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Chapter One


The music in the club was blasting so loudly it made Aaron wince and grip the neck of his beer bottle a little tighter as he lifted it to his lips and took a long sip. He knew that tomorrow morning he’d wake up with a high-pitched whirring in his ears, and even as a group of girls in short, tight skirts and low-cut blouses wandered by and flashed flirtatious looks in his direction, he wondered if it was all worth it.


‘They’re not looking at you, they’re looking at me,’ his twin brother, Mark, teased as he sat down beside him and took a sip of his own drink. Aaron felt his brother nudge his arm and rolled his eyes. ‘It’s because they can tell that I’m the better looking twin. And the older one.’


‘By about a minute and a half,’ Aaron responded, glancing around the nightclub just off-campus that his brother had dragged him to. ‘What are we even doing here, man? I’ve got a big project due next week and this isn’t my scene at all.’


Mark shook his head at his brother. ‘We’re here because you need to get off the rebound, over the lying, cheating skank you were ready to slap a promise ring on, and back on your game. We can’t have you wallowing around campus in self-pity. Someone could accidentally mistake you for me,’ he joked before patting his brother’s shoulder and tugging him in to put an arm around him. He gestured around the crowded room, using his hand to guide Aaron’s line of sight. ‘Dude, just look around. The place is packed with a bunch of girls who are ready and willing to help you get back onto the horse. Even if you narrow it down to girls with some standards, it still leaves dozens of ’em. So just look around. I guarantee that you will find one girl worth buying a drink and taking home.’


Scoffing, Aaron sighed and took a sip of his beer, relenting enough to reluctantly glance around and survey the crowd. He was about to shrug his brother’s arm off and tell him it wasn’t any use and that he was just going to finish his beer and head home. There would be no riding of any horse – or anyone, for that matter. That was, at least, until his gaze fell on her. She was standing near the crowded bar, looking just as uncomfortable to be there as he felt. He watched a few times as she timidly tried to get the bartender’s attention and had other people cut in front of her before he saw her put her hands on her curvy hips and stomp her foot in frustration.


Aaron’s lips quirked up into a slight smirk as he watched her. He turned to look at Mark, prepared to admit that maybe his brother had been right about him finding someone worth buying a drink for. Mark was staring straight ahead, though; following his gaze, Aaron realised he was looking at the same brunette he’d spotted by the bar.


He pushed Mark’s arm off his shoulders and said adamantly, ‘No. I saw her first.’


Mark pulled his eyes away from the girl and Aaron could tell by the look on his face that he was already planning in his head what his first move on her should be. Aaron stood up quickly and shook his head as he repeated, ‘I saw her first.’


Mark had a confused expression as he glanced at him, but then his eyes flicked over to the bar and realisation took over. Aaron thought he almost looked disappointed for a second, but then he lifted his drink a bit, as if he was giving him his blessing. ‘All right, man, you saw her first. She’s all yours.’


Aaron felt smug for a moment because rarely did he ever beat his brother at anything and, even if Mark was pretty much giving him this win, it still counted. He nodded once and turned to face the bar. His stomach dropped a little. He gripped his beer bottle tighter and almost wished Mark hadn’t given up so easily. He was not good at picking up girls – that was always Mark’s thing. He’d been out of the dating scene for a while and, when he’d been in it before, he’d relied heavily on his brother and friends to help him get his foot in the door with girls. He didn’t have the first clue what he should say to the girl still standing with her hands on her hips, glaring at the bartender who continued to ignore her.


He knew he no longer had a choice, though. Unless he wanted to be ragged on by his brother the rest of the night, he needed to get his ass over there to talk to her. He took a big swig of his beer and walked toward the bar, trying to ignore the amused tone in Mark’s voice when he yelled at his back, ‘Good luck!’


He pushed his way through the crowd of people surrounding the bar until he was standing to the right of the girl. Her attention was still focused on the bartender and Aaron cringed a bit before he made his first attempt at conversation with her.


‘Hi!’ he yelled over the loud music and voices. The girl jumped a little because she hadn’t realised he was there and looked startled. He fidgeted awkwardly and tried to smile as he lowered his voice and said again, ‘Hi.’


She looked at him like he had two heads and turned back toward the bar. He decided then that was all the effort at hitting on a girl he had the energy for and he was ready to call it a night. He felt even more pathetic than he had before he’d come to the club and he cursed his brother for dragging him along. He turned to leave and tried to push his way through the crowd again when he heard the girl yell, ‘Excuse me!’


Aaron thought she was talking to him, but then he realised she was still trying to get the bartender to notice her. He felt irritated on her behalf and he decided he might as well accomplish one thing that night. Moving back toward the bar, he stood behind the girl as he shouted angrily, ‘Hey, buddy!’


The girl jumped again and looked up at him, but Aaron kept his eyes on the bartender who finally had the decency to walk over. Being mean and intimidating was Mark’s thing, but Aaron could pull it off when he had to.


The bartender sounded irritated as he asked, ‘Yeah? What do you need?’


Aaron glared at him and said harshly, ‘The lady’s been trying to order for at least 15 minutes. Do your job and get her what she wants. And do it quickly.’


The guy looked back at him like he wanted to argue, but he cowered under Aaron’s irate stare and changed his tone as he asked the girl, ‘What would you like?’


She looked back and forth between Aaron and the bartender with wide eyes before finally saying, ‘A strawberry daiquiri, please.’


Aaron continued to glower at the bartender until he was sure the guy was working on making the girl’s drink, then he nodded at her as she stared up at him curiously. He turned to leave again, but he felt a hand on his arm and heard her say over the blaring music, ‘Wait!’


Aaron turned back around and stared at the girl, who now had a big pink drink in her hand and a smile on her face. ‘Thank you,’ she said softly but still loud enough that he could hear her over the pulsing beat of the music. ‘I tried and tried to get that man’s attention but I suppose because I wasn’t flashing my breasts in his face, I wasn’t worth waiting on. Seriously, the people around here are exceptionally rude for this to be such a popular establishment and I just do –’ The girl stopped talking and a blush crossed her face. ‘I’m sorry, I’m rambling and I really just wanted to say thank you.’


She was fucking adorable, Aaron thought. She definitely wasn’t the typical chick in the place. Her tits weren’t falling out of her dress and, even though she was in a short skirt and had legs that went on for miles, he could tell she wasn’t a cheap slut like the girls his brother had eyes for. No, this girl was definitely more his speed than his brother’s.


Smiling, Aaron stuck his hand out. ‘I’m Aaron, by the way. Glad I could help.’


The girl beamed at him, grabbing his hand and shaking it vigorously. ‘Hello. I’m Rachel. Very nice to meet you, Aaron.’ Gazing around the club, she looked back at him. ‘Are you here alone?’


Aaron shook his head. ‘Nope.’ He stepped up to Rachel and put his hand on the small of her back, pointing to the table where his brother sat. ‘See that guy over there who looks exactly like me only obviously a lot douchier? That’s my brother.’


Rachel gaped, her eyes darting between Aaron and his brother at the table. They were nearly identical except for the brother had a tattoo on his muscled biceps that she could see peeking out the edge of his shirt sleeve. He was watching Rachel and Aaron with interest, she could tell, and when his eyes roamed blatantly over her legs, she quickly looked away and smiled at her new companion instead.


‘Do you two go to school here?’ Rachel asked, taking a sip of her drink and then swirling the straw around.


Aaron became slightly distracted at the way her full lips wrapped around the straw. He could hear the devil in his head – which sounded suspiciously like his brother – pointing out that he’d rather see those lips wrapped around something else, but he pushed it away and nodded. ‘Yup. We’re seniors. You?’


Aaron watched Rachel bob her head in the affirmative. ‘I’m a senior too.’ She smiled at him before capturing her straw between her lips again to take another sip. ‘Finishing up my theatre major and getting ready to graduate and get out of here.’ Her eyes were wide and bright as he watched her for a moment, his gaze briefly drifting down to take in the curves of her petite body.


Someone behind Rachel bumped into her, sending her forward and toward him unexpectedly. When he caught her by the elbow to steady her, she turned her eyes up to him with a sheepish grin. Her face was red with embarrassment and he followed the flush down her neck towards the deep V-neck of her blouse, giving him a moment to appreciate a glimpse of her sweet breasts encased in her lace bra. Aaron’s mouth went dry before he glanced back up to lock eyes with her. ‘You OK?’


She smiled at him. ‘Yes, thank you – again.’ She licked her lips and Aaron watched her pink tongue swipe across her full lips in a path he wished his own tongue could travel. He wasn’t like his brother, he didn’t make a habit of going out on the weekends and finding girls to bring home, but there was something about this girl that caused something to coil in the pit of his stomach and made him want to reach out and touch her. That was when he realised he was still touching her – the hand that he’d reached out to secure her balance with was still on her arm. They seemed to both look down and notice it at the same time and he dropped his hand quickly, both of them then left to linger there awkwardly.


When Aaron looked around, he spotted his brother still at their table, watching them with interest and amusement. He only glanced back at Rachel when someone else bumped into her and she made a soft squeak as she was caught off guard again.


‘Do you mind if we go back to your table? Apparently it’s a little dangerous just standing around.’


Aaron chuckled and nodded. He quickly ordered himself a fresh beer and, once he’d received it and paid, gestured for Rachel to stick close behind as he made his way back to the table where his brother was sitting, clearing a path for her to follow in his wake.


Mark had apparently taken his eyes off the two of them for a moment and when he saw his brother approaching, he just laughed at Aaron. ‘Strike out?’ he teased before Rachel stepped out from behind Aaron. He straightened up in his seat and cleared his throat.


Rachel smiled, her eyes wandering appreciatively over Mark for a brief moment before she offered her hand out. ‘I’m Rachel.’


‘Mark,’ he replied. He took her hand before licking his lips and admiring her body, unashamed now he was offered a closer look. Rachel’s face flushed under his scrutiny and he squeezed her fingertips as he let go of her hand. Aaron cleared his throat and Mark laughed. ‘I see you’ve met my younger and slightly less attractive brother already,’ he teased.


‘Younger by a minute and a half,’ Aaron insisted as he pulled out a seat for Rachel and took his own. He shot his brother a warning look.


‘Which he thinks doesn’t make a difference.’ Mark smirked at Rachel before returning his brother’s glance with one of feigned innocence.


Rachel looked between the two of them for a moment, her dark eyes wide and questioning before she tilted her head back and laughed, startling them both. ‘I’m sorry,’ she offered softly. ‘That’s just … cute. I’ve always wanted brothers.’


‘At once?’ Mark asked jokingly as he leant in over the table and quirked his eyebrow up at her suggestively.


Rachel, realising what she’d said, flushed a deep crimson and shook her head. ‘I mean, I’ve always wanted to have brothers or sisters,’ she nodded. ‘Only child.’


‘Lucky,’ Aaron and Mark both responded in near unison before offering her matching smiles.


Rachel could feel the heat in her cheeks grow deeper as the rest of her body warmed up as well. Their smiles were completely identical right down to their dimples and she couldn’t help appreciating how much everything else about them was alike. They both had their arms crossed and were resting them on the table and her eyes travelled from Aaron’s strong neck down to the bit of chest hair peeking out above the top button of his shirt to Mark’s biceps that curved just perfectly out of the edge of his short sleeve shirt to Aaron’s fingers that casually tapped against the glass in his hand. With the exception of Mark’s tattoo, everything was exactly the same.


She realised she was staring as they continued to smile at her and she lowered her head to her glass to try to hide her pink cheeks from them. As she took a long sip through her straw, it occurred to her there was a noticeable difference in their smiles. Aaron’s was warm and kind and he made her feel comfortable and safe. On the other hand, Mark’s was playful and mischievous and she could tell from his eyes he was probably always thinking naughty things. She sort of hoped some of those things had to do with her right at that moment. She wasn’t entirely sure what was coming over her, but the two men in front of her were making her feel things she wasn’t accustomed to – they were making her feel a little out of control and, as much as she liked being in control, it was surprising how little that bothered her.


Rachel finally broke the silence at the table and said timidly, ‘It can’t be all bad having a twin brother. I can already tell after barely knowing you for five minutes that you have a strong connection. I’ve read articles about the bond between twins. Some of them can practically read each other’s thoughts and they have their own way of communicating with each other. You guys seem to be close. I’m sure you must do almost everything together.’


The brothers exchanged a look and Aaron looked away awkwardly while Mark smirked at her and said, ‘Almost everything.’


Aaron gave his brother a warning elbow in the ribs. ‘Mark.’


Rachel looked between them, not sure what she’d said to cause the naughty look in Mark’s eyes to increase or to make Aaron so ill at ease. Mark shrugged and rolled his eyes before leaning back in his chair and sipping from his drink as he surveyed the bar. Aaron leant in closer to her and was obviously trying to change the subject when he asked, ‘So are you here alone?’


She shook her head and said, ‘No, I came with a friend, but I seem to have lost her. She danced with some guy as soon as we got here and then they disappeared. I have a feeling I’ve been ditched and I have no idea how I’m going to get home. I decided to buy myself a drink before I tried to figure that out.’


Mark’s attention returned to the table and he looked at her curiously. ‘You really don’t know how you’re getting home?’ He grunted a little and glared at Aaron; Rachel had a feeling his brother had just kicked him under the table.


‘Why don’t I buy you another drink?’ Aaron asked, pretending that nothing had happened and ignoring his brother’s angry stare. ‘Would you like a strawberry … thing?’


‘A strawberry daiquiri,’ Rachel corrected, glancing down at her glass. ‘That would be lovely, thank you.’


‘Mark?’ Aaron asked.


‘Another beer,’ Mark answered, his eyes still on Rachel.


Aaron glanced between them, his gaze uncomfortable, and then stood up. ‘OK. Be back in a second.’


After Aaron headed back toward the bar, Mark kicked out a leg in front of him and leant back in his seat. He watched Rachel stir her drink and look around the club. She was really nervous, he could tell. He knew she was technically his brother’s score, too, but she was too hot to not at least try to win her over. It sure wouldn’t be the first time he’d taken a girl from his brother.


‘So,’ he began. When Rachel pulled her eyes back toward him, he saw her cheeks bloom with colour immediately and he nearly groaned. This chick wanted him, he could tell. ‘What’s a good girl like you doing out drinking and clubbing?’


As he waited for her answer, Mark leant in closer to Rachel and let his shoulder brush against hers.


‘Um,’ Rachel stammered, her eyes wide open as she fought to stifle the tremor of heat that zipped down her spine and pooled between her thighs at his touch. ‘… I spend far too much time studying and decided I needed a night out. To get wild,’ she added sheepishly.


Mark glanced up at the bar and noticed that Aaron was watching their every move. He reached over and pulled Rachel’s nearly-empty glass from her hand. She gaped at him but didn’t pull her hand away when he took it, his thumb making wide circles on her palm. ‘Does getting wild mean you’re leaving with my brother? He wants to take you home, you know.’


Mark watched her carefully as she looked at their hands before glancing over her shoulder at Aaron. She tilted her head to the side and offered him a coy smile as he stood at the bar, waiting to place her drink order. She turned back to Mark and bit her lip. ‘I don’t know. There weren’t exactly specifications as to what “wild” entails. Your brother seems very nice.’ She ran her own thumb over his hand and tilted her head. ‘What about you?’


He stared at her for a moment, his lips parting to speak before his eyes narrowed. ‘What about me? Do I think that my brother’s a nice guy too? Yeah, I mean I’m stuck with him,’ he teased with a wink.


Rachel laughed nervously and shook her head, prepared to drop it before Mark leant in to look at her curiously.


‘I just was wondering. You said your brother wanted to take me home. Don’t you want to take me home?’ she asked, locking eyes with him and taking whatever courage and boldness her first strawberry daiquiri had afforded her.
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