace from before and tripling his speed. And when he pressed his thumb even harder against me, I was undone. My cries were loud, and I didn’t care who heard me. I pushed back hard against him, taking everything he had to offer, riding out my orgasm as far as Paxton would take me. I was a goner in more ways than one.


    Paxton wasn’t inexperience in any way I knew someone could be. He was hard, but sweet. Devilish but angelic. Overbearing but charming.


    And it fit him perfectly.


    He was perfect.


    “I need to see you,” his whisper sounded hoarse. Grabbing my waist, he pulled me back and tossed me onto my back.


    And then was inside me again before I could meet his gaze. He filled me up, pushing his fingers through my hair and molding my mouth to his. I felt his lip tremble against my mouth, and when he pulled back I saw the sadness in his eyes. “Stay,” he whispered. “Promise me you’re mine.”


    I knew he needed to hear it and I was willing to hand over my heart and soul to make that sadness go away. “I’m yours, Paxton.”


    Nuzzling his head into my neck, he nipped at my throat, pulsing me with a steady rhythm. “Please, stay,” he whispered again.


    My fingers dug into his back. “I’m not going anywhere.”


    When I met his gaze this time the sadness was gone, and he was smoldering me with his eyes. “You’re mine.”


    I nodded. “Yours.”


    He slowed his pace before hooking my knees over his arms, and pressing further into me, pushing me over into bliss. “Come with me,” he whispered.


    I watched his blue eyes search my face, and the tour bus around us faded. All I could see were those too-blue eyes and those chiseled cheekbones.


    Paxton reached down between us and pressed his thumb to my clit and made slow agonizing circles until I was crumbling beneath him.


    “That’s it, baby,” he cooed, digging harder into me, his fingers clasping me like I’m going to run away. My stomach clenched at the same time Paxton stilled above me. My shaky legs, which were wrapped around him, were still trembling when he leaned down to kiss me.


    He kissed my eyebrow, my cheek, my forehead and then my lips. I was panting like a dog against him. Our sweaty bodies pressed tight together like someone was trying to tear us apart.


    He pulled out of me, searching my eyes before turning me to face him. “Do you think your dad would ever accept me?”


    No, I didn’t. Instead of answering, I traced the tattoos on his chest and arms. “I’ve always wanted a tattoo.”


    I drug my finger against the word Love over his heart and the guitar on his right side. He chuckled. “You want a tattoo? Really?”


    “And why is that so funny?”


    “Prissy Missy wants a tattoo? What would that do to her reputation?”


    I snorted. “My reputation went out the window the minute I saw you in Club Freedom. I don’t care about my reputation anymore. Fuck my reputation.”


    Paxton’s grin widened. “You just said fuck.”


    I nodded. “I did.”


    He sat up on his elbow. “How did it feel?”


    “Amazing. Just like my new tattoo is going to feel.”


    “Oh, really.” He sat up and drug me to my feet with him. “Well, you better put some clothes on.”


    “Why?”


    He snatched his shirt from the floor and tugged it on. “Because we’re going to go get you a tattoo, and as good as you look naked, I’m sure the tattoo place requires you to wear clothes.”


    I nearly choked. “We’re going now?”


    Paxton nodded, running his hands through his upright hair. “No time better than the present, right?”


    I tucked a strand of hair behind my ear and laughed. “You’re right. I want a tattoo.”


    Paxton lifted a brow. “Then Sugar, we’re gonna get you a tattoo.”


    ***


    The taxi driver dropped us off right in front of the tattoo shop. My palms were sweaty against Paxton’s palm. He squeezed my hand. “You don’t have to do this. I love your skin the way it is.”


    Paxton’s gaze was patient, and I suddenly felt stupid for questioning the tattoo. I’d wanted one for years, and my dad always said it wasn’t in our caliber to get one.


    But it was in my caliber. Dad just didn’t know it yet.


    The room was open with a desk to the right and huge rows of tattoos to look through on the wall like the posters at Wal-Mart. Even though my heart was drumming in my ears, I had a silly smile on my face.


    “I guess you haven’t changed your mind,” Paxton leaned down and whispered.


    My silly smile grew bigger. “I’m excited. What should I get?”


    His mouth popped open. “You don’t even have anything picked out? Are you sure you’re ready for this? Sorry, are you insane?”


    The lady behind the counter cocked her pierced eyebrow and flipped another page in her magazine. “Why is it that ladies always stick together no matter who they are?”


    “Chicks before dicks, always.”


    He threw his head back and laughed. My nipples tightened against my bra and I squirmed to distract myself. “I’ve created a monster,” he said. “No more wild sex for you, Sugar.”


    Smiling up at him, I started walking and pulling him along. When we stopped at the counter the girl put her magazine down. “What can I help you with?”


    Paxton gave me a long sideways glance. “Sugar wants to get herself a tattoo. She’s a virgin.”


    The girl gave Paxton an unentertained look and turned toward me. “What can I do for you sweetie? What ya wanting to get?”


    I twirled a strand of my hair and bit my lower lip. “I’m not sure. I’m thinking a sun or—,”


    Paxton snorted beside me. “Is something funny Mr. Evers?”


    Biting his lower lip he slowly shook his head. “Not at all, Prissy Missy.”


    I rolled my eyes. “What would you have me get on my body for the rest of my life, Paxton?”


    Something wicked crossed his face, and my stomach churned. “I don’t think I can say out loud what I want on your body for the rest of our lives.”


    An ache zapped in my lower stomach. “Excuse me,” the lady said. “Can she please tell me what she wants?”


    Paxton hadn’t taken his gaze from mine. “She sure can.”


    Swallowing the lump in my throat, I turned back to the lady to avoid the intense stare Paxton was giving me. “I think I want a quote on my shoulder,” I whispered.


    She gave me a small smile. “Write down what you want and I’ll go get Duke.”


    “Duke?” I squeaked. “That sounds so—aggressive.” I grabbed the pad and wrote down my quote before Paxton could see.


    Paxton barked out a laugh. “At least it isn’t Butch.” He looked over his shoulder. “I think that girl likes me,” he said with a huge sarcastic smile.


    I laughed so hard I snorted. “I believe it was your domineering ways she didn’t like Mr. Sensitivity.”


    He shrugged one shoulder. “I’m a barbarian, sue me.” I giggled. “So, what’s your tattoo going to say? I like how you hid it from me earlier.”


    I grinned. “You can see in a minute.”


    He poked his bottom lip out. “Please.”


    I rolled my eyes. “Duke’ll see you know, Missy.”


    We followed her through the short hallway filled with pictures of tattoos. A low humming started to vibrate in my stomach. I was so damn nervous.


    She led us into a small room to the left, and pointed toward a dentist like chair sitting in the middle of the room. Although, I’d never seen a dentist chair with spikes on the bottom and fancy artwork


    “This is so cool.”


    Paxton snorted—again. I gave him my best don’t say a word glare. He put his hands up in surrender, and took a seat in a foldout chair right beside the dentist chair.


    “Lay down,” Paxton said. “And stop fidgeting. You’re making me nervous.”


    Closing my eyes, I took a few long breaths. When I looked up, Paxton was looking behind me where the door was opening. Who I assumed was Duke walked inside and shut the door.


    And my jaw nearly dropped. He was cute—really cute. Not as cute as Paxton but unexpected. “Princess,” he said.


    I raised an eyebrow and sensed Paxton stiffen beside me. This wasn’t going to be good. “Umm—my name is Missy.”


    He grinned my way, showing me a row full of pearly whites. “You look like a Missy. My name is Duke, sweetheart, and I’m going to take care of you tonight.”


    My cheeks turned pink. Even though we all knew he was talking about my tattoo, we also knew that was a highly inappropriate way of saying so. Paxton was dead quiet beside me and I was starting to get a little scared.


    Duke flopped down in the chair beside me and slid a tray of tools toward us. He leaned his elbow against his knee and fluttered his lashes. The eye-piercing shot toward his hairline when he cocked his brow at me. A boyish smirk curled at the edge of his full mouth.


    His military cut hair was jet black that matched the black studs lining his left ear. “Now, what am I doing for you tonight sweetheart?”


    Too close. He was way too close. And the stillness to my right wasn’t helping me relax. “I’m getting a q—quote.”


    His blue eyes dropped from my face to my chest and then to my legs. I was shaking. “And where might I be tattooing, Missy?”


    I sucked in a sharp breath.


    Something moved quickly past me and Paxton was suddenly hovering over Duke. And I nearly pissed my shorts. “I don’t know what you’re used to doing in here with female clients but it won’t be happening with this one. This is my girlfriend and if you put one inappropriate finger on her I’ll break it.”


    Duke’s jaw clenched and I was about to bolt when he gave Paxton a curt nod. Before I could say anything he was up walking out of the room holding the pad with my quote on it.


    “Okay, you’ve officially made me cream my panties with no intention of doing so. You should get an award or something.”


    The scowl on Paxton’s mouth immediately turned into a smirk. “You like when daddy talks dirty, Sugar?”


    I snorted and he rolled his eyes. “I was protecting your honor. I believe, in the good ole’ days, the hero got a reward for that.”


    I smiled. “What would Mr. Evers like?”


    Duke came storming in and Paxton grinned over at me. He leaned down and gave me a soft, slow and deliberately wicked kiss before pulling back and taking his seat in the foldout chair again.


    Duke cleared his throat. “Okay, Mrs. King. Where would you like your tattoo?” He gave Paxton a long cold stare.


    “On my shoulder,” I whispered, sudden realization hitting me.


    Duke gave me a small—almost unnoticeable—smirk and said, “Take your shirt off.”


    I hadn’t thought this out very well. Paxton slid the top of his finger against the side of my arm. “You don’t have to do this, Sugar.”


    I shook my head. “I do have to do this. I need to do this.” And I did. My bucket list was getting longer by the day. There were so many things I wanted to do—that my family wouldn’t approve of—that I had to do because life was short.


    Grabbing the hem of my shirt, I tugged it over my head and suddenly glad I chose the uncomfortable lacey bra. Because the cute ones are always the most uncomfortable.


    Duke smiled, grabbed my arm and turned me to face away from him. “I’m going to pull your bra strap down.” I felt his fingers slide underneath the strap and gently pull it down on my right shoulder.


    I closed my eyes as he positioned the stencil printout onto my back. When I looked into the mirror to see if it was right I caught Paxton’s eye.


    He was staring at the words as if he was hypnotized. And when he looked up at me I could see the hope in his eyes. The same feeling of longing I was yearning for was what he was yearning for too.


    Duke cleared his throat again. “Look good?”


    I nodded. “Yeah.”


    Paxton held my gaze throughout the entire tattoo. I didn’t flinch or jump and it was over in twenty minutes.


    Duke wiped the final drop of blood with his cotton ball and stood back to admire his work. “Looks good. Want to see?”


    I nodded and sat straight up so he could turn me. I held a small mirror Duke gave me up in front of my face and glanced back at my shoulder.


    Just Feel was written in pretty cursive writing but not too fancy that you couldn’t read it. I hated that.


    It was perfect. “Thank you,” I whispered. “I love it.”


    He gave me a small smile and pulled off his rubber gloves. “No problem, Pri—Missy. I’m so glad you like it.”


    Paxton caught my gaze in the mirror and diminished the space between us. “You’re the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen, Missy King.”


    I blushed. “I guess you approve?”


    He brushed his knuckles down my jaw. “I approve.”


    ***


    The taxi drive home was silent.


    The taxi driver actually tried holding a conversation at one point but gave up after no answer. We hadn’t taken our eyes off of each other. I couldn’t fathom saying anything at that moment. I was overwhelmed in the best possible way.


    When we stepped out of the taxi at the tour bus the doors were wide open. Dad’s SUV was parked right beside it and my stomach felt heavy.


    “Why is he here? I thought we weren’t leaving until the morning?” My grip tightened on Paxton’s arm.


    “I don’t know. Maybe he’s loo—,”


    “Missy!” My back straightened at the sound of my dad’s squeal. Oh, no. “Where in the hell have you been?”


    I was ready for Paxton to catch me if I fell but I realized he wasn’t anywhere near me. What the—


    “Hello?” Dad snapped his fingers. “I asked you a question, Missy. Where in the hell have you been?”


    Ginger came up behind dad with an apologetic smile on her face. Hadn’t she said she’d keep ‘dad busy.’ Way to go, Ginger.


    “I went for a walk, Dad. God, I’m not thirteen-years-old.”


    He narrowed his brows. “Where is Paxton then? The boys haven’t seen him and he wasn’t upstairs.”


    “I don’t know dad. Why don’t you call him and ask.”


    Dad’s jaw tightened.


    “Patrick,” Ginger said. “She said she hasn’t seen him. Can we go? I’m starting to get cold.”


    Dad glanced back at Ginger and rolled his eyes. “Well, tell Paxton that tomorrow morning we have a signing in Chicago. We’ll be there for a few days.”


    I nodded.


    He gave me a once over and stalked back to his vehicle with Ginger trailing closely behind. I sent her a mental thank-you. It was the best she was going to get.


    Paxton cleared his throat. “That was close,” he said. I couldn’t help but hear the sadness in his voice.


    I nodded. “I’m sick of him.”


    “You and me both,” Paxton mumbled, running his palms over his face. “Let’s get inside. You look chilly.”


    I had gooses bumps but I wasn’t chilly. Something bad was going to happen but the bad thing was that I didn’t care. I had fallen head over heels for Paxton Evers.


    And there was nothing anyone could do about it.


    

  


  
    


    Chapter Ten


    Missy


    


    Thirteen hours later we were in Chicago.


    The roadies had already unloaded the bus and set up by the time Paxton’s alarm woke us up. Paxton grumbled and then sat straight up in my bed. “Someone’s coming up the stairs.”


    I squealed and bit my nails as Paxton ran across the room and dove underneath his covers. I closed my eyes and then heard someone clear their throat.


    Ginger had a huge smile on her face, and was eyeing Paxton’s clothes next to my bed. “Oh come on, guys. We all know you can do better than this.” She gestured toward the pile of clothes scattered along the floor.


    Heat swarmed my cheeks.


    “Is there something you need?” Paxton asked, scowling at her over a yawn.


    She smiled. “Yes. You’re both needed ready as soon as possible. The signing starts soon and your dad needs to talk to you about something.”


    I didn’t like the sound of that. “Okay. Thanks, Ginger.”


    With a wave, she turned on her heels and disappeared down the stairs. “Want to look at it?”


    “By it do you mean what you’re hiding in your boxers, because I think we don’t have time for that right now?”


    “You’re getting dirtier and dirtier by the day, Sugar. I’m going to have to think of a new nickname for you.”


    I slung the covers off of me and stood up. My legs were bare; the only item of clothing I was wearing was his shirt from last night. “You look good in my shirt, baby.”


    I did. “Weren’t we supposed to be looking at something?”


    “Your tattoo.” He gestured toward my shoulder. Oh, I had forgotten. Crap! I had gotten a tattoo. I automatically reached back to touch it. At the same time Paxton and I went racing toward the bathroom mirror so we could both look.


    Paxton basically tore the fabric from my shoulder but gently peeled back the bandage. Just Feel.


    Tears pricked my eyes because I couldn’t believe I’d actually done it. My dad would have flipped but I didn’t care. Paxton trailed his knuckle against the risen skin and slowly bent down to kiss it.


    “It looks great. Despite the asshole who gave it to you, he did a great job. The font suits you.”


    I agreed but I was too busy tracing over the letters with the tips of my fingers to tear my eyes away. “I love it. It’s perfect.”


    “You’re perfect,” he whispered against my cheek. “And you don’t even know it.”


    ***


    I slid on my pink cardigan over a white summer dress to hide my tattoo. I wasn’t ready to ride the ‘I got a tattoo bus’ with dad just yet—or ever.


    The band was standing at the back entrance of the mall where they were having the signing. But when I saw Dad standing with Benton my stomach churned.


    Oh, no.


    Dillon was nudging Paxton’s side but he was staring at me and then he realized what I was looking at. And his posture turned stiff. What was I supposed to do? Dad was obviously going to suggest we go out again and I had no excuse but the truth to tell him.


    I’d fallen for Paxton and Benton didn’t even compare. God—this was going to suck!


    “Missy!”


    Oh, no. My escape plan was half-way in the works when dad waved his hand really big at me. I didn’t want to appear deaf or blind so I waved back at him. “What is it?” I asked from a safe distance.


    Dad gave me a pointed look. “Why don’t you come over here with us, Missy?”


    I bit my lip.


    “Get over here,” Dad snapped out. My eyes held Paxton’s the entire fifty feet I walked toward them. I wanted to walk over and kiss the hell out of him. But we hadn’t talked about how we were going to handle everything. Dad could fire Paxton in a heartbeat.


    “It’s nice to see you again, Missy,” Benton said. I forced my gaze away from Paxton’s to Benton in front of me.


    He gave me a charming smile and reached out to kiss my knuckles. God, gag! What was this? The 1800’s?


    “Benton is going to take you to dinner tonight, and then show you around Chicago since you’ll both be at the same university.”


    My mouth was sandpaper. All the profanities that were on the edge of my tongue were stuck.


    This wasn’t happening. I couldn’t imagine anything worse happening at that moment. My brain had turned into a tornado inside of my head. Everything was wrong. This was wrong.


    “Dad,” I whispered beneath my breath. “I think we need to talk.”


    Dad’s upper lip twitched and I knew he was on the verge of exploding. I didn’t care. “I don’t have time to talk, Missy. And you do not either. Because you’re leaving with Benton.”


    I could feel Benton staring at the side of my face, but I couldn’t make eye contact. Dad was going to pay for this and it wasn’t going to be a painless death.


    I opened my mouth again to say anything I could think of when I caught Paxton’s gaze. He slowly nodded yes and mouthed ‘Go. I trust you.’


    What? I slowly shook my head and bit my lip so hard I could taste the blood. Paxton’s jaw clenched. ‘Do it now,’ he mouthed.


    And before I could answer he grabbed his guitar and bolted inside. No! I wanted to run after him and beg him to just leave with me. I’d just met him—but the connection was just there and it wasn’t something I wanted to loose.


    “Missy!”


    My attention shot back to my dad. “Get your things. You’re leaving.” He turned to Benton. “Please have her home by eight, we have to be in Jefferson City by tomorrow morning.”


    Eight. What in the hell was I supposed to do with him for nine hours? Dad let the door slam shut which startled me out of my daze.


    “You look lovely, Missy,” Benton said.


    I glanced over at him and gave a small smile. “Thanks. So, what are we doing today?”


    He frowned and ran his hands through his dark hair. “Actually, I wanted to apologize for being such a dick to you the other day.” He shifted his gaze and his footing. “I shouldn’t have said what I said.”


    No, you shouldn’t have. “Okay.”


    He narrowed his gaze. “Are you dating the guitarist—Patch or whatever his name is?”


    My fingers itched to slap that smug look off his face. This was going to be one long day. “No, I’m not but I don’t see anything wrong with him. I mean he’s really hot.”


    The tip of Benton’s lip twitched. “Well, we all have our standards now don’t we?”


    Oh, I’m going end up whooping this dude’s ass!


    “Shall we?” he gestured toward his Escalade.


    I couldn’t even announce the name of the restaurant that Benton took me too. Some Italian place that was ‘to die for.’ I couldn’t imagine Paxton talking like that but since Paxton isn’t a super douche, I understood.


    He did hold my chair out for me but soon that didn’t matter because he ordered for me.


    “I’m glad I like tilapia,” I mumbled beneath my breath.


    Benton leaned back against our booth and gave me a long uncomfortable glare that made my skin crawl. “You know, I heard they use to call you ‘Ice Queen’ in high-school?”


    What? I put my drink down and stared down at my phone like he hadn’t said anything. “It’s rude to use your phone at the table.”


    “It’s rude to bring up hurtful things from people’s past too, isn’t it?” I didn’t look up.


    Benton scoffed and slammed his elbow down on the table. “Look at me, Missy. Please.”


    God. Looking up, I saw something sad on his face and I froze. God, this wasn’t his fault. He had no idea I was with Paxton unless he took notice at the mall. “I’m sorry,” I said.


    I had no idea what to tell him. When my dad went to ask him how the date went I couldn’t have Benton replying with ‘Missy said she has a boyfriend’. Or pissing Benton off and him telling my dad. Then I would have to listen to a three hour long lecture on ‘how to attract a good man,’ and get plucked away from Paxton forever.


    Benton smiled, and it looked legit. “Let’s start over.” He gave me his hand. “Nice to meet you.”


    I grinned. “Nice to meet you too.”


    After we ate lunch which went by very easily, Benton took me to the university. Where we spent the better part of the day getting a tour. They took us around on golf carts from the dining hall to the dorm rooms and then around to some of the classroom buildings.


    And I hated it.


    My throat felt like fire because I wanted to cry. I wasn’t ready for this. Not everyone jumps right out of high-school and hightails it to college with their path already planned out. I just wanted to take some classes to see what I wanted to do.


    Business wasn’t it, I already knew.


    Benton hadn’t shut up since we got to the college. He only stopped when the tour guide said something which was also often. I needed silence to think.


    “Okay, so are you hungry yet?”


    I turned to look at Benton who had his arm wrapped around my shoulders. When had that happened? The tour guide was already gone and we were standing by his SUV.


    “Um, sure. Yeah.”


    He beamed and it looked a little too heated for talking about food. Opening the door for me he kept close behind me and lingered before shutting it.


    “You don’t mind if we order Chinese do you?”


    I furrowed my brow and looked at the clock that read six. I had to be back in two hours. Why would we get our food to-go? “Where are we eating this Chinese if we’re ordering it to-go?”


    Benton picked at the invisible lint on his button-down shirt. “My apartment. Dad went ahead and got me one for the upcoming semester.”


    His apartment. I tugged at the end of my cardigan. This was not a good idea. “Come on, Missy. Just for an hour so we can eat. What kind of date drops his girl off without feeding her, huh?”


    Swallowing the nervous lump in my throat hurt like hell. I figured it was a silent warning on what was to come.


    I was right.


    ***


    Benton’s apartment was more of a condo in a gated part of the city that looked way too fancy for a college student. But we both knew he wasn’t paying for anything, his dad was.


    He insisted on helping me out of his vehicle and holding the Chinese, so I let him. And when we stepped into his apartment my mouth nearly dropped open. If I hadn’t almost expected it to be brilliant I probably would have fainted.


    The living room was as big as the top part of the tour bus, and the kitchen to the left was twice that size. “Welcome home,” Benton said. “Since we’re both going to Chicago you’ll be spending time over here too.” He winked at me over his shoulder.


    I snorted softly, and ran my fingers over the piano in his apartment. “I didn’t know you played?”


    Benton glanced over his shoulder from the kitchen. “Oh, I don’t.”


    Then why would you have it? Frowning, I took a seat on the couch and waited awkwardly for him to return. Benton came in a few seconds later with two glasses of what looked like wine. He dropped them off and returned with our Chinese food a second later.


    “I’m starving,” he said. I watched as he moved the ottoman and made us a place to eat on his living room floor.


    “Is something wrong with the dining room table?” I asked.


    Benton smirked. “Not at all. I just thought this would give us a chance to get to know one another better.”


    Right. I might have been inexperienced but I knew he really wanted to get to know my lower regions better. Perve!


    Biting my lower lip, I crawled and took a seat furthest away from Benton. I hadn’t realized how hungry I was until we started eating.


    “So, what’s up with you and the guitarist?” he asked over his chopsticks.


    I nearly gagged on a noddle and he ended up having to slap my back to help me. “You okay?”


    I nodded and straightened my posture. Taking notice that Benton had scooted closer to me. “There isn’t anything going on with us.”


    Benton cocked a brow that looked like it had been waxed. I didn’t even know guys got their eyebrows waxed. Which made me think of how naturally perfect Paxton’s were.


    “You’re zoning out again.”


    Damnit! “I was just wondering why you would think we had a thing for each other.”


    Benton narrowed his gaze and something tugged at my head. He looked—almost angry. “Have you been thinking that all day? Because you’ve zoned out several times already and I know you couldn’t tell me one thing we talked about at the university or dinner.”


    My mouth opened but I snapped it shut. Because he was completely right. I had no idea what he was saying. His mouth was moving but nothing was coming out.


    He rubbed his fingers through his dark hair and then scratched his smooth jaw. Facial hair would have looked amazing on him. Paxton had fac—God, I was doing it again.


    “Why don’t you just forget about that for a little while okay? It’s just you and me here now. We’re meant to date, ya know?”


    “No,” I said. “I don’t know what you mean.”


    Benton sighed, and turned toward me to cup my jaw. “Honey.” Yuck, I hated being called that. I wasn’t a child and he wasn’t fifty. “You have to understand that it’s important to our dads that we date. They’re working on collaborating Fringe and Switch. It’s important.”


    Really? Now it all made sense. Dad forcing me to date Benton without a chaperone made sense because it would benefit himself. Bastard! I turned my face away from Benton’s and grabbed the go-phone Paxton got me. I sent a swift text to Paxton right before Benton snatched it from my fingers.


    “What is your problem?” he barked out.


    My blood ran cold. The angry look on his face had doubled—tripled. And his fingers were digging into my arm. “Let go,” I said.


    Benton smiled and shook his head slowly. “Do you know how many girls would kill to be you right now, Missy King? I’m Benton Ferguson, and you’re acting like I’m no better than your fuck buddy Paxton on that tour bus.”


    My arm was starting to burn, but when I tried to wiggle free he pulled me closer to him. His cologne was overwhelming me and I felt like gagging in his face. “Just let me go and I’ll catch a cab home.”


    Paxton was already on his way to get me. My phone vibrated against the floor where Benton had tossed it. “Just let go.”


    Benton shook his head, shoved me toward the floor and straddled my waist. No, no, no, no. Panic was setting in and my limbs started to thrash violently. “Settle down, Ice Queen. We’re going to melt some off of you.”


    Benton leaned down and forced my mouth open with his own. A scream was in my throat but Benton swallowed it. I thrashed my arms but Benton easily grabbed them and pinned them above my head. His breath smelled like Chinese food causing bile to rise up my throat.


    No, no, no, no. Everything was a blur. I took ragged breaths because of Benton’s weight on me. He growled and pressed down harder on me when I kicked my knee up into his back. “Bitch be still. You’d like it if you let me.”


    The stars dancing in the corners of my eyes were blinding me but I could see the fork sitting beside us where we had eaten. Benton moaned against my mouth at the same time I bit down as hard as I could on his lip. The moan turned into an agonizing scream that got me a hard right hook.


    Oh, more stars. Through dizzy eyes I found the fork with my fingers, reached up and dug it into his thigh. He rolled off of me and howled at the ceiling. But I was up and out of his apartment before he could stop yelling.


    The sunlight was blinding me, and I stumbled a few times on the stairs on the way down. The railing was pressed against my stomach as I hung on for dear life. Blood was pouring down my cheeks and hitting my blouse.


    Oh, God. My shirt was ripped showing my bra and half of my stomach. When had that happened? Once I hit the pavement I started running as fast as I could.


    My phone was back at his apartment and I had nowhere to—


    I slammed into someone hard and I wrapped myself in their arms. I was crying too hard to look up and see who it was.


    “Sugar. Are you alright? What the fuck happened?”


    Paxton. Paxton. Paxton. Glancing up, Paxton let out a huge gasp. I must have looked as bad as I felt. My left eye was swollen but I could see the tears running down his face from my right eye.


    He was crying. The sob that was going to leave my throat caught. He was crying. “Are you okay, baby? Jesus H. Christ. Are you okay?” He was mumbling into my hair, my neck, my cheek. His tears were mixed with mine. “I’m going to kill ‘em. I’m going to kill ‘em.” He was saying it like a chant or more like a plea over and over again in my ear.


    “Paxton. I need to get home before Benton comes out. I don’t want to see him,” my voice was so low that I hadn’t known how weak it sounded.


    Paxton gripped my jaw and forced me to look up at his big blue eyes. They looked even bluer since he had been crying. “Did he do it?”


    I shook my head no and he exhaled with a shaky breath that didn’t comfort me any. “He’s still going to fucking die.”


    And I knew when Benton had made it out of his apartment because Paxton pushed past me. I swear everything went into slow motion as I scrambled toward him. Benton’s shirt was off and his jeans undone. Blood had stained his jeans on his upper thigh where I stabbed him.


    “You like to fight women? You like to make women do what they don’t want to?” Paxton was screaming. A few bystanders were starting to gather around but Paxton didn’t stop.


    Benton held his arms up in surrender and started backpedaling away from Paxton. If I had to guess I would say he’d shit himself by that look. “Wow, look it was an—,”


    Bam. Paxton connected his right fist against Benton’s left eye. It was so quick that one second he was standing and the next he was knocked out cold on the ground. “Get up!” Paxton yelled. “Fight like a man you fucking pussy!”


    Benton wasn’t getting up. The bystanders were starting to get on their phones, which meant the police would be there soon. “Paxton,” I said calmly.


    His torso heaved as he bent over with his hands braced on his knees over Benton. Sobs broke from his throat as his body shook.


    Racing toward him I wrapped him in my arms tightly. “Goddammit,” he whispered, turning to cup my face in his hands. “We need to call the cops because if we don’t I’m going to kill him. He better not wake up before they get here.”


    I nodded into his chest, and let him hold me. Tears were gushing down my cheeks. The metallic taste of blood had drizzled down my cheek to my mouth.


    When the police came they took my story and arrested Benton on the spot. His dad had just pulled up in his Beemer slinging gravel.


    “What the fuck is this?” he shouted, pointing his finger at the officer’s face. We were enough distance away to see them but we couldn’t hear the officer. When Mr. Ferguson looked over his shoulder his lip pulled up into a sneer. “My son would never—,”


    The officer walked off with Benton cutting Mr. Ferguson off. His head turned red and his fingers began to twitch. Benton had the same irate look in his eyes earlier.


    When he turned to face us, Paxton took a step in front of him to block me. They must have been giving each other death glares because Paxton was shaking in front of me.


    I heard footsteps and then the screeching of tires. Mr. Ferguson was gone and so were the cop cars besides one lingering one.


    “Ms. I’m going to need you to come down to the station. Would you like to call your parents?”


    “No, I’m eigh—,”


    “Yes, she would.” I glared up at Paxton. With his gaze on mine, he dug around in his pockets and pulled out his phone. “You need to call him because it’ll be all over the news tomorrow.”


    I furrowed my brow but then noticed the crowd of people standing around and a van unloading camera men. The cop scowled. “Damn journalist scum. Better get you two in the car before all hell breaks loose.”


    Paxton and I got into the back of the car and I felt a sense of relief knowing the media wasn’t going to have too many pictures of the incident. But then I realized—I was in the back of a cop car with Paxton.


    Paxton wrapped his arm around my shoulders and tugged me close to him. “You need to call your dad now. Tell him what happened. The truth.”


    I didn’t want to. Knowing Dad, he would think of a reason to blame me. Or Nick would bitch because I ruined their practice or show.


    “I don’t want to,” I whispered up at him.


    “Why?” he frowned and ran his finger against my bottom lip. “You were almost raped, Missy. Your dad deserves to know.”


    “He doesn’t care, Paxton. Please—,”


    “I care,” he blurted out. “I need you to tell your dad because he’s going to find out tomorrow anyway. I need someone with power on your side to take Benton down where he fucking belongs. Now, please,” he whispered against my mouth. “Call your dad.”


    Crap.


    Dad picked up on the second ring because I was calling from Paxton’s phone. “Dad,” I choked out.


    He was silent for a second. “Where are you?”


    “I’m heading to the police stat—,”


    Dad barked out a laugh. “You’re kidding right? I don’t have time for this shit Missy. We have a concert in thirty minutes—and why is Paxton with you? He’s supposed to be here.”


    Paxton must have seen the tears prickling at the side of my eyes because he grabbed the phone and ran his fingers against my arm. “Mr. King this is Paxton. I’m—If’ you’ll let me talk I can tell you. Okay, Benton tried to rape Missy tonight. She called me to come help her. We’re heading to the jail to file a report. Can you come get us? No, I took a cab here. Yes sir.”


    Paxton ended the call and took me in his arms. “You’re going to be fine, Missy. That bastard won’t touch you again—I swear it.”


    ***


    Dad didn’t show up until after we’d already filed the police report. He came charging in like he owned the place, his phone plastered to his ear.


    The detective on the case stuck out his hand and dad shook it once before gesturing for Ginger to talk to me. Really? Ginger’s heels click-clacked against the tile and she bent down to look me in the eye.


    “Are you okay, Missy?”


    As badly as I wanted to dislike Ginger for cheating on her husband with my douchebag dad, I couldn’t. Genuine worry was written on her face.


    She wiped the tear from my cheek before glancing up at Paxton. “I’m surprised you’re not in jail right now.”


    He shrugged. “Luckily the kid knocks out with one punch or I would be.”


    I believe him. When dad finally got off the phone he stormed over while shoving his phone into his jacket pocket. “Okay, what is going on here?”


    He kept his eyes locked on the officer but would occasionally glance my way and it scared me. “So, is Benton in jail now?”


    The officer nodded, and stroked his beard. “Yes, but his dad is trying to bail him out now.”


    Great. Paxton growled and ran his fingers through his hair. “What was the bail?”


    “I think $25,000, son,” he said, slapping Paxton’s shoulder. “Thank God you got there when you did.” He turned to me. “And good job for stabbing him with that fork.”


    Paxton snorted and I had to keep my smile at bay. It felt good knowing I’d cut the fucker. “You stabbed him, Missy?” Dad said, his voice low but I knew that meant he was trying not to flip his lid.


    “Good girl,” Ginger said.


    But I didn’t look her way. Dad was staring at me like he wanted to kill me himself. Then I remembered why I had wanted to leave Benton’s in the first place. Dad and Mr. Ferguson had a collaboration going with Fringe and Switch.


    And I had messed up his plans. He didn’t care what Benton had done because it was messing up his agenda.


    Selfish bastard.


    Paxton leaned over and shoved his shoulder against mine but I couldn’t look up. I was on the verge of tears when Dad took us back to the tour bus.


    I had hoped we would talk about what happened when we got back but we all got onto the tour bus and left.


    I was sitting on my bed when the floor squeaked. Dillon was standing awkwardly in the entrance, hands shoved down into the depth of his pockets. “Are you okay? Your dad wouldn’t tell us anything but I saw—,” he dug his phone out of his pockets and waved the screen at me.


    I didn’t have to look to know it’d already leaked.


    “Did he rape you?” he whispered, nervously fingering his shoulder length hair.


    “I stabbed him in the leg before he got to,” I said, swinging my feet off the side of the bed.


    He grinned. “That’s my girl. So,” he took another step closer to look at Paxton’s empty bed. “I’m surprised Paxton didn’t kill him. I saw the punch.”


    “How?”


    “Someone posted it to YouTube.” Oh, great. I closed my eyes and shook my head. “But he was in the right. I would have done the same thing.”


    I grinned. It was good to hear some people had a heart on this tour bus. “Thanks, Dillon.”


    Waving me off, he stretched and ruffled his hair. “So, I bet it’s hard to keep quiet up here with us being right down stairs.”


    I lifted a brow. “What do you mean?”


    Rolling his eyes, he took his drums sticks out of his pockets and started tapping along on the wall. “We all know you’re banging up here, Missy. We’re not stupid.”


    My mouth popped open. “No we’re not—,”


    “Sure, Sugar,” he whispered, dropping an octave to mimic Paxton’s voice.


    “I don’t sound like that,” Paxton said from the bathroom doorway.


    Dillon snorted. “Yes, you do.”


    Paxton rolled his eyes and looked over at me. “Why don’t you give us some privacy then Dillon? I mean, in case we decided to bang.”


    Dillon grinned like a Cheshire cat and disappeared down the stairwell. “Are you okay?”


    I nodded, and swallowed the painful lump in my throat. “Why don’t you come take a shower with me?”


    “What about—,”


    “Sugar, don’t worry about them.” His blue eyes were begging me. “Just please let me clean you.”


    Clean me. That sounded nice. Nodding, I let him lead me into the bathroom and lock the door. I just wanted to lose myself in the shower and silence. Paxton kept his distance and I figured it was because of what had just happened.


    He leaned against the cabinet and stared at me for several minutes. “I want to touch you—kiss you, but I don’t want to push anything, Missy. If you don’t want to do this—,”


    Stepping forward, I silenced him with my lips. I needed him to touch me. To cleanse me of the monster my dad set me up with. I needed someone that actually gave a damn about me.


    “I need you, Paxton. All of you. I need to feel your warmth and care. I need someone that cares,” I sobbed.


    He stroked my hair, and began slipping the oversized T-shirt the police offer gave me at the station over my head and onto the floor. He covered me with kisses from my forehead to my neck.


    Then he reached forward and unzipped my jeans and then pulled my panties down my ankles. I sat on the closed toilet seat as he warmed the water and shed his clothes. I watched his lean muscles move as he pulled the shower curtain back and offered me his hand.


    This beautiful, tattooed man was nothing like I’d expected and everything I’d wanted but didn’t know. Taking his hand, I let him lead me into the warm water. I didn’t think anything could get the creepy feeling of something crawling on my skin away, but Paxton tried.


    His hands slid down between my breasts and then down my stomach. “I’ll scrub every inch of you clean, Sugar.”


    Tears stung my eyes, and I was thankful for the shower to cover their tracks. I leaned my head back against his shoulder and relaxed as he washed between my legs. It didn’t feel awkward or nasty but comforting. He was perfect.


    He washed my hair and conditioned it while he sang into my ear. The songs began to blend together and then the water was cold. My skin was red and raw when we stepped out of the shower together.


    I was in one of his T-shirts and in my bed, he snuggled in behind me, stroking my arms and face. “You’re going to be okay. He’ll have his day in court and there is no way he’s not going. I’ll make sure of it.”


    I nodded into his chest. “I can’t believe he did it. I could tell he was getting mad, and he kept accusing me of sleeping with you but I never confirmed it. I—I just wish my dad hadn’t made me go.”


    He snorted and hugged me tighter. “You’re telling me. I wanted to rip his head off this morning. Both of their heads off.”


    “Well at least I know why now.”


    Paxton stilled. “Why what?”


    “Why my dad is trying to get us together.” He urged me on with his eyes. “Because they’re trying to do a collaboration with you guys and Switch.”


    Paxton gritted his teeth. “Fucking figures, bastards.”


    “My thoughts exactly.”


    “Are you going to tell your mom?”


    Mom. I hadn’t even realized I hadn’t told her. I reached for my phone but then remembered it was at Paxton’s house. “I’m sorry. I left your go-phone in his apartment.”


    “Use mine.” He handed me his and I dialed my mother’s number.


    “Hello?”


    “Mom,” I choked out.


    “What’s wrong, baby? Are you okay? Is Nick okay?”


    I nodded but realized she couldn’t hear me. “Mommy,” I whispered.


    And then I told her everything through sobs.


    

  


  
    


    Chapter Eleven


    Paxton


    


    Missy shivered against me most of the night. I had held her as tight as I could that wouldn’t harm her.


    My morning wood was pressed against her ass and I refrained from slipping my hands underneath her underwear. She didn’t need that. Carefully, I tried to tug her from underneath my arm but she stirred.


    “She’s always been a light sleeper.”


    “What the—,” I yelled, jumping up and hitting my hand against the nightstand.


    A woman I’d never seen before was standing at the entrance to the stairwell. Her hair was blond and long, hanging loosely against her shoulders. Her grin was wide so I didn’t panic on her seeing me asleep in Missy’s bed.


    “Sorry to scare you! I’m Missy’s mother.”


    Oh, fuck. I scrambled up out of her bed and then realized I was in my underwear. Way to go, Paxton. “God,” I mumbled underneath my breath.


    She began to laugh, holding her stomach like a kid. When she glanced back up her eyes were watering with tears. “Don’t worry about it. I’m just glad she’s actually in bed with a boy.”


    “Mom,” Missy mumbled and then sat straight up in my bed. Her hair was a wild tornado of loose curls around her face, and I smiled. “What in the—Oh, my gosh,” she groaned when she saw me.


    “Mom, I didn’t realize you were coming. You should have called!”


    Her mom blew her bangs off her forehead and rolled her eyes. “You thought I was going to let you be alone after what happened last night? Your dad obviously doesn’t give a shit but I do.”


    Missy sniffled and her mom walked toward her and pulled her into a huge hug. “It’s okay, baby. He’ll be in jail soon, and you’re safe.”


    Missy nodded and sobbed into her shirt while I stood and watched. “My name is Stephanie by the way,” she said. “What’s your name? Missy hadn’t mentioned anything about a male suitor in her life.”


    Missy blushed and then stood up. “Mom this is Paxton my—,” she trailed off.


    “Boyfriend,” I said offering her my hand. “We’ve already been over this, Missy,” I said. “And you said your name was Stephanie?”


    Missy burst out laughing when I gave her a pointed look. “Interesting,” I said.


    She cocked an eyebrow. “I’m not sure I want to know what you’re talking about. But you two need to get dressed while I go talk to your dad. And then we’re going to go out to eat.”


    Missy nodded. “What are you going to say to dad?”


    She flipped her blond hair. “Don’t you worry about it. Just go get your bath.” She glanced over at me with a smile. “And don’t forget to invite your guest.”


    “Mom!” Missy screeched and gawked as Stephanie ran down the stairs.


    “Your mom is—,”


    Missy held up her finger in warning. “Don’t you dare call her hot.”


    I grinned. “Friendly,” I said.


    She narrowed her eyes and then walked toward the shower. “Well, my mom did tell me to invite my guest.”


    “Well, hot damn. Your mom needs to come visit more often.”


    ***


    Missy slipped into a soft summer dress that I couldn’t keep my hands off of. “You should definitely try to wear something else. Rethink these things, Missy. I can’t keep my hands off of you.”


    She took a few quick steps out of my grasp and turned to face me, placing those small hands on my chest. “I do think about my outfits, why do you think I’m wearing this?”


    I grinned, nuzzling her neck. She smelled like flowers and my dick always responded to her no matter what. “You’re torturing me?”


    She laughed. “I thought this morning would be enough to satisfy those urges.”


    I leaned my head back and laughed loudly. “I thought you knew by now that I’m never going to get enough of you, Sugar.”


    By the time we had both showered and exited the bus, Stephanie was still chewing Mr. King out. They were both standing by Mr. King’s SUV pointing and yelling at one another. Ginger hadn’t even gotten out of the vehicle.


    “You’re a son of a bitch, Patrick. And maybe you’d know that if you weren’t so fucking selfish.”


    Mr. King’s head looked like it was about to explode. “What in the—,”he trailed off when he caught sight of us.


    “We can chat later, Stephanie. We have company.” Stephanie lifted a brow and glanced over at us.


    “I’m taking Missy and Paxton with me to eat today. Since he helped save our daughter’s life and all.”


    He scoffed. “Paxton has to stay here and practice for their—,”


    “Come on, Kids. We’re going to get something to eat.”


    Mr. King gritted his teeth but I turned and followed them before he could blow up on me.


    Stephanie took us to a BBQ restaurant. Seeing Missy eat a BBQ sandwich was hilariously cute. “You’re laughing at me,” she whispered.


    I snorted and shoved the rest of my sandwich into my mouth. “You’ve got sauce all over that pretty mouth,” I whispered back.


    She blushed.


    “Are you two talking dirty over there?” Stephanie asked over her drink.


    “Mom,” Missy growled.


    “Oh, stop being such a prude, Missy. You can talk to me about anything. I can probably give you some pointers.”


    “God!” Missy groaned into her hands. I couldn’t help but laugh. She was so damn cute.


    “So, Paxton. What made you play for Fringe?” Stephanie asked.


    I shrugged. “I needed a job. I got kicked out of my old band because I slept with the singer’s girlfriend, even though I didn’t know they were together.”


    Stephanie laughed. “I can’t imagine anyone cheating on their boyfriend with you.” She winked and Missy sighed.


    When we finished we went to the mall and Stephanie took Missy shopping. I could tell they hadn’t seen each other in a while, so I stood back and mostly watched as they shopped. For two people that looked so much alike they couldn’t have been any more different. But at the same time they fit together just right.


    Missy strolled off toward the back wall of purses and Stephanie nudged my shoulder. “You like her, huh?”


    I grinned down at her and scratched my scruffy jaw. “A lot. More than I’ve ever liked someone before.”


    “She’s a really good girl. Better than I ever was. Her dad forced her to be perfect all the time and I think she’s turned out better than I thought she would. Especially with Patrick as a dad and me.” She scoffed at herself. “I’m far from perfect. Hence the reason Patrick and I are not together.”


    “His loss,” I said. “You seem like a fun girl to me.”


    “You’re a charmer. Anybody ever told you that?”


    My gaze shifted over to Missy who was talking to the sales rep and pointing toward a purse on the top shelf. “Your daughter is beautiful, Stephanie. And I think I’m falling in love with her.”


    When I glanced down, Stephanie was staring at me with a huge smile on her face. “Her dad is going to flip his lid. He doesn’t know yet, right?”


    I shook my head. “We can’t keep it a secret forever, but no, he doesn’t know anything.”


    Stephanie looked over at Missy and smiled. “She’s gentle, Paxton. Be careful with her. She’s new to this and because of her dad she hasn’t had a lot of experience. I know that you’ve slept with her, she told me, but just be careful.”


    I cleared my throat. “I would never be too—,”


    Her laugh cut me off. “Not like that, but be careful with her heart. She’s so innocent that it scares me sometimes.”


    I gave her a reassuring nudge with my shoulder. “She’s safe with me.”


    “Mom, look at this Michael Kors. I got it on Dad’s MasterCard.” Missy grinned really big and gave her mother a look. “He’ll never know.”


    Stephanie snorted. “You could buy an island and he’d never know. Stupid prick,” she mumbled.


    Stephanie got me back in just enough time to practice for an hour before the show. Mr. King stood in the doorway of our practice room and watched me carefully. For a second I had thought he may have found out about us.


    When the music stopped playing I could hear the sound of the audience screaming from two floors down.


    “They sound all hot and bothered,” Dillon said, with a huge grin on his face.


    I snorted. “I bet that makes you happy Dillon.”


    He held his hands up in surrender. “I’m the only normal guy in this band. Nick won’t screw anything because of his image and you won’t because of—,”


    Dillon snapped his mouth shut and looked down at the ground.


    “Are you dating someone?” Mr. King asked from the doorway. I swear I felt like I was on trial. Nick had stopped shuffling through sheet music and looked up at me. There was no way Dillon or Nick didn’t know I was dating Missy.


    I just hoped that Mr. King hadn’t found out without us telling him first.


    “Yeah, back in California, I do.”


    Mr. King kept his gaze intently on me. “She didn’t freak out about you getting caught with another girl in Panama?”


    “Yeah, but she got over it,” I lied.


    “Time to go!” Dillon shouted. “Let’s go blow their panties off, boys!” I took Dillon’s bait and followed quickly out of the door behind him. My guitar was clutched in my hand. I wanted to turn around and tell him the truth. That I was falling for his eighteen-year-old daughter and didn’t give a fuck what he thought. But, I couldn’t.


    The screams became louder when we made it to the long hall before the stage. All three of us in our own heads. Probably all three thinking about different things that didn’t even pertain to the concert. The only reason I had the audience on my brain was because I knew Missy and her mom would be sitting in the center seats together.


    The lights brightened and the curtains drew back, showing us the stadium of screaming fans. Even though I was used to it my heart began to thump wildly in my chest. I was performing because I loved it. It was in my bones to perform. My step-dad had given me guitar lessons when he saw me staring at his guitars in his studio.


    “Hello Missouri!” Nick yelled but the sounds of screaming were too loud to overcome.


    Against my better judgment, I searched the rows until I found Missy and Stephanie sitting right where they said they would be. She locked her eyes with mine, a small smile on her porcelain face. So fucking beautiful.


    I hadn’t even realized I’d been playing along to the music—only staring at Missy like she was the only person in the room. If she hadn’t nudged her mother’s side—probably to tell her to stop being dirty—I wouldn’t have even noticed her mother smiling at us.


    She was happy for Missy. I just wished her dad could be too. Sweat poured down my face as the night went on. I played Missy’s song for her in the first half, and her mother squealed beside her like a teenager. But Missy’s face was still. Her blue eyes wide and her mouth agape. It was pure sin to watch her watch me. Even in an arena full of people I felt so close to her. So close.


    We had to tell her dad.


    The concert lasted way longer than we had expected. By the time midnight hit we were finally playing the last song of the night. My fingers were numb and swollen from strumming all night, and my throat on the verge of combusting, but I loved every minute of it.


    I had given Missy the go-ahead to go backstage to wait for me five minutes before, but I still stared at their empty seats and smiled.


    “Thank you, Missouri! It’s been a pleasure rocking with you tonight! We love you guys!” Nick shouted into the microphone.


    We all said our goodbyes and exited through the side door to a group of girls screaming back stage. Dillon ran toward them with open arms and it took all I had not to laugh. The guy was obsessed with women. The sound crew were scrambling around but it didn’t take me long to find Missy.


    But I almost wished I hadn’t. The frown on her face didn’t belong there. I wanted to be the reason she smiled, and always know how to make her laugh.


    “What’s wrong?” I asked as soon as I closed the space between us. “Where is your Mom?”


    She shifted her gaze quickly to the ground. “She had to leave to make her flight, Paxton.”


    I reached out to touch her jaw but she sidestepped to get away from me. I knew we were in public and her dad was backstage but it stung my gut. “What’s the matter, baby?”


    A sob broke form her throat. “I don’t want to do it, Paxton.”


    Oh, God. My vision was starting to blur with anger. “What are they trying to get you to do, Missy?”


    ***


    Missy


    Paxton’s face was rigid. His shoulders tensed and his fingers tightened around his guitar. Every time I tried to tell him my throat clogged and my mouth turned to sandpaper.


    “If you don’t tell me now I’m going to go ask your dad.”


    I screwed my eyes shut. “He’s trying to arrange a press conference for Benton and I so we can address the issue.”


    Paxton swallowed hardly. “What’s there to address? He tried to rape you, Missy.”


    I nodded and choked out a sob. “I know. They want me to say it was a misunderstanding because the media has gotten so bad. And I don’t want to do it.”


    “Missy, you don’t have to do it,” Paxton said through clenched teeth. I glanced up at his piercing baby blues and his slender nose. So masculine and dominate that it seemed to ooze off of him.


    And I was hiding our relationship because of my dad. An eighteen-year-old was hiding her relationship to a wonderfully raw and emotional man. I was the stupidest bitch alive.


    “I’m not going to,” I said, shaking my head. Surprising me, he stepped forward, grabbed the nape of my neck and dragged me closer to him. His mouth was rough and demanding and my body was too willing to be his victim. The sounds of equipment moving, screaming fan girls and demanding requests, everything turned still.


    Paxton’s mouth, his hands, his body was undeniably mine. It was something I’d never felt before. “Missy,” he mumbled against my mouth. “We’re going to tell your dad,” he whispered.


    I gasped against his lips but nodded at the same time. “He’ll kick you out of the band. Our relationship is almost against the rules, Pax.”


    Paxton smiled, rubbing his knuckles down my cheek. “Haven’t you learned by now that I don’t do rules?”


    “Missy!”


    I whipped around and saw my dad storming toward us. Benton and his father closely behind him. Bile rose in my throat. He was not here. How could dad do this to me?


    Tears pricked my eyes and sadness etched my soul. He was a monster. “What in the hell is going on?”


    Before I could talk, Paxton reached out and snaked his arm around my waist dragging me closer to his side.


    Dad snarled, and stopped an inch from Paxton’s face. “Get your filthy hands off of my daughter.”


    Paxton snarled and glanced over at Benton who was hiding behind his dad. “Nice eye, Benton. Raped anymore girls lately?”


    “Don’t you fucking dare talk to him like that,” Mr. Ferguson snapped. “You piece of shit.”


    “You’re the piece of shit!” I yelled. “You, and your fucking son!” I yelled. The words felt so, so right coming out of my mouth.


    Dad’s mouth flew open. “What in the hell have you done to her?” he asked Paxton, taking another step forward.


    “I didn’t teach her anything but to stick up for herself. And she won’t be doing any press conference to help this asshole get out of trying to rape her.”


    Benton didn’t say a word. He wouldn’t even look at me. I bet my black eye was harder for him to look at than he thought.


    “You don’t get to tell her what she can and can’t do, Paxton. I’m her father and she is doing the press conference.”


    “No she—,”


    “No, I’m not,” I said. My tongue felt dry but I forced the words that had always been deep down up. Dad was going to listen to me if I had to scream it at him.


    “I’m not going to do the press conference. And no it’s not because of Paxton, it’s because of me. I’m sick of being treated like a child. I’m eighteen-years-old and I will date who I want to date.” Paxton stared down at me with a huge smile on his face. A proud smile. “And I’m dating Paxton Evers.”


    Dad let out a hysterical laugh. The throbbing veins in his forehead were huge. I wouldn’t have been surprised if one popped. “Missy, you better listen to me now. I’m not playing this rebellion game. Your brother didn’t make me go through—,”


    “Because you gave him whatever the hell he wanted. How can you rebel against someone that lets you do anything they want? I just want the freedom to date who I want.”


    Mr. Ferguson pushed past my dad trying to rest his hands on my shoulders but Paxton blocked his effort. “Don’t fucking touch her or I’ll break those hands.”


    Mr. Ferguson shook his head and grinned. It looked so much like the one Benton had given me. “You’re going to date this trash over my son? He made a mistake, just like you’re making one now.”


    I rolled my eyes. “Shut up! Benton tried to rape me and he deserves to be trialed for it. So, I’m not doing the conference.”


    Dad had started to pace with his hands tangled into his hair. “You’re going to do it or I’m kicking you out. Your mother’s already gotten her skanky ass on the plane back to California. What are you going to do then, huh?”


    I shrugged. “I don’t know but I don’t care.”


    Dad’s fingers twitched against his side. “You’re out of the band Paxton,” he said. “Get your shit together and go. Unless you want to let go of my daughter’s waist and I’ll reconsider letting you stay.”


    Paxton threw his head back and laughed. “Not working for you would be the best thing that could happen to me, King. I’m not a little kid and I took care of myself before you came along. Why would I need your ass now?”


    “You won’t work in this business again, Kid,” Mr. Ferguson snarled.


    Paxton glanced down at me, tilting my chin up to give me a chaste kiss. “Why would I need to work in this business when I’ve got the best prize right here?”


    Closing my eyes, I rested my head against his chest. All three men standing across from us were cussing at me but I didn’t care. Paxton guided me away from the chaos and out of the EXIT door. “Go get your clothes, Sugar. We’re leaving.”


    We got most of our things shoved into our bags by the time we saw dad storming out of the arena toward his SUV. He didn’t even glance our way before driving out with a squeal of his tires.


    Paxton squeezed my shoulder, and it was more reassuring than he thought. My father and I never got along but him showing he had absolutely no concern or love for me stung—bad. He was my dad. If he couldn’t love me, who could?


    The cab Paxton called showed up ten minutes later. I slid into the leather seats and pressed my head against the headrest while Paxton took care of our bags. My body felt weak. I’d gotten Paxton fired and I’d been disowned.


    I thought about calling my mom but thought I’d be better off waiting until she had landed. Mom on a flight angry was never a good thing.


    Paxton stroked my arm until we turned into a Howard Johnson in downtown Jefferson City. Paxton paid the taxi driver and ushered me into the waiting room. I didn’t even remember sitting while Paxton got us our room.


    When he walked into room 306 I immediately felt relief. I needed to know we were safe. I’d been sheltered my entire life and being alone with no money or support was scary.


    Truth was that I had no idea what I was doing.


    Paxton guided me to the bathroom and I flinched at my reflection. My blond hair was a mess around my swollen eyes. The extra makeup my mom put on my bruise had washed away from tears, and my lips were chapped.


    Paxton stirred behind me. He looked amazing compared to me. The sadness in his eyes was there and I knew I’d caused it. “I’m sorry,” I choked out. “I just got you fired.”


    Paxton furrowed his brow and pulled me back against his chest. “You have no reason to be sorry, Missy. Your dad is the biggest dick I’ve ever met. And I didn’t really like Fringe that much anyway. Not my style.”


    “They kind of suck.”


    Paxton busted out laughing and kissed my cheek. “Do you want to get a shower while I order room service? I’m starving.”


    Nodding, I stood at the sink until he disappeared from the doorway. I stripped out of my clothes and got into the hottest shower I could stand. The two showers I’d taken since yesterday didn’t seem enough to get Benton’s stench off of me.


    After my skin was red from scrubbing I got out and pulled on a t-shirt and panties Paxton had left on the cabinet for me.


    A silver tray of food sat on the desk in the corner. None of it had been opened yet.


    “You feel better?”


    I jumped. Paxton was leaning against the closed closet door, shirtless with a small smile on his face. His hands were shoved into his pockets and his feet crossed. “Much better. I’m really hungry.”


    He grinned. “Thank God because I was about to gnaw off my own hand waiting on you.”


    I snorted and took a seat in the rolling chair beside the table. “You didn’t have to wait on me. I wouldn’t have minded.”


    He rolled his chair and pulled the ottoman over to sit on. “What kind of gentleman would I be if I ate without you?”


    I grabbed my drink. “Who said you were a gentleman at all?”


    He lifted a brow. “Don’t get spanked, Missy.”


    I bit my straw and laughed. “You know. My friend Val called you Rocker Hercules that night at the club.”


    He frowned. “Is that even a compliment?”


    I nodded. “For Val, yeah. But it kind of matches, ya know. You’ve got Hercules’ body but you look like a rocker.”


    “We need a new nickname. Do not ever call me that in public.”


    I laughed and my Coke shot out of my mouth which caused me to laugh even harder. “Sorry!” I shouted, trying to wipe the Coke from his arms.


    His laughs mended with my own, and he grabbed my arms. “I don’t think there is one thing I wouldn’t do for you.”


    Oh. Smiling, I leaned in and kissed his waiting mouth. “Well, I have a bucket list full of things I’d like to do.”


    Circling his arm around my waist, he drug me over his lap until I was straddling him. “You have a bucket list?”


    I nodded nipping his bottom lip. “Yep. It’s in my wallet folded up so no one can ever see it.”


    “Well we have to look at it now.”


    I shook my head. “Nope.”


    Paxton stood and my legs wrapped around his waist. “What are you doing?” Paxton smiled while carrying me toward the night stand where my wallet was sitting.


    “No!” I screamed at the same time he tossed me onto the bed and dove for my wallet.


    Paxton held the wallet over his head as he dug for the piece of paper. I jumped and he held it higher. “Give it back!”


    He smiled, which meant he’d found it. Every time I would jump for it he would hold it higher until he was reading it.


    “One. Bungee jump,” he said. “I can definitely take you bungee jumping, Sugar. It’s fun.”


    “You’ve been?” I said.


    He nodded. “Two.” I tried to grab it but he turned his back to me. “Grand Canyon.”


    Heat scorched my neck but Paxton wasn’t laughing. “Three. Skinny dipping.” His eyes shot up to mine. “Four. Fall in love.”


    My legs were too shaky so I sat on the edge of the bed, and played with the hem of my shirt. Paxton bent down in front of me and cupped my jaw. “Why are you embarrassed?”


    “I don’t know.”


    His fingers slid down my jaw to cup my neck. “Why don’t you eat? I’ve got a surprise for you.”


    “What kind of surprise?” I asked, finally meeting his gaze.


    “What kind of a surprise would it be if I told you before?” Paxton shook his head. “And don’t use your seductive powers to get it out of me. Not working.”


    I grinned and walked over toward my food. “We wouldn’t want to seduce anyone, now would we?”


    After we ate Paxton led me down the hallway toward the glass door at the end. It was two in the morning so no one was around. My flip-flops clacked against the ground. “Can’t you shut those things up?” Paxton asked.


    I snickered. “You’ve never worn flip-flops?”


    “Do I look like a woman to you?”


    “Guys wear flip-flops.”


    He snorted. “Not this guy, Sugar. Now stand over here.”


    Paxton bent down and pulled out a bobby pin from his jeans pocket. “It’s all in the wrist,” he mumbled.


    I watched in fascination until I realized what he was doing. “Paxton! You can’t break in!”


    “Shhh,” he whispered. “Haven’t you ever been the lookout for anyone before?”


    “Only once. Val had me watch the door while she made out with the quarterback in junior high. But we got caught.”


    I saw him trying not to laugh. “That’s so reassuring, baby. Thank you.”


    Trying to be the lookout when you’re so curious about the actual crime was harder than it looked. “Done.” Paxton stood and tossed the bobby pin to the side. “After you.”


    Giving him a worried look, I tiptoed into the room and gagged at the chlorine smell. “Wait a minute. This is the pool?” I looked into the room at the still water. “It closed at ten, Paxton. The lights are off. What are we—,”


    He cut me off with his mouth. His tongue demanded entrance and I willingly gave it all to him. When he pulled back my cheeks were hot and I was panting. “Wasn’t skinny dipping on your list?”


    My mouth dropped. “You’ve got to be kidding me, Paxton! We’ll get kicked out!”


    “You worry too much. Strip for me, Sugar.” He smiled and dashed toward the last door separating us from the indoor pool. The moonbeams lit up the pool from the glass windows surrounding us. If anyone came in they would see us.


    But since we weren’t supposed to be there I figured it was unlikely for anyone to be there. Paxton waved at me through the glass. “Get that pretty ass over here before I come and get you.”


    Grinning, I slid through the door and watched as Paxton stripped. Dragging his shirt over his body—the sexy way men do—he kicked his shoes off. “Your turn.”


    There was no time like the present, right? I took my shirt off and kicked my shoes off. I had put on some cheerleading shorts, and Paxton eyed them like they were keeping him from the thing he wanted the most.


    “Shorts,” he said.


    Taking a huge breath, I jerked all of my clothes off of me until I was standing naked in front of him. His gaze swept down my face, to my breasts and then down to my toes. The hungry look he normally had wasn’t there and I knew this was for me and not for him.


    “Your turn,” I said.


    Paxton gave me a wicked smile before tearing off his jeans and underwear. If I hadn’t seen him naked before I knew I would have gasped. The light surrounding him cast a glow around his silhouette that made my toes curl.


    Beautiful didn’t even cut it. He was perfect.


    “Coming?” he asked, his voice gritty and deep.


    Paxton interlaced his fingers with mine and we walked toward the deep end of the pool. The water was perfectly still not a bump in the surface. “On the count of three,” he whispered.


    I swallowed.


    “One. Two. Three.”


    We both jumped into the deep end causing the water to explode around us. And that’s what Paxton had been doing since I met him at that club. He’d came in and disturbed my routine. My thoughts. He was that cannon ball that sliced through the perfect still water. And I loved him for it.


    The air I took when I surfaced was huge and felt right in my lungs. Like I’d taken a nosedive only to be saved at the last minute. “I can’t believe I’m doing this!” I said.


    Paxton chuckled in my ear and wrapped his arms around my torso. “Feel any better?”


    “Actually, yes. It feels good to break the rules—sometimes.”


    Paxton’s chest vibrated against my back and his grip tightened. “Rules are meant to be broken, Sugar. I’m just glad I have you to break them with.”


    We held each other in the deep end for a while before we swam over to the side. “What are we going to do now?” I finally whispered.


    His fingers traced my nose and lips but his eyes held mine. “We’re going to go back to California now.”


    “But what about my things? I can’t go back to my house Paxton. Dad’s kicked me out.”


    He gave me a look like he didn’t understand what the problem was. “Where am I going to live?”


    “Duh. With me?” He rolled his eyes like it was a stupid question.


    With him? I’d never even lived away from my parents before. How was I supposed to live with a man I’d only known for two weeks? “Paxton—,”


    “You don’t have to stay for long if you don’t want to. I can help you get a job and find a place near mine until you can handle it on your own.”


    Fire settled in my throat. “I’ve never had a job before. Dad wouldn’t let me get one because it would look like he didn’t support his children.”


    Paxton gave me a gentle smile and kissed my cheek. “Let’s not worry about that tonight. We’ll figure it out when we get to L.A. Have you called your mom?”


    “I wanted to wait until she made it home. But I’m sure it’ll be all over the news tomorrow. There were too many people back stage for it not to leak out.” Tears began to leak from my eyes and Paxton swiped them away.


    “Baby, it’s not like you’re going to be homeless. You can stay with me until we find you a place if that’s what you want. You never have to go beg to that asshole again, I swear. No matter what.”


    Resting my head against his shoulder, he tightened his arm around me. The sound of his heartbeat was nice and slow. Nothing like the race my heart was running in my chest.


    Dad had kicked me out, and the sad thing was that I didn’t care. Besides dad giving me finical support and a roof over my head he hadn’t given me anything else. No ‘Dad always says’ jokes or parental guidance.


    The truth was that Dad didn’t care.


    “Hey!” someone shouted.


    Oh, crap! I turned and saw a security guard shining his flashlight down at us. “You kids get out of here now before I call the cops!”


    Paxton grabbed my arm and helped me out of the pool. “Oh, sweet lord,” the man mumbled covering his eyes like a kid. “Get some clothes on and get out!”


    Paxton began to laugh trying to get his clothes and then I was laughing so hard I began to cry. By the time we raced past the security guard tears were falling from laughing.


    “Of course we get caught,” Paxton said. “That was not part of the plan. Just to let you know!”


    He threw me over his shoulder and slapped my butt. “Fair warning! I told you I always get caught!” I giggled.


    And even though I’d never been seen naked by anybody other than Paxton until the old security guard, I didn’t care anymore. I was happy.


    

  


  
    


    Chapter Twelve


    Paxton


    


    Our plane back to L.A left at seven the next morning. And before we knew it we were stepping off of the plane and into the airport.


    “Do you think that beanie is going to disguise you?” Missy asked. She was wearing a small gray dress that fit her perfectly. That undeniably gorgeous head of blond hair shined down to her mid-back. I wanted to sink my fingers into it but I was sure that no one wanted to see us groping each other in the middle of the airport.


    “I think it helps, smart ass.”


    She beamed over at me. “I hope it helps. We don’t need a parade of girls screaming ‘Fuck Me, Paxton’ in the middle of the airport.”


    Grabbing her waist I pulled her closer to me. “You’re the only girl that gets to say that and I listen, Sugar.”


    We made it out to the front of the airport where we flagged down a taxi. “You’re Paxton Evers, aren’t you?”


    Shit. I froze, and my eyes shifted to Missy who was staring at the girl like her head was on fire. “Who?” I asked.


    The girl couldn’t have been older than thirteen. She was clutching a Fringe t-shirt in her hands. “Paxton Evers. You were in that band Saving Fate but now you’re with Fringe. You play so well! Can you sign my T-shirt?”


    Her big brown eyes were wide and hopeful. Sighing, I reached over and grabbed the shirt to sign it. She bounced on her feet and clapped her hands beneath her chin. “Here ya go, kid.”


    “Why aren’t you with your band? Aren’t you on the summer tour with them? I just saw y’all in Jefferson City last night. Oh! But I did hear that you got kicked out.” She shifted her footing. “But I totally don’t believe everything I hear or see in the tabloids.


    I glance over my shoulder at Missy. “What did the tabloids say?”


    “Well,” she kicked her foot against the tire of the taxi. “That you were sleeping with her,” she whispered and pointed toward Missy. “And that’s your manager’s daughter.”


    Damn. It’d already gotten out. My agent would be calling me any moment. I hadn’t talked to him since we left for the tour. Reaching into my pocket I hit the side button and waited to hear that my phone was turned off. Not that time. “Is it true?”


    “Look we’ve—,”


    “Yes,” Missy sidestepped me and looked down at the girl. “It’s true. My dad is an arrogant asshole that doesn’t think about anyone but himself.”


    The girl grinned really big. “You found your soul mate” She clasped her hands together. “That’s so cute! I have to go tell my friends. Thanks for the autograph and I hope you two work everything out.”


    She practically skipped away from us and toward her mother standing to the side. “Well, I guess it’s out,” I said.


    Missy shrugged. “Screw my dad, Pax. I’m sick of hiding.”


    The taxi driver blew his horn. “We don’t have to hide anymore, Sugar. Now let’s go home.”


    After we got my truck we went straight to my house. Memories resurfaced and I had to bite my lip to keep from laughing. The last time Missy was here was not what I had hoped for. But then looking at Missy sitting in the passenger seat I couldn’t have asked for a better person to trick me.


    “Memories,” she whispered.


    I laughed. “I was just thinking about that. At least this time you’re not a virgin.”


    She snorted. “Sorry about that.”


    I grabbed her chin and titled her head up so that her eyes would meet mine. “Don’t be sorry. Even though I was a little pissed that night, it all turned out way better than I ever expected.”


    She smiled. “You’re a charmer.”


    I shrugged. “What can I say? You bring out that fifteen-year-old boy in me. I feel so giddy when I’m around you. I haven’t felt giddy in years.”


    Missy lifted her brow. “Why doesn’t Mr. Giddy help me out of this vehicle so we can break in your house?”


    “That’s what daddy likes to hear.”


    I helped her with her bags, and tugged them up the stairs to my room. Everything was in place from when I left a couple of week ago. Missy stopped in the doorway and stared at the room.


    Her gaze went to the trashcan by the door. She bent down and brought a piece of fabric up to her face. “This is my dress, isn’t it?”


    I nodded. “Yeah, sorry about that. I get out of control sometimes.”


    She smirked. “I remember.” Taking a step closer to me, she traced her fingers against the desk next to her. “Don’t you think we need a retry?”


    She had no idea. Curling my finger in invitation, she diminished the distance between us quick. Her fingers clutched onto my shirt and I sank my fingers into her hair. “You’ve got a dirty mind, Missy King.”


    She fluttered her lashes. “What can I say? I learned from the best.”


    Her minty breath hit my face in quick huffs and I knew it was the adrenaline coursing through her because I felt it too.


    I bent down to kiss her deep, so deep that it hurt to know I’d have to pull away. We’d kissed so many times in the last couple of weeks but each one was better than the last. She tasted sweet as sugar and nothing had ever tempted me as much as her pretty mouth.


    There was something about her that pulled me in closer and closer. Even when I was inside of her, I wanted more. I needed all she could give me. She moaned against my mouth when I placed my palm against her flat stomach.


    “Paxton,” she breathed. It wasn’t loud but the vibrations set me on fire. Hearing her say my name felt like someone singing me to sleep. It was mesmerizing.


    “Just feel,” I whispered against her ear. “Let me take care of you.” We sat in silence, holding each other like someone was going to rip us apart for several minutes. Just listening to the harsh sounds of our breathing and the hammering of our hearts.


    “I’m shaking,” she whispered against me.


    “I feel it. Lay down, baby. I’m going to make you feel good.”


    That innocent look that I fell into the first night was there and my dick strained against my zipper. She laid back on the bed, her dress pulled up to the middle of her thighs.


    She had lain in the same spot when I’d deflowered her but this time it was different. This time I knew her—understood her and it made everything seem so much more real.


    I was falling in love with a girl that’d I’d just met. What in the hell was wrong with me?


    I crawled on top of her, and captured her with a kiss that made my own goddamn toes curl. She clenched her thighs and trapped me between her legs. I couldn’t have thought of anywhere else I’d rather be trapped than on top of her.


    The noises that came from her throat were driving me crazy. Every squeal or sigh building a bigger fire within me. Her soft mouth was keeping pace until I sucked her bottom lip into my mouth and swiped my tongue against it over and over.


    Her body was shaking against me and I knew she needed a release just as bad as I did. Her dad had tossed her out like she was nothing. If we hadn’t been in a place full of cameras and gawking fans I would have beat his ass.


    When I released her mouth she was gazing up at me with bright blue eyes. “You’re good at that,” she whispered, her voice light and giggly. “You make me high sometimes, Paxton.”


    I grinned. “You sure you’re okay, Sugar? You’re sounding loopy.”


    She giggled. “Just happy.”


    Staring at her, I wanted to say things that I’d never said to anyone but I didn’t. I’d just met her and I didn’t want to jinx it. “Me too.”


    Before she could respond I bent back on my knees to tug her underwear down her legs and shoved my finger into her wet folds.


    Her body arched off the bed, and her legs sprawled open, giving me everything she had to offer. Her hips pushed upward, urging me to go faster. “You okay, Sugar?”


    “Please … God! Please.”


    Smiling, I removed my fingers and replaced them with my mouth. She bucked against my face but I stopped her with my hands on her thighs, spreading her wider for me. She tasted so sweet, and I couldn’t help but lap at it like a thirsty dog.


    “Shit, shit, shit, shit,” she whispered a chant underneath her breath. Her little fingers gripped my hair and tugged along with the pace of my tongue.


    “Feel good?”


    She moaned in response. I’ll take that as a yes. “I’ve never felt anything like this,” she gasped. “I hate my dad for making me miss out on this.”


    I laughed against her. “You’re so fucking adorable.”


    Before she could answer I bit down on her clit and curled my fingers inside of her. “Oh ... shit!” she barked out, her stomach clenching and her hips rolling against my mouth.


    When she came down from her orgasm, I kissed a trail up her body and took her mouth again. “You taste like sugar,” I whispered and she smiled against me.


    “Paxton.”


    I nipped her jaw. “Hmm.”


    “I want you to feed it to me,” she whispered.


    I stilled against her neck and waited to see if she’d repeat it. “What did you say, Sugar?”


    Her heartbeat quickened against me. “You made me come in your mouth and I want you to come in mine.”


    Holy fucking hell. I screwed my eyes shut. She did not just say that? “Are you sure, Missy?”


    I stayed with my face in her neck as I talked, but she pushed against my shoulder and I let her tiny hands guide me. When she pushed me to my back and crawled back until her mouth was hovering over my boxers.


    She kept her eyes on mine even though her cheeks were bright pink. I screwed my eyes shut when her hands pulled my boxers down and she wrapped her palm around the base of me. “That was inside of me,” she said to herself with a giggle.


    And then she wrapped her lips around my cock and pushed me inside of that sweet mouth. “Christ,” I hissed through my teeth. When I told her she was a natural the last time, I had meant it.


    She knew exactly how to suck and twist her hands to follow her mouth. It felt like my own personal Heaven. Carefully, I grabbed her hair and held it in a ponytail at the nape of her neck to help guide her mouth against me.


    “That’s it,” I whispered. She took me to the back of her throat and then out again. Her ass pointed into the air was the hottest damn thing I’d ever seen. If I hadn’t been on the verge of exploding I would have reached over and smacked it.


    “Am I doing okay?” she pulled out and whispered.


    Tears were pricking my eyes. Hell yes she was doing okay. More than okay. I nodded slowly unable to say one goddamn word. She grinned and leaned down to take me again.


    And she was going agonizingly slow. “Missy,” I warned. And when I felt her smile against me I knew she was doing it on purpose.


    Oh, I was going to spank her for that. “What?” she whispered out.


    Oh yeah she was going down. “Keep that up and I’m going to come down there and wipe that smile off your face, Sugar.”


    Despite my warning, she continued her slow pace until my legs began to twitch. I was so damn close. Clutching her hair tighter, I began to try and pull her mouth away from me but she bit down gently to tell me to stop.


    She wanted me to come in her mouth.


    Goddamn, had I hit the jackpot? She was incredibly innocent and incredibly curious to try absolutely everything with me. And I hadn’t even told her I’d fallen in love with her yet.


    I didn’t want to scare her away. It would suck to have her abandon me because I came on way too strong.


    She reached down and tugged my balls gently. “Fuck!” I shouted and exploded into her mouth.


    She stayed glued to me until I had spilled everything into her. When she shot up her face was ghost white. “What’s wrong?” I asked.


    “I didn’t know it would be so much.” Her tiny nose crinkled and I couldn’t help but laugh. And laugh.


    Tears fell from my eyes. She was so damn cute! She held her hands outward like it may fall from her mouth and crab walked over to the bathroom.


    She was washing her mouth out with water when I came in the doorway. “You okay? Here.” I handed her an extra toothbrush I had in the cabinet. “Brush your teeth. I tried to warn you.”


    She sighed and shook her head. “I don’t know how the pornstars do it. If I’m sugar you’re salt. It was salty.”


    I barked out another laugh. “We can’t all taste like sugar,” I kissed her cheek. “Wait a minute—you watch porn?”


    She turned to me and rolled her eyes. “Like you don’t!”


    “I haven’t since I was sixteen. Now I know how you filled them nights in the pretty mansion your daddy has.”


    She blushed and shoved my shoulder. “I didn’t watch it all the time. Just when I was lonely.”

    I shook my head. “Prissy Missy likes porn.”


    She narrowed her gaze. “No sex for two weeks. How does that sound?”


    I held my hands up in surrender. “I’ll behave ma’am. I swear.”


    Her grin turned down and she turned back to the mirror. “What’s the matter?” I asked.


    She sighed. “All of my things are at my dad’s house.”


    “Well, we can go get them.”


    She shook her head. “Dad changed the locks. He did it when mom left too. There is no way he is going to let us get my things. And all I have are the things I brought on tour. Most of my clothes, and my personal things are back in my room.”


    Grabbing her waist I lifted her to the sink. “We will get your things back or I’ll buy you all new things.”


    She traced her hands over the word Love on my chest and smiled. “What would you say if I told you I’d be willing to sneak into my house and get my things?”


    “I’d say let’s do this business, Sugar. I’m all about breaking and entering. It’s part of my swag.”


    She rested her arms behind her and swung her legs. “So, do you have anything black I can wear?”


    “Why do you need black?”


    “I thought you were good at this? We have to disguise ourselves so that no one sees our faces.”


    Placing my palms on her knees to get closer, I furrow my brow. “Who would see our faces? Won’t your dad be on tour at least one more night without me? They won’t find a guitarist this quick. They’ll have to postpone the tour until they find one. But I doubt they’re home yet.”


    “Dad has security camera set up—everywhere. I swear he used to watch it at night to make sure I wasn’t sneaking out.”


    “Cameras! Are you crazy, Kid?”


    She rolled her eyes and pushed my chest so I would let her down. “Come on Mr. ‘I have a reputation’ to live up to. I thought this would be right up your alley.”


    I lifted a brow. “Oh, Sugar. I’m down.”


    ***


    I’d created a monster.


    “What happened to that shy girl I danced with at the club?” I whispered from the driver’s seat of my truck.


    She grabbed a handful of Reece’s Pieces sitting in the cup holder. “That girl died with my sanity on the tour bus.”


    I snorted. “So, Detective King. How long do we have to stake out here? I’m telling you they aren’t home yet.”


    She cupped her hands over her eyes, in the cutest way, and squinted. “I think you’re right. They aren’t home yet. So, I guess that means that we can initiate operation ‘get our things back.’”


    Looking down at her, I laughed. “Is that the best you’ve got, Rookie? Give me a better name than that.”


    She stuck her tongue out at me. “Operation … Save the day?”


    I scoffed. “Girls. How about Operation Scorpion?”


    “What? No!” she laughed. “That has nothing to do with anything we’re doing. You’re just trying to make it sound badass.”


    “Duh. I’m a guy and it’s part of our job description.”


    The wicked smile on her face made me forget what I was going to say next. Leaning over to place her mouth above mine, she whispered, “I like Operation Unicorn, then.”


    “Unicorn?” I whispered against her mouth. It was parted and waiting but she kept it just out of reach. “Could you have thought of anything more girly?”


    She smiled. “I am a girl the last time I checked. And here I was thinking that you liked my girly parts. I guess I’ll have to find someone else that likes my—,”


    I silenced her with my mouth. I had really just wanted to taste her a bit. Goddamn she tasted so good. “Unicorn it is,” I mumbled against her mouth.


    When she pulled back she had a smug smile on her face. “I believe I really have created a monster.”


    “Operation Unicorn is now underway. Let’s go.”


    Missy and I were really wearing all black. She had one of my smaller t-shirts tucked into some black yoga pants she had with black knee high boots. She looked ridiculously hot in the dorkiest way ever.


    The house was three stories and sat in the middle of a cul-de-sac. The biggest one I’d ever seen. The gate that surrounded it was pretty high but Missy looked like she knew where she was going.


    The cameras were there like she said they would be. They moved as we ran from post to post for cover. “Are you sure we won’t get caught, Missy?”


    She glanced back at me over her shoulder. “There is a hole in the fence by my window. We can get in.” She pointed toward the trellis to the side of the house where a big window and balcony sat. “That’s my room. We just have to climb the trellis and we’re in. I always leave my window door opened.”


    “Oh, of course, we’ll just climb the trellis. You do know I play guitar and don’t rock climb right?”


    She snorted. “Your panties are showing, Mrs. Daisy.”


    I bit my lip to hold my laugh and grabbed her around her small waist and started tickling her. “Stop!” she said, her voice soft but urgent. “This is not how Operation Unicorn was supposed to go!” Tears pricked the side of her eyes. “Okay, I’m sorry. You’re not Mrs. Daisy! You’re not Mrs. Daisy!”


    I let her go and she swatted her hand at me. “Okay,” she said. “Now that I’ve pissed myself—we can proceed.”


    “I would laugh at you if you really pissed yourself, you know that right?”


    “Because you’re such a gentleman.”


    Cupping her jaw, I smirked. “I never proclaimed to be a gentleman. What do you expect from Rocker Hercules?”


    She threw her head back and laughed. “You’re right. We should never say that in public. Now, be serious. We’re going in.”


    I followed her toward the ‘hole’ in the fence. It wasn’t a hole at all. Two of the bars on the gate had been pulled outward giving someone small enough room to slip through. Missy climbed through with no problem. “Come on!” she waved me over.


    “You can’t think my big ass is going to fit in there. My shoulders are too broad.”


    Missy frowned. “Can you climb over?”


    I looked up at the eight foot fence. “I’d drink some Redbull but I found out it really doesn’t give you wings.”


    Rolling her eyes, she offered me her hand. “Then you’re going to have to slide through. Put your big girl panties on, Mrs. Daisy.”


    “I’m killing you when I get through this fence.”


    Putting my hands above my head, I slipped sideways through the fence until my belt caught. “Shit, can you take my belt off?”


    Missy nodded but stopped and grinned. “Don’t do whatever you’re thinking, because I’m going to spank that ass for it, I can already tell you.”


    “Not if you’re stuck, you can’t.” She dug around in my pocket and pulled out my cell phone.


    “You’re a dead woman walking.”


    She giggled and started taking pictures of me. I couldn’t help but to laugh. “Dead. Dead. Dead,” I said.


    When she had taken ten pictures from different angels she shoved my cell phone into her jacket pocket. “Okay, now let’s get you out.”


    I choked out a laugh. “You’re going down, Prissy Missy.”


    “Oh, I hope so,” she whispered, before she started undoing my belt. “If your lower half was on this side I’d do dirty things to you.”


    I groaned. “You’re a temptress.”


    She slid my belt through the loops and helped me wiggle my way through. Once I fell to the ground, she took off running and laughing toward her house. “Smart girl,” I called out after her.


    I bent down low to the ground and ran toward their house. The trellis had roses growing on it, and they pricked my fingers every other rung. “Goddammit,” I mumbled and swung my leg over the balcony ledge.


    Missy was standing in the opened window staring into her room. It looked like a house in itself. By her stiff posture I knew she was sad. Her arms hung loosely by her sides.


    As slowly as I could, I placed my hands on her shoulders. “Are you okay? Do you want to leave?”


    I couldn’t see her face but I knew she was crying. The sadness in her voice was too deep. “No,” she whispered. “I want to get my things and never come back here again.” She tore from my grip and stormed into her room. She took overnight bags and shoved them full of clothes, makeup, trophies, shoes and then papers and journals from her desk.


    Tears were falling down her face and I wanted to run to her and kiss every one of them away. But I knew she needed the space. When she tossed the bags to the side and started digging underneath the bed I was almost crying myself.


    I hated to see her so damn sad. But the anger always comes shortly after betrayal. It’s just up to the person on how long it stays. Missy pulled a bottle of what looked like spray paint out from a box of decorations.


    “Missy,” I said.

    She didn’t even look my way. She turned on her heel, and disappeared down the hallway.


    “Shit.” I ran after her and into a narrow hallway that led to another room. I pushed the door open and found Missy standing in a ginormous bedroom. It had to be her dad’s.


    The modern theme looked so damn cold and impersonal. But seeing it belonged to Mr. King I understood.


    “His room was right down the hallway from me so he could keep an eye on me.” She turned to me and I had to hide my gasp. The black streaks from her ‘Operation Unicorn attack’ were streaming down her face.


    Her eyes were so puffy that she looked like there were no more tears left. “Always keeping an eye out for me, but as soon as I take a stand he tosses me out like I’m nothing. Why watch over something so closely and not give a damn about it?”


    I didn’t answer. I had nothing to say to that. My parents abandoned me but I grew up with foster parents that cared. Even though it hurt to the core and haunted me, I never cried about it. My foster parents filled the void, Missy didn’t have that fortune. And even though she grew up with so many things—they weren’t the things she needed.


    “I hate him,” she sniffled, wiping her nose with the back of her hand. “I hate him!” she screamed.


    I clutched my fists. I wanted—needed to do something but I had no idea what to do. She needed to get it out but I didn’t want her fucking up his house. Missy marched toward his bed and ripped the comforter to the floor and started spray painting his bed.


    Shit. I ran toward her, grabbed the spray paint and pulled her to my chest. She started to sob and I brought us to the floor. With her back against my chest I rocked her back and forth.


    Yanking her hood back, I ran my fingers through her hair and started to sing her her song. I’m not exactly sure how long I sat there rocking her in the middle of her father’s bedroom. The covers of his bed beneath us on the floor.


    When her sobs started to slow and her heartbeat steadied, I sighed in relief. “Sugar?”


    “I’m sorry,” she mumbled. “That was childish of me.”


    I laughed harshly. “Don’t apologize, Missy. It’s okay to be mad. I’m mad for you. You didn’t deserve to be treated like that.”


    Pulling back, she looked me in the eyes. Most of her makeup was off. The bruise from Benton was yellowing and her tear streaks left marks down to her jaw. “When I saw my room and how privileged I was it made me angry. Because I had everything I ever wanted but the one thing I needed. Love.”


    My heart broke a little in my chest. “Baby,” I whispered. “I don’t give a damn what your dad did or didn’t do to you. You have people that love you.”


    She whimpered and shook her head. “Who? My Mom?” She scoffed. “I’ve always acted fine around my mom. She’s one of my best-friends. But in reality my mom just let me go, Paxton. I wanted her to fight the court for me. But she didn’t. I think she thought I’d be better off without her. She was wrong. I needed her here because dad broke me in two. And now my entire reputation is going to be ruined. It’s all over the news!”


    “Missy,” I said, shaking my head. “I want you do to me a favor, Sugar. I want you to forget your parents, Nick, Benton and all of those other inconsiderate assholes. And I want you to let me in here.” I pointed toward her heart. “I want you to let me love you, baby.”


    A sob broke from her throat. “You’re already in,” she whispered.


    I nodded, grabbed the nape of her neck and pulled her toward me. She moaned into my mouth and opened so I could taste her. She clutched onto to me for dear life and I held her as tight as I could. There was no space between us.


    “Baby,” I whispered against her mouth. She pushed herself harder into me, taking me off guard, and I stumbled back onto my back.


    “Missy,” I said, grabbing the nape of her neck and steadying her. “You know I’m completely attracted to you and everything but we’re in your asshole dad’s bedroom. I’m not fucking you in here.”


    Missy was still for a few seconds and then she busted out laughing. “You’re right. That’s gross.”


    I nodded and stood up. “We better go get your things and go.”


    She nodded but stopped me with her fingers. “Paxton.”


    I turned and looked down at her.


    “Thank you.”


    “Always.”


    

  


  
    


    Chapter Thirteen


    Missy


    


    Paxton was on the phone with his agent the entire next day after ‘operation suck ass.’ That did not go the way I had planned, at all.


    I spent the rest of the night unpacking my things into Paxton’s closet—which wasn’t as weird as I had imagined it would be—and eating ice cream to help my mood. Paxton said ice cream always made it better, and I agreed. It did.


    I pulled on a grey summer dress that crisscrossed in the back and let my hair hang loose. Paxton was down in his ‘studio’ talking with his agent. We had planned on going to the bar that night and doing karaoke. The door was cracked so I peeked my head in and saw Paxton sitting with his elbows on his knees and head hanging down.


    He was shirtless with a pair of low slung jeans on. All his bright tattoos flexing underneath his tensing arms.


    “Are you okay?”


    His head snapped up. “I’m fine. What—oh, what time is it? Sorry I’ve been talking with my agent.”


    I closed the door behind me and walked over toward the oval shaped red chair in the corner where he was sitting. I plopped down on his lap. “What did your agent say?”


    He wrapped his arm around me. “That I need to get my ass in gear and find a band that will take me now.”


    I furrowed my brow. “You’re the best guitarist in the business. My dad said it. Why wouldn’t a band want you? Plus you’re not too bad on the eyes either.”


    He snorted. “I may be a good guitarist but who wants the guy that fucked his bandmates girlfriend and slept with his ‘off limits’ manager’s daughter?”


    Oh, no. I hadn’t even thought about how any of this would affect Paxton. “I’m so sorry,” I whispered. “I should have never done this to you. My dad is going to drive your career into the ground just like he did my life.”


    Paxton shook his head. “None of this is your fault. I decided to kiss you in public and announce it to your dad. I did this because I’m in love with you.”


    In love with me? It was the second time he’d used love and you in the same sentence. And this time it was deliberate. And I loved it.


    “And I don’t give a damn—,”


    “I love you too,” I said.


    Paxton clamped his jaw shut and watched me. “I know I sound crazy,” he said. “We’ve only known each other for two weeks. But—goddammit if it doesn’t feel good to hear you say it back, Missy. There is something about you that I can’t pinpoint but it’s perfect for me.”


    I grinned. “You’re such a charmer.”


    He laughed and nuzzled my neck.


    “Will you play for me?” I asked, pointing toward the acoustic guitar sitting by his feet. He looked down and grabbed the guitar. I scooted to the side of the chair and let him rest. Strumming his fingers over the guitar he locked eyes with me. And my sex clenched. Something about a man and a guitar would dampen any girls’ panties.


    “Any requests, Mrs. King?”


    I smiled. “Iris.”


    Keeping his gaze on mine he started strumming the strings. I waited patiently for his voice because I ached to hear it. And when it hit it soared.


    And I’d give up forever to touch you.


    ‘Cause I know that you feel me somehow.


    You’re the closet to heaven that I’ll ever be


    And I don’t wanna to go home right now.


    His eyes traced my face as he sang to me. Something stirred inside of me that I’d never felt. It was warm and felt like it belonged there.


    


    And I don’t want the world to see me..


    ‘Cause I don’t think that they’d understand.


    When everything’s made to be broken


    I just want you to know who I am.


    Paxton’s gaze moved to my lips and I ached for him to close the distance. As if he could hear my internal plea he moved forward and pressed his mouth to mine. It tasted so minty and eager that I would have given up anything for it to last forever.


    “I just want you to know who I am,” he whispered against my mouth. “How in the hell did I get so lucky?”


    Shaking my head, I ran my hand down his scruff. “I was just thinking the same thing.”


    ***


    Valeria was sitting at the bar when Paxton and I walked in.


    And I knew the minute she saw me because her mouth gaped opened. I should have expected it since she had only seen Paxton once at the club. She quickly closed her mouth and fixed her dress.


    I snorted. “Val!” I shouted and leapt at her when she jumped off the stool. We did a mini dance together because two weeks of not seeing each other was a big deal for us. “This is Paxton Evers. Paxton this is Valeria Blankenship.”


    Valeria’s hand shot out. “Nice to meet you Rocker Hercules.”


    Paxton narrowed his gaze. “Missy, didn’t I tell you to pass on the word about that?”


    She laughed. “She told me not to say it in public. I couldn’t help it.”


    “It’s nice to know you’ll both be ganging up on me most of the time.”


    She slapped his arm. “Chicks before dicks.”


    He lifted a brow. “So you’re the culprit?”


    She laughed and looped her arm through mine. “Let’s go get a table so that we can have a good view when Paxton sings.”


    We all made our way toward an empty booth closer to the stage and laughed at the two drunk girls singing Shania Twain.


    No one seemed to notice Paxton sitting with us, but most where super drunk so it made sense. After the last drunk girl stumbled off the stage one of the waitresses got on stage.


    “Okay, guys! Let’s give it up for those lovely girls. Who is next to come up?” She pointed toward random people. “You sir? Come on, girl you can do it. Oh, we got ourselves a bunch of pussies in the house tonight!”


    I nudged Paxton’s side. “Come on, pussy. Get up there!’


    “I’ll show you pussy,” he whispered before getting up and heading toward the stage with his guitar.


    “Yay! We have ourselves a candidate. Let’s see what you got, gorgeous.” The waitress gave Paxton the microphone and he placed it on the stand before sitting down on the barstool in the middle of the stage.


    “Hey everybody. My name is Paxton and I’m going sing to you for a little bit.” He strummed his guitar and started playing Counting Stars by One Republic.


    “So I have to know, how has the sex been?” Valeria blurted out.


    I gave her a long sideways glance. “Been sitting on that one, haven’t ya?”


    She took another shot that she talked the bartender into letting her have. “Hell yes. Please, tell me. We can’t really go by your first time. I mean it was your first time. It’s never good.”


    I frowned. “It was good to me, after the pain went away.”


    Valeria gave me an eye roll. “Come on, tell me!”


    We both turned to look at Paxton when his voice went higher. “Swoon,” Valeria mumbled. “I swear you got lucky on your first try. Slut.”


    We both giggled. “It’s great. Way more than great. Amazing.”


    She nodded. “So—I read the news today.”


    “So you know why we’re back in L.A so soon then.”


    Valeria turned toward me and laid her hand on top of mine. “Are you okay, Missy? Do you need anything? Your dad is such a prick.”


    “That he is.” I pointed toward the shot. “May I?’


    Valeria smiled. “He’s brought you to the dark side.” She gave an evil Plankton laugh. “I like him already.”


    I snorted. “I’d hardly say I’m living on the edge or anything. But,” I grabbed the shot and took a gulp. “Gross!” I shouted, covering my mouth to force the harsh liquor down my throat. “That is so nasty.”


    Valeria nodded. “It is indeed. So, what are you going to do now? Your dad really kicked you out?”


    Sadness threatened my throat. “He did. So I’m staying with Paxton until I can figure out what I’m going to do with my life.”


    She lifted a brow and leaned back against the booth seat. “I never expected you’d be the one kicked out and living with your first serious boyfriend who has tattoos and a piercing. Oh—I almost forgot. Does he—.” She pointed down. “Go down south? I know he has that piercing. How does it feel?” She rested her elbow on the table and grinned.


    Having Valeria ask me about anything remotely sexual was new. She was the one that always took that leap of faith and did things first.


    “It’s amazing,” I sighed. “The best thing I’ve ever felt in my life. I couldn’t even explain it to you if I tried!”


    Rolling her eyes, she scoffed. “Lucky bitch.”


    Nodding, I looked back at the stage where Paxton was singing Mirrors. He was smiling through his words. “Have you talked to your mom yet?”


    I shook my head. “No, I’m sure she’ll find out soon when she gets out of bed with her new beau to find out.”


    Val snorted. “Your mom is kind of looney.”


    Looney wasn’t even the word. It was more like careless. She took up for me when she was around to know what happened. I couldn’t believe I’d spilled my guts to Paxton the day before.


    My mother had always been better than my dad but not like other moms. Valeria’s mom didn’t act like a teenager. I loved my mom to pieces but she had abandoned me with my dad. It was just the first time I had realized it because the divorce blinded it.


    Paxton’s music drifted to a still. The room was completely silent. All the drunken howls and laughs were quiet. An eruption of applause sounded all at once. The staff was standing on the bar behind us shouting like maniacs.


    Paxton smiled, got up and walked off the stage. My heart drummed against my ribs knowing he was walking to me. He loved me.


    When he sat down, he grabbed my jaw and kissed me something fierce. I was panting and red when he pulled back.


    “Well, I’m glad we got that out of the way,” Valeria said.


    Paxton smiled. “I’m glad you ladies had some time to catch up, because I’m afraid Missy’s going to be busy with me for a few nights.”


    I kicked Paxton underneath the table. “Ouch,” he whispered under a smile. “Just saying. I’m going to have her all to myself—,”


    “Hush!” I said.


    Valeria pointed to my face. “You’re blushing.”


    I rolled my eyes and turned my head away from them. Paxton wrapped his arm around me and pulled me back against his chest. “Sugar, you’re adorable.”


    Valeria poked her bottom lip out. “Stop it. You’re both making me jealous. And now I have the image of you two getting it on.”


    “Stop thinking about it!’ I shouted.


    Paxton howled with laughter but turned really still. I glanced up at him and followed his gaze. Oh, shit.


    Nick was charging through the crowd from the bar. “I guess the tour has been canceled,” Paxton said, chugging a shot.


    “This isn’t going to be good,” Valeria said.


    I shook my head. “No it’s not.”


    Nick made it to our table and slammed his palms down. “Look who it is. The fucking disgrace of the family and her fuck buddy. I hope you’re happy now, Missy. The whole tour is canceled because you couldn’t keep your goddamn legs closed.”


    Everyone was staring at us. Some of the staff had huddled together in an attempt to decide what to do. I wish they would hurry. Nick looked so much like Dad that it scared me.


    “Say you’re sorry,” Paxton said from beside me.


    Nick scoffed. “I don’t have to say shit. She’s ruined this for me. I wish mom and dad had never fucking had—,”


    Paxton shot up so quick that I didn’t realize he’d moved. He shoved Nick backwards causing him to stumble to the ground. He backtracked until he could get on his feet and stood up. “You want to fight, Paxton? I’m not fighting over her because she isn’t worth it.”


    Valeria scooted over toward me and wrapped her arm tightly around me. “Should we call the cops?” she asked.


    I shook my head. “No, the press would be here in a second. It’ll only make the situation worse.”


    “You’re not leaving this bar until you apologize to your sister.”


    Nick threw his head back and laughed. It was a little psychotic sounding. “Who is going to make me, Paxton? You?”


    Paxton was shaking. I knew it wasn’t a good idea to run up on him but I wanted to calm him like he calmed me.


    When I took a step toward him, Nick’s gaze turned to mine. Without looking back, Paxton said, “Sit down, Missy.”


    I froze.


    “Sit down,” he said loudly.


    I obeyed. There wasn’t one ounce of humor in his voice. He was fucking pissed. Valeria slid next to me. I could feel her heartbeat against my shoulder were she was pressed tightly.


    “Say it,” Paxton said.


    Nick turned to leave but Paxton caught his shoulder and turned him back. Nick tried to jerk out of his grip but Paxton held on tight. “Say it or I’m going to break that pretty face of yours. That’s what gets you sales, right? Because you can’t sing worth a shit.”


    The vein in his forehead—that matched dads—was throbbing and I knew he was on the verge of losing it. “Fuck off!”


    Paxton shook his head softly, and gave him a quick jab to the jaw. A loud crack echoed and the crunching of the bone sent ice through my veins. Nick stumbled backwards, holding his jaw like it wasn’t attached to him anymore.


    “Fucking ass—,

    Paxton reached forward and threw Nick easily to the floor. Nick laughed out bitterly but howled when Paxton kicked him in the side.


    No. Nick wasn’t going to apologize because he was too prideful. Just like my dad would never apologize. Standing up, I ran toward Paxton and threw my arms around him.


    “Get back, Missy.”


    “No!” I shouted. “Stop! He’s not going to apologize because he’s too prideful, Paxton. He’s too much like my dad. He’ll die here on this floor tonight. He will not apologize.”


    Paxton’s gaze was feral. “He’s going to apologize.”


    “No!” I shook my head. “He’s not. And even though he doesn’t give a shit about me, he’s my brother and I can’t let you kill him. I hope you understand.”


    Paxton’s lips turned down while he drug his knuckles down my face. “You deserve an apology.”


    I smiled. “I don’t care if I ever get one. He doesn’t matter.”


    When I glanced down Nick was staring up at me with a scowl on his face. “Go Nick. Before I come to my senses and let Paxton wipe the floor with your worthless ass.” Nick stood up with a smug smile on his face. Even though there was blood dripping from the corner of his swollen jaw, and he was holding his side like a rib was broken.


    “You’ll get what’s coming to you,” he spat.


    “I love you too, Nick.”


    He spat on the floor and pushed his way toward the EXIT in the back of the bar. I watched him leave without a hint of remorse. Paxton hugged me tight to him. “I’m sorry, Missy. You didn’t deserve to hear any of that. I still feel like tearing his head off.” He was telling the truth. I could feel his heart hammering and he was still shaking.


    Looking up to meet his piercing baby blues, I smiled. “Take me home and show me how much you love me, Paxton.”


    “That I can do.”


    ***


    After we told Valeria we were leaving we drove straight to the house.


    Paxton’s knuckles were white on the steering wheel and he hadn’t said a word since we got into the vehicle. There was something so feral and undeniably breathtaking about his sense of protection. It was constant and one hundred percent.


    He pulled into his driveway and immediately got out. I followed quickly behind him and into the house.


    I heard his keys hit the small table behind me and then Paxton’s breath was on the back of my neck. “Take your shirt off.”


    It wasn’t a question so I didn’t give an answer. Taking my shirt off, I kept my back to him and tossed it to the floor. He bent down and ran his face against my neck and took a huge intake of breath. “You smell so fucking good.”


    I was shivering and he hadn’t touched me yet. “Yeah?” I asked weakly.


    He groaned, and unsnapped my bra with no effort at all. The ceiling fan circling above us sent chills up my spine, making my nipples harden. “I had a rule,” he said gruffly.


    It took me a minute but I realized his silence between words was because he was taking off his clothes. The image sent a heavy pressure down to my lower stomach that lit fire. “What was your rule?” I asked.


    His mouth skimmed my neck and down to my shoulder where he bit down gently, and engulfed my hips with his palms. “That I would never have sex with a virgin unless I planned on marrying her.”


    Oh. “Well I guess I kind of messed that up for you,” I said breathless.


    He laughed against my ear, and flicked his tongue against it. “That’s the thing—you didn’t mess it up. You made it all better. My rule hasn’t been broken, Missy. Because I plan to keep you forever.”


    Forever? Me?


    Paxton turned me to face him, resting one hand on my hip and the other against my cheek. “This is not a marriage proposal because I’m not that crazy. But I do plan on hanging on tight, and not letting anything come between you and me.” He rolled his eyes. “I’m so terrible at this stuff.”


    I grinned. “You’re doing pretty well to me.”


    He rested his forehead against mine. “Kiss me, Sugar.”


    His kiss raced through me and erased any doubt that I was alone in the world. That even though my family didn’t care about me, he did. Paxton grabbed me beneath my ass and carried me to his L shaped sectional in his living room.


    Lowering us to the surface he never broke our kiss. He kept it steady and controlled until he was lying between my legs and he let himself go.


    Nipping, sucking, licking—anything he could do to my mouth with his, he did it. I was withering away from the hard body hovering against me, protecting me from the bad things around me.


    Paxton pulled my panties down my legs and jerked his jeans down to his ankles. There was no time for unnecessary foreplay because I was soaking wet. And we both needed each other then.


    Steadying my waist, he ran his other hand up my thigh to cup my ass and lifted me enough so that we were aligned. Our breathing was fast against each other but it made everything seem so much more real. I made him feel the way he made me feel. And it was amazing knowing I turned him on the way I did.


    He nudged my entrance with the tip of himself and my vision went starry. Just knowing how satisfied he was about to make me.


    Everything had been so slow and careful until he thrust hardly into me and pinched my nipple at the same time. I convulsed around him. I didn’t think it was humanly possible to come so quickly but gazing through my foggy vision into his baby blues I knew Paxton was different than normal.


    He was perfect. And I’d snagged him on my first try.


    When my body heated and I’d adjusted to him he quickened his pace. Leaning down he draped both of my legs over his elbow and plowed into me so deep that I felt like I’d rip in half at any moment.


    The heat surrounding us was scorching my skin on every possible inch but our sweaty bodies held onto one another like the depths of hell couldn’t tear us apart.


    He mumbled my name into my ear, his breath fast and his voice gritty. There wasn’t anything in the world that sounded better than his voice. “Let me have all of you,” he groaned.


    He had all of me. Everything I had to offer—my heart, soul, body and everything to come. He wasn’t the only one that wasn’t letting go. I’d handcuff him to my heart and thrown away the key if it were possible.


    Calloused fingertips gripped my neck and supported my head as he fucked my mouth with his. “You’re the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen,’ he whispered. “There isn’t anything I wouldn’t do for you.” He slowed his pace and drug himself in and out of me in the most torturous way possible.


    Wrapping my knees around his waist, I pulled him closer to me and he groaned against my mouth. “You want all of me?” he asked.


    Nodding, I ran my fingers over his dirty blond hair. He didn’t have any gel in that day and it sank through my fingers like silk. “Every inch,” I said.


    Paxton nodded and sank deeper into me, filling me wider and deeper than he’d ever been. I screamed his name and a whole bunch of other things I couldn’t even remember saying. I was too far gone to care. The fire in my belly exploded and his pace quickened sending me further over the edge of ecstasy.


    “Missy. Missy. Missy,” he repeated into my ear, his cock pulsing inside of me in hard jerks. “So beautiful,” he whispered.


    Softly he pulled out of me and repositioned us until I was lying against his chest, and he was running his fingers through my hair.


    “I’m sorry for blowing up on your brother. I don’t want you to resent me for it.”


    I shook my head without looking at him. “Don’t be sorry. He had it coming and it only makes it better that you’re the one that delivered it to him.”


    His chuckle was soft. “I just wanted him to apologize to you because I know it hurts that he doesn’t care. But don’t take it personal because he doesn’t care about anybody but himself, obviously.”


    “He’s just like my dad. I just wish things had gone differently. You don’t need any more bad publicity because of me and my drama.”


    The sound of the ceiling fan and our breathing was the only thing I heard for a few minutes. I thought Paxton had fallen asleep until he pushed me up to a sitting position. We hadn’t turned on the light so I could hardly see his face in the moonlight shining through his blinds. “Any publicity is good publicity, right?”


    I frowned. “I just hate—,”


    “Missy,” Paxton cut me off. “You’re worth any bump in the road I’ll have. And plus,” he stood up in all of his glory and offered me his hand. “I’d whoop the bitch’s ass again.”


    Smiling, I took his hand. Valeria was right. I was one lucky bitch.


    

  


  
    


    Chapter Fourteen


    Paxton


    


    Paxton Evers fights ex-band member from Fringe, Nick King.


    I couldn’t have counted how many times I’d seen that headline since I woke up that morning. Since my agent woke me up at six that morning with a colorful array of words I didn’t know existed, I was sick of talking about it.


    Anyone would have beat Nick’s ass for what he said to Missy. There was no way he was getting out of the club without an ass whooping. If I’d had it my way he wouldn’t have left until he apologized. But Missy was right, he wasn’t going to apologize. Smug bastard.


    Missy was still asleep when I finished my shower at eight thirty. My sheets were tangled around her legs and my t-shirt bunched around her waist, showing that perfectly rounded ass. Did she always have to wear underwear that hardly covered anything?


    Don’t blame guys and their hormones blame Victoria’s Secret for their underwear.


    Missy stirred as if she knew I’d been standing in the doorway like a creeper watching her. A soft moan escaped her, and she stretched her arms above her head. God she looked so innocent in the morning.


    When she sat up her hair was all over the place. I had to bite my tongue to keep from laughing. The last time her hair had looked that way was on the tour bus when I told her that her hair looked like it’d been through a tornado. It was really incredibly hot but I would have never admitted it back then.


    “Good morning, sleep beauty.”


    She groaned. “What time is it?”


    “Eight thirty.”


    “Why are we up?”


    I smiled. “My agent called me this morning at six. He woke me up with an earful and I couldn’t go back to sleep.”


    She frowned. “I guess everyone knows about the fight now, huh?”


    I shrugged. I was telling the truth when I told Missy that I didn’t care. I didn’t. All that mattered was that she was okay and not hurt by her family anymore. “Have you called you mom?”


    She shook her head and pulled the covers from her legs. “No, I’ll call her later today. I’m not sure what I’m going to tell her.”


    Her gaze shifted from mine to the floor. I knew what she was talking about because it had been the big pink elephant in the room since we got to my house two nights before. Where was Missy going to stay? The worried look on her face told me she wasn’t ready to move in with me yet, not that I wouldn’t have let her because I was ready.


    But it was early.


    “You tell her where you’re at now and that you’re working out a plan.”


    She pushed her toe into the plush carpet. “But we haven’t talked about a plan. And I’m scared, Paxton.”


    Walking forward I tipped her chin up. “What are you scared of, Missy? You’re safe with me. I’d never kick you out on the streets. As long as you’ll have me, I’ll take care of you, Sugar.”


    Her eyes rounded. “I don’t want to mooch off of you, Paxton. I want to get a job and find a place. I’m worried. I’m just so worried.” She tucked her hair behind her ear.


    “Baby,” I said, leading her to the bed where we sat. “You’re not mooching off of me. I was in a world famous band, and it’s not like you’re asking for millions. You’re just staying with your boyfriend until we can figure it out. Do you know what you want to do? Where you want to go?”


    She bit her lip. “Not Chicago.”


    I grinned. “Okay, we can cross Chicago off the list. What about the water. You said you loved the water.”


    Something flashed across her face that resembled the look I got when I was about to go on stage. “I love the water. When I was young I wanted to be a marine biologist but Dad told me that was stupid when I had a set future in front of me.


    Her Dad was a fucking tool. “Then you can go to college and be that. Don’t worry about your dad or what anybody other than you feels about it. It’s time you live for yourself and not for other’s Missy.”


    “So,” she whispered, playing with a string on my comforter. “What if I have to go way off to go to school?”


    “Then you’ll be there in August when registration starts.”


    “But what about us?” she choked out. It was something I’d thought about. “Missy,” I said. “Nothing is keeping me in one place right now. There is no reason I couldn’t get an apartment down there and be near you. I’d never let you go off hundreds of miles away alone.” I laughed. “Getting rid of me is going to be much harder than that.”


    Missy smiled but kept her eyes downward. “Can you find a place near the beach?”


    I lifted a brow. “Why? You said you weren’t ready to live with me yet.”


    She shrugged. “Well, we both know I’d be spending a lot of time with you. And I want to have sex on the beach like you promised.”


    “You’re turning into a nympho.”


    “You created me.”


    She was right. Her curiosity was there way before I walked into Club Freedom but that sex drive started when I showed her how it was to feel. “You’re right. And now you’re mine.”


    “You’re supposed to do an evil laugh now.”


    I shook my head. “Not going to happen. You’ve already got Rocker Hercules and a phone full of pictures of me stuck in the fence. And by the way I know you sent those pictures to your new phone.”


    She gave me the most innocent look I’ve seen. “Who, me?”


    Ding. Ding. Ding.


    Missy looked at the door. “Are you expecting company?” she asked. “I hope it’s not my dad or Nick.”


    “Me too.” I got up and walked to the door, still in my towel. Missy was hot on my heels, looking over my shoulder to see who was standing on the other side.


    When I opened the door my mouth went dry. “Mom.”


    She narrowed her brown eyes at me. “I saw the tabloids, Paxton Evers. What in the hell—oh, hi.” She looked behind me at Missy.


    Missy’s cheeks turned bright red. She was still in my t-shirt from last night. “Hi,” she mumbled.


    “Mom, you could have called first. I kind of have company right now.”


    She switched her footing and crossed her arms. Her head full of black hair was twisted into a high ponytail and her mouth was pressed into a thin line. That was her ‘I don’t give a fuck’ stare.


    “Paxton, I’m your mother.” Oh, here we go. “And you better let me in right this minute or I’m going to show you that you’re not too old for a scolding.”


    I groaned and opened the door wide for her. She marched in like she owned the place—which she most certainly did not—and turned to face Missy. “It’s so nice to finally meet you, Missy. If my son fights over a girl I know she has to be special.”


    Missy had a horrid look on her face. She was probably freaked the hell out. My mother was a little overbearing, overprotective and overeager to be in my business—all the time.


    “I see you already know who Missy is,” I scowled.


    She reached up and tugged me into a hug. “Of course I know her,” she pulled back. “She’s all over the tabloids with you. How would I not know who she is?”


    Turning, she went to the couch and sat down. “Make yourself at home,” I mumbled.


    Mom’s gaze scanned the room and landed on a pair of Missy’s panties. They were the ones she had on last night. “Those are cute,” she said.


    Missy covered her face. “I’m going to go get changed.”


    “God, Mom,” I said, snatching the underwear and throwing them into the hallway. “Could you embarrass her anymore?”


    She smiled. It was the kind of smile I knew all too well. She loved making people uncomfortable, including me and Dad. “Oh, hush. I’m just playing with the girl.” She put her purse to the side and crossed her legs.


    “So what’s the reason for the impromptu visit?”


    “You’re not playing with Fringe anymore. I’m coming to check on you. Are you okay? What exactly happened this time?”


    Missy walked into the room and asked me with her eyes if it was okay to be in here. I gestured for her to take a seat beside me. She was dress in a pair of jeans and a t-shirt. “I love Missy,” I said.


    Mom’s eyes widened. Love wasn’t something that came out of my mouth often pertaining to women besides my mother. “Oh,” she said. “You’re a lucky girl, Missy. My son is going to make a great husband and father.”


    Missy nodded. “I know he is,” she said.


    “And I’m guessing the rumors about you sleeping with your new manager’s daughter are correct then, right?”


    “Unfortunately. Except this time I knew she was who she was. Just not when I slept with her the first—,”


    Missy elbowed me. “Shut up,” she said lowly.


    Mom snorted. “Oh, honey don’t worry. I’m not freaked out by my son’s love life. I remember what it was like to be his age, and I’m not dumb enough to think he’s not having sex. I’m just glad it’s with a pretty girl like you.”


    “Mom,” I warned. “Stop embarrassing her!”


    She gave me an evil smile. “What’s the plan now? Did your father really kick you out?” she leaned forward and asked.


    Missy nodded. “Yeah, he kind of controlled my life and didn’t like that I was sleeping—with anyone.”


    “Dumbass,” she mumbled.


    Missy giggled and Mom smiled. “Have you talked to your agent?”


    I swiped my palm down my face and nodded. “Yeah, he’s got me an audition for an upcoming band tomorrow. I have to be there around noon.”


    Mom nodded. “You’re not blowing your money, are you?”


    I rolled my eyes. “No, Mom. I haven’t touched my saving in months.”


    “Just asking. Have you talked to your father lately? I know he called you the other night.”


    “I was busy,” I said.


    “I see,” she said under a smile. “You need to call him. We worry about you honey. And when we see this shit on TV it really makes us worry. I hate the way they make you out to be just because of your tattoos. Tattoos are all the rage in the novels I read. Girls love them. I just wish society wouldn’t associate them with crime.”


    God, here we go. “We do not want to know about your romance novels. And how hot and bothered you get while reading them.

    “You read, Missy?”


    “Sometimes,” she said. “I have a kindle full of TBR books.”


    Mom started going through her gigantic purse—I swear she could fit a kid in there—and pulled out a napkin. And after another five minutes of her trying to find a pen, she scribbled something down on it. “Here is a list of my Top 5 book boyfriends starting with Remington Tate. “


    Missy took the napkin and folded it. “Thank you.”


    Mom nodded. “Anyway. You guys want to get some breakfast, my treat?”


    I looked over at Missy and she nodded enthusiastically. “Okay, but let me get dressed first.”


    Mom snorted. “I think if you keep the towel it may help your reputation. Make everyone forget everything they’ve heard about you.”


    “Gross, Mom.”


    ***


    We rode with my Mom to a local doughnut shop and pigged out on bear claws and coffee.


    “This one time I caught him masturbating to one of his dad’s old porn magazines. He didn’t come out of his room for a week.” She snorted and Missy howled with laughter along with her.


    If I didn’t love those two women so much I would have begged them to stop. But they both seemed so comfortable with each other.


    “Missy, where are you going to college? You just graduated, didn’t you?”


    Missy nodded, and tore another piece off of her napkin. “Don’t know yet. I’m thinking about going into marine biology though. I’ve always been fascinated with the water.”


    Mom smiled. “That sounds wonderful. I think Florida has a good college for that. One of my friends from high-school went there. Actually,” she dug around in her never-ending void of a purse and pulled out a card. “Here is her card. You can tell her Bethany Evers sent you.”


    Missy smiled. “I definitely will.” I watched Missy and my mom talk for an hour. They didn’t seem to care that I was quiet; they seemed too busy talking about Missy’s future. And the way Missy’s face lit up I didn’t want to interrupt.


    Having an adult show interest in what she wanted to do wasn’t something she was used to. And it was something she needed.


    Missy excused herself to the bathroom and Mom turned to face me. “She’s wonderful. I know—I know! I did tell you I wouldn’t get in your business regarding your love life but she’s so wonderful. So beautiful, Paxton. I’m so happy for you. You’re really in love?”


    She’d been holding that in since I’d told her I was in love with Missy this morning. “Yeah. No doubt. I’d marry the girl if I didn’t think I’d scare her off.”


    Mom frowned. “You think she’s going to run if you get too close?”


    God, I didn’t want to talk about this with my mom. I hadn’t had the stupid abandoned nightmare since I’d been sleeping with Missy. And subconsciously I knew it was because of her. “I don’t think she would but I’m always scared it could happen. I’m—I just care about her so much. If she left it’d hurt like hell. I’m not sure I’d be able to handle it.”


    Mom nodded. “She isn’t going anywhere, Paxton. She’s in love with you. Believe me, I’m an expert on girls. I am one myself.”


    I smiled.


    “Have you had the nightmare lately?”


    “No. I had it about two weeks ago—but …”


    “But?” she urged on.


    “It was on the tour bus and Missy was there to help me. After that I was a goner. We’ve slept in the same bed every night since. I think she’s the reason I don’t have them.”


    Mom was so quiet that I had to look up to see her. “You’ve been getting busy,” she said.


    “Mom.”


    She waved me off. “Then I think if she causes all your insecurities to vanish—it sounds like you’ve fallen head over heels for her.”


    She was right and we both knew it. Hell, everyone knew it. Paxton Evers didn’t fight over women. No woman, except for Missy King. The little goody-goody girl that trusted me with her virginity. The girl that’d stolen my heart.


    ***


    Missy twirled around in my studio as I played different songs for my audition the next day. The tips of my fingers were on the verge of bleeding when I nailed the song for the fifth time.


    “You’re distracting me,” I said.


    She smiled but continued to hum the song. “Your mother is nice. I like her a lot.”


    Placing my acoustic guitar to the side, I watched as she held her phone between her palms. “That’s the twentieth time you’ve looked at your phone in the last ten minutes. Waiting on an important text?”


    She looked up and blinked twice. “No, I emailed that woman your mother told me about. She just emailed me back and said she got her degree in Florida.”


    Florida. Missy and I had made plenty of memories in Florida. It was nice. I could have seen myself in Florida. “Is that what you’re wanting to do?”


    She shrugged. “I think so. I don’t want to make any bad decisions and screw up our lives.” Tears coated her eyes. “If I go down I don’t want to bring you with me.”


    God, she was the most selfless person I’d ever met. “Sugar, if Florida is where you want to go then that’s where we’re going to go.”


    Her smile didn’t look very reassuring. I didn’t want to push the subject and get her to thinking too hard. “Come on, let’s go get dinner. We can talk there.”


    The drive to Pampas Grill was long and Missy was so quiet that I was starting to twitch from the stillness around us. She was looking out the window when I reached over and turned Iris up until the speakers were vibrating against my eardrums.


    Missy jumped in her seat and turned to look at me. “What in the—,”


    “I just want you to know who I am!” I started singing at the top of my lungs. “I just want you to know who I am.”


    Missy sat frozen for a few seconds and then started laughing. And before I knew it we were both singing at the top of our lungs. One song blended into the other. There wasn’t anything more soothing than music; I didn’t care what anyone said.


    “My dad used to take us here all the time,” Missy said when we stepped out into the parking lot.


    “Do you not want to eat here? We can go someplace else.”


    She shook her head and grabbed my hand. “Nope. I love this place and I’m freaking starving. I can’t wait anymore.”


    The hostess was staring at her cellphone behind her podium when we walked up. “Welcome to Pampas Grill. How many—holy shit you’re Paxton Evers!”


    Fuck, I knew I forgot something. My beanie. “No, I’m not.” I shook my head. And when I glanced at Missy she was shaking her head too.


    The girl narrowed her gaze. “I think I know what you look like. I practically fall asleep to your poster every night before I go to bed. And you’re Mr. King’s daughter. You’re totally Paxton Evers.”


    I sighed. “If I say I’m Paxton Evers can we have a private booth in the back?”


    She beamed. “You sure can. You’ll have Heather’s section—she’s a huge fan, just warning you.”


    Great. The hostess brought us to the back of the restaurant and showed us to our booth. “I love the atmosphere here,” Missy said. “It’s romantic.”


    Nodding, I settled back against my seat and stared at her. She was reading the menu word for word. “See something you like yet?”


    She nibbled on her bottom lip. “I always look even though I know I’m going to get the grilled chicken plate.” She giggled. “My dad used to get mad that I would take so long. Just tell me to hurry if I start taking too long.”


    I’d never tell her to hurry. “Do you have somewhere to be tonight because I don’t? Take your time.”


    Missy grinned without looking up at me. “Hi!” The waitress almost yelled at me. She had her ticket book pressed against her chest. Her red hair was slicked back into a ponytail. Her hazel eyes were wide and darting in-between Missy and me. “My name is Heather and I’ll be your waitress this evening.” She giggled.


    “Hi Heather. You ready, Sugar?” I asked Missy.


    Heather let out a small squeal. “I’m sorry to interrupt but my friends and I are so excited that you two are together. You’re just so cute!”


    That’s one person that thinks so. “Thank you—,”


    “I mean the tabloids are always so freaking rude. If you love her then you just do.” She turned to Missy. “And what’s up with that Benton Ferguson bullshit, right? I heard he tried to rape you! You poor thing. I have a hotline I run over at the college for girls that’ve been through traumatic events. You can totally call and ask for me if you ever want to talk.”


    Missy’s face was ghost white. “What all was said?” she whispered.


    “That your asshole dad—sorry—tried to make you say it was a misunderstanding. There is no way someone misunderstands no. God! People are so freaking stupid!” She was shaking her head and swearing under her breath for a long time.


    Missy looked at me. We had been avoiding any kind of social media for days. We knew something would be announced about it but didn’t know what. “Oh, I’m so sorry I’m completely rude. What can I get you guys to drink?”


    We ordered quickly so that she would leave. Missy cupped her face and shook her head. “Dad is going to be pissed. I knew it would be out but I didn’t know how much of the actual story would be there. Someone is on the inside telling everything. I wonder who it was?”


    I shrugged. “Are you okay? I mean—we can get our food to go.”


    “No, I’m starving and it looks like this is going to be an everyday thing for us. It’s part of the package, right?”


    I nodded. “With fame comes disaster.”


    Once we received our food, we both dug in like we hadn’t eaten in days. “You nervous about your audition tomorrow?” she asked over her fork.


    “No,” I said. “I’m ready for it.”


    “You sounded good earlier. Hopefull—,” Missy trailed off into silence.


    “You okay?” I asked, turning to see what she was looking at. It didn’t take me long to see. It was kind of hard to miss her dad and his entourage. He held his cellphone between his shoulder and neck and talked loud enough for everyone to hear.


    “No, Ferguson. I told you that I had nothing to do with her—,” he stopped. He’d spotted us. “I have nothing to do with her anymore. Stop calling me with this.”


    Mr. King shoved his cell into his coat pocket but kept his gaze glued to us. And when he started coming over to our table, I felt anger start to clog my throat. He was not going to talk to Missy.


    “Don’t take another step over here or I swear you’ll get it worse than your son did.”


    He stopped a few feet away with his fists clenched at his sides. “You think parading my daughter around L.A upsets me, Paxton? I don’t care what you do with her. You’re not getting back at me by doing this.”


    What the fuck? I slammed my fists down on the table and shot up until I was an inch in front of the fucker’s face. “You think this is about you? Of course you do! You only think about your goddamn self. I’m in love with your daughter, Mr. King.” I laughed and grabbed my hair. I wanted to slam his head into the tile floor. “And there is nothing you can do about it! She’s not dating Benton to help your career and she is going to have nothing to do with you again. The sad thing is that you don’t care.” I turned and looked at the restaurant full of people. “Forget it,” I spat at him. “Just go eat your steak, and fuck yourself while you’re at it.”


    I threw some money on the table, offered Missy my hand and guided her out of the restaurant. I could hear the sobs breaking from her throat and it made me want to go back inside and beat him to a pulp.


    My parents abandoned me but they didn’t stick around to shove it in my face. The more I thought about it the angrier I got. Missy’s entire body shook with cries. I knew she didn’t care about her dad but having your father throw you to the lions in front of everyone—twice would have made Satan cry.


    She didn’t even move when we stopped at my house, so I picked her up and carried her inside. The saddest part of it all was that I couldn’t do anything to make her feel better. I couldn’t force her dad to apologize any more than I could force Nick to.


    We didn’t speak but I slipped her t-shirt over her head and tossed it to the side. Then I replaced it with one of my shirts and helped her into another pair of panties. By the time she was completely changed and I was tucking her into bed beside me, her cries had stopped.


    “Sugar, do you need anything?” I asked.


    She rested her head against my chest and then slowly shook her head. “Yes.”


    “Anything.”


    “I want you to go and nail this audition tomorrow. My dad is mad that I disobeyed him because he is a control freak. But he’s angrier that you chose me over him.” She leaned up on her elbows and stared at me through watery eyes.


    I wanted to wipe away all the sadness. “The best thing we can do is get you a job and show him that you don’t need him. And neither do I.”


    She was right. Rubbing my knuckles against her cheek, I nodded. “That I can do. Any other requests?”


    She nodded. “Sing me to sleep.”


    “I can do that too.”


    

  


  
    


    Chapter Fifteen


    Missy


    


    Bam. Bam. Bam.


    I sat straight up in bed. Blinking rapidly, I tried to focus my blurry morning eyes.


    Bam. Bam. Bam.


    I squinted at Paxton’s alarm clock and it read seven thirty. In the morning. What was up with people knocking on his door at the butt crack of dawn?


    Paxton was asleep on his stomach, one hand hanging off of his bed and the other still hanging over my waist. He looked so cute with his mouth agape. If you took away the drool he’d be ready to walk the runway right out of bed. Lucky bastard.


    Bam. Bam. Bam.


    “Paxton.” I nudged his shoulder. “Get up.”


    “Go back to sleep,” he mumbled, grabbing me and dragging me closer to him. I tried to get out of his grip but he pulled tighter.


    “Paxton someone is at the door!”


    He huffed and nuzzled his face into my hair. “Your hair smells like sunshine.”


    I snorted. “You’re still dreaming, obviously. Get up!” I started shaking him until he sat up in bed.


    “Good, God woman I’m not a sex machine. You can’t just wake me up and expect me to whip it out.”


    “I’m not trying to get some! Someone is at the—,” Bam. Bam. Bam. “Door.”


    He grumbled and pressed his palms against his closed eyes. “It seems like as soon as I bring you home everyone starts beating down my door every morning.”


    “Sure blame it on the girl.”


    He grinned and kicked the sheets from his legs. “You’re going to put a shirt on, right?”


    He turned to look at me. “This is my house. They shouldn’t have woke me up so damn early.”


    I rolled my eyes and followed him down the hallway. He swung the door open and my jaw dropped. “Um, is Missy here?”


    “I’m here,” I said, walking toward the doorway.


    Tears were streaming down Ginger’s face and she was holding a box in her arms. Paxton took it from her and sat it to the side. “Come in.”


    She sniffled and walked in so that Paxton could shut the door. “What’s wrong?” I asked.


    She smiled. Her blond hair was a mess and her cheeks stained with mascara. “I just stopped by to bring you the things you guys left on the tour bus. Your dad was going to have it all thrown out but I snuck them out.”


    Paxton gave me a sideways glance. “So, why are you crying?”


    I elbowed him.


    She laughed and let out a huge sigh. “I dumped your dad.”


    “You were dating?” I asked. Even though everyone knew they’d been screwing for a while.


    She narrowed her gaze. “Come on, Missy. I know you knew. Hell everybody knew. I just finally realized what I was doing was wrong and told my husband.”


    Oh, shit. “I’m taking that it didn’t go well,” I said.


    “No, we’re getting a divorce.”


    “I’m so sorry,” I said, patting her shoulder. “I could have told you before that my dad is not worth it.”


    “If I’d only asked you before.” She grinned and looked over at Paxton. “Sorry to hear you’re not in Fringe anymore.”


    He snorted. “I’m not.”


    “And I’m sorry that your dad kicked you out like that.” Her eyes wandered the room for a minute. “But it looks like you’re doing pretty good for yourself now. I did go to the media and tell them about what he did.”


    My mouth dropped. “You were the one that told what happened? We were wondering how it got out so fast. And with all the details this time.”


    She gave me a smug grin. “There is plenty more I can tell too. Your dad has a lot of dirty laundry.”


    “I bet.”


    “Well, I better get going. I just wanted to drop off your things. Oh—I almost forgot.” She retrieved a card from her wallet and passed it to Paxton. “Tell your agent to give this guy a call. Their guitarist broke his hand and they need a replacement.”


    Paxton read over the card. “Thanks, Ginger.”


    “No problem.” Leaning forward, she pressed a quick kiss to my cheek. “You guys have fun and be careful. And you better take care of her.” She poked Paxton’s chest.


    “Oh, I intend to.”


    She gave him an I’ll bet look and disappeared out of the door.


    “Well I knew that was coming,” I said. “It seems like my dad can’t keep a woman happy for nothing.”


    “What’s in the box?”


    I walked over and dug around through some clothes I’d left and then pulled out Paxton’s chest. “Your weed chest.”


    “It’s not a weed chest. I had to hide it from children.” He grabbed it and I tried to reach for it, causing my t-shirt to ride to my waist.


    “Let me see!”


    “Why are you so curious about smoking pot? You never tried it ever?”


    I shook my head. “I told you my dad kept me locked up like Rapunzel. Valeria’s tried it a couple of times and liked it.” I shrugged. “I just wanted to try.”


    “Try it,” Paxton said. “I thought you said you were curious, not you wanted to try it.”


    I tried to grab it again but he held it higher. “What did you think curious meant, Pax?”


    “Come on,” I pouted. “Just one puff.”


    He shook his head. “No ma’am. I will not be the reason you turn into a pot head!”


    “It’s one puff!” I tossed my hands in the air.


    He gave me a long stare and I almost thought he’d considered it but shook his head. “Later.”


    “Swear?”


    He sighed. “I’ll let you try later. I need to get dressed and practice a little before my audition. And I will not be doing it high.”


    “Okay, Mrs. Daisy.”


    He growled.


    ***


    Paxton insisted that I go to his audition.


    Although I just sat in the waiting room while he was back there. Since I still hadn’t gotten a new phone since the Benton attack, I sat in the hard chair and flipped through the newest issue of some tabloid that was mostly full of shit.


    The click-clacking of the receptionist on the computer keyboard and the soft sound of the TV in the background was the only noise in the room with the occasional sound of me flipping the pages.


    The door squeaked opened a few seconds later. A tall lady on her cell-phone walked in. “I’m here to see Mr. King. Is he in?”


    My ears perked up. Why was my dad here? “Do you have an appointment?” the receptionist asked.


    “Yes. It’s under Summers.”


    Someone cleared their throat and I turned to see a guy with a Mohawk standing behind her. He was carrying a guitar in one hand and the other was holding what looked like sheet music.


    When I glance up he blew me a kiss.


    I rolled my eyes. “He’ll be ready for you soon. Take a seat and I’ll let you know when he’s ready.”


    The woman sighed, covered the phone with her hand and said, “Come get me when he’s ready. I need to take this.”


    The guy nodded and took a seat on the opposite wall, in the seat right across from me. My dad was here. Why? The last I heard he didn’t have anything to do with this producer.


    “What’re you thinking about over there, Sweetheart?”


    “Are you talking to me?” I asked.


    “Do you see anybody else in this room?”


    “Actually,” I glanced toward the secretary. “I do. Thanks.”


    “Funny girl. Wait a minute—are you Missy King?” He barked out a laugh. “I’ve heard some things about you lately, girl.” He leaned forward and braced his elbows on his knees. “Are you really fucking Paxton Evers?”


    My grip tightened on my magazine, and it crumbled in my hands. “Mind your own business, Mohawk.”


    “Good one.”


    I started to flip him off when I heard my dad’s voice from down the hall. I didn’t want him to see me but I did want to see him. “Excuse me, where is the bathroom?”


    The receptionist didn’t look up but pointed down the hallway. “Bingo,” I whispered. “Thank you.”


    I put my magazine down, and ignored Mohawk whistling at me as I walked out. There were tons of doors but I wasn’t looking at them. I was listening to my dad’s voice from around the first corner.


    “—he’s really good, Mr. King. I think we should give him a chance.”


    “Hell no. That bastard isn’t going to play again. He went behind my back and slept with my daughter. And not to mention she ran off with him. He is not getting the job.”


    Anger was raging inside of me. The conversation was dwindling in and out of my hearing because I couldn’t focus. Doors were shutting and opening, the sound vaguely registering in my brain.


    “Paxton, we’ll give you call if we’re interested,” the person said. I couldn’t see their faces but I could hear the regret in his voice.


    “He’s here isn’t he?’ Paxton said.


    “I’m not sure who you’re talking—,”


    “Mr. Patrick King is here isn’t he? That’s who I heard you out there talking to.” I could only imagine the look on the guy’s face. “Okay, that’s all I needed to know. Thanks a lot.”


    I heard footsteps and I ducked inside the alcove where the water fountains were. Then I heard cussing and then something hit hard. When I peeked around the corner, Paxton had his forehead pressed against the wall with both hands on either side.


    This wasn’t his fault. He would have gotten the job if it wouldn’t have been for my dad, hell, he wouldn’t have been in the position in the first place if it wasn’t for me. My dad was screwing up everyone’s life because he could. Because I wasn’t in his house underneath his thumb. And he was taking it out on Paxton.


    Before I lost my nerve, I started walking—storming—down the hallway. Paxton looked up. “Hey, what are—okay,” he said as I passed by him.


    Since I had no idea where I was going, I started opening random doors until I found my dad sitting at a huge oval shaped table with a few other men surrounding him.


    Dad’s face went ghost white when he saw me walk inside. “Missy what in the hell—,”


    “Shut up!” I screamed. “Don’t you say one word. It’s my turn to talk and damn it you’re going to listen to me!”


    Dad stilled in his chair, and gave me his best death glare. I didn’t care. He had no control over me any longer. “I heard your conversation in the hallway. Yes, I was eavesdropping! Why must you fuck everyone’s world up around you! You can’t keep a wife. Hell, you can’t even keep a mistress! You’re the lousiest dad I’ve ever met. You are selfish, stupid, and the most controlling asshole to ever grace this planet! But guess what, Dad? You’re not controlling me anymore!”


    I turned to grab my hair and found Paxton standing in the doorway. His eyes huge. The look on his face was something of shock and admiration. I whipped around and pointed my finger. “Paxton is the best damn guitarist I’ve ever heard. You said it yourself when you hired him. He’s kind and gentle. He’s everything that you’re not! And he lets me make my own decisions and learn from them.”


    The pen Dad was holding broke in his grip and ink squeezed all over his hand and paper. He didn’t even flinch. “And yeah, I had sex with him!” I shouted. I knew I was pushing it but I wanted him to understand. I wanted him to know everything. “And I fucking loved it. In fact, I’m going to go do it again right now! Maybe in the parking lot. Let the press get a good shot of my ass for the front cover.” I held my hands up in the air. ‘Patrick King’s daughter caught doing the nasty in a public place.’ How about that dad? And then I’ll make sure they get a good shot of my tattoo!”


    Inhaling a deep breath, I tried to calm my nerves but adrenaline was coursing through me like lightening. “So, when you go home one day and realize you have absolutely no one there that loves you—remember that you did this to yourself. Bye, Dad.”


    Turning on my heel, I screwed my eyes hut and walked out of the door. “I guess she told you,” I heard Paxton say.


    “Come on, Paxton!”


    “Yes, ma’am.”


    ***


    “You did what?” Valeria yelled across the table.


    The couple that was sitting next to us gave us dirty looks. “Shh,” I said, bringing my finger to my mouth. “Not everyone cares, ya know.”


    She laughed and deliberately scowled at the old lady beside us.


    “Stop being mean to the elderly, Valeria.”


    She snorted. “Says the girl that cussed out her dad? Doesn’t that make you worse than me?”


    I wave my fork in the air. “My dad is not elderly and he is the biggest asshole ever. I think that crosses out the cussing out thing.”


    “I guess you’re right.” I nodded. “So, what’s the plan?”


    I look at her over my cup. “What plan? Did you want to go somewhere after this?”


    She narrowed her green eyes. “I mean your plan. Where are you going to college? What are you going to do?”


    God. The dreaded ‘what are you doing with your life’ question. “I think we’re going to Florida.”


    Val’s fork dropped against her plate causing the lady next us to mumble something under her breath. “You’re freaking kidding, right? You’re leaving me here?” Valeria was never the innocent one of the two of us, but right then she looked so sad and childlike that it hurt my heart.


    “Valeria,” I said. “I have nowhere to stay here.”


    “With me? With Paxton? I’m not sure I understand why you’re going to Florida? Did you decide on what you wanted to do? Is Paxton making—,”


    “Valeria! No! I’m going because I want to study marine biology and they have the best program and because I need to get the furthest I can away from my dad.”


    Valeria’s heart-shaped face turned sadder. “That’s on the other side of the states. I’m going to miss you.”


    When I frowned, she jumped up and ran around to my side of the booth and hugged me. We spent five minutes sniffling and crying. Being best-friends with someone from elementary school and then suddenly realizing you’re moving across the world from one another, sucked.


    “I don’t want you to leave. We were going to have a fun summer! Raider and I—,”


    “Wait a minute.” I held up my finger. “Who in the heck is Raider?”


    Valeria pulled back and fluttered her lashes. “Oh, I must have forgotten to tell you about him.”


    “Forgot? Valeria you don’t forget to tell me that you went to the grocery store. What gives? Who is Raider?”


    She started digging in her purse, and pulled out her cell phone. “Since you were offline because of your dad I couldn’t tell you what was happening. “This is Raider.” She handed me her phone.


    “Wow,” I whispered. He was really cute. Not the type Valeria normally goes for but definitely hot. “Val, is that a surf board? I thought you said you would never date a surfer?”


    Rolling her eyes, she leaned back and crossed her legs. “Well, never say never.”


    “How’d you two—,” My new cell—Paxton got me for sticking up to my father—started buzzing in my pocket.


    I pulled it out and read the number over a few times and realized I didn’t know it. “Answer it,” Valeria said.


    “I don’t know the number.”


    “It could be anybody. Here,” she grabbed it. “Hello, this is Missy King speaking.” She tried to mimic my voice but wasn’t close. “Oh, well actually just a second.” She frowned while handing me my phone.


    “Who is it?”


    “Something about a lawyer or something.”


    “Hello?”


    “Is this Missy King? Daughter of Patrick King?”


    I swallowed. Had Dad freaked out when he found out we’d gotten my stuff back? “Yes, who is this?”


    “This is Mr. Henderson Mr. King’s attorney. I’m calling to inform you that I will no longer be representing you for the Ferguson case.”


    My blood ran cold. Mr. Henderson was my dad’s lawyer and since dad had disowned me so had he. “I can pay, Mr. Henderson,” I lied. I didn’t have two nickels to rub together.


    “I’m sorry Ms. King the decision is final.”


    “Thank you, Mr. Henderson.” I hung up before he could say anything. “That was my dad’s lawyer. He’s not going to be representing me for the trial.”


    “Fucker.”


    Shit. The trial was in six weeks. I dialed Paxton’s number and waited. He picked up on the second ring, his voice gritty and I knew he was writing. He always had this coarse sound to his voice when he was concentrating. “Sugar, you coming home yet?”


    The sound of home did all kinds of crazy things to my lower regions. Just his voice set me on fire. “Not just yet but soon. I just wanted to tell you that my dad’s lawyer that was taking over the case with Ferguson called and dropped the case.”


    Silence.


    “Paxton?”


    “I’m here,” Paxton said. “Your dad is really the biggest douche I’ve ever met.”


    “Pretty much, yeah. What am I going to do, Paxton? I can’t go without a lawyer and I have no money. I don’t know—,”


    “Calm down, I’ll get you a lawyer. And what did we talk about the money thing? I’ve got you until—,”


    “I hate taking your money.”


    He growled and I heard him moving in the background. I pictured him running his hand through his hair in aggravation. The entire money situation sucked ass. I was used to having everything handed to me. Rapunzel in her ivory tower and now I was Aladdin, homeless on the streets. I watched way too many Disney movies.


    “Baby, I know you’re sick of domineering men in your life. I know your brother and your dad have controlled every step of your life but I’m not them. I’m not holding money over you because I want to control you. I don’t just love you, Missy. I’m in love with you. And falling further and further each second.”


    Wow. “Definitely a charmer,” I whispered.


    He wasn’t saying anything but I could tell he was smiling. “So—as I was saying. I’ll call my attorney and talk to him. We’re not going to let that bastard get away without paying.”


    “Thank you.”


    “You don’t have to thank me. But you’re welcome. You’re worth it.”


    “See you soon.”


    “Can you send me a panty shot?”


    I rolled my eyes. “You can see my panties when I get home, perve. Bye!”


    He was laughing when I hung up the phone. Valeria moved her head back from where she had her ear pressed against the phone so she could hear. “He’s in love with you, Missy.”


    I nodded. “I know.”


    “Lucky bitch.”


    ***


    Paxton was sitting in his studio when I got home.


    There was a funny smell in the house but he did say he was going to cook dinner. Not sure how that was going to turn out. “You’re home,” he said.


    I smiled and pushed the door open. “Do you have dog ears or something?”


    “No,” he turned to me. “I smelled you. You smell like flowers.”


    I sniffed my hair as I sat on his lap. “I guess it’s my shampoo but it’s not really flowery.”


    He nuzzled my neck. “No, it’s you. You always smell like this. Before your shower. After. It’s just you.”


    “I’ll take it.”


    Paxton pulled back and smiled down at me. The wickedness of that grin had me laughing. “What?”


    “I have another surprise for you.”


    I trailed my finger against his jaw and down to the guitar on his chest. “You already got me a phone. What else could I need?”


    “You don’t need it but since you showed me your big girl panties the other day with your dad, I decided I would squash your curiosity.”


    Curiosity. Oh. I grinned really big. “No way. You’re going to let me?”


    Paxton nodded. “Just one puff and your little ass will be blown.”


    I nearly jumped for joy. I know it sounded stupid to other people but everything was so new to me. All I knew was what I saw on TV. Sneaking around and doing anything growing up was impossible. Dad kept too close of an eye on me.


    “Okay. But you have to show me how.”


    He raised an eyebrow. “I’m going to blow it into your mouth.” For some odd reason that turned me on, big time. “Because I don’t want it to burn your throat. You’ve never even tried a cigarette.”


    I nodded. Paxton reached over to the window sill and pulled out a small cylinder shaped object that looked like a cigarette but it had a darker wrap. “That’s a joint?”


    He nodded. “A joint or a blunt.” Giving me a weary look, he frowned. “Are you sure, Missy? I’ve already ruined you—,”


    “Ruined me how?” I asked.


    A cocky grin curled up his scruffy jaw. “Sugar, you didn’t think sex was this good with everybody did you?”


    Narrowing my gaze, I pinched his side. “Okay, cocky ass. Just blow some in my mouth. I want to say I tried it.’

    He put it between his lips, covered it from the ceiling fan and lit it. My stomach clenched when he closed his eyes and hollowed out his cheeks. When he opened them he leaned forward, grabbed my chin, molded our mouths and blew the smoke into my mouth.


    “Swallow it and then blow it back out,” he whispered against my lips. A fog of smoke left his mouth and hit me in the dreamiest way. I swallowed and blew the smoke back out.


    I sat really still for a few seconds and then frowned. “I don’t feel any different.”


    Paxton leaned back, his eyes heavy and a careful grin on his face. He took two small puffs on his own and reached over to put it out on the window sill.


    “I don’t know, maybe you’re immune,” he whispered. But the way his lip was curling told me he was trying not to laugh.


    “What’s so funny?” I said.


    He just stared back at me. The song playing on Paxton’s laptop in the background changed to Iris and I jumped up. “I love this song!” I shouted. And started to dance in circles.


    “I’d give up forever to touch you. ‘Cause I know that you feel me somehow,” I sung. My dress twirled as I spun in circles and lifted my hands above my head. The song was so, so funny now. I giggled and sang, “I just want you to know who I am. I just want you to know who I am!”


    After the twentieth twirl, Paxton grabbed me around my waist and drug me to him. “You okay there, Sugar?” he chuckled down at me.


    Grabbing his jaw, I watched his eyes closely. “You have such pretty, pretty, pretty, eyes, Paxton.”


    He snorted. “Do you feel any different?”


    I thought about it. “Yeah, I feel good,” I said. “I don’t care about my dad or the lawyer. I’m not scared about school. I just want you to know who I am!” I shouted and jumped into his arms.


    He began to laugh and started spinning me around in circles. The room spun but I knew I was safe in Paxton’s arms. I didn’t care about my a-hole dad. Or the fact that I was moneyless—except for Paxton—with no home. The sun was going to come out tomorrow, dang it! And I knew everything was going to be okay.


    ***


    The high didn’t last but thirty minutes. Paxton said since I only hit it once he was surprised it lasted that long.


    Paxton lived up to his word and cooked us tacos for supper. They were pretty good, actually. Once we’d finished eating, I grabbed his plate and started putting our dishes into the dish washer.


    Paxton trapped me between him and the cabinet. “I called the producer that Ginger told me about today,” he whispered against my ear and gently bit my neck. “I have a meeting with them—and your dad will not be there—next week.”


    “That’s great,” I said. And it was. But I didn’t want to think about Paxton leaving me once we got to Florida.


    He chuckled. “It is.” Grabbing my waist he turned me around and lifted me to the cabinet. “I know what you’re thinking.”


    I kept my head down but raised an eyebrow. “Yeah? What’s that?”


    Pushing a stray hair behind my ear, he reached down and tilted my chin upward. “That you’re going to be left alone in Florida why I parade around the world in another band.”


    He hit the nail on the head. “You may have gotten it a little right.”


    “I knew you would think that. So I got us something that I think you’ll like.”


    “A man that comes bearing gifts gets further in life. I read that somewhere.”


    Paxton threw his head back and laughed. It still made my stomach tighten to hear it. “I’ll be right back.”


    I made my way to the bar and climbed onto the skinny stool. He returned a few seconds later from his bedroom with a silver bag in his hands. “Open it.”


    Smiling, I grabbed the bag from across the bar and pulled it toward me. Paxton leaned his elbow on the counter and gazed up at me. Reaching inside, I bit my lip with anticipation. I was so nervous. I’d never had a guy buy me anything before and my stomach was tingly.


    I reached in and pulled out the first thing my fingers touched. It was a box. When I pulled it out, I smiled. “A webcam.”


    He grinned. “I bought me one too. Now get the other one.”


    “Another gift?”


    He pointed toward the bag.


    I reached inside and my fingers ran across something metal and cool against my fingers. My eyes rounded when I felt my way down the cuffs and then the chain of the handcuffs. “Handcuffs.”


    A dark haze guided over his eyes and they dropped to my open mouth. “There’s more.”


    More. I couldn’t breathe, and he hadn’t even laid a finger on me. “More, Missy,” he said.


    Oh. I reached inside slowly and found something soft beneath my fingertips. Biting my lip, I pulled the lacey fabric out and my breath caught. I’d never worn lingerie in my life. Dad would have flipped his lid if he found anything in my room like that.


    “You’re blushing, Sugar.”


    “I’m hot,” I whispered.


    Paxton didn’t say anything so I looked up and caught his stare. “I’m saving those for our first Skype session, don’t tempt me.”


    “I’ve never worn lingerie before.”


    “Really? I’m glad to know I’ll be the only guy that’s ever going to see you in them.”


    I jumped off the stool, and grabbed everything into my arms. “I’m going to go try it on.”


    “No,” Paxton hissed. “If I see you in it I’ll fuck you.”


    Lifting a brow, I ran toward his bedroom and into his personal bathroom. I kicked the door shut and laid out my things. I stripped as quickly as I could and grabbed the lingerie.


    The corset top was strapless and when I pulled it over my body it fit so perfectly that he would have had to have my measurement. I didn’t have huge breasts but I was a low C and it pushed them up nicely. The ruffling panties were boy-cut and connected to a pair of stocking.


    Holy shit, I was wearing lingerie. Pulling the ponytail from my hair I let my hair fall to my shoulders.


    “Holy fuck. Oh yeah, you’re getting it.”


    I whipped around and Paxton was already grabbing me and pinning me to the bathroom wall. “I told you not to put that on.” He chuckled and pressed his mouth against mine. “Now I’m going to have to find something kinkier for our Skype calls.”


    More kinky? I couldn’t think of anything more provocative and my mind could only wonder. Paxton shifted his weight so that his body was holding me against the wall, so his hands could wander. His fingers picked at the straps on my thighs and ran underneath them until his finger was pressing against my wetness through my drenched panties.


    “I can feel how goddamn wet you are through your underwear,” he whispered against my throat, nipping a path up my neck to my lips. “And I’m going to eat every single drop.”


    Oh, my …


    Instead of wasting time and walking toward the bed, he lowered me to the bathroom floor and spread me wide. “Paxton, I can’t wait,” I begged.


    Grabbing my knee he slid me toward him with one jerk. “I want to taste you. Please, Missy?”


    No. I wanted him inside me. My legs were shaking with a need only he could fulfill, and I needed it then! “Paxton—,”


    One second I was staring up at the bathroom ceiling and panting like a dog and the next my panties were down my ankles and Paxton was inside of me. “Holy shit!” I screamed.


    Paxton grabbed my hips, lifted my ass until we were aligned and started hammering into me. Tears were streaming from my face, and my mouth was open but none of my pleas were coming out.


    “Is that what you want, baby?”


    I squeezed my eyes closed and let out the first sound that would make it past my throat. If I had heard that moan from anyone I would have been jealous of the bliss they were getting. Paxton’s grip tightened. “God, baby. You’re so fucking tight like this.”


    “Oh, God. Oh, God.”


    Paxton was saying my name over and over. And when I felt his calloused thumb against my clit I was undone. Screaming and jerking my hips against him.


    Before I could come down from my tear forming orgasm, Paxton grabbed me and pushed me against the bathroom counter so that my ass was against his cock.


    “What are you—oh!” Paxton grabbed my knee and placed it on the counter before dropping down to his knees and sticking his tongue inside of me.


    “Shit! Shit! Shit!” I yelled.


    Paxton kept my knee pressed high so that he could bury his mouth against me. “So damn sweet,” he whispered.


    I was already on the verge of coming again. The burning ache in my lower stomach was heavy and waiting. He reached upward and pressed his thumb against my clit and began a torturously slow circle.


    “Paxton,” I begged, grinding myself against his mouth. I had no shame with him.


    “Just a fucking second, please,” he said.

    Oh, God. I needed him then. I wanted to grab his hair and yank him up. After another minute of torturous pleasure with his tongue, he stood up and entered me again.


    This time I caught his piercing gaze in the mirror. “You’re so goddamn beautiful. And you’re fucking mine.”


    My juices were all over his mouth and by the feral look in his eyes I knew he liked it. “Yours,” I whimpered out.


    When Paxton smiled I knew this wasn’t just about sex. He was claiming me as his. And I was his willing victim, yet again.


    Paxton slowed his pace, leaned over me and began cooing into my ear. Leaning my head back against him I closed my eyes and relaxed into his touch. “I want you to come with me,” he whispered.


    “I don’t know how,” I said.


    Paxton grinned into my hair. “You tell me when you’re about to come and I’ll come with you, baby. Just feel,” he whispered.


    I sank back against him, my body molding against his. Paxton nipped a path from my ear to shoulder and back. One hand pinched my nipple while the other stroked me, but nothing felt better than him pulsing in and out of me. The smooth rhythm and the hardness of his hands against me sent me soaring—flying over the edge.


    “I’m coming,” I whispered.


    “Say it louder,” he growled.


    “I’m coming!” I screamed.


    Paxton pumped into me, his dick pulsing inside of me. “Look at me,” he whispered. The person in the mirror didn’t look like me at all. And it was the best feeling in the world.


    My flushing cheeks, panting chest and wild sex hair didn’t look like me before but me now. “Only you,” he whispered into my ear.


    I nodded. I knew what he meant because I felt it. I was the only one he wanted or needed.


    His arm held me close to his chest. “Only me.”


    I swallowed. “Only you.”


    

  


  
    


    Epilogue


    Three Months Later


    Paxton


    


    Missy’s mouth dropped when I opened the taxi door for her.


    “You’ve got to be shitting me,” she said, stepping out and into the humid Florida air. The breeze blew her hair from her shoulders, and gave me a chance to run my fingers over her tattoo.


    “Nope. This is home,” I whispered against her ear. “It’s only a few miles away from the university and no neighbors around for a mile.”


    She whipped around and looked up at me. Those too blue eyes were bright with excitement and her mouth open in a full-blown smile. “I can’t believe this is happening.”


    Running my knuckles down her cheek, I grinned at her. “It’s happening, Sugar.” And I couldn’t have been happier. After Benton was sentenced to twelve months in prison we had no reason to stay in California.


    Missy’s phone buzzed in her pocket. “Oh, great,” I grumbled. “That better not be Valeria or I’m kicking her ass.”


    Missy looked at the screen. “You’ll be doing some ass kicking soon then. Hello! Yes, I’m here! It’s great! Ah!”


    The taxi driver blew the horn. “Come on, Kids. I’ve got stuff to do!”


    Throwing him a dirty glance over my shoulder, I grabbed our suitcases from the back and started toward the house. “Okay, Okay. I’ll send plenty of pictures, swear. Love you too, Bye.”


    Missy raced toward the door but I grabbed her before she could grab the door. “First off, it’s locked.” I dug the key out of my pocket and unlocked the door, letting it swing open in invitation. “And secondly,” I grabbed her underneath her legs and swung her up into my arms. “You’re bringing the gentleman out in me.”


    She lifted a brow. “Yeah, right.”


    I snorted and carried her inside. I’d made a trip down here a few weeks before to check the place out, but since our things were here it looked completely different. “It goes right out to the beach!” she screeched. “I have to go look. Put me down.”


    “Yes, ma’am,” I said, dropping her.


    She immediately kicked off her death-trap shoes and ran toward the sliding glass door. She ran right past the new couch, TV, fireplace and toward the ocean. I couldn’t help but smile. That’s why I loved her so much. It wouldn’t have mattered if I didn’t have one penny, she didn’t care.


    I brought our things inside and made my way out toward the beach. Missy was bent down examining something on the sand. “It’s a turtle’s nest.” She grinned down at it. “They’ll hatch and swim into the ocean by themselves.”


    “Oh really?” I sank down next to her. “How long do they have?”


    She shrugged. “It’s hard to tell. They normally hatch round fifty days after they were laid but I don’t know how long they’ve been here.”


    Missy examined them closely and I chuckled beneath my breath. “What’s so funny?” she asked, sitting back on her legs.


    “I can’t imagine anyone not loving you. You’re so perfect.”


    She flushed, and smiled at the sand. “You’re leaving in the morning,” she said. I cringed and reached over to cup her jaw.


    “Baby, we both knew I’d be gone next week. Don’t make me sadder about it than I already am.”


    Sighing, she stood up; sand stuck to her legs, and started walking down the beach. Of course, I ran after her. “Missy—,”


    “I’m fine,” she said, interlacing our fingers. “We’ll be fine. Plus we can talk and see each other. Webcams remember?” She wiggled her brows.


    I wasn’t one hundred percent reassured but I nodded. “You start work tomorrow,” I said.


    That got her smiling. “Yep. At the aquarium,” she said smugly. “I guess your charming ways do come in handy.”


    It’s nearly impossible for a freshman to get a job there, but when I told the lady who I was she decided she’d let Missy on after all. “We all have our gifts.”


    We walked for a few minutes and turned back around to head back. Missy picked up seashells along the way, and hummed underneath her breath. Her bare toes sunk into the damp sand, and her hair blew in the breeze. There was no way we weren’t meant to be there. It was inevitable.


    “I’m going to miss you though,” she whispered. She looked so childlike holding an arm full of seashells and her eyes wide with innocence.


    “You won’t even realize that I’m gone,” I lied. I missed her every goddamn second we were away from each other.


    She smiled. “Now we know that isn’t true. Who is going to fulfill my womanly needs?” She held up her hand and wiggled her fingers. “I guess I’m going to get acquainted with these babies while you’re gone.”


    The image of her masturbating had me hard as a fucking rock. “Don’t make me take you on the damn beach, Sugar.”


    A mischievous smile curled on her face. “You did tell me we’d have sex on the beach.”


    Caressing her face she leaned into my hand. “You’re turning into a sex maniac. The monster has reawakened.”


    She poked her bottom lip out. “You don’t want me?”


    “Now, I didn’t say that.” Grabbing her waist I drug her down to the sand and on top of me. “I’ll never not want you, Sugar.”


    She grinned. “Good to know.”


    We made love on the beach in front of our house, and held each other until the sun lowered in the sky. There wasn’t one place in the world I’d rather been than there with her.


    ***


    Missy


    Paxton had been gone an entire week. It was the longest week of my life. Pulling my aquarium polo over my head, I tossed it into the laundry.


    My body was humming because we were going to have another ‘webcam’ session. I don’t remember what I thought would happen, but when he pulled his dick out and started stroking it my body ignited. I’d watched porn when I was younger, but none of them looked like Paxton.


    I slipped into one of Paxton’s T-shirts and turned the laptop on. “Hey, Sugar,” his gritty voice came over the screen.


    “Hey! How was practice today?”


    He frowned. “It went okay.”


    “Why are you frowning?” I asked. Panic set in. “Are you going to have to stay longer?”


    His gaze shifted and I knew he did. I wanted to scream at the screen but I bit my tongue to stop myself. “It’s okay. I understand, Paxton. It’s part of the life, right?”


    He nodded, and scratched the back of his neck. “Where are you right now? The screen keeps moving.”


    “I’m actually not in a good place to chat right now, babe. I’m so, so sorry.”


    My mouth felt dry, and I felt so stupid for being upset. But I missed him like crazy. “I understand, Paxton.”


    Sighing, he ran his fingers over his face and laughed bitterly. “I’m going to go now. I can’t stand seeing you in my shirt. I just want to touch you. Goddammit, I want to touch you right now.”


    “I know exactly what you mean,” I whispered.


    “I love you.” He ended the message before I could say anything. Everything around me was unnoticeable. All I could do was stare blankly at the screen that mocked me.


    “Ugh!” I tossed my laptop to the side and stormed into the living room. The sun hadn’t dipped beneath the water yet, so I plopped down on the swing and crossed my arms like a five-year-old.


    It wasn’t until I heard a seagull and looked to my right that I actually saw the beach. “What the—,”


    I jumped out of the swing and barreled toward the steps so I could get a better look.


    My heart swelled to the point that I thought it may explode from overwhelming happiness. ‘I love you, Sugar' was spelled out in seashells along the beach in front of our house.


    “But,” I whispered to myself. Paxton was there. “Where are you?” I shouted and then felt his presence behind me. The musky scent of his soap made my legs threaten to buckle.


    “Right here, baby.” He turned me around to face him, running his fingers through my hair. “Right were I’m supposed to be.”


    


    


    


    The End.
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