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JESSIE
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I had to leave Texas.

Flee. Leave. Same-same.

I’m so ashamed of what I did that I can barely look my father in the eye. Actually, I haven’t. Not that he will ever find out what I did. 

Not if I can help it. 

Dad already thinks I’m an idiot for wanting to be an actress. Jayden, my brother, joining the US Air Force didn’t help. Words like patriot and pride have been bandied around while Dad gives me those ‘there’s no helping her’ looks.

While Jayden has always been the apple of my father’s eye, beloved by everyone he meets, I’m the opposite. I’ve always been introverted, a bit of a loner, and had my head in the clouds. The latter, a direct quote from my darling father.

I guess people expect me to be a Playboy Bunny or something with all my long blonde hair, blue eyes and ample chest. I’m not that confident. I only open up around people I’m close to and when the camera is pointed at me. 

That’s just who I am.

But despite that, and a four-year age difference, my brother and I are close. But.

And it’s a big but.

He has a best friend, the hunky, sexy Liam Rutherford. Captain Liam Rutherford. A former Air Force pilot and the man I’ve had a crush on since I can remember.

He spent a lot of time with my family because of his friendship with Jayden, especially after his dad died. He was ten; I was six. I watched the pain on his face and wanted to help him.

He told me cuddles helped.

Liam and Jayden joined the United States Air Force together. Then, a year ago, both of them discharged early.

Which is a shame, as seeing Liam in fatigues was almost otherworldly. And if that wasn’t sexy enough, the day I saw him in his blue uniform, I died. Okay, I didn’t die, but my entire body shuddered, and a lifetime of craving that six-foot-four man’s touch intensified.

What did I get in return? Liam mussed my hair and said, “Hey, Squirt.”

FML.

But also, it’s the story of my life.

Jayden is now working a corporate job based in Los Angeles, and from what I can gather, is not that happy. He lives with Liam. 

Gorgeous, hot, sexy Liam.

Oh, the dreams I’ve had about that man. In them, I’m not an introvert, I’m a sex kitten making him moan and spread me out while he has his naughty way with me.

As I know he wants to.

I know it.

A woman knows when a man looks at her a certain way, and Liam started doing that when he got older. At first, I didn’t understand it, and then one day I did.

So, when I dream of lying on his bed in skimpy lingerie and his head is between my legs while he tells me how sweet I taste, well, I’m not sorry.

I am sorry that he’s never stopped treating me like Jayden’s little sister. That despite the relationship we’ve built over the years, he’s hidden how he truly feels.

I know it’s more than he’s admitting.

Admitting to me.

To himself.

To Jayden.

To both our families.

That’s not why I’m in Los Angeles. I haven’t traveled here to get my man. Liam has never reached out to me or given me the impression that there is hope. 

He’s a controlled military officer. Technically, I think he was a second lieutenant. I don’t know, I got confused by all their titles and promotions. All I know is that one of my dreams was Liam taking me up in a plane, wearing his uniform, reaching out and taking my hand as we smiled at one another. One of those madly in love images...and he snuck a diamond ring on my finger.

I cried when I woke up.  

Pathetic, I know.

I guess that childhood crush has never vanished.

Well, now, I need him in a different way. 

I had to leave Texas. I’m running from a rich and powerful man. A well-known and successful producer whom I should never have trusted.

He hurt me, and if there are two people on this planet I know will protect me with their lives, it’s Jayden and Liam.

God knows any boy I wanted to date had no luck.

So I figure Frank Bonito won’t get past them.

I hope.

From what I understand, Liam owns the house and Jayden is planning to buy his own next year. Things I’ve overheard Mom and Dad talking about. And that Jay thought his corporate job would pay more than it does, but the commission isn’t working out.

Not like the big salary Liam is on with the private security company that recruited him. Six figures and more. 

The house is large but modest, and I thought there would be a spare room for me.

I was wrong.

But let me take a step back. 

When I arrived, the two of them were lounging in leather seats in the second living area, which I’ve named Gaming Hell—not a fan myself—with headphones on and snacks. 

Regardless, Liam clearly spends more time at the gym than he does in the armchair because his biceps were threatening to escape his T-shirt, and I didn’t need to lift it up to take in his ripped, flat stomach.

Although given the chance, I would have.

Alas, I’ve seen him shirtless by the pool many times growing up.

Sigh.

I remember the last day he and Jay were at home before enlisting. He climbed out of the pool, grabbed his towel and then went to say goodbye to my parents.

His mom was there, having become an extended part of our family since the boys became friends, and even more so when her husband died.

Aunt Silvia.

“See ya, Squirt. Be a good kid while I’m gone.” Liam pinched my cheek, taking a detour on the way out.

“I’m not a kid,” I’d replied softly.

His eyes dipped, meeting mine, and time seemed to stretch as he stared at my mouth. Then he spoke, and my entire world changed.

“I noticed, Jess. I’ve noticed fucking everything.” Liam’s voice was rough in a seductive way that’s haunted my dreams since.

It was a voice a woman hears during sex.

Liam used that voice with me.

And if there’s one thing I know about Liam, he doesn’t do anything by accident. He’d noticed me becoming a woman...and he wanted me to know.

Then the boy—no, man—I’d loved since I could remember had driven away and become a pilot.

Love.

Mom told me it was a crush, that every young girl has one, and it would be wrong of me to expect Liam to be interested. That he was Jayden’s best friend. 

Like people had ownership over another.

I was confused by that.

Mom watched me watching Liam year after year and would scowl at me. Dad even told me not to have any ideas about that boy. 

The boy he treated like a second son.

So I tried to hide it as best I could. I guess some of it sunk in because I got on with my life. During college, I volunteered on movie sets and took tiny parts where I could. 

Then I got the part in High Tops, a popular cop show, and it felt like things were starting to happen for me. 

I should’ve moved to LA, but the truth was, knowing Liam could return home to Texas one day motivated me to stay. The movie industry was growing in Fort Worth, Texas, which means more roles and opportunities.

Liam returned for the holidays, and each time I waited for him to say something.

He never did.

So I took the bull by the horns one year and dressed in the shortest denim shorts and a halter top during the Fourth of July celebrations. He barely blinked. Correction, he did blink, but then he glanced away.

At Christmas I wore a pair of booty hugging black pants and a tight sweater. I even added a shot of tequila to his eggnog to loosen his...well, briefs.

“It takes more than one shot to knock me over, but nice try, Squirt,” Liam whispered in my ear before leaving that night.

Goddamn it.

But he had kissed my ear, and that means something. 

Listen, I didn’t stay a virgin.

I’m not that pathetic.

But every guy plowing into me looked like Liam when I closed my eyes. Hence, being twenty-four and single.

How can I love someone else when I’m in love with him?

It’s worth noting Liam isn’t married. He hasn’t dated anyone seriously that I’m aware of, and it does beg the question why.

So after knocking on their front door and hearing them inside cursing and carrying on, I tried the doorknob and found it unlocked.

Idiots.

I walked in, and when I dropped my bags and leaned in the doorway, the two of them nearly leaped out of their chairs.

“The fuck, Jessie!!” Jayden cursed, ripping off his headphones.

“Jesus!” Liam’s mouth gaped.

“Nice security, morons.”

Jayden tugged out a 9mm Glock from the side of the leather chair and, as I shook my head, Liam produced a knife from his boot and grinned.

“Two seconds later, I’d have had you pinned to the floor, this blade against your throat.” As I wish ran through my mind, he spun the blade around his fingers and slid it back into his boot.

“Whatever.” I crossed my arms. “Surprise. I’m visiting.”

They stared at me for an uncomfortably long time until finally Jayden ripped his headphones off his neck and climbed out of his chair. “Visiting how? Are Mom and Dad here, too?”

“I’m twenty-four, Jayden,” laughing, I hugged him back. “I’m here on vacation.”

“Going to have a shower,” Liam muttered, walking out of the room.

That’s what he does—he avoids me.

As it turns out, this time Liam can’t avoid me because Jayden surprised the hell out of me by announcing he was leaving for a conference in Atlanta.

For two weeks.

Which is why I’m now living in their house as Liam’s sole roomie. 

He can’t kick me out, because he’d never do that. He would have to answer to both our families if he did, and his protective nature I’d seen over the years wouldn’t let him. But more importantly, he won’t, because Liam might not want to admit it, but he wants me. He wants me the same way I want him.

The downside? 

Being typical boys, they don’t have a lot of furniture. None of the spare rooms are furnished, so I’m sleeping in my brother’s bed. Oh well, a girl can’t have everything.

I might’ve run away from the most terrifying experience of my life, but it feels like fate has led me to this interesting opportunity. I’m not going to look a gift horse in the mouth.

I just hope Texas doesn’t catch up with me.
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LIAM
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I’ve never been one to sleep in. For as long as I can remember, I felt that there wasn’t enough time to do all the things life had to offer.

A few times, when I was on active duty, I wondered if my life would be cut short, and that’s why I’d been like I was. Or perhaps it was because I lost my father when I was ten.

I know life is meant to be cherished.

Twenty-eight years and counting, and I’m still here despite being a pilot in the United States Air Force and being on active duty.

The greatest risk to my life is the blonde-haired, blue-eyed monster currently sleeping under my roof.

I swear she will be the death of me.

She would if her brother, Jayden, knew the thoughts I’d had about his sister for as long as I can remember. 

He’d kill me. A bullet, point blank in the middle of my forehead.

He adores Jessie.

We both do.

She’s been like a little sister to me. Someone I’ve protected and loved in ways that have evolved over time. 

Jessie knows she’s sexy, and I’m almost certain she knows I’d fuck her until she could barely breathe under different circumstances.

Which is very dangerous.

She’s not certain, and that’s been the only thing keeping me from crossing the line.

Well, that and the promise I made to Jayden after my dad died. I was ten, my mom wasn’t able to look after me because she went into a state of shock, and so Patricia and Donald Rogers took me in.

Jessie was six and so little. 

I slept on a roll-out bed on Jayden’s floor, we went to school, and I became part of their family. It’s been the same since, with Mom growing close to the adults soon after.

Jessie would climb onto my lap, eat her little snacks, and ask me to read her stories.

“Look how adorable that is,” Patricia Rogers would say. “Just make sure you don’t annoy the boys.”

“I’m not,” Jessie cried. “Right, Lim?”

“You can sit on my knee whenever you want.”

I tickled her.

One night when we were lying in the dark, Jayden rolled over and said my name.

“Yeah?”

“Promise me you won’t ever hurt Jess,” Jayden said.

“Of course not.” I was offended. “Why would I hurt her?”

“Dad said she adores you, and we have to be careful when she grows up.”

At ten I didn’t fully understand what he was saying, but I sort of did. I guess Jayden felt the same.

“Doubt it.” I screwed my face up. “She’s a baby.”

“Yeah, but when we are adults. You’re my friend.” He flopped back onto his bed. “Okay?”

“Yep.”

That conversation weighed heavily on me, especially having just lost my dad. I didn’t want to lose my best friend, either.

I think it almost made me hypervigilant of how I felt about her from that day on. But it didn’t stop me protecting her and stealing moments because Jessie Rogers had stolen my heart, and nothing has ever changed that.

I simply can’t ever tell her.

Especially right now as I lie in my damn bed, knowing if I get up she’ll be in my kitchen wearing a 

pair of panties and T-shirt, and I’ll have to use all my strength not to bend her over the table and slam my dick balls deep inside her.

Jessie knows exactly how I feel about her, and she’s tried many times to get me to show my hand.

And failed.

What is she doing here?

Did she know Jayden was traveling this week?

Jesus, he’s away for two damn weeks. What company holds a conference for two whole weeks? I doubt he’s extending his time there for a vacation in Atlanta. No offense to Atlanta, but it’s not exactly Waikiki. I suspect he’s going to meet the gamer girl, MissBehave, but he’s being super vague about it. 

“Fine, you can stay in my room for a few weeks while I’m in Atlanta,” Jayden said when Jessie showed up. “That okay, Liam?”

No, it’s not fucking okay.

But what choice did I have? I couldn’t think of a single reason why she couldn’t hang out. She was twenty-four, didn’t need to babysit, and his room was empty.

My cock was the only reason I could come up with—pun not intended—and I couldn’t voice that. 

So the decision was made.

She was staying in my damn house.

His parting gift was asking me to take her to the birthday party for famous actress and my colleague Ryder’s wife, Savannah Sinclair last night. 

I did.

Then tried to ignore her all night. 

Try ignoring a gorgeous five-foot-six blonde that you’ve wanted to fuck for what feels like a thousand years.

With all the BHS guys at the party I’d had to watch her like a goddamn hawk. Jessie knows how protective I am of her and had played it up.

Then I’d driven her home and handed her a key when we were in the living room. “Jayden’s bedroom is on the right down the hall. No parties. No loud music. No...just stay out of trouble.”

Stay out of my bedroom, is what I meant.

The little hellcat swiveled on her heels, flicking her long hair over her shoulder. “Is that the room you really want me to sleep in, Liam?”

Yes.

I did.

Her insistent flirting, out of the view of our parents and Jayden, over the years was exhausting. She knew I couldn’t fuck her. Yes, both of us wanted to, but there are some things in life you can’t have.

You’re my friend. Okay?

There had been other conversations about Jess over the years, but Jayden had drawn a line in the sand between my friendship with him and anything that may have been possible with Jessie.

He’d been there for me when Dad died, and I owed him. I owed all the Rogers. Fucking their daughter was not the way to repay them.

Jessie was way too young back then to understand any of this. So, it was up to me to be the responsible one...and jerk off in the shower instead.

Running my palm over my morning wood, which was twice as big today, approximately, I gave it a squeeze.

“Not today. Not with Jessie in the house.” I groan. 

Out of principle, I wasn’t jerking off with her anywhere within a mile of my dick. When I closed my eyes, it would be her I saw. 

And all the other thousands of times.

Letting out a sigh, I toss back the covers and reach for a pair of jeans. I need a shower, so forgo the shirt and head to the kitchen for a glass of water and my morning supplements.

Jessie’s door is open, and I pray she’s left a note and headed to Mexico or something.

No such luck.

I smell the coffee before I reach the end of the hallway. Closing my eyes, I draw in a breath, wrench my head left and right to loosen my neck, and then step into the kitchen.

Jesus Fucking Christ.

“Jessie!”

She spins around and straightens from her inappropriate, and I suspect purposeful, position.

“Oh. Good morning.” Her eyes drift over my chest and down to the top of my jeans.

I stifle my groan and head to the tap, reaching for a glass and my vitamins. 

I swallow them down. 

“The appropriate response is good morning, Jessie.” She hates being ignored.

I drink half the glass and turn.

“Let’s get some house rules in place.” 

She props out a hip, and I keep my eyes above her chin. 

My voice is gravel when I add, “No leaving your bedroom in panties. And no bending over the kitchen table when you are wearing fucking panties.”

Jessie smiles.

I’d wipe that fucking smile off your face, little girl, and have you begging me to stop.

My nostrils flare, and her smile falters. Heat simmers between us, and I know that’s my cue to leave. Fast.

I curse, down the rest of the water and turn to drop the glass in the sink.

“That’s it?”

“What?” I turn.

“Those all the rules?” Jessie asks as I narrow my eyes.

I’ve missed something and am now racking my brain to figure out what she’s up to. So, I give myself an out. “No. There will be more. See if you can remember those two.”

Her smile is back in full force. “Oh, I will. No leaving the bedroom in panties. Got it.”

My brows dip.

That was too easy.

I pour oats into a bowl and add Greek yogurt, berries, and full cream milk. As I start walking out the door, Jessie flicks her hair, and it catches my attention.

And has me hard as a rock.

Two goddamn weeks. How am I going to survive?

“So, what’s there to do around here?” Jessie asks, as if I’m her new tour guide.

Not happening.

“Here? As in Los Angeles? Gee, I don’t know Jessie, it’s a real boring town.”

I feel like a jerk, it’s a rude thing to say, but this woman needs boundaries...correction, I need boundaries. Really big boundaries.

She huffs, then strides over to me...and let me remind everyone: She. Is. Wearing. Panties.

“Stop,” I growl.

More huffing. 

“Liam, get over it. I’m not naked.”

Thank God for small fucking miracles.

“Nor am I contagious.”

Says the girl with the pussy I’ve been wanting to fuck for far too many years.

“We can’t avoid each other while I’m staying here.” She flutters her eyelashes, tilting her pretty little head, challenging me. 

Yes, we can.

I’m going to try my hardest.

Don’t say hard.

“I’m busy, Jess. I have a job. I have...things to do,” I bluster.

“Can I come?”

No.

No, fucking, no!

“You can’t come to work with me.”

“It’s the weekend. You aren’t working today. Come on. I am new and have no idea how anything works here. Please.”

Goddamn her.

She’s always been able to get what she wanted out of me. Almost. Not my cock but I’m not dead yet.

No.

It’s her or my friendship, and there’s nothing to say that if we did end up together temporarily, it would last. It’s not worth the risk.

I shove a spoonful of oats into my mouth and start chewing so I don’t say what I want to say. It’ll either be hurtful or something along the lines of begging is the fastest way to get either my tongue or cock inside your dripping cunt.

I eat another spoonful because now that I’ve thought those words my dick is thickening, and I feel trapped. Which says something, given I was a pilot in the Middle East and fired at heavily on one mission.

This is scarier.

Much fucking scarier.

As the blood returns to my brain, I realize two things; One, I can’t say no to Jess. And two, when Jayden calls, he’ll ask what she’s been up to.

Jessie is a terrible liar. 

He’ll expect me to look after her as I always have, so not taking her out will raise suspicions. I’ve spent years making sure he doesn’t suspect I have feelings for his sister.

Fuck it.

So yeah, I’m trapped.

“Fine. Get dressed—” My eyes run over her body. “In something decent. And meet me out here in thirty minutes.”

“Thirty minutes! I need sixty,” she cries.

“You have thirty-five,” I mutter as I head back to my room.

Two weeks.

If I can resist her for twenty-eight years, I can do two weeks.

Surely.
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JESSIE
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“When was the last time you got laid?” I ask, nestling into the delicious leather of the passenger seat in Liam’s Jeep Wrangler. 

It’s so very LA with the top down.

And he looks very Top Gun with his short dark hair and sunglasses. 

How was it possible for the man to get hotter each year? Because he does.

A shame he no longer wore a uniform and my dream of him taking me up in a fighter jet was over, but to me, no matter what he did, Liam would always be the sexiest man alive.

“What?” He shoots me an irritated look; one I’m very familiar with. “You did not just ask me that. And didn’t I tell you to dress decently? That skirt is...barely a skirt.”

I roll my eyes and flick my hair over my shoulder, letting the warm breeze catch it, then tug on a pink baseball cap.

“Don’t be ridiculous. Have you seen how most of the women dress in this town? Anyway, despite your dress code, which I might add was restricted to the kitchen, I am a grown woman and can dress how I like. In case you haven’t realized.”

I’m sure I hear a moan. “I did notice. Back to your question, that’s not something you go around asking people.” 

Liam leans on the gas as we pull onto the highway.

Hello LA! 

I take a selfie and send it to my friend Naomi. She’s the only person I messaged when I left Texas and is awaiting a phone call and explanation.

Which I will do.

Soon.

“You aren’t people. You’re Liam.”

Leaning his arm on the door, he shoots me another unimpressed look. 

I ignore it and tug my lip between my teeth, then let my eyes drift down, taking in his muscular biceps and deliciously thick chest. If I dared to look further south—which I do—I’d wonder what he’s packing inside those tan shorts.

Oh, how I’d love to find out.

I notice a new tattoo on his leg.

“Moving on...what do you want to see?” Liam indicates and we turn off the highway. “Beach. Shops. Theme Park.”

This is my first time in California and despite running from what happened back home, I’m looking forward to seeing LA... but more so about spending time with Liam. 

Alone.

I had no idea that Jayden was going away. 

Today sort of feels like a date, although obviously it’s not.

But it could be. 

If he’d stop being such a stubborn ass. I know he cares for me and I know he’s attracted to me. So surely if my brother is a concern, if we fell in love then we could talk to him.

It seems so stupid that we’ve done this dance for so many years.

Liam has played the protective second brother since forever, but during certain moments that façade has disappeared, and he’s shown me the truth.

We both know he has.

Yet today he’s back to treating me like Jayden’s annoying sister.  

While I’m frustrated and impatient for him to work it out, underneath my own bratty façade is the fear he might not. I can’t imagine myself with anyone else but Captain Liam Rutherford.

My pilot.

The first time I saw Liam in uniform, I swear my panties were soaked in three-point-five seconds. My god, he looked sexy.

Even mom commented.

“Doesn’t Liam look nice?” she sighed.

“Patricia, really?” Dad chastised.

“I’m just saying, he’s a good-looking boy.” Mom winked at me as Dad walked out of the room, shaking his head. 

“He could be your son-in-law if you play your cards right.” I bumped my arm against hers. 

“Jessie. Liam is too old for you—much too old—and he’s your brother’s best friend. Focus on dating boys in your year.” 

I honestly had looked. The problem was, I hadn’t been interested in anyone.

Miles Scott had kissed me the year before that day, and I’m almost certain it was his first time. He bit my tongue and dribbled. 

God, it was horrible. 

Now here I am cruising with the top down in Liam’s Jeep and have his full undivided attention. I’m so giddy I want to throw my arms up and sing.

Sure, part of that attention is thanks to my black skater dress, which barely covers my butt. Hashtag, not sorry. 

A girl’s got to do what a girl’s got to do. 

Then again, perhaps showing off my long legs is likely what got me in trouble back in Texas? 

Bullshit, we shouldn’t have to walk around in potato sacks to be safe in this world.

Stifling those thoughts and the feel of my bruises, I twist in the seat to face Liam. 

“Can we cruise down Rodeo Drive and then head down Santa Monica Boulevard to the beach?”

“This is Santa Monica.” His eyes flick to me, hovering for a moment on my cleavage, then back at the road.

“Oh.” I glance around.

He laughs, and I smile back at him. 

It’s like he’s defrosting before my eyes.

“I get it, darlin’. The first time in the City of Angels is fun. Soak it up, Jessie.” Liam grins and turns up the music. 

I throw my arms into the air and let out a howl.

Liam lets out his own howl as he rests his wrist on the steering wheel, and we both start singing. The warm California breeze whips my hair around me, filling me with all kinds of hope. 

I close my eyes, still singing, and imagine we are in love. That I have his ring in my hand and...maybe his baby in my belly.

Californian dreaming.

I’m dreaming the man next to me finally—finally—reveals how he feels about me.

Then perhaps all my nightmares will vanish.

––––––––
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I HANG OUT the window as we cruise down Rodeo Drive, Wilshire Boulevard, and all the other famous spots I’ve seen in the movies. Then we head to West Hollywood and the Sunset Strip.

This town is insane.

“Never would’ve pictured you living in a place like this,” I say over my shoulder.

“Why not?” Liam asks.

I sit back in my seat. 

Liam and Jayden met when they were young. I don’t remember a time when he wasn’t in our lives, and that only increased after his dad died. They did everything together: learned to ride bikes and horses, started dating girls, played on the same football team. 

“Growing up in Fort Worth, riding horses, going to rodeos? I don’t know, I guess I never saw you living in la-la land.”

Liam gazes around him, slowing for traffic and turns the stereo down a little.

“It’s where the work is, Jess. Sure, some days I wish I was living on a ranch, but being in the Air Force changed me. I’ve seen the world. Some of it, anyway. One day I may return.”

“Your mom misses you,” I say quietly, resting back in the seat.

His eyes dart to me. “You talk to my mom?”

“Of course I do. She visits Mom and Dad all the time.”

“Right,” Liam nods and focuses back on the road. “I just figured since you left home you wouldn’t see her.”

Surely he realizes I visit my parents regularly. Which...well, I didn’t tell them I was leaving Texas. I didn’t have a good enough explanation and pretty much hightailed it.

I wasn’t going to tell them the truth.

I’m not telling anyone the truth.

“I guess she’s lonely now you aren’t there.”

He lets out a bark of a laugh. “Christ, did she send you to guilt trip me?”

“No,” I frown, annoyed with his attitude. I like his mom, and fine, I wish he’d come back to Fort Worth.

We’re quiet for a little while, then he slows for another set of lights.

“Why are you here, Jessie?”

My eyes dart around the streets, looking for an answer. The only reasonable explanation I came up with on the bus ride here was me being an actress. 

It’s believable, so I go with it.

“Work. My last gig finished up, and I figured it was time to come to Hollywood.” I meet his eyes and hope he can’t tell that I’m lying.

He doesn’t believe me, I can see it in his eyes.

We know each other too well.

“What do you do exactly now?” I change the subject slightly.

“Private security, for the guys you met last night. Josh and Aidan.”

“The big guys?”

He glares at me darkly. “They’re the same size as me.”

I grin to myself. “I mean, not really.”

“The fuck you on about, Jessie. I’m slightly taller than Aidan, my guns are...fuck you. I see what you did there.”

I giggle.

“Get out,” Liam says, pulling into a random parking lot. “We’re going shopping.”

When I hit the sidewalk and he joins me, pulling me in close, protectively, I almost lose my mind, I’m so happy.

Which is a far cry from the state I left Texas in.
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CHAPTER FOUR
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LIAM

––––––––
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Doing a workout in the BHS gym burns a lot less calories than walking around Beverly Hills with Jessie Rogers.  

She went into every single store. Stores both I and the security guards standing outside knew she didn’t have the money to shop in. 

Not even sure I do.

Not that I’m a millionaire, but as a pilot I took home a healthy six figures, and BHS pays a lot more. 

Jessie’s joy about seeing some stupid designer purse in the flesh as she called it, was so addictive I found myself wanting to buy it for her.

But I didn’t. 

“You could buy a car for that price tag.” I shook my head and tossed it on the shelf.

The sales assistant nearly had a heart attack and straightened it one inch.

“Or...this purse.” Jessie was essentially ignoring me as she stood in front of the mirror, moving this way and that. 

Jesus Christ, her skirt is so short I’m terrified she’s going to flash someone. I’d be happy to have another glance at her soft, tanned flesh, but anyone else looking would lose their eyes.

It’s not like I haven’t seen her in a bikini before. I have, from the time she was like four until recently. 

It’s my reaction that’s changed.

And the size of her bikini.

That they even come in those tiny sizes for adult women should be illegal.

Well, for other women, it's fine.

For Jessie? No.

Chris, she’s perfect. The right height, perfect curves, and those lips are the perfect fullness.

The hours I’ve spent wondering about the rest of her—the space at her sex that’s forbidden. At least to me. Which is why I can’t be spending time with her like this.

“Or instead of that purse, you could put a deposit on a rental, and I dunno, move out.” I cross my arms.
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