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Chapter 1


I-95 North Jacksonville to Savannah





Sue tapped her fingers discordantly against her car’s gear shifter, her thoughts racing at light speed. Her to-do list was miles long, but instead of tackling those things, she had to drive. Jacksonville to Savannah was only about two hours, but this last hour crawled, even though Sue drove a good fifteen miles over the speed limit. 

“Suse!” Darryl nudged her hand. “You’re way off the beat. You okay?”

“Huh?”

“You’ve been on the road with us for a few months. You should be able to keep a rhythm by now,” the keyboardist said. “What’s going on?”

“Oh.” Sue moved her hand from the shifter to the steering wheel, flexing her fingers along the way. When she’d joined the Words Fail Me tour as their publicist, she knew she’d face intense situations. She figured it would be along the lines of lost luggage, bad photos, and quotes attributed to the wrong band member. Not accusations of someone spreading a sexually transmitted infection and secret love children. “Yeah. Just thinking.”

“About Adam?”

She smiled. Adam had been on her mind. The man had been putting himself in her path ever since they’d met by accident in a taco bar in Texas. It hadn’t taken much for her to agree to a date, then another. And another. In fact, they had a date planned in Atlanta in a few days. She’d been thinking about how to get to the city before the band and maybe stay a little while after to give her more time with Adam. 

Until she and Darryl stopped for gas and Sue had gotten a call from that reporter. Julie, the one who’d been a thorn in her side since Words Fail Me had their run of shows in Texas a few weeks ago. Julie had it out for Chris, the band’s bass player and womanizer, and apparently was willing to plumb the oceans to find dirt on him. 

“Maybe,” Sue said.

“Maybe, probably.” Darryl turned down the music. “Kinda cool that he’s gonna be in Atlanta when we are.”

Sue nodded. It was cool. For now. She was touring with Words Fail Me straight through the summer leg in Europe. She’d best make the most of Atlanta; she’d likely be too busy after that. And if her relationship history—if it could even be called that—was any indication, Adam wouldn’t wait around. She didn’t expect him to, since her focus was entirely on her new PR business. 

Her phone chimed, making her flinch, and the text alert flashed across the screen in her car. 

TEXT FROM ADAM


Relief washed over Sue. Julie’s accusations had been so wild that Sue didn’t want anyone knowing about them until she spoke with Chris. If only he’d answered his phone when she called him after talking to Julie. That this text wasn’t from him—or Julie—at least kept things quiet. For now.

“Speak of the devil,” Darryl said. He reached toward the screen. “Do you mind?” 

“Mmm,” Sue hummed. The text might be flirty, but it wouldn’t be intimate. At least his messages hadn’t been so far. Adam knew she might be surrounded by people at any given moment, just like him. Still, she had fun titillating Darryl. It was a nice break from the anxiety she’d been stewing in.

“Ope! I should mind my own business.”

“Yep.”

Darryl pulled out his own phone. “I’m gonna text the guys and take bets on how dirty the text is.”

Sue gave his leg a light punch. “Don’t you dare.” Then she hit the ‘read text aloud’ button.

Adam: Landed in Atlanta. You sure you want to see sportsball? We could go to the zoo instead. Make zoos our thing.



“Aww,” Darryl crooned. “He wants a thing with you.”

Sue rolled her eyes and tapped the button for talk-to-text. “I spend too much time with animals. Let’s watch sportsball.” She tapped send.

Darryl laughed. “The bus does sometimes smell like a zoo.”

“It definitely feels like someone gave all the chimpanzees energy drinks.”

Adam: At least at the zoo you aren’t trapped in the enclosure. 



“Oof.” Darryl clutched his chest. “Direct hit.”

Sue smiled. “And that’s why he gets another date.”

She let Darryl play DJ for the rest of the drive, while she built more mental lists. Who to contact, how to respond, whether any of this even warranted a response. How to best protect Chris. Her lists kept growing, but she kept adding to them, trying to examine all the possibilities. She needed to be prepared so if the shit hit the fan, they would get as little on them as possible. 

Not for the first time, she wondered why Chris had to fuck his way across the country. Couldn’t he hit pause for a few stops?

They weren’t on a tour. They were in a maze twisting from one mess to the next.


      [image: ]Savannah, Georgia


Sue and Darryl made it to the hotel first. As soon as Sue was alone in her room, she started texting Chris. 

Sue: We need to talk as soon as you get to the hotel



Chris: Call me now



S: You’ll want privacy



C: These guys know all my shit



S: Not this



C: Doubt it



S: Would you tell them if you had herpes?



C: Prolly. Cept I don’t



S: A reporter says you do



C: Im-fucking-possible



S: You sure, fuckboi?



C: Fuck you



S: Meet me at the hotel.



She sent him her room number along with a gory threat to meet her as soon as he stepped off the bus.

When he finally showed up, a good thirty minutes after the bus had arrived, Sue ended her call with Emily, her friend and attorney. She’d enlisted Emily to help figure out how the hell this reporter had pieced together this story.

“What do you want?” Chris stormed over the threshold as soon as Sue opened the door. 

“The reporter from Austin who wrote the smear piece has something new.” Sue closed the door and moved to the window, closing the drapes.

“I don’t fucking have herpes.”

Sue faced Chris and noted his set jaw and the vein throbbing at his temple. “Right. She has evidence of other things.”

Chris contorted his face in aggravation. “What things?”

Better to rip off the bandage fast. “She said you got a woman pregnant.”

“Untrue. I have the condom receipts to prove it.” Chris balled his hands into fists, his face growing red.

“And the woman is pregnant again.”

He threw his hands up. “What woman? In Texas? This was my first fucking trip to Texas. We got a few weeks before anyone pops a positive pregnancy test.”

Sue winced, wishing she had better news to give him. “There’s more.”

“Of fucking course.” Chris leaned against the dresser, arms crossed, a lethal glare aimed at her.

“According to Julie, the woman contacted the record label to find you. When she told them she’s pregnant, they offered her money for an abortion.”

“Was she looking for an abortion?”

“I don’t know. All Julie said was that the woman wanted to reach you.”

“What kind of asshole offers a random woman money for an abortion?” He kicked over a chair, his body vibrating, the furious look on his face a sign that it took a monumental control for him not to do more. “What kind of asshole?”

At a loss for words over his reaction, Sue shrugged. 

“Gimme her number.”

“Why do you want Julie’s number?”

“Not the bitch reporter. The mother. Give me the mother’s phone number.”

“I don’t have it.”

Chris ripped the phone out of the wall, threw it across the room, walked over to it, and repeatedly stomped on it. Plastic pieces flew up around him. “Why the fuck not!” Chris stomped on the phone again.

Sue held perfectly still, hoping her calm would anchor him. She hadn’t expected such vehemence, but in a way, she understood his reaction. As far as she was aware, no one in the band or on tour knew that someone had been looking for Chris. And instead of the record label passing along a message, they offered to pay the woman off and shooed her away. Sue couldn’t fathom the logic. “The reporter told me this. Not the label. The label would contact Tom.”

“Tom wouldn’t keep this from me.”

“No, he wouldn’t.” Tom, the band’s manager, would’ve come to Sue with this information and they would’ve approached Chris together. Sue held her elbows. She hadn’t been prepared for Chris to be this angry. It concerned her. Not for her safety. Chris wouldn’t physically hurt her, but even when they’d argued, Chris had never been so... full of rage.

He gave the bits of phone another savage stomp. “How the fuck did the bitch find her?”

“I don’t know.”

“Fucking find out, Sue!” Anger radiated off Chris in waves.

She took a big step away. “I asked Emily to hire an investigator. I gave her all the information Julie gave me.”

“Have you given me all the fucking information?”

Sue unlocked her phone, pulling up the photo from Julie. “Everything but this.” She held out the image of the little boy.

Chris stalked across the room and snatched the phone from her. He paced the length of the space, then slammed the phone onto the bed. “This is not my child. I did not abandon a child!” He gripped his skull, his fingertips turning white, his eyes glassy. “I wouldn’t.” His voice cracked on the last word.

Rooted to the spot, Sue kept a neutral expression. Chris was a raw nerve, and the last word Sue had expected him to use was abandon. “Okay.”

“I didn’t do this. Not on purpose. Not by accident. Not at all.” He pointed at her phone. “That is not my child.” Hands on his hips, he looked away before focusing on Sue again, his rage simmering rather than roaring. “Stop this story. Whoever the kid is, he doesn’t deserve it.” Chris stepped closer. “Kill it.”

“I’ll do my best.”

His jaw ticked again. “Don’t do your best, Sue. Fucking stop it!”

“I don’t know if I can.” She twisted her hands together. “We can tell them it’s a lie, but if the woman corroborates the story, even part of it, Julie can run it.”

Chris paced the room, stopped at the dresser, and pressed his fists against it, his head hanging between his shoulders. “I can prove I don’t have herpes.”

“You have recent test results?”

“From the start of the tour. I’ll get tested again. Where can I get tested?”

“I’ll figure it out.” Sue pushed a shaky hand through her hair.

“Soon. Figure it out soon. And a DNA test.”

“Only if the mother agrees.”

Chris snarled at her. “I’ll take a fucking DNA test.”

“Okay.”

Chris stalked to the vanity, washed his face, and gargled with the hotel mouthwash. He rubbed a small towel across his face and over his head. He tossed the towel on the floor and caught Sue’s eyes in the mirror. “I’ll take all the tests. It’ll be fine. Then I’ll sue that bitch for invasion of privacy or some shit. Emily’ll help, right?”

“We can ask.”

“Good. Do that.” Chris gave a sinister smile. “This is all gonna be fine. You got this, right?”

Stunned, Sue nodded. “Yeah. It’s...it’s gonna be fine.”

“Cool.” Chris walked across the room. “Sorry about the phone. Let me know what they want to do about it.”

“Yeah.”

He stopped just shy of the door and faced her. “You talk to the label yet?”

“No.”

“Probably better if you handle that instead of me.”

“Yeah.”

Chris rubbed a hand over his head, similar to how he’d rubbed the towel over it. “I need some air. Call me when I can get tested.” He walked out of the room perfectly calm, as though nothing had happened.








  
  
Chapter 2




Brad cut through the water of the hotel pool with steady strokes. He pulled his body forward, flipped at the end of the empty pool, pushed off the wall and did it all again, swimming lap after delicious lap in the late afternoon sun. Most people came to Savannah for the culture— food, music, art. He’d focus on culture later. Right now, he wanted the pool. 

When the familiar burn lit the muscles in his shoulders, Brad flipped over and floated. A rhythm from the lapping water slowly shaped itself into a melody. Lost in composition, Brad played his guitar in the air.

“Got your key, Shamu.” 

He turned his head toward Tom’s voice to find the man standing next to the lounge chair where Brad had tossed his shirt. When he’d seen the pool through the lobby doors, Brad had abandoned Tom and the rest of the band while they all checked into the hotel. 

“Thanks, man. Leave it. I’ll get out soon.”

“No interviews tonight. Sue scheduled one tomorrow, though. Before soundcheck.”

Brad held up a thumb. “Cool, mostly free day.”

“Yep.” Tom tossed the key onto Brad’s shirt. “Enjoy the city.”

Brad waved and disappeared back into his song. He flipped again and swam to the beat in his head, working out the shape of it. Even when other people came to the pool, he continued swimming laps in a tighter space until he had the whole song formed in his head. When he eventually climbed out, he went to the room he’d share with Justin, his best friend and the drummer in their band.

Brad scribbled the primary melody on hotel stationary then jumped in the shower, continuing to hum the song. Once dressed, he sat at the desk, softly thrumming the beat against the furniture while Justin napped.

He’d finished writing out all the chords and quietly jammed on his air guitar when Justin finally woke. Justin read the notes over Brad’s shoulder, along with the snippets of lyrics.

“I like that.” Justin hummed some of the melody. “Yeah, that’s gonna be good.”

“Thanks.” Brad knew the song still had a way to go; it was only an outline until the whole band tinkered with it together, but it was a solid start.

“I’m gonna get a shower. Then food?”

Brad sat back and ran a hand through his damp hair. “Yeah.”

He dug a notebook out of his overnight bag and pressed it open to a set of blank pages and re-wrote the song, filling in the gaps between the bridge and the chorus. He needed to play it to hear the notes working together. After dinner he’d grab a guitar from the bus.

A discordant tap-tap-tap on the door pulled Brad out of his music. 

“Hey,” Sue said. “I’m gonna walk some squares. You guys wanna come?”

Brad moved aside to let her into the room and wrinkled his forehead. Of course he’d go anywhere his delectable press manager asked him to, but he had no idea what she meant. “Walk some squares?”

“Yeah, Savannah has squares all over the city, almost like mini parks. Most of them have some kind of fountain or statue or something. They’re cool. Forrest Gump filmed in a square.”

“Okay.” Brad banged on the bathroom door. “Just, you wanna walk some squares?”

“Sure, when?”

“Now!” Sue called back.

Justin came out of the bathroom, wearing only jeans and still toweling off. He squeezed the water out of his hair and tossed the towel back toward the tub. 

How he could walk around like Sue was one of the guys escaped Brad. The few times Brad had been shirtless around her, he wanted to know if she noticed—really noticed—how he looked. Did she like what she saw? Meanwhile, Justin might as well have been burping and picking his ass in front of her. None of it seemed to faze him—or her.

Justin finally finished dressing and faced her. “You okay?”

She blinked. “Ready to stretch my legs.”

Justin walked toward the door. “Let’s go.”

Brad grabbed his room key and trailed after Sue, only berating himself a tiny bit for checking out her ass. 

After a few blocks, Sue led them into a manicured area. “Welcome to Columbia Square.” She lay on a shady patch of grass near the fountain. 

Justin lay beside her like it was no big thing. 

Brad seized the opportunity to do the same. It’d be weird if he didn’t. As he lay on Sue’s other side, he quietly patted the beat of his new song against his stomach.

Sue sighed. “I could live here.”

“In Savannah?” Brad asked.

“Yeah, why not?”

“I don’t know. I never pictured you in a city like this.” Brad gestured wide at the sky. This city seemed too laid back for a woman like Sue.

“Where have you pictured me?”

Justin snorted and Sue smacked him in the stomach with the back of her hand. “Don’t ruin my relaxation.”

Justin coughed before mumbling “Sorry.”

“Seriously, Brad. Where do you see me living?”

“I don’t know. Someplace busier than this.” 

“Why?”

“You’re always in motion. Maybe Austin.”

“Austin would be cool,” Justin said.

“Yeah, but I can relax here.” Sue stretched her arms over her head.

“You can relax with tourists craning around us to take pictures?” Brad asked.

“Yeah. There are tourists in every city. We’re usually the tourists. I’d live around them.”

“You’re actually relaxed.” Justin sounded skeptical.

“Yep.”

“Laying here in the middle of a square?” Brad wanted to roll onto his stomach to look at her. Study her expression, understand what about this city drew her.

“Yep.”

“You wouldn’t be more relaxed if say, you were here with someone you wanted to make out with?” Justin asked.

Brad balled his hands into fists. Why did Justin insist on torturing him with this shit?

Sue chuckled. “I would enjoy that, but I wouldn’t be this relaxed.”

Brad’s pulse picked up. Maybe her connection with Adam didn’t run as deep as he feared. “Adam doesn’t relax you?”

“He does, but it’s different.”

“How?” Justin asked.

Brad had no desire to know how Adam “relaxed” Sue. He needed to know if the guy had finally been sidelined.

“Do we have to talk about this?” Sue sat up and rested her arms on her knees. “You guys have nothing else to talk about?”

“Well, sure, but you aren’t gonna tell us anything about Darryl and Lena,” Justin said.

Sue glanced back at Justin. “You got that right.” 

“What’s the deal? Did you dump him?” Brad shifted to sit behind Sue. If Justin could treat her like one of the guys, Brad could treat her like his sister. And his sister liked shoulder rubs. Sure, odds were Sue’d push him away again, but he needed to be near her. Especially if she’d ditched the sports guy.

“No, but I should.” Sue rolled her head and stretched her neck.

Brad continued his massage, glad she didn’t see him smile. Plus, she let him continue, even moving her head to give him more room to work.

“Why?” Justin raised himself on his elbows.

“Because.” Sue shrugged. “All this traveling? I suck at giving relationships time when I’m working. And I’m always working. Touring takes it to a whole new level.”

Touring was the main reason they were all single. But Sue was touring with Brad. They were together all the time. That had to be an advantage.

“He’s a road warrior, too,” Justin said. “This might be the perfect relationship for both of you.”

Brad resisted the urge to sneer at Justin. Encouraging the woman you knew your best friend wanted to pursue some other guy had to be near the top of the list of things not to do in the guy code.

“Dating only works for me when there’s no long-term expectations,” Sue said.

Justin winced. “Guys are stupid.”

Justin needed to shut the fuck up. Sue’s long-term option sat right here with her now. Brad squeezed her shoulders and leaned a little closer for a moment before resuming his massage. He needed to find a way to make his intentions clear.

“No comment.” She rubbed her forehead. “I can’t shake the feeling it’s wrong for me to start something when I’m in the middle of all this. And it’s not fair to you guys to split my attention.”

“You’ve gotta get Chris out of your head,” Justin said.

“Amen.” Brad rubbed his thumbs along her neck. Chris had been giving Sue shit since the moment she’d joined the tour. After a massive fight in New Orleans, the kid had finally backed down, but the tension between them lingered.

“Chris isn’t in my head. That’s the logical part of me trying to build a successful business.” Sue swatted Brad’s fingers. “I should end it when I see him in Atlanta.”

“Relationships aren’t logical, Sexy Sue.” Brad scooted closer to her, one hand on her shoulder and the other massaging down her back. “Besides, this could work with the right relationship.”

Justin sat up and hit Brad’s arm, the expression on his face asking What the hell do you think you’re doing?

Brad scowled and returned his focus to Sue. She needed to know she had options.

“It’s because relationships aren’t logical that I should end it.” Sue stretched and shifted away.

Brad dropped his hands, disappointed to have lost the physical connection but determined to find another.

“Sue,” Justin protested.

She held up a hand. “Let’s not talk about this.”

“Okay.” Justin drew out the word.

“Come on.” She stood and left the square. 

Brad and Justin followed her through the city.

Eventually, she ducked into a convenience store on her own. 

“Stop trying to convince her to end it with Adam. You’re not that big of an asshole,” Justin said.

Brad raked his fingers through his hair. “I know. I’m trying to move on. I figured if I knew she’s into him, the harsh reality would propel me forward.”

“But now that you smell blood in the water, it changes things?”

“I know it shouldn’t.”

“Damn straight.” Justin crossed his arms. “It probably wouldn’t change anything for you anyway.”

“I have to know where I stand.”

“She was never into you. She is into Adam. Let it go.”

Brad sighed and paced, his attention on the trees. “I know.”

“Will you at least stop encouraging her to dump the guy?”

Brad rolled his eyes but acquiesced. “If she tells me she’s going to, I’m not talking her out of it, either.”

“Fine.” Justin glared.

Sue walked out of the convenience store with three bottles of water and waved her phone. “Tom’s trying to get everyone together for dinner. Wanna go?”


      [image: ]Brad looked around the table, impressed. Tom, Sue, the entire band, and even their bus driver were in the same place at the same time and no one was about to go onstage or pump gas. Usually they all tried to take little breaks from each other when they were on the road. It helped them stay sane and kept fights to a minimum. But Brad had to admit, Tom had the right idea with this dinner. For once they all hung out, not talking about work. 

A second round of margaritas hit the table and Sue pulled her phone out of her pocket, smiling at something on the screen. Normally if she got messages or alerts when they were eating, she silenced the phone and responded later. This time she didn’t hesitate, nor did she put the phone away after she finished typing. 

When she got another alert a minute or so later, she giggled.

Brad’s hopes sunk. Girls didn’t giggle like that when they were about to dump someone. 

Justin leaned over. “What’s going on there, Sexy Sue?” He whispered. 

She blushed and sipped her margarita. Finally, she lifted her gaze and shook the phone. “Adam.”

Justin bumped his shoulder to hers. “Nice.” 

Another message came in and Sue jumped on it. A few seconds later her phone rang. She left the table, barely excusing herself as she all but ran for the exit.

Brad fought not to react, but he desperately wanted to call her back. Accuse her of being rude, even though she wasn’t. Anything to keep her in the chair next to him.

Once the door closed behind her, Justin nudged Brad. “A hundred dollars says she doesn’t dump him.”

Everything had to be a fucking game. “You want to bet against me?”

“I know the odds. Did you see her smile when he texted? And she bolted out of here when he called. She’s not leaving him. At least not before Europe.” 

Brad gazed at the door. “A hundred bucks?” Didn’t Justin know Brad well enough by now to see he’d given Brad a fresh reason to pursue her?

Justin offered his hand. “Yeah.”

Brad shook. “You’re on.” Hell, getting Sue would be more than enough. He wouldn’t even ask Justin to pay up when he won.








  
  
Chapter 3




“Hey, Adam.” Sue sat on the stairs outside the restaurant. 

“Hi. I didn’t pull you away from anything important, did I?” After her encounter with Chris and the awkward pep talk from Justin, Adam’s voice calmed her stress.

“Just dinner with the guys. Dinner hasn’t arrived yet, though.”

“Cool,” Adam said. “We can plan.”

“Okay.” 

“The Braves’ early game’s on Sunday, not Saturday.”

“Damn,” Sue said. “No baseball?”

“No, sorry.”

“Wait. Is this a weak ploy to get me to wear the skirt?” Sue asked.

Adam’s deep chuckle sent a thrill up her spine.

“I’m not that devious. I flipped the days. They play at seven on Saturday and three on Sunday.”

“Okay. I guess we can get together another time.” Sue worked to keep the disappointment out of her voice.

“Whoa, we’re still going out Saturday. There’s plenty to do besides the game.”

“Okay,” Sue said, surprised by his determined tone.

“You sound unsure.”

She took a few seconds to weigh her options. This would be the perfect time to end things. She knew she should, especially with the new shitstorm coming for Chris, but her disappointment when he told her there wasn’t a game had nothing to do with baseball. “I’m on my second margarita and a mostly empty stomach. I’m a little slow on the uptake.”

“Then listen closely.” Adam’s voice dropped an octave and hit her straight in the gut. “I want to see you. Texts and phone calls aren’t enough. I need you in person. As soon as possible.”

Any alcoholic haze in Sue’s brain immediately lifted. Her pulse quickened as she sat straight. “Good. When will you be in Atlanta?”

“My flight lands at eight tomorrow morning.”

She panicked; the next day had a schedule jam packed with things she couldn’t—and wouldn’t—put off, not the least of which involved Chris and the tests he wanted. “I can’t be there in the morning. I have interviews in Savannah at eleven, and doors open for the show at seven.”

“It’s okay. I have meetings until at least five. Can you meet me after the show?”

“Yeah, but I probably wouldn’t get to Atlanta until after two in the morning.” She knew what joining him at 2 a.m. implied and she embraced it, even if they did only have Saturday before their relationship crashed and burned.

“Can you be there by lunch on Saturday?” Adam asked.

“Yes.”

“What time do we need to be back for the guys?”

“Fiveish,” Sue said.

“When do you leave again?”

“Sunday around noon.”

“I can work with that,” Adam said. “Will you wear the skirt?”

“Is this plan contingent on it?”

“You’re the only drunk person I know who can use the word ‘contingent’ in a sentence.”

Sue giggled. “I’m not totally drunk. And I’m about to eat, so the window on my drunkenness is waning.”

“Go eat. I’ll call you tomorrow.”

“Have a safe flight.”

“Think about wearing the skirt,” Adam said.

“You’re incorrigible.”

Adam laughed. “I wonder how big your vocabulary gets when you’re good and sauced.”

“You’d be amazed.”

“I already am. See you Saturday.”

“Yeah.” Sue pushed the disconnect button and stayed on the stairs, leaning back to take in the cityscape. Getting wrapped up any further with Adam didn’t make sense. She knew it could lead to heartache. But she wanted to see him. She’d never been more thrilled than when he said he needed her in person. She still questioned her decision. Chris needed her even more now, and in a few weeks the likelihood that she and Adam would be able to get together before Labor Day would be slim to none. How long before he got tired of her career being her first priority? Would she get back from Europe to find she’d been replaced? Ugh, another list of questions to tackle.

Darryl poked his head out the door. “Hey, Suse, they brought out the grub and it smells good.”

“Thanks, D.” Sue smiled, accepting the hand he offered and stood.

“Hey, before we go back in there, I gotta ask you something.” Darryl let the door close behind him.

“Sure. All set for your trips?”

“Yeah, it’s not about that.” Darryl pushed his fingers into his pockets. “Justin and Brad were talking about you breaking up with Adam.”

“Okay.” Sue glanced at her feet for a second before looking back at Darryl.

“Are you going to?”

“I don’t know. Maybe.”

“Has he done something?”

“No. He’s great.” Sue pushed her hair off her face. “I need to focus on the tour and press. Worrying about him’s a distraction.” 

“That’s complete bullshit.” Darryl’s eyes flared.

“I’m sorry?”

“If you wanna end things, you need a better reason.”

Sue raised her eyebrows. “Funny, my job was a perfectly good reason for the last two guys to dump me.”

“Don’t let stupid assholes set the bar for you.”

“Thanks for your opinion, but I’m pretty sure I get to decide.”

He nodded. “I went a little too hard there. Let me try again.”

Fists on her hips, Sue tilted her head, waiting.

Darryl shook out his arms and rolled his head back and forth like a boxer. “Okay. You know how you said you could tell the night I met Lena that she’s the love of my life?”

“Yeah.”

“You and Adam can make this work. I can see it.”

Sue opened her mouth to protest, but Darryl held up a hand, stopping her.

“Give the guy a fair chance before you call it a day. That’s all I’m saying. Get to know him, figure out what you want. If it still seems like a dead end, it is. But don’t kill it before you’ve given it a real shot.”

Sue studied Darryl for a moment before she said, “Okay.”

“Really?”

“Yeah.” Sue dropped her arms to mirror his posture. “You’re right. Adam deserves a chance. And I like him.”

“So you deserve a chance, too.” Darryl gave her a wide grin and held the door open.

“I guess I do.”

Sue’s phone shook with a text as she resumed her seat at the table.

A: Listening to your playlist again. Did the guy from Phantom Planet memorize every note Paul McCartney has written?



S: Why do you ask?



A: His songs build the same way McCartney’s do



S: There isn’t any McCartney on that list



A: And?



Sue looked up and caught Darryl’s eye. She already grinned from Adam’s texts, the perfect respite from the mess that waited for her, but her smile broadened for her friend. She liked Adam, but him listening to the music she loved? Talking to her about it? Yeah, he gave her exactly the kind of escape she needed.

S: You talking rock and roll is dead sexy



A: Miniskirt sexy?



S: Maybe. Keep talking.












  
  
Chapter 4




Sue stretched and rolled over, reaching for her phone on the nightstand. It had only been a week since New Orleans, but she appreciated sleeping in a real bed instead of one of the bunks on the bus. She’d slept on the bus twice so far and it’d made an impression. Even though the guys had sprung for real mattresses, the sleeping spaces were small. Being able to stretch out upon waking had become a luxury, especially since the room didn’t smell like sweaty T-shirts or corn chips. 

She opened her calendar for the day and scrolled through the list. Standard stuff filled the page. The “media training” that afternoon with Chris had her stressed, though. She’d set aside three hours and had no idea if it would be enough.

Emily had put Sue in touch with a private doctor who’d come to them in Savannah to administer the tests. She would send Chris the results no matter where they were. It would cost a fortune, but he said he didn’t care. The proof was worth the price. 

With the doctor in place, Sue waited for the background check on the reporter. She needed to know more about what drove this woman to look for horrible stories. Plus, learning more about Julie might lead them to the little boy’s mother. Were the women friends, scheming together? Sue needed to know exactly what they were facing so she could protect Chris and the band. They weren’t famous enough for a secret baby to be a scandal. But framed the right way, a story about an abandoned baby could limit their potential. 

Sue knew Chris didn’t care about other people’s opinions of him. But the idea that he’d abandoned someone had almost burned him down. If he showed the press the same level of anger she’d seen last night, that would be the story: Dangerous Rocker Abandons Child. Chris wasn’t dangerous, and the guy who chipped in money for a friend’s college fund didn’t seem the type to abandon. Until Sue had more facts, her best course was to deny the story and work to keep it from seeing the light of day.

Worried and dreading more fights with Chris, she flipped to her text messages. Adam had taken to sending her daily random factoids from his travels and his own interviews. The night before he’d regaled her with information about the Atlanta airport. She smiled as she reread the messages, grateful to have him giving her an escape. Sue needed some levity, so she focused her response on their upcoming date. 

S: While you’re warming up Hotlanta for me, I’ll be considering my wardrobe. xoxo



After showering and dressing, she checked her phone again.

A: I’ll talk the Hawks into a demo game if it means you’ll wear The Skirt.



She grinned at the idea of him desperate to see her in a miniskirt, her satisfaction almost primal.

S: Basketball arena is too cold. But I look great in a parka.



She smirked and called Tom to invite him to breakfast. As a nod to his role as official planner and scheduler of the tour, Sue tried to talk with him daily to make sure they stayed in sync, though today she wouldn’t share much about the scheduled media training. 

Her phone buzzed with a text as they were shown to their table at a local diner.

A: Basketball’s out. You like beach volleyball?



S: Can’t wear the skirt for volleyball, interferes w/my spike.



“That’s an interesting look,” Tom said as he slid into the booth.

“Excuse me?” Sue sat across from him and put her phone facedown to focus.

“The expression on your face. It was interesting.”

“Okay.” Sue flipped open her menu. She already had Darryl, Justin, and Brad weighing in on her love life. She didn’t need Tom’s opinion, too.

“You planning something?”

“No.”

“Huh. I figured you were plotting your revenge against Darryl.”

“I totally forgot!” Sue entered a reminder into her phone. Darryl. Revenge. Must be big.

Tom scratched his head. “You forgot?”

“Yeah. New Orleans, Chris—I’ve been busy. It’s back on my radar now. I’ll get him good.”

“I have no doubt.”

The waitress brought drinks and took their orders. 

Tom added sugar to his coffee. “D’s going to Brazil. I guess you win that bet.”

When Darryl had explained the trip to Tom the night before, D expressed surprise that Tom’s reaction had more to do with logistics than the reason for the trip. But like Sue, Tom—and the rest of the band—had an instinct about D and Lena.

Sue wiggled her eyebrows. “It’s not official yet.” 

“It’s close. The guys all thought I’d get married first.”

“Why?” As far as Sue knew, Tom hadn’t actively pursued anyone since his last breakup about a year before.

Tom slouched in the booth. “I’m the responsible one.”

“True, but not bet worthy.”

“Exactly.”

Sue drummed her fingers against the table. “I’m a little surprised you’re unattached, though.”

“Why?”

Sue considered her words before answering. The last year had been a huge anomaly. Tom had never been known to be openly passionate, but he did usually have a girlfriend. They seemed like the kind of relationships that checked a box. Have someone to call every day. Done. Netflix and chill partner: acquired.

When it came to his life and the things he loved doing, Tom rarely included the women he dated, which meant his relationships never lasted long. Six to nine months, tops. As soon as the woman realized he wasn’t going to invite her on a road trip, meet her family, or even purposely introduce her to his friends, she left.

Sue understood and it made her cringe. She didn’t hold people at arm’s length quite the way he did, but she knew she made it difficult. On purpose. She had goals. Men who couldn’t handle that were better off leaving sooner rather than later. She shuddered. Adam was hanging in there, though.

Tom waved a hand in front of her face. “Hey-o, you gonna tell me why I’m not supposed to be single?”

Sue blinked. “You like taking care of people.”

“Not all people.”

“Of course not. We have standards. Look at the family we come from. Not a divorce in the batch. Nan loved Gramps desperately until the day she died. My parents flirt with each other right in front of me. Yours are no better, even with your dad in the Middle East for all those years.” Sue rubbed her thumb along the handle of her fork. “Your parents made long distance relationships look easy.”

“They could’ve at least faked a fight to help us feel normal.” Tom fidgeted in his seat, propping an elbow along the edge.

Sue sipped her orange juice. “It’s not easy to find that, and it’s clear you want the same thing. Who can blame you?”

“So my trouble with women is that I want the unicorn of a relationship both our parents have?”

“Your trouble is hormonal. You date women who turn you on, but you don’t care about an actual relationship,” Sue said. “If you did, you’d at least let them visit you on tour.”

Tom furrowed his brow. He opened his mouth as though to talk but drank his coffee instead.

Sue drummed her fingers on the table. “Well?”

“I work on a rock tour. My options are limited.”

“Cop out.”

“Most chicks are interested in the band. And the women who are interested in me usually hate the fact that I’m a professional wanderer.”

“Point taken. What about back in Michigan? Any prospects there?” 

Tom squirmed. 

“Ahhh, nice.”

“It’s more like an extremely vague possibility. It’s nothing like you and Adam.”

It was Sue’s turn to squirm. “There’s not much to me and Adam.”

“Isn’t there?”

The waitress appeared with their food at the perfect time. Hopefully this would get Tom onto a new subject. The mere mention of the happy marriages she’d grown up around reminded her that maybe she should break up with Adam. Her parents were each other’s biggest cheerleaders. None of her previous boyfriends had been comfortable with her ambition.

Tom unrolled his silverware. “Well?”

“Well what?”

“What’s going on with you and Adam?”

Sue shoved a forkful of pancakes into her mouth and surveyed the table. She needed something to derail the conversation since it raised things she didn’t know how to process. She’d intended for Adam to be a fun escape. An oasis in the mayhem of her job. Feelings had no business there.

“You can play your avoidance game with the guys, but I know you better.”

Sue finally looked Tom in the eye. “I’m not avoiding.”

“Then what’s the deal?”

Sue put her fork down and sat back, glaring. She shouldn’t be surprised. Forcing uncomfortable conversations was their MO. “Why do you all want to talk about him so much? You guys are the worst gossips.”

Tom cut into his omelet. “Sue, we all more or less live with each other.”

“Yeah. And you guys hover around me constantly.” Sue’s climbing pitch gave away her aggravation. She paused to regain control of her voice. “Everybody knows everything.”

“You know better than that.” He could’ve smirked or looked smug. Instead, Tom’s gaze showed compassion. Damn it.

Sue rolled her eyes and picked up her fork. She stared at Tom for a long moment before she dug into her breakfast again. “One question. Then we talk shop.”

“Would he go to Brazil for you?”

Sue stilled, not wanting Tom to see her choke on her food. “I don’t know.” She should break up with Adam, but she didn’t want to. She figured him meeting her on tour would be cumbersome, but she didn’t ask him to stay away. She could’ve slept with him in New Orleans and gotten him out of her system, but she hadn’t. What the hell was she doing? She sawed her knife across her pancakes. “Part of me hopes he would.”


      [image: ]A: No basketball, no volleyball, will the skirt interfere w/your golf swing?



Adam hit send, checked the time, and consulted the meeting itinerary. So far everything had been on schedule. Normally he’d be happy with that, but today he wanted to speed it up. 

“Adam! Good meeting this morning.” Keith, a partner in Adam’s newest venture and one of the few friends he kept in contact with from college, jogged over.

“Yeah, looks like the next round of funding is on lock.”

“Yup and the team’ll have the project done on time.”

“Even better.” Adam’s phone vibrated. “Hang on a second.” 

S: Only if I can wear heels on the course. Golf shoes don’t go w/the skirt.



Adam smiled and slipped the phone into his pocket. “We’re ready to roll out the marketing plan?”

“Yeah, but we may need to borrow a body or two from Sports Mecca to get it out the door,” Keith said. “Speaking of, everything okay back at the office?”

“Running like clockwork. Why?”

“You’re checking your phone more than usual.”

“I’m staying in the city for the weekend and trying to coordinate some plans.”

“I thought Lauren did that for you.”

Adam shook his head. “Lauren manages my work schedule.” 

“Ah, so you’re here for business but staying for pleasure.” Keith gave a leering smile.

“Something like that.” If he hadn’t known Keith for so long, the lewd suggestion would bother Adam. Sue couldn’t be boiled down to “pleasure.”

“Please tell me it doesn’t involve your family or a sports event.”

Adam rolled his eyes. “What’s wrong with staying in town for a soccer match or two?”

“I knew it!” Keith clapped a hand on Adam’s back. “I’d criticize, but my wife’s threatening divorce if I miss the baby’s birth over sports.”

Adam smirked. “Most people celebrate their team winning the NBA finals with wild sex. But you guys had to celebrate LeBron snagging a cherry deal.” 

“Don’t lie. If you had a woman, you’d celebrate that gift of stories the same way.”

Adam lifted an eyebrow in response. 

“Anyway, I keep telling her as long as she doesn’t go past the due date, we’ll be fine. She still threatens me.”

“Weren’t you late for your wedding rehearsal because of a Braves game?”

Keith adjusted his watch. “She shouldn’t have been surprised. I gave her the schedule.” 

Adam studied his friend as he laughed. “You’re excited about the baby, aren’t you?”

Keith blushed. “Yeah. Lacey has no idea, but I’ve sold my Braves seats for most of the season.”

“That should more than make up for your wedding rehearsal.”

Keith smiled before snapping to attention. “Want me to pick you up for the Saturday game?”

“Not this time. But thanks.”

“Got a hot date?”

“Yes,” Adam said.

Keith’s eyebrows shot up. “You do?”

“Yeah. Any chance we can wrap this a little earlier than what the agenda says? Like around four?” Adam held out the schedule, grateful he didn’t have to explain how badly he wanted to get to Sue.

“You don’t need to be here for the last meeting. It’s announcing the budget we went over last week,” Keith said.

“You sure?”

“Positive. The board approved it this morning. Nothing’s changing. We’re telling the teams what they can spend next quarter. Skip it.”

Adam tapped the page. “I think I will.” 

“They’re heading back in.”

“I’ll be right there.” Adam pulled his phone out and sent Sue a quick text.

A: Heels, golf spikes, not much difference. Go for it.










  
  
Chapter 5 




“When does the doc get here?” Chris stormed into Sue’s room and walked straight to the back of the space. He leaned against the vanity, not looking at her. 

“About fifteen minutes?”

“Why didn’t you tell me to be here in fifteen minutes?”

“So we could talk.” Sue opened the picture of the little boy on her phone. His resemblance to Chris was striking. They had the same face, but the boy had darker hair.

“What’s there to talk about? Not my kid. I’m taking a fucking DNA test to prove it.” Chris knocked against the counter. “Then I’ll lay a massive lawsuit on that bitch so she’ll think twice before dragging innocent people down.”

“She doesn’t see you as innocent, Chris.”

“I meant the kid.”

Few things shook Sue, but his glare gave her a chill. “I’m sorry.”

Chris turned and faced the mirror.

“I hired one of Emily’s investigators to find the boy and his mother. See if she’s actually talking to the record label.”

“The kid isn’t mine.”

“I believe you. But if we find them, we take away Julie’s power. And Chris, he looks just like you.”

“He looks like me.” Chris shook his head, his back still to Sue. “You won’t get mad if I ask every redheaded kid I meet if you’re their mom?”

Sue dropped her phone on the dresser. “Point taken.” She bit back the apology on her tongue. She didn’t like this line of conversation any more than he did, but she needed as much information as possible to protect him. He was right, though; the little boy was innocent. If she learned more, she might be able to protect the child. 

“He’s too old to be mine, anyway.”

Sue wrinkled her brow. “Julie said he’s three. You could have a three-year-old.”

“I was capable of fathering a child three years and nine months ago.” Chris stepped away from the window and looked her in the eye. “But my child wouldn’t be older than two. At the most.”

Sue held his gaze for a moment until what he said sank in. A knock at the door stopped her from speaking.

Chris pushed past her to answer it. “You the doctor?”

“Yes.”

Chris held the door wide and gestured for the woman to come in.

The doctor introduced herself, set a case on the dresser and explained the exam and testing process before taking out a stack of papers. “You’ll need to sign consent forms for the tests. Are we doing a full panel of STIs?”

“Yeah,” Chris said.

“On both of you?”

“No,” Chris said. “Just me. You can share results with her, though. I’ll sign whatever saying as much.”

“There’s no release for that. You can disclose your results to whomever you want once you have them.”

Chris nodded as he filled out the paperwork.

“You’ll want some privacy for this,” the doctor said.

Sue snapped to attention. “Right. I’ll go...somewhere.”

Chris held a card out to her. “Go to my room. Darryl’s eating his way through the city.” Before he let her take it, Chris pulled it, and Sue, toward himself. “Everything we discussed stays right here.” He gestured between them. “No one knows any of this shit and if they find out, I’ll know it’s you.”

“You can trust me.”

“You better fucking hope so.” Chris let go and turned toward the doctor. ***

While Chris got his tests, Sue called Emily again to confirm the private investigator had been put on the case. She needed to hear the woman’s story firsthand, not filtered through a reporter with an axe to grind. 

She kept busy so she wouldn’t obsess over the situation, at least not until she had more information. After she’d wrapped things up with the local reporter and sent the band off to soundcheck, Sue rearranged the merch table for the third time. She focused on a challenge she had a better chance of overcoming—selling more T-shirts. They moved a surprising number of CDs on show nights, but aside from the new designs they’d produced in New Orleans, they hadn’t sold many shirts. She needed to change that, and fast, so they could order more of the new designs and not have to take the older shirts to Europe. After rehanging all the signs, she noticed the stickers were low, so she crouched down for a quick inventory before she made a run to the bus. Her phone vibrated with a message as she stood. 

A: Heels and golf tomorrow. But what are you wearing right now?



Sue’s lips curled into a little smile. Adam was always an excellent distraction. Their back and forth had her legitimately considering wearing the skirt, simply for his reaction. “Well, he’s getting saucy now, isn’t he?” 

“Am I?” Adam spoke right in her ear, his breath tickling her skin and sending a bolt of desire through her. 

She jumped and almost knocked over the merch table.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to scare you.” Adam pulled her to him, steadying her against his side as he kept the table from tipping over.

Hand pressed to her heart, Sue steadied herself. She’d been startled, but she wasn’t scared. She wanted more. “What are you doing here?”

“I told you I needed to see you as soon as possible.” The words were low, and his hand on her waist might as well have been electricity pulsing through her.

Sue wrapped herself around him, unfathomably happy to see him and annoyed that she had to work. “I still have to put in a few hours.”

“I can be patient.”

“You sure?”

“Waiting for you is much easier when I’m near you.” Adam leaned in, brushing his mouth over hers.

“Not here.” Sue twined their fingers. After a week of thinking about him and dodging prying questions and comments from the band, she wanted a minute alone with him. She wanted to react without worrying about an audience or judgement or anything but his hands and lips on her. “Come with me.” 

She led him out to the alley behind the club to the bus. She went into the attached trailer and retrieved a small box. She gestured for Adam to follow her to the other side of the bus. Once she couldn’t see the club, she stood on her toes and wrapped her arms around his neck, kissing him deeply. She melted against him, happy and relieved to have a minute where he was the only thing on her mind.

He skimmed a hand up her back and pulled her tighter against him. 

She squeezed his body against hers until she thought she might lose her balance. Sue pulled back. “Welcome to Savannah.”

“If I knew that was waiting for me, I would’ve been here hours ago.”

“Then I never would’ve gotten any work done.” If what she’d said hadn’t given away her desires, the low pitch of her voice probably did. Damn, it was good to see him. Sue stepped away, grabbed his hand, and reluctantly led him back into the club.

She dropped the stickers at the merch table and made sure not to touch Adam as a reporter asked her about Words Fail Me tour dates. She forced a T-shirt on him with the excuse that it had the schedule printed on it. She silently willed him to wear it, even though she knew he wouldn’t. Not tonight, anyway. Not at their show.

When the band finally hit the stage, Sue left the merch booth in Tom’s hands and mixed in with other concertgoers. Adam wrapped his arms around her from behind, holding her close. His chest rumbled against her when he sang along, which only endeared him to her more.

She surveyed the audience several times, always disappointed when she found each of the three reporters who’d interviewed Words Fail Me before the show. Normally this would thrill her. They liked the band enough to stay. Tonight, their interest was torture. Sue wouldn’t leave until the reporters did—it helped her to ensure they had what they needed for their articles. She needed their stories and she needed them to be good enough to generate buzz the record label would notice, even though she made sure the suits saw every bit of media she got for the guys.

As the set wound down, Sue slowly untangled herself from Adam. It had been a great hour, but she had to make sure the guys mingled and didn’t piss off the reporters. And she needed to sell some fucking T-shirts. When the house lights went dark after the final song, Adam pulled Sue back against him, lifted her chin toward him, and kissed the hell out of her.

“I’ll be at the bar.” He set her loose on wobbly legs.

That he seemed to understand her priorities was as big of a turn on as his kiss had been. How long would it last, though? Eventually he’d tire of waiting.

Sue plastered on a fake smile as she helped Tom sell CDs, took pictures for fans, and all but begged people to buy T-shirts.

The time between Words Fail Me’s set and Skein’s was both lightning fast and agonizingly slow. CDs, stickers, and pins flew off the table, and social media mentions had Sue’s phone pinging almost nonstop. Still, each time she looked up and caught Adam’s gaze on her, she wanted to abandon her post and go to him. He didn’t look impatient or bored or annoyed. He seemed interested. At one point, she caught him staring as she bent over. He looked hungry. Skein couldn’t get on stage fast enough.

Brad, Justin, and Darryl came out as soon as they got their gear off the stage and immediately got the attention of their fans. Sue loved it, knowing that even if she didn’t move the damn shirts, the guys were selling music and earning loyalty. It wouldn’t win her many points with the record label in the near term, but she played the long game. Fan loyalty would serve them well. 

When the house lights dimmed for Skein, most people moved toward the stage, but Sue stayed at the merch table while Tom got more CDs from the trailer. Darryl and Justin hung out at the bar with Adam. She joined them when Tom returned. 

About halfway through the set, Darryl leaned toward Sue and encouraged her to leave early with Adam. Although grateful for the suggestion, Sue declined. When the show finally ended, she sold CDs and stickers for the thirty minutes it took for the place to clear out. She even took a quick walk around the building to make sure the reporters were gone before helping to load the trailer. Adam waited at the bar again, his patience becoming more and more impressive, while Sue grew more anxious to be done for the night. She got a pleasant surprise when she found Chris and Brad had done most of the work during Skein’s show. 

On her way to the front of the house, she bumped into Darryl, who carried a box of shirts.

“They’re almost done back there. Can you believe it?” Sue asked.

“Brad must be hot to get to the hotel or else he would’ve waited for the rest of us to help.”

“Anything left?”

“The actual table,” Darryl said.

“I’ll get it and meet you at the trailer.” She hustled to the front of the club, folded the table, and carried it toward the back door. She met Darryl backstage again.

He reached for the table. “I got this. You and Adam get out of here.”

“I got it. It’ll take two seconds.”

“Nah.” Darryl took the folding table from her. “Go have fun.”

“Thanks, D.” She gave him a fist bump. 

“Hey, before you go.” He leaned the table against his leg and fished in his pocket. “I’m not using these. Someone might as well.” He gave her two condoms from his wallet.

“D?”

“You know the deal with Lena. I don’t know what’s up with you guys, but just in case.”

Sue pressed her lips together. She loved that this seemed so nonchalant for him, like they’d truly accepted her as part of the group. But she purposefully kept certain details to herself. She shoved them back at him. “It’s okay. I’m good.” 

Darryl held up a hand, stopping her. “I don’t want to know if they get used, and I won’t tell the fellas in case there’s any outstanding bets.”

“This is weird.” Yes, Darryl had to tell her about Lena, but aside from Chris’s bragging, the rest of them kept their sex lives to themselves. 

“Remind me to show you where the stash is on the bus. Then it won’t be weird.” D grinned and picked up the table again. “Get outta here.” He took a few steps backward.

Sue shouldn’t have been surprised they had a condom stash on the bus, but it still amused her. “Thanks, D.”

“Go!” He shooed her away.

Sue tucked the condoms into her pocket and headed to the front of the house. Adam still sat at the bar where she’d left him. Patience had never looked sexier. She grabbed his hand and motioned toward the door. “Let’s go.”

Adam absently threw some bills next to his half-empty glass and let her pull him out of the club. “Where are we going?”

“To a square.”

“Any one in particular?”

“The closest one. I want to test a theory.”

Sue made a beeline for one of the benches in Telfair Square. Adam put an arm around her, and she turned halfway to face him, finally letting all her giddy joy over his surprise come to the surface. “I can’t believe you drove out here. I’ll be in Atlanta in less than twelve hours.”

“Your texts made me anxious.” He slid close.

“That was the idea.” 

“And you’re wearing a skirt. Not the skirt, but I’m glad I didn’t miss this one.” Adam played with the wisps of hair that had fallen out of her clip. He rubbed the edge of her skirt against her knee with his other hand.

Sue shifted her head toward his palm. As much as the running commentary on her wardrobe annoyed her—she sure as hell hadn’t put the skirt on for anyone but herself—she finally felt normal. Adam liking her more when she was authentic was a prize she cherished. “It’s getting too warm to wear jeans all the time.”

“One more reason to love the spring,” Adam said, his lips against her shoulder.

“Spring Training and skirts?” Sue shivered as he worked his way from her shoulder to behind her ear.

“And the Champions League final.”

“Can’t forget the Champions League.” Sue settled into his arms, enjoying his light touches and the fact that even though he’d spent the evening with her in a sweaty club, he still smelled like grass warm from the summer sun.

“What’s the theory you’re testing?” Adam kept his mouth by her ear when he spoke.

Sue moved to face him, but his lips were so close that she had to have them. She pulled him closer as they kissed, her hand resting at his nape, her thumb against his quickening pulse. 

Adam’s fingers trailed up her spine, making her want to crawl under his skin. She arched her back, pressing her chest into his. He shifted on the bench, pulling her into his lap. The look in his eyes when they broke their kiss was pure fire.

“This is not relaxing,” Sue whispered.

Adam kissed his way down her neck. “No?”

“Not even close.”

“Wanna go somewhere?”

“Yes.” Sue kissed him again.

“Walk or drive?”

“Drive.”

Adam kept his hands on her as he led her a few short blocks to his rental car. He opened the door for her, kissing her before she got in. They pulled away from the curb before he asked where they were going.

“The Hyatt.” He probably hadn’t booked his own room. He’d come to Savannah to stay with her. She hoped he’d been thinking about it all day.

After the longest three-block drive in history, Sue pushed opened her hotel room, wrapping her arms around Adam before the door closed behind them. He skimmed his hands down her sides, grabbed her legs and lifted her, wrapping her legs around him. She tightened her legs, impressed and turned on that he never broke their kiss as he put her where he wanted her and carried her to the bed. He sat on the edge, Sue straddling him. He kissed her mouth, her jaw, her neck, her shoulders. All the while his fingers teased her waist and back. When he cupped her breasts, she untied the neck of her halter and let it fall forward, desperate for his hands on her bare skin.  

The look he gave her knocked the wind out of her. She mentally berated herself for waiting so long. This man was a refuge. She leaned over to kiss him and pulled his shirt out of his waistband. He worked his way back down from her mouth, taking extra time to kiss her skin on either side of the pendant he’d given her. She smoothed her hands over his shoulders, appreciating the shape of his toned body and wondering how to keep his mouth on her while she removed his shirt, when his phone vibrated against her thigh. He grunted and shifted, pulling the phone out of his pocket. He tossed it behind him and refocused on her breasts, pulling at her nipples through the thin fabric of her bra. The phone lit with another call a few seconds later.

“Adam.” Sue’s skin tingled, and she ached to get him out of his clothes, but the phone distracted her. “Can you turn it off?”

“Yeah.” He kissed her then leaned back, his gaze fixed firmly on her.

She pulled his shirt off and tossed it in the same direction as the phone as it illuminated again. That she saw anything other than the solid chest below her annoyed her. “The guys don’t even call me this late.”

Adam pushed the phone off the bed and danced his fingers down her back until they hit the edge of her clothes. “Maybe they’re pranking us.” Adam pulled her top over her head, dropped it, and felt around her waist. 

She used the opportunity to press their bodies together again. The way his fingers barely touched her seared. She wanted more. More pressure. More grip. More teasing. More him. 

His fingers found her zipper and he yanked. “Finally.” 

Sue stood and stepped out of the skirt and her shoes. She climbed onto him again, tugging his zipper. He flipped her over and balanced above her, teasing her with his body, so close but not touching her. She felt his breath, his pulse, and wanted his weight. She unzipped his pants as he pulled her bra down and kissed her chest. 

His phone let out a loud alert tone that froze them both.

“Fuck.” Adam reached for the phone. “911 page.” He kept a hand on Sue as he scrolled to the message on the phone. “I’m sorry, I have to call my sister.” 

Sue sat up and readjusted her bra while he placed the call. Should she get dressed? Should she curl herself around him like she wanted to? The questions left her uncomfortably vulnerable. She found her blouse and held it against her chest.

“Claire, what’s going on?” The hard lines of aggravation fell from his face as he listened. 

Sue touched his shoulder. The swift change in his body language told her this wasn’t a nuisance call. He sat up straight and tense.

He leaned into her while his sister talked. “I’m in Savannah. I’ll get a flight.” He pulled Sue closer to him, gripping her waist. “Yeah, sit tight with the kids. I’ll get there. Don’t worry… Bye.” Adam sighed and faced Sue. “My grandmother fell down the stairs. She’s in bad shape. They’re taking her into surgery.”

“Oh no!”

“They’re worried about her hip and maybe a spinal injury. She’s eighty-five. She shouldn’t be on the stairs.”

Sue didn’t hesitate. “You have to go.” If it had been her grandmother, she’d be on her way, no questions asked. Hell, if it had been anyone she loved, she’d be on the next flight.

“I do. I’m sorry.” Adam had a sad, pleading look in his eyes.

“It’s family.”

Adam pulled her in close and hugged her. 

Sue laid her head on his shoulder. She closed her eyes, overwhelmed with the urge to kiss his neck. She wanted to comfort him but also feel his whole body against hers. She held her breath instead, trying to focus on letting him go.

“I’m sorry,” he repeated, still holding her. “My parents can’t get there until sometime tomorrow night. My brother-in-law is on the road. Claire wants to load the kids in the car and drive there now.”

“Even if they could all get there before you, I’d still tell you to go.” As much as she wanted him to stay, she knew if he did, it would change the way she saw him. He truly would be a fling. A quick token of fun, not a reward to savor. She silently willed him to be the reward.

Adam kissed her forehead. “Most women would be pissed.”

“Pissed is not the word I’d use right now.” In desperate need of an orgasm, preferably from him, was more accurate. “But it doesn’t matter. Call the airlines and figure out when you can get there.” Sue slid off the bed and handed Adam his shirt.
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