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      Sam Weis wants to marry me?

      

      It’s one way to get that crazy b$tch off my back.

      
        But Sam? That’s playing with fire.

        

        A bad boy Rockstar with melting eyes and that dimpled cocky grin.

        I wasn’t going to say no.

        It was one long hot steamy night.

        My hands in his tousled hair, his lips so hungry on my skin…

        

        I broke it off the next day, but I haven’t forgotten.

        His wounded gaze still eats up my soul.

        

        And now he’s proposing marriage to save my a$$.

        It’s just business, right?

        

        We won’t forget it’s pretend.

        Will we?
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        Faye

      

      

      I sat at the worn wood bar at Lunar Café, staring into my tiny cup of espresso but not really seeing it. The café was a local favorite in the Seattle neighborhood and open twenty-four hours. I had spent more than my fair share of time hanging out at the place, trying to wind down after a stressful day at work.

      I didn’t have to worry about that anymore. It was a bitter thought. I took a sip of the strong coffee. A storm of emotions filled me, and I didn’t even know where to begin to decipher it all.

      I was nervous and excited, anxious and angry, and, if I was being honest with myself, which I always made a point to be, fucking terrified.

      I was finally branching off on my own, not that I’d had much of a choice.

      I had been working at one of the largest talent agencies in Seattle. I’d worked my way up the totem pole for the last five years of my career. Things had been going great. I’d been in line for the promotion to lead agent I’d been eyeing.

      And then everything had gone to hell, and I knew exactly whose fault that was: Bryce’s. I shuddered just thinking his name.

      I had known it was a mistake to get involved with the lead singer of one of the bands my company represented. It had started out fun and lighthearted, but things had gotten serious fast.

      And then, as they always did when it came to me and relationships, things had gone badly. Namely, he hadn’t kept his hands off the groupies or his dick in his pants where it belonged.

      I’d found out and been heartbroken, and then pissed, and then I’d broken up with him. I didn’t do cheaters. I shook my head at myself. I should know better by now, damn it. I always fell for the same type: dark and brooding, poetic and sensual. Goddamned musicians.

      No more, I promised myself, taking another sip. No more musicians. Never again. They weren’t worth the heartache.

      But if it had just been a bruised heart—and if I was honest, a bruised ego—it wouldn’t have been that bad, except after I broke things off, Bryce went on a smear campaign against me. Instead of sticking up for me, the higher-ups at the agency had fired me. Letting me go, my boss had called it, due to extenuating circumstances.

      Hah! Due to extenuating douchebags maybe. All they saw were dollar signs, and Bryce was the singer for one of their biggest bands.

      I went back to sipping my espresso, staring out over the crowd of young locals. It was their loss. I was one of the best agents they had.

      I’d been dreaming of branching out and starting my own agency for years. This was just the shove I needed. Yep, that was all it was, just fate telling my it was time to take the leap. Sure, it was a little more abrupt that I’d expected, but I was damn good at my job. I had contacts all over the country thanks to my old job. I would show them all. In fact, I had a meeting with my first new client the very next day.

      It was a local band. I hadn’t seen them live, but I’d heard their demo and knew they were good. Really good. And I was going to make them great.

      I drew in a deep breath as the guy sat down next to me and ordered a drink. That was how I thought of him every time I saw him. He was dark, broody, and delicious—my kryptonite.

      I’d seen him before at Lunar, and every single time I couldn’t keep my eyes, or my fantasies, off him.

      He had chestnut-brown hair that was tousled like he’d just run his fingers through it. Or just gotten out of bed. The thought had heat stinging my cheeks, but it didn’t stop me from watching him from my peripheral. He was tall with the lean muscles of a swimmer and strong, broad shoulders.

      It was his eyes, though, that captivated me. Soulful dark eyes that stared out from under slashing brows. He was all cocky, sarcastic confidence on the outside, but all anyone had to do was look at his eyes to know he was a wounded soul. They were the eyes of a poet. Oh god, he really was exactly the type that made me go weak in the knees and turned my body to jelly.

      He smiled at me, a self-deprecating, lopsided smile that had a dimple winking at me from his right cheek, and I was lost. All it took was a simple smile and I melted on the barstool.

      “Hey, I’ve seen you here before,” he said, speaking softly so I had to lean forward to hear him over the noise of the crowded café.

      “I live just down the street,” I said with a smile. “I come here a lot.”

      “Really? Well, I might just have to start showing up more often, especially if I get to see you.” His smile grew into a grin, as if he knew what he was saying was cheesy as hell. He just didn’t care. And damn it, I knew it too, but that didn’t stop the tingles from shivering down my spine.

      “I’m Sam by the way.”

      “Nice to meet you, Sam. I’m Faye.” I held out my hand on instinct and he took it, but he didn’t shake it or release it. He just held it, lightly brushing his thumb over the sensitive back of my hand.

      “So, you’re a local?”

      “I grew up in the Midwest and transferred out here for college,” I said easily. And I was surprised that it was. He was easy to talk to, like I’d known him for five years instead of five minutes.

      As we talked, he asked me questions about myself instead of just telling me all about him. He seemed honestly interested in me, curious about my life. It was a refreshing change from all the egotistical musicians I’d had in my life.

      We joked and flirted, and I lost myself in the conversation. Hours ticked by like minutes, and for the first time in as long as I could remember, I was actually opening myself up. I didn’t think of Sam as a stranger. I couldn’t. It felt like I was sitting next to someone I’d known my whole life. He was funny and sweet and, most of all, actually listened to me.

      I was so engrossed in him that I barely noticed the time pass, but when I looked down at the clock on my phone, I jumped in surprise.

      “Holy shit! I should…I should be going.” Regret welled up inside me. I didn’t want to leave him, not his conversation or the smoldering way he’d been looking at me for the past hour.

      I reluctantly got to my feet and headed for the door.

      “Wait!” Sam said, chasing after me. “At least…at least give me your number. I want…I can’t…I’ve never…damn it.” He struggled to get the words out, but I understood perfectly. I’d never either.

      A wave of recklessness flowed through me. I didn’t know if it was because I’d been fired from my job, because of the way he made me feel when he looked at me—like I was the only person who existed in the world—or the terrible ache inside me.

      Whatever the reason, I found myself turning back toward him, the words falling out of my mouth before I could even think to stop them.

      “Do you…do you want to come back to my place?” Heat filled my cheeks as a blush stained them pink. I could hardly believe I’d just said that out loud. I waited for the regret or recrimination to rise because of my offer, which was so unlike me. But neither did. The only thing I felt was excitement, anticipation, and a wild desire that made me want to grab him and kiss him right there in the middle of the crowded café.

      Sam’s dark eyes widened in surprise for a moment before flaring with heat that burned me from the inside out. He didn’t say anything, just nodded, holding out his hand.

      He waited, patient, understanding. Giving me the chance to change my mind, to tell him no, to turn and walk away without him. But I didn’t want to be alone damn it. I wanted him, and I wasn’t going to change my mind. Once I had my heart set on something, neither heaven nor hell could keep my away, and I’d set my heart on Sam—at least for the night.

      I didn’t hesitate as I took his hand in mine and pulled him through the exit doors. Neither of us said a word as we walked hand in hand down the few blocks to my apartment. It was on the top floor of a posh building, but I didn’t care about any of that.

      The only thing I cared about at the moment was seeing if the rest of him looked as good as the teasing glimpses I’d gotten so far.

      “Wow. This is your place?” Sam asked as I pushed open the door. “Nice digs.”

      “Thanks.” The word was a distant murmur. I wasn’t looking around at my place, was ignoring the soft white walls and eclectic artwork scattered around the penthouse. My job paid well. Had, I reminded myself, feeling another pang of anger, but it just spurred on the heat and recklessness inside me.

      I’d spent my whole life playing by the rules, and what had I gotten for it? Fired. Well, I was done with that. Done with following other people rules. Done with letting other people direct my life.

      I was going to start living my life the way I wanted, and I was going to start right now, with Sam.

      My lips tipped up into a grin, and I didn’t let myself stop and think as I sauntered toward him. I grabbed the collar of his shirt in both hands and pulled him close for a kiss that shattered me.

      I wound my fingers through his too-long shaggy curls, and Sam had to bend down to meet my lips. His hands weren’t idle either. As we both grew breathless, his touch teased down my back and across my rib cage to settle at the tuck of my waist.

      “Bedroom. Now.” I said, barely able to get the words out, let alone form complete sentences. “Here.”

      I didn’t wait for his answer, just grabbed him by the hand and dragged him down the hall to my bedroom. I didn’t bother flicking on the lights. I was too impatient. My body called out for his, a desire so intense that it made my hands shake as I tore at his clothes.

      If my mind had been functioning, I would have asked myself why. Why was it so intense? Why did I want him so much more than I’d ever wanted Bryce? I’d thought I’d been in love with him. Why this man? Why did Sam affect me so?

      But my brain wasn’t working. All my thoughts were focused on my center, which was already warm and wet and more than ready for him, but he still slowed me when I dragged him toward the bed.

      We were both completely nude now, but he still didn’t give me what I wanted. No, what I desperately needed.

      I nearly growled in frustration as he laid me gently back on the bed. I didn’t want gentle damn it. I felt wild and out of control, and I wanted him the same way.

      Sam probably would have been worried if he had seen the devilish grin that spread across my face a moment before I flipped him onto his back. He must have been surprised. It was the only way I would have been able to move his much larger frame.

      He looked up at me with that same surprise shining in his melting dark eyes, and I couldn’t hold back a husky chuckle as I made my way down his muscular body.

      “Wh–what are you doing, I?” He groaned the words as I teased him with my tongue, tracing across the dips and valleys of his rib cage and abs, taking a detour to the cut line of his hips.

      “What do you think I’m doing?” I asked, every word dripping with sinful intent. I was going to drive him wild.

      I didn’t stop again until I went further south, and before Sam could tense any more, I took as much of his rock-hard erection as I could into the warm cavern of my mouth. I relished the pleasure-filled gasps I was pretty sure Sam wasn’t even aware he was making. Each sound rolled through me, making me swell even more with anticipation.

      Damn, I couldn’t remember the last time anyone had made me want them this bad. Not Bryce. Not anyone before him. It occurred to me that no one had ever made me feel this. The thought troubled me for an instant but was shredded as hard hands gripped my shoulders. I was pulled up his lean body, and as I stared down into his darkly handsome face, I could see that he was just as wild and out of control as I was.

      “I need you. Now.” The words were like gravel coming from his hoarse throat. “I can’t wait anymore.”

      My entire body was trembling as he slipped on a condom in record time. He paused then for one second, teasing my drenched pussy with his fingers to make sure I was ready.

      “Now, Sam.” I groaned. I couldn’t wait either. My body was on fire with need and he was the only one who could quench it.

      He didn’t need to be told twice. He grasped my hips hard as I settled over him, my thighs straddling his, and he slowly guided me onto his thick cock. It stretched me inside, more than his fingers had, but I was more than ready for him.

      And I was far too impatient for his slow, tentative thrusts. I threw my head back, my dark hair streaming in long waves down my back as I rode him. Faster and faster, harder and harder until we were both panting and glistening with sweat.

      Every time he sank deep inside me, the swollen head of his cock brushed against all the hypersensitive nerve endings, and each time wound me tighter and tighter.

      It felt like every atom in my body was about to explode. I wasn’t even aware of the panting moans that fell from my lips. I was lost in my own world of ecstasy where nothing and no one else existence except for me and Sam.

      I felt the tension start, little shockwaves that went off in my deepest, most sensitive places, and before I could open my breath to scream, it rolled over me. The massive tidal wave of pleasure and sensation knocked the breath from my lungs.

      It was all I could do to hold on as Sam flipped me over onto my back, fucking me fast and furious. I still couldn’t breath as another orgasm ripped through my body.

      I threw my head back, my eyes squeezed shut as tight as they could go, every muscle in my body clenched against the pleasure that swamped me.

      A second later I heard Sam groan out my name as he shuddered above me, but it was a long time before I could catch my breath again.

      I let out a panting giggle as Sam fell onto the bed beside.

      “What? What’s so funny?” he asked, a small smile teasing his lips as he glanced down at me. Warmth still shone from his dark eyes, and there was a satisfied gleam there as well. We both knew what he’d done to my body. And damn it, I wanted him to do it all over again.

      “I just…I’ve never done this before.”

      “What, meet a guy at a Seattle coffee shop and bring him home to your penthouse apartment in the middle of the afternoon and then rock his world?” Humor edged his words, and it had my own smile growing as I rolled my eyes up at him.

      “I wasn’t thinking anything that specific, actually,” I said sardonically, “but…yeah.”

      “Well if it’s any consolation, I don’t do this often either.” He waggled his eyebrows at me, causing another wave of laughter. “Not that I wouldn’t like to add it to my routine, now that you mention it.”

      “That…that is not what I…” I broke off, shaking my head at him, loving the heat and laughter that swirled in his dark gaze as he looked down at me. I watched as a moment of regret flashed across his handsome features before he rolled out of the bed.

      I stretched, feeling more amazing than I had in…as long as I could remember. I’d been so stressed over the last couple months, dealing with the agency and the fallout with Bryce, that I hadn’t taken a single moment just for myself, just done what I’d wanted to do.

      No more, I promised myself. I was going to put me first, treat myself right, live by my own rules for a change.

      I was so lost in my thoughts that it took me several minutes to realize Sam was nearly dressed.

      “Leaving already?” I asked, fighting a blush. I really wasn’t used to this “I was thinking you could stay for dinner at least…considering we already had dessert.”

      “I wish I could,” Sam said softly, and then he looked at me, still naked except for the sheet twined around my body. “Believe me, I really wish I could, but I’ve got practice. And I can’t be late…again.”

      “Practice?” I asked curiously, ignoring the little niggle of dread that went off in the back of my head. “What kind of practice? Basketball? Baseball?”

      “Ha! No.” He laughed, shaking his head. “I don’t really do sports.”

      Uh oh. “What…um…what are you practicing then? For a play?”

      He gave me an odd look. “No, with my band. I’m a guitarist for a local band called—”

      “Oh no.” I didn’t mean to say it out loud, and I could only imagine the expression on my face because he took a step toward me, one hand outstretched and his eyes gleaming with concern.

      “Hey, are you all right?”

      “Must have…must have been all that caffeine. You should, uh, probably just go now,” I said hurriedly, shock numbing all the pleasure that had just filled me.

      “You sure you’re okay?”

      “I’ll be fine. Just go.”

      He gave me one last long look before finally heading toward the door. I didn’t move until I heard the door close behind him. Then I covered my face with my hands as I groaned.

      “Why me? Why him? Out of all the guys in Seattle, why did it have to be a fucking musician?”

      No more musicians. Never again. I nodded firmly to myself, desperately trying to ignore the feeling of loss that settled deep inside me at the thought. No more Sam. No more musicians. They always broke my heart in the end, and I knew he wouldn’t be any different.
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        Sam

      

      

      I tapped my foot to a silent, nervous rhythm as I sat at the table with the rest of the band. Alice was sitting next to me. She was the lead singer of Moon. Casey, the drummer, sat across from her as they told dumb jokes to each other.

      Alice said something witty and sarcastic that had Casey laughing so hard he snorted, which set her off, but I didn’t pay attention to either of them.

      We were waiting for the meeting she had set up with an agent for the band. Alice had met someone and said they were great, just what the band needed to make the next step in our career.

      We had been playing together for five years, but I’d known Alice long before that. And Casey too, though not quite as long.

      I glanced over at Alice, and despite the sarcastic mask she always wore, I knew her well enough that I could make out the nervousness in her gray eyes.

      We were about as close as two friends could be, but Alice was more than just a friend. She was like a sister to me.

      She’d taken me under her wing after the house fire that had killed both of my parents when I was twelve. She had saved me from the worst of the foster care system. We’d gone through hell together, but I knew she had always protected me from the worst of it.

      We had met Casey in high school, and we had worked our asses off ever since to make a name for ourselves. And now we were going to be represented by an agent. Next would be regular shows at big-name venues. Maybe even a tour.

      I had to admit, I was excited. And if I was being honest with myself, I was more than a little nervous. I knew I needed my head in the game for this meeting, but I couldn’t stop thinking about the girl from the day before.

      She was dark and beautiful and had taken my breath away with her intelligence and the witty light in her sweet and sultry eyes. And her boldness. She’d been confident, knowing exactly what she wanted. And I was more than happy to give her that, over and over again.

      I was still cursing myself for not getting her phone number. I’d wanted to call her the moment I’d gotten to the warehouse where the band practiced. That was when I had realized I had no way to reach her. I had cursed myself out so soundly that all the band members had stared at me wide-eyed, but I hadn’t been able to tell them the truth.

      I’d finally hooked up with the girl of my dreams and now I couldn’t even call her.

      She had rocked my world. But I remembered the odd way she’d acted afterward—practically kicking out of her place, running from hot to cold so fast I’d been sure I had whiplash.

      My brows furrowed as I thought about it. She’d said that she hung out at Lunar Café a lot. She must have gone only during the day because the band played there pretty often and I had never seen her at the shows. I’d seen her at other times though.

      With her long black hair and mysterious dark eyes, she had a sultry beauty that stuck out.

      I had been drawn to her from afar and had been shocked at the heat in her eyes that had echoed the desire burning inside me. And I’d forgotten to ask for her fucking phone number.

      I was such an idiot! Maybe I would run into her again. I could only hope. I’d felt a spark with her from the moment our eyes had met, and I wanted to see where it would lead.

      Suddenly the door opened, a little jingling bell signaling that someone had just walked in, drawing my attention.

      I froze.

      Holy shit! It was her! My dream girl.

      A grin spread across my face, and I started to rise. That was the moment she saw me sitting there, and she stumbled mid-step. It was obvious from her suddenly blank expression that she wasn’t as happy to see me as I was to see her.

      Faye practically glared at me, in fact, as she took a seat at the opposite side of the table, as far away from me as she could be. She forced a polite, professional smile onto her face. It didn’t dim her beauty at all. If anything, the heat that now stained her cheeks a rosy red beneath her olive-toned skin made her that much more appealing.

      Casey noticed and sat forward with an appreciative smile. I nearly growled out loud. Alice shot me an odd look, but before I could speak, Faye was introducing herself as if nothing had happened between us.

      “I’m Faye Donnelly, and I’m ecstatic to be Moon’s new agent. We are going to do great things together.”

      We already had. What the hell was going on?

      The rest of the meeting passed by in a blur of signing contracts as Faye read a breakdown of her prospectus for the band. It was hard for me not to goggle at some of the venues she had booked for us. They were places we never would have been able to play on our own. But I was still stuck on what had happened between us and trying to figure out what the hell kind of game she was playing.

      By the time Alice and Casey left, talking excitedly about the band’s success, I was still wrestling with confusion.

      Faye put away her papers, neatly tapping the binder closed before rising herself—without a word to me. Not even a see you later. She turned to leave, and I was on my feet, reaching out for her before I could stop myself.

      “What the hell was that?” Nothing could have halted the question, and I didn’t even try. I wanted to hear the answer damn it. She owed me that at least.

      Faye turned to me with a cool look in her fathomless gaze.

      “I have one rule,” she said, her husky voice rushing over me. “I don’t date musicians. Ever.” She jerked her arm away “My heart’s been broken by them one too many times.”

      All I could do was stand there and watch as my dream girl turned and walked away, a sinking certainty that I was watching a good thing, maybe the best thing that had ever happened to me, leave settling inside me. What the hell could I have said to her answer anyway?
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        Sam

        

        18 months later

      

      

      “Over here is the sound stage. This is where you’ll be recording everything for the new album,” Rebecca Maloney said in her clipped, no-nonsense tone as she gestured to the gleaming space. Her bright red hair was pulled up into a neat bun, and nothing about her subdued skirt and matching tan blazer was out of place.

      I had to stop myself from ogling the state-of-the-art recording tech that filled the sound booth at Eureka Records.

      “This is…incredible.” I didn’t even realize I’d spoken out loud until Rebecca turned her placid smile to me.

      “Everything at Eureka is top of the line. Mr. Calloway always insists on the best for his artists.”

      Rebecca was Archer Calloway’s assistant. Archer Calloway was one of the biggest names in the music industry. As owner and CEO of Eureka Records, he had made millions finding and launching new bands on the indie scene. And Moon was going to be the next big band.

      I was the guitarist for the band. Alice Carlyle was the lead singer and songwriter, even though I had written some songs too. Casey Park was the drummer. He was currently busy testing out the ridiculous kit that was already set up inside the recording studio.

      Casey leaned forward as he pulled off the headphones and spoke into the microphone in front of him. “Guys! This is nuts!”

      Alice rolled her eyes before pressing the button on the sound board. “Yeah, I know. Get your ass back in here so we can continue on with the tour. You’re holding up Ms. Maloney.”

      “Oh please, call me Becca. Everyone does,” Rebecca said with another polite smile. “But you’re right. We really should get on with the tour before Mr. Calloway gets here.”

      Casey tripped over the drum kit in his haste to get back to the rest of the group, and I barely bit back a laugh. Alice didn’t even try to hold back. She threw her head back with the chuckle. Casey was red-faced when he finally made it back into the sound booth.

      “Can you believe this place?” he asked me with a mischievous grin. All I could do was shake my head.

      I couldn’t. Not really. I was practically trembling I was so ecstatic. And more than half of that was pure disbelief. After everything we had been through together, this whole thing still seemed like a dream I expected to wake from at any moment.

      The last year the band had skyrocketed to fame, in no small part due to the national tour we’d just finished, as grueling as it had been.

      I glanced over at the rehearsal studio, my gaze landing on the bass guitar that hung on the wall, untouched. It would remain untouched.

      At the end of the tour, we had lost one of our bandmates. I barely held back a shiver at the memories.

      Tyler had been the band’s bassist. He’d been with the band for a year and had even gone on tour with us. We had found out, nearly too late, that he’d been obsessed with Alice—obsessed to the point of sabotaging the tour, going so far as to tamper with the stage at one of our last shows. It had caused an accident that had sent Alice to the hospital.

      She’d been okay, thank god, but she was still bruised up from crashing through one of the stage panels Tyler had messed with. It hadn’t been until the end of the tour that we’d found out he’d been behind it all. The man was so insane, who knew what he would have tried next to get to her.

      It had all ended with Tyler threatening her life after he’d found out about Alice seeing the lead member of the band we’d been touring with, Obsidian. Tyler had lost it after that, like batshit crazy lost it.

      In the end, Tyler had been arrested and Alice had come out unscathed, but it still gave me nightmares to think about how easy it would have been for Tyler to hurt her.

      It had always been an unspoken pact between us to look out for each other, and I still felt like I’d let her down somehow even though she’d assured me it wasn’t my fault. No one could have known. It didn’t take that feeling of guilt away though.

      After everything that had happened with Tyler, the band had gotten together to talk about auditioning for a new bassist, but it hadn’t felt right. Alice had been hesitant and Casey had just shrugged. In the end, we’d decided to just stick with the trio moving forward with the upcoming album. It would be a stripped-down, completely honest version of ourselves. No extra bells or whistles. Just pure music.

      And honestly, I couldn’t wait to get started. We were all anxious to get in the recording studio.

      I had always loved music. It was more than just a hobby for me. Growing up as a single child, it had been my escape from boredom and loneliness. And after my parents’ death, it had become my refuge, the only thing I’d had to cling to. When my whole life had been torn apart, it had been the one constant. I could put on my favorite Smiths record and suddenly I wouldn’t feel quite so alone, or afraid.

      Music had gotten me through the roughest times of my life, and I still couldn’t believe I was actually here, actually making it as a musician. We were about to start recording our first major album, and I knew it had everything to do with—

      A door opened, and none other than Faye Donnelly walked in, the woman I had been just about to name in my thoughts.

      As always, she took my breath away. She strode in with her head held high, exuding a confidence that never dimmed no matter how bad the situation got. Faye didn’t accept failure sitting down. Or at all come to think of it.

      She had been the band’s agent for the past year and a half, and she had fought as hard for us to make it as I or Casey or Alice ever had.

      Faye had her long, dark tresses pulled up into a bun today, but a few tendrils had broken free to curl around her cheeks. Her eyes, as mysterious as ever, swept over the small group, pausing for a brief secretive smile with Alice before going serious again. She may have looked like sex walking, but she was all business.

      I fucking hated it.

      Ever since that one night we had shared together, there had been a tension between us. I knew there was something more, that there could be something more, between us, but every time I brought it up Faye snubbed me, walked away, or ignored me altogether. I couldn’t count the number of times she’d told me she didn’t date musicians. But that didn’t seem to matter. She still affected me, body, mind, and soul.

      I’d even tried to distract myself with other girls, as there was always a willing groupie. I had thought I could drown the memory of her, but nothing had worked. I’d just been left with an empty feeling in the pit of my stomach and my heart still galloping out of control whenever she was near.

      I couldn’t keep my eyes off her. Something about her always drew me in. I could remember every detail about that night over a year ago, before the tour, before Faye had become the band’s agent. It was the one and only night we’d ever had together, and it had never been enough for me.

      Faye walked close enough for me to catch the scent of her perfume—rose and amber, like flowers blooming at midnight. Pure sex.

      It was fucking torture, and it had been for the last eighteen months. She seemingly had no problem at all getting over me, but I felt like a lovesick puppy as I watched her.

      Her gaze passed over me, and there wasn’t even a flutter of an eyelash to say that anything had happened between us, but I felt that look shatter all the way down to my bones.

      I dreamed about her every night. She haunted me even when she wasn’t around, and when she was… It was a million times worse then. Like now, when she was so close I could have reached out and touched the satin-soft velvet of her skin. But I knew I couldn’t. Faye would break my arm if I tried.

      No, torture didn’t even begin to cover it.

      “Hey, guys. Good, you’re all here.” Faye’s voice was as prim and professional as always. Too bad I already knew what she sounded like in the throes of passion. I knew the little catch of pleasure in the back of her throat and the sexy little purring laugh after she’d come all over my—

      I cut the thought off violently as I walked over to where Faye was chatting with Alice. It took me a few moments before I could move, though, and I breathed harshly through my nose to try to get my body back under control.

      Casey joined us a few moments later so we were all standing in a circle. Rebecca, Archer’s assistant, watched from the sidelines of the room with a small, bored smile as she checked over the date book she held cradled in her arms.

      I grimaced. As Archer’s assistant, she was probably used to dealing with mega stars on a daily basis.

      We weren’t quite there yet, but soon enough, I promised myself. We were so close I could practically taste the gold records.

      I drew my attention back to Faye as she started talking again.

      “Before we go any further, I just want you all to know how proud I am of you guys. Proud of how far you’ve all come in the past year, especially after what happened with the tour…and Tyler.”

      Her expression grew serious, but anger flashed hotly in her dark eyes. Faye and Alice had become more than just client and agent. They had become close friends, and Faye took what had happened to our star singer as a personal attack.

      “We don’t have much time,” Faye said. “Archer is on his way in, but I wanted to let you know how amazing you are and that I know you’re going to crush it.”

      Faye had a fierce smile on her face that damned near took my breath away. I couldn’t say a thing, but luckily Alice stepped into the silence.

      “Of course we are,” she said with a half grin of her own. After the attack, she’d bounced back far better than I would have expected. I knew it was because of her relationship with Connor.

      I knew other secretes about them, too, but they weren’t mine to talk about. Alice would speak when she was ready, and with how fast everything had happen, I wasn’t surprised that she needed some time to work things out for herself first.

      Faye had just opened her mouth to say something else when the doors opened once more. Rebecca fluttered over nervously to hold the door open as Archer Calloway made his entrance.

      That was the only way to put it really. He strutted inside the room in his suit, which had probably cost more than all the clothes I had in my closet put together.

      “There’s my star band,” he said with his slick smile that instantly put me on edge.

      Calloway had perfectly styled blond hair and features most women found attractive. Everything about him had me gritting my teeth.

      Archer greeted the band members with a mega-watt smile and fake air kisses before wrapping a proprietary hand around Faye’s waist and herding her to the other side of the room.

      Alice started to whisper excitedly about the upcoming recording sessions but I couldn’t’ focus on her words. All I could do was stand there and stare at Faye and Archer.

      They made a striking pair, standing next to each other, their heads bent close. Faye was dark and sultry, with an earthy sensuality that oozed from every pore even though she wasn’t aware of it. Archer, on the other hand, was fair-skinned and blond-haired.

      I fucking hated him.

      I had to grit my teeth as I watched them talk. It was obvious from the gleam in Archer’s bright blue eyes that they weren’t discussing business.

      A part of me wanted to march over there, grab Faye, and put myself between them. Put as much distance between her and the record mogul as possible. But I knew Faye would be pissed off if I did anything of the sort.

      She seemed to think she was invincible and would reject even the offer of help. She thought it made her look weak to ask, and she’d never accept in a million years, especially not from me. Not when she had Archer fucking Calloway.
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      “Really, Mr. Calloway, you’ve been too generous already,” I said, forcing a chuckle. I just hoped it didn’t look too much like the grimace it felt like.

      “Please, how many times do I have to tell you? Call me Archer.” He grinned at me. With his blond hair and polished good looks, I assumed more than one woman had fallen victim to his charm. But I wasn’t just any woman, and he wasn’t my type. I made sure to keep my own smile professional and distant, taking a step back to put more distance between us.

      “Honestly, Mr. Calloway—”

      “Archer. I insist.” The grin dropped a little bit, but a moment later it was back in full force. All I could do was shrug.

      “All right, Archer,” I said through gritted teeth. “You’ve already gone above and beyond for the band, and that’s who I’m here to take care of.”

      “And who’s taking care of you?”

      I paused for a moment, trying to think of the best way to answer his flirtatious comment.

      “I, uh, have no problem taking care of myself,” I said slowly, hoping he would get the point. “I’m a grown woman after all.”

      I barely held back the urge to roll my eyes at the man. What I really wanted to do was tell him in no uncertain terms that I wasn’t interested, but after all the band had been through, the last thing I wanted to do was jeopardize their shot at making and producing a record with Eureka. I knew how big of a deal this contract was for them.

      “Oh, believe me,” Archer drawled, leaning forward with that slick smile of his, “I know.”

      I gritted my teeth, inhaling a deep breath. No. Nope. Screw this guy.

      I grinned, but it was more of a baring of teeth than an actual smile.

      “I’m just going to stop you right there, Mr. Calloway.”

      “Archer. I told you, call me Archer,” he said, interrupting, his own smile growing wider. All I could do was shake my head.

      “I really don’t think that’s appropriate.” I went right on talking as if I hadn’t even noticed his attempt to derail me. “And I have one hard and fast rule: I don’t date musicians.”

      “Well it’s a good thing I’m not a musician then,” he said with a grin that had his bright blue eyes sparkling. Damn, he was handsome. But so not my type.

      “Believe me, Mr. Calloway, you qualify.” I threw him a look, half-pleading, half-glaring. “And besides, I’d never do anything to risk the band’s shot at success.”

      Archer’s brows rose in affront, but there was still that gleam of a smile in his baby blues. “I would never take something you do out on the band. That’s business.” He leaned closer. “This is pleasure. I always keep the two separate.”

      “Yeah, I’ve heard that one before.”

      Archer’s statement drew up painful memories. Memories of my ex, Bryce. I had been in love with him once, and he’d screwed me over—after screwing half the girls on the Eastern Seaboard. I wasn’t about to make the same mistake twice. Hell no. Not today.

      My gaze slid over to where Sam was chatting with the rest of the band despite my best intentions.

      It was always like that when we were in the same room together. Hell, in the same state even. His tousled chestnut curls had grown long enough to tease his forehead, and his dark, poet’s eyes were serious.

      As if Sam could sense my stare, he turned his head so suddenly I didn’t have time to react. His gaze instantly trapped mine, holding it hostage. Archer was saying something else but I didn’t hear the words. The sound of my racing heart drowned out everything else. The steady rush was like white noise filling my ears and my vision narrowed down to Sam as if we were the only two people who existed in the world.

      I couldn’t draw my gaze away as heat settled low and insistent, deep inside me. I couldn’t keep my mind off him either, no matter that I knew it was hopeless.

      He was a musician damn it, and even though I’d had one moment of weakness with him—granted it had been before I’d known what he was—I’d still seen him go through plenty of groupies over the past year.

      It had made the tour almost unbearable for me. Every new state, every new city, there was a slew of girls just lining up to get a piece of him. Well, they could just rip him to shreds for all I cared.

      But there was that niggling bit of jealousy deep in my stomach that I could never quite put out, and the hurt. It was ridiculous. Sam was a free man. Why should I care who he slept with? Why should I let it bother me?

      I knew better, I told myself firmly, forcing my gaze to meet his stare for stare. Why did that never seem to make it better?

      It also did nothing to stem the flood of desire that dampened my inner thighs. Even a year and a half hadn’t dulled the affect he had on me.
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