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			Jessie

			“Stupid, idiotic, moronic son of a bitch!”

			“You know that ‘stupid,’ ‘idiotic,’ and ‘moronic’ all mean basically the same thing, right?” My best friend, Chelsey, grins at me.

			I glare at her, deleting the text message from my ex-boyfriend. “I know that, but Dax is worthy of all three. It’s, like, an extra-strong usage.”

			“Or you could just say ‘fucking son of a bitch.’ ”

			“We don’t all have your potty mouth.” I roll my eyes as she grins wider. She’s proud of that fact. Has been for years. “I wish he’d leave me alone. It’s been weeks. Why is he suddenly interested in apologizing?”

			“His new toy probably got grounded.” She shrugs and swings her legs off my bed, sitting up. “You know what you need?”

			“Sex?”

			“Sex is always needed,” she laughs. “No. You need a girls’ night. We’ll go out tonight.”

			I purse my lips.

			“Oh, hell no. We haven’t been out since that night. And, as your best friend, it is my duty to inform you that you’ve avoided it long enough, and now you gotta pull on your big girl panties and buck the heck up before I drag you kicking and screaming to party.” She stands and clamps her hand over my mouth when I open it to argue. “And no, getting another tattoo is not an acceptable way to deal with your heartbreak.”

			“Imotartken,” I say against her palm.

			Chelsey pulls her hand away, grimaces, and wipes her palm on my shirt. “Say what now?”

			“I’m not heartbroken,” I sigh. Not anymore, at least. That ship sailed a couple of weeks ago. “I just don’t want to party. I want to chill out at home and watch some trashy TV and drink cosmos and berate my gut because I haven’t been to the gym for, like, two weeks.”

			“Okay, you win.” She holds her hands up on either side of her head and backs toward my bedroom door. “But you know Dirty B. just got back from tour, right? Like, this morning?”

			I stare at her.

			“And I saw Saskia waiting by their house on my way to work.” She lifts her eyebrows, and I swallow my groan.

			Damn, if they’re back, my sixteen-year-old Dirty B.–obsessed little sister is going to drive me crazy.

			“When do I need to be ready by?”

			“That’s my girl.” Chelsey grins and tucks her dark hair behind her ear. “Two hours. Not a minute later.”

			“How about a minute earlier?”

			“I will kick your ass, you sassy bitch.”

			“Love you!” I laugh after her as she flounces downstairs. I kick my bedroom door shut and grab my phone from the vintage-style dresser in the corner. As I suspected, one message flashes onscreen, and I open it, against my better judgment.

			Although, it’s rather evident that my better judgment has been on vacation since I met Dax Michaels. Or, the Cheating Butthole, as I dubbed him within thirty minutes of finding him with his hand down some other girl’s pants.

			Flicking the bean. Rubbing the lamp.

			Jess, please stop ignoring me.

			My name is JESSIE, I fire back. Or did you lose your brain when you got ‘caught in the moment’ too?

			Jessie. Come on, babe.

			My fist will ‘babe’ your nose if you keep bugging me. Swear to God, Dax. Screw you. I tap Send a little too vigorously and throw my phone onto my bed. It bounces, and I wince when it narrowly misses the wall.

			I think my aim got lost with my better judgment.

			I stop in front of the mirror before I open my closet to find a dress for tonight. I really wasn’t lying when I told Chelsey about the little paunch at the bottom of my stomach. Too many cosmos and not enough treadmill has me looking permanently bloated since my breakup.

			Note to self: get ass to gym tomorrow.

			The bright red snapdragon curving over my elbow catches my eye as I turn, and I hold my arm in front of my face to assess the newest addition to the “bunch of flowers on my arm,” as my dad calls it. It doesn’t stand out particularly, as almost all the flowers are different colors, but it’s the brightest to me right now.

			Snapdragon: graciousness and strength.

			For the gracious way I refused to kick and scream at finding my boyfriend of two years playing ping-pong with someone else’s clit, and for the strength I needed to move on.

			It sits perfectly, surrounded by its bed of roses, a calla lily, a blue iris, a sunflower, and a daisy. Each one with its own meaning and reason for being so carefully and intricately inked on my skin.

			I bend my arm and straighten it, making the snapdragon “snap.” My lips curve as I do it for a second and a third time, and I’m thankful I made the decision to avoid my elbow when I got my calla lily done six months ago. The way the snapdragon opens and closes whenever I move my arm is a constant source of amusement.

			A girl’s gotta get her kicks where she can, after all.

			My phone buzzes on the bed, and I ignore it. It’ll either be Dax or Saskia, and I have no desire to talk to either of them right now. Hell, I have no desire to do anything other than climb into bed with a bowl of popcorn and binge on Netflix.

			And I wonder why I’ve put on a few pounds. Really, Jessie, sort yourself out.

			Maybe Chelsey is right. Maybe I do need a big night out.

			When my phone buzzes for the third time, I know it won’t be my ex or my sister. Only my best friend calls me that much without pausing for breath.

			I grab my phone, and before I’ve even had a chance to say “hello?” she spits out, “Leila and Sofie are in! And Ella. Tate’s girlfriend. See you soon!”

			The line goes dead.

			I blink. For a girl who has a serious issue with rock stars, she’s way too happy to hang out with their sister and girlfriends.

			My bedroom door bursts open just as I pull a black bodycon dress from the closet. “Oh my God, Jessie! Guess what!”

			I somehow manage to hold in my groan. “I don’t know, Saskia. What?”

			“They saw me. All of them! And Kye waved! Right at me!”

			Good grief. She’s almost hyperventilating. “You need a paper bag or something? A wet rag on your forehead? An ice bucket over your head?”

			“No! Ugh! You just don’t get it!” She turns around, her blond hair flying, and she slams my bedroom door behind her.

			“What it’s like to be sixteen and experiencing unrequited love?” I mutter. “No, I absolutely have no idea what that’s like.” I roll my eyes and hang the dress over the door.

			I’m almost certain I wasn’t that crazy when I was sixteen—a whole eight years ago.

			But I’m definitely certain I’m gonna need to pair some Spanx with this dress. Here’s hoping I don’t get laid tonight.

			And there’s a sentence I never thought I’d say.

			Can you imagine that, really? Oh, hi. Excuse me while I slip sexily out of my organ-crushing panties.

			Yeah. Not in this life.

			Still, I pull open my drawer and extract a pair of nude Spanx. They’re practically a machine, and I wonder if I can even get into them alone. It’s been a while since I last wore them, so maybe my extra pounds went to my butt. Or my thighs. And if that’s the case, this evil waistband isn’t getting anywhere near my stomach.

			I lay them on the bed and look at them for a moment. Hell, I could try them on, but once I get them on, I’m not taking them off. Shower first, then.

			I dart into the bathroom before Saskia takes it over like always and lock the door. I turn the shower on and go to grab a towel—shit. No towel. Sighing, I unlock the door and move to the cupboard on the landing, where I know there’ll be a stack of freshly laundered and folded towels. A hand shoves at me just as I reach for one.

			“Hell no!” I snatch a fluffy blue towel and dart toward the bathroom. I grab Saskia’s arm before she can close the bathroom door and yank her out into the hallway. “Kiss my ass, Sas. I’m showering.”

			“But you take so long!” she whines.

			“Oh, as opposed to your twenty minutes to pee?” I hit her hard with a glare before I slam the door in her face and lock it for a second time.

			My pleasure at winning the bathroom race rapidly deflates when I look at the towel. Damn, this is a hand towel. I’ll be lucky if it covers my ass, let alone my boobs and my ass.

			I can’t go back out there or I really will lose my bathroom time.

			Crap.

			I guess that’s that. I’m gonna have to shower and make a break for it back to my room.

			I glance at the door one last time—I don’t trust my sister not to pick the lock the way she did in the past, and that time, I had to put her in a headlock until she removed the picture of my butt from Facebook.

			Sometimes, I wish I was an only child. Or had enough money to, you know, move out of my parents’ place.

			I shower in record time, thankful I shaved my legs yesterday morning before work. I’m not usually an October leg-shaver, but hey, I’ll make some exceptions for girls’ nights.

			Unlocking the bathroom door, I clasp my towel around me desperately and dart into my room before Sas sees me. Thank fucking God. The last thing social media needs is my vagina gracing its newsfeeds.

			Something else I don’t trust my sister not to do.

			I press the button on the remote control on my desk and my TV flashes to life. Instantly I’m assaulted by flashing images of Dirty B. returning back home to Shelton Bay and the screaming horde of fans outside their house.

			Good grief. If I thought the little fangirls were bad before they went on tour, or even before they took their break this summer, I had no idea.

			They are literally crying. One girl is clasping a tissue and screaming. Another is leaning over the barricades so far she almost falls on her face and is only saved by a police officer righting her.

			I don’t remember ever going this gaga over the Backstreet Boys, or even the Jonas Brothers. And, dang, I loved the hell outta those guys. Like, poster-plastered walls and T-shirts and begging my parents for concert tickets kinda loved.

			I will neither confirm nor deny that I cried when the Backstreet Boys broke up.

			But I’m more than a little embarrassed that my little sister is one of those screaming girls outside the Burke residence. If I didn’t like their music myself, I’d strap her to a chair and demand she act like an adult.

			It’s impossible to look away from the screen—from the ridiculous train wreck of a fandom born from their latest tour. The nine months they’ve spent traveling around the United States has literally birthed a million babies, and they’re all screaming, restless imbeciles.

			“The four Burke brothers that make up Dirty B. will be home for the next three months before heading back to L.A. to start recording what’s sure to be their third hit album . . .”

			I scoff at the reporter on the screen. Thank you, Ms. Whatever Your Name Is. It’s always nice for every female between the ages of thirteen and twenty-four to know how long they have to: a) get an autograph, or b) get inside their pants.

			But hey—there isn’t a teenage girl in town who doesn’t already know this information. My sister woke me up this morning, screaming, because she has three months to get an autograph. I shake my head and grab my underwear, watching as footage shows their tour bus rolling up to the house. Conner is the first to come into view, his daughter, Mila, snug tight in his tattooed arms. She rests her head on his shoulder, her dark hair touching his, and he moves to shield her face from the flashes aimed their way. Sofie is trailing right behind him, blond hair pulled into a high ponytail, and even from here, I can see the smile in her bright blue eyes.

			I smile at the sight of my old friend. We missed each other this summer when she came back, because my family was on vacation, but knowing I’ll see her in a couple of hours makes it better.

			Tate is next, holding Ella’s hand, and I peer at the girl who finally tamed the rogue Burke boy while I grab some panties to stuff into my purse. You know. Just in case Chelsey’s plan actually works. Tate is as toned and tattooed as I remember, and his smirk is just as arrogant as it’s always been, despite the soft edge he has standing next to Ella. She’s much smaller than him. . . . Cute, almost, with her dark hair and broad smile.

			Kye is next. Scruffy dark hair, just like his brothers, his T-shirt stretched across toned shoulders, revealing the tattoos decorating his arms. And if you didn’t know better, another Kye follows after him. Of course, that’s Aidan, his twin, and even though they completely ignore the cameras, it’s plain to see that they’re identical. Except for the tattoos—it’s the easiest way to tell them apart now. From Kye’s almost iconic stopwatch on the inside of his left bicep to the trees that crawl up Aidan’s forearm from his wrist.

			Of course, this is information I know already.

			I grew up with these guys throwing balls at my head in PE, for the love of God.

			The favor was returned some years later when Aidan Burke invited me to senior prom and I gave him a very big, very public “no.”

			Tip: if you’ve given a girl a black eye with a tennis ball, don’t serenade her after school in the parking lot.

			Naturally, though, it worked out just fine for him. Girls flocked to him while declaring very loudly what a fool I was, how rude I was, and that I couldn’t possibly have a Southern heart since I told him “Oh, fuck you” instead of “bless your heart.”

			I distinctly remember giving them a giant “fuck you,” too.

			That was almost more satisfying.

			I turn the TV off and open my laptop, waiting for a few seconds as it loads from sleep mode to my home screen. I tap the Spotify block on the Windows panel and double-tap the screen on my weekend playlist. “It’s You” by Syn Cole comes on, and I twirl my way to where my black dress hangs on my closet door. I reach for it . . .

			Shit. Spanx.

			I leave the dress where it is and turn, taking a deep breath to prepare myself as my eyes fall on the nude garment.

			Jesus, Spanx really do look like torture devices.

			I sit on the edge of my bed and brace myself. Putting two feet in, I roll the sucking-in panties up my legs easily until they reach the tops of my thighs—and, oh shit. I can’t feel my feet anymore. I push myself into a standing position, grasp the top band of the panties, take a deep breath, and tug hard.

			They slide up my legs with the help of the suspiciously sex-like noises coming from my mouth, though it was in no way pleasurable fitting myself into them.

			Seriously—can we make Spanx for guys that give six-packs beneath shirts? Okay, thank you.

			Safely fitted into my fabric boa constrictor, I pull my dress over my head, tug it down over my butt, and grab my hair dryer.

			My phone buzzes with endless text messages from Chelsey as I get ready, and I reply to them awkwardly as the clock ticks away minute by minute and my primp deadline draws dangerously closer.

			By the time the doorbell rings, I’m placing my bangles on my wrist and stepping into my heels at the same time.

			You’d think that by twenty-four I’d have the whole timekeeping thing down. Maybe next year.

			“Jessie!” Dad yells. “Are you going out tonight?”

			“Yes!” I grab my clutch and stuff my cards and phone into it, walking downstairs. “Last minute.” I kiss his gray-whiskered cheek. “I have my key. I promise I won’t be late.”

			“Sure. Try not to wake us.” He wraps his arm around my shoulders for a quick squeeze, kisses the top of my head, and turns me toward the door. “And for the record, that dress is far too short.”

			“Can you see my Spanx?” I tug at the hem and look over my shoulder, bending in an unnatural way to see my thighs from behind.

			“That’s when I send you to get changed.” Dad grins, scratching his chin. “Go, now, before I do that anyway.”

			I blow him a kiss with a grin and walk through the door, pulling it closed as I make my way to the minivan cab at the end of the driveway. The door opens and I slip in, my smile widening into a mischievous grin when I see Chelsey, Leila, Sofie, and Ella sitting in the back of it. Chelsey moves over so I can squeeze into the backseat, then she leans forward, her finger pointing between the heads of Sofie and Ella and directly through the windshield. “To the bar!”

			This is dumb. So very, very dumb.

			I can think of a hundred thousand things I’d rather be doing right now than standing at the bar of the club in which I found my boyfriend doing the dirty with some random chick. Skydiving, paragliding, walking a tightrope across Niagara Falls with no safety harness in a tornado. . . .

			“What were you thinking?” I yell into Chelsey’s ear. “Here of all places?”

			She leans into me. “I was thinking you need to find someone to give you a damn good lay and get that asshole out of your brain.”

			“Sex doesn’t solve anything!”

			“Maybe not if you’re in a relationship, but it sure does if you’re single!”

			I huff, rolling my eyes, and turn away from her. It’s packed in here, and I’m constantly being jostled from side to side as people make their way to the bar and do their best to squeeze in to get served.

			“Dance?” Sofie asks, touching my arm.

			I shake my head in response and point to my empty glass. She gives me a thumbs-up and takes Ella’s hand. Ella blows her bangs from her eyes and smoothes out her green dress, which directly contrasts with Sofie’s pink one. They move across the packed bar area, illuminated with glaring UV-esque lights, and toward the dance floor, where I know Chelsey has already disappeared with Leila.

			The bartender makes eye contact with me, and I bite my tongue as someone’s elbow jabs into my side, breaking my contact with the girl who has the power to give me cosmos.

			“Hello?” I yell when she turns to the guy next to me. “Waiting here!”

			She looks between me and him, panicked, but I just lift my eyebrows. “Um, okay.”

			“Can I have a cosmo, please?” I ask, still shouting over the music. Her eyes flick between me and the elbow-jabber before she nods and disappears.

			“Damn.” Fingertips ghost across my lower back, coming to rest at the curve of my ass. “You never dropped the sass, huh?”

			The voice sends shivers through me, the huskiness of it slicing through the desperate pound of the music until it’s crawling over my skin with a recognition I don’t welcome in the slightest. “Do you mind takin’ your hand off me?”

			“Actually,” he moves in closer, “I do. I mind very much.”

			Aidan Burke.
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			Aidan

			Jessie Law reaches back and grasps my forearm firmly, shoving my arm away from her like I’m fire and she’s gasoline. “I mind you touching me,” she replies. “What’s takin’ so long?” she yells to the bartender.

			“Chill out, Jessie,” I murmur, moving closer to her and meeting the bartender’s eyes. “Can you hurry with that, babe?”

			She nods and within two seconds, a cocktail glass full of perfectly red-pink liquid is placed in front of us.

			“That’s—”

			“And a bottle of Budweiser, thanks,” I demand before she says the price. “Put it on my tab.”

			“I can pay for my own drink,” Jessie argues, her eyes sparking with defiance.

			“Sure you can, but that don’t mean you’re gonna.”

			“It means I will.” She riffles in her purse and slams a ten into my chest. “Thank you, Aidan, but no thank you.”

			I take the crisp bill from her hand and crumple it up, crooking my finger in the collar of her dress. She gapes at me in disbelief as I pull the fabric from her body and drop the balled-up note down it. “Where are your manners, Jessica Law?”

			“The same place as my real name clearly is,” she grinds out, her jaw tight. “Shoved so far up your ass it’s blowing your head up.”

			My lips curve into a smirk despite my best efforts, and I move closer to her, bringing my hand back to rest on her hip. “Oh, that’s right. It’s Jessie, isn’t it?”

			“Aidan Burke, you were throwing basketballs at me before you had chest hair. You know my damn name. Now, if you don’t mind”—she pushes me away and retrieves the ten-dollar bill from her very impressive cleavage—“this is yours. Thank you, but no thank you.” She shoves the note down my shirt, grabbing her glass.

			I laugh and, careful to avoid her drink, wrap my arm around her waist, making sure that my fingertips brush across her tight little ass. “You’re thankin’ me real early, baby. I haven’t even kissed you yet. Doesn’t the thankin’ come after the best orgasm you’re ever gonna have?”

			Her tits brush my chest as she inhales sharply. She reaches up, and despite her suspiciously flushed cheeks, rests her hand against my chest and leans back. Her eyes find mine, defiance in them. “When I’ve had it, I’ll be sure to call and let you know.”

			The black dress she’s wearing is unforgiving—for both her body and my restraint. Her bright red hair, swept over her shoulder, stands out against both the dark fabric and her lightly tanned skin. And it matches her lips.

			Her lips.

			Fuck. So many things could be done with those lips. . . .

			She spins, but I keep my hold on her, grinning, her frustration only amusing me more and more. Goddamn, she’s always been so easy to wind up. Even when we were in middle school she had a fuse that could light her up and make her burn brighter than fireworks on New Year’s Eve.

			I lower my mouth to her ear, taking my time as she stands deathly still in my hold. “I’ll expect your thanks by midnight then, should I?”

			She turns her face to mine. “In your dreams, asshole.”

			One last shove has my arm falling from her and her stalking away from me. My eyes drop immediately to her ass, because, holy fuck. That dress, her skin—whatever it is, it fits her like a fucking glove, and I’d give just about anything to have my hands curved around that sweet ass while she rides me.

			I rub my hand down my face. Shit on me—and for years I’ve ripped the shit out of Tate for being a pussy-hungry manwhore, when here I am, lusting over a girl who’s hated me for at least ten years. Maybe a few more. Definitely a few more.

			But damn.

			Jessie Law—the free spirit. She’s the girl who never had a single fuck to give, and if she did, she never handed them out like many of the other girls in school did. She did her thing, haters be fucking damned. And now . . .

			Shit, now. With her red hair and the flower tattoos melding together into a sleeve that slinks down her arm to just beneath her elbow, she’s still the girl that never gave a fuck. . . . Except now she’s all grown up.

			I lift the beer to my lips and watch her, talking with Leila. She’s already thrown several guys off her ass tonight before any of us have had a chance, and my baby sister’s eyes are scouring this place like she’s part of our security detail.

			Jessie drinks her drink quickly, dropping the empty glass on a table before Leila sweeps her into the mass of writhing bodies on the dance floor. My lips curve up yet again as she disappears into the darkness, hidden despite the strobe lighting that streaks across the crowd every few seconds.

			“You look like you’ve found your entertainment for the night,” Kye shouts into my ear.

			I grin. “Remember Jessie Law?”

			He frowns when I look at him. “Light brown hair, this tall, attitude that shit on half the school with her lack of fucks?”

			My grin widens. “That’s her. You had a crush on her, right?”

			“When we were nine and I liked half our grade.”

			“Awesome.” I finish my beer. “Don’t crush on her anymore. She’s mine tonight.”

			He doesn’t have a chance to reply before I slink away from the bar, through the bodies, and remove at least four pairs of inappropriate hands from me.

			I could take any of these girls into my arms right now and we’d be in the back of a cab within five minutes. They’d blush and giggle and rub against me willingly. Easy. Simple.

			Boring.

			There’s something about the thrill of the chase—of chasing the girl who says no even when her body says yes. There’s just . . . something. It’s exciting and unexpected. It’s so fucking refreshing.

			It’s darker on the dance floor. Although, plenty of people seem to recognize me. I look around for a way to escape the hands moving to me and see Tate. His expression is frustrated, and that’s something I thought I’d never see—him pissed off at endless female attention.

			Of course, he met Ella. And she’s been everything he needs and more since she walked into our hotel in South Carolina in August.

			“Shit,” Tate shouts. “Was it this bad before?”

			I grin. A giant, shit-eating, smug-as-fuck grin.

			“Manwhore,” he laughs, shoving me toward the girls before wrapping an arm around Ella’s shoulders. She looks back and smiles at him, her eyes lighting up, her hand coming to his and her fingers threading through his.

			Conner is next, grabbing Sofie and turning her toward him. She laughs, the loud giggle bursting through the music as her body slams into his. He winks at me, his own grin as shit-eating as mine was just moments ago. Jessie stands awkwardly, Leila and Chelsey nowhere to be seen, and I push past the two sets of hands reaching for me to get closer to her.

			“Touch me and I’m gonna have your balls for breakfast tomorrow,” she says.

			I laugh, placing my hands on her hips and pulling her back into me. Her ass curves into my pelvis, the closeness making my cock twitch. “Jessie, baby, you had them the minute you got your cosmo before I got my beer.” I pull her ten dollars from my T-shirt and tuck it into her cleavage once more, letting the back of my hand hover at the V-neck of her dress. “And this still belongs to you.”

			“And I can still buy my own drinks,” she shouts, leaning back into me.

			“Sure.” I spin her, and she gasps when the front of her body collides with mine. I slip my hand up her back into her hair, gently easing her face against mine. “But, baby, we can do a fuck ton of things. Doesn’t mean we should.”

			“Like you dancing with me right now?”

			“Exactly.” I smile, bringing her closer to me and dropping my mouth to her jaw. She tenses when I brush my lips along the soft curve of her chin, but she can’t fight the shudder that racks her body at the contact. I smile as she does her best to ignore her reaction and stay as stiff as a rock as I glide my lips up to her ear. “I shouldn’t be dancing with you, but I am.”

			“You’re directly contradicting yourself,” she breathes, her fingers twitching at my sides.

			“I shouldn’t be attracted to you but I am,” I continue. “Mostly because I know you haven’t forgiven me for that black eye in seventh grade.”

			“Damn right I haven’t.” She practically yells it. “What the hell are you doing, Aidan?”

			The booming song switches to “It’s You” by Syn Cole, and I bring her closer, tightening my grip on her lithe body. “A little birdie told me earlier tonight you were fucked over not long ago,” I say into her ear. “And I happen to know just the guy to help you get over that bullshit.”

			“And let me guess,” Jessie says dryly. “It’s you.”

			“How did you know?” My smile grows against her neck as she moves her hips with mine, as her hands climb their way up my back.

			“Psychic.”

			“Sure.”

			She grasps my shirt and turns us, pulling me backward across the dance floor and toward the darkness of the tables surrounding it. A couple is making out at the table she guides us to, but she gives the guy a swift kick and jabs her finger toward the dance floor.

			They leave without a fight, and she pulls me down as she fills the spot on the curved seat that they just emptied. The music is a little quieter here, the sound muffled a bit. Despite that, Jessie grabs my chin and forces me to look into her gorgeous eyes.

			“What the hell makes you think I’ll leave here with you tonight, Aidan Burke?” She curls her fingers across my collar, her lips pursing in a way so tempting that I want to meet them with my own and see if she tastes as spicy and irresistible as she acts. “What the hell makes you think you’re anywhere near my league?”

			“Damn,” I laugh softly. I slide across the leather seat, hit full force by her unrelenting confidence. “Jessie, baby,” I say into her ear, curving my fingers around the back of her neck. “I don’t think you’re gonna leave with me. I know you are. You’re gonna leave with me, and I’m gonna give you the night of your fuckin’ life.”

			“You’re real arrogant.”

			“You mistake my confidence,” I murmur, trailing a hand up her curved side until my thumb brushes the underside of her breast. A tremor runs through her, and my lips twitch, sliding my hand back down and hooking her leg over mine. “Two different things. I’m real confident that I could take you back and kiss my way across your body until you’re begging for me to slide my cock inside you and fuck you until you’re screamin’ instead of beggin’.”

			“Still arrogant,” she breathes, her hands slipping down to my waist.

			“No—arrogance is sayin’ I’m gonna flip you onto your knees and fuck you until you pass out.” I lean toward her. “Confidence is knowin’ I’ll have you beggin’ and screamin’ for me.”

			She trails her fingers around my waist and up to the collar of my shirt. “Give me one good reason why I should let you put your confidence on me.”

			“You’ve got a score to settle,” I say into her ear, moving her hair away. “You’re here to get laid because you’re done wallowing in your own bullshit over your ex. Don’t take this for more than what it is, sunshine. It’s a fuck, pure and simple. We’re only connected by the fact that you hold big-ass childhood grudges against me. Don’t think you’ve gotta call me tomorrow or that I’m gonna call you.”

			Jessie takes a deep breath, her fingers twitching at my neck. Her nails scrape against my skin in the gentlest way and I resist the urge to grab her wrists and pin them above her head and fuck her right here, right now, in this cheap leather booth.

			“Fine,” she breathes. “One fuck, Aidan Burke. No frills. No rumors. Nothing public. Just you and me, and one night of the mind-blowing sex you’re promising me.”

			“Sounds like an offer I can’t refuse,” I reply, guiding her mouth toward mine.

			She puts two fingers over my lips. “And this doesn’t mean I forgive you for seventh grade. It just means that I’m on the rebound. And a little, little bit drunk.”

			Shit, that was cute. “A little, little bit drunk? As opposed to just a little?”

			“Shut up.” She rolls her eyes and lets go of me, getting up. “I’m going to the bathroom. Give me five minutes?”

			“You got it, baby.”

			I get another beer and lean against the wall by the restroom. Jessie either got lost on her way here or she’s climbed out the window to get away from me.

			“Hey,” I grab the attention of a blond chick whose skirt is barely brushing the tops of her thighs.

			“Hey.” She smiles flirtatiously, pausing as recognition washes over her face. Unsurprisingly, she puts a hand on her hip and pushes her chest out. “Can I help you?”

			I can think of several ways she could help me. And none of them involve her being in that dress.

			“Yeah. Is there a girl in there with red hair? Flower tattoos on her arm?”

			Blondie’s smile drops. “Yeah. Why? She your assistant or somethin’?”

			I smirk. “No, but I’m hirin’.”

			“Well, how about this.” She steps forward and runs her finger down my arm. “I give you my number, and when you’re ready to interview, you can call me.”

			“Or how about you come back here this time next week and if I’m standing right here, you’ll know you got the job.” My lips tug up even more.

			Agreeing to call a girl.

			Fuck. That.

			That’s an amateur move.

			“Well played,” she whispers in my ear before stalking past me, making sure her tits brush my arm. Her hard, fake tits.

			I prefer real.

			The bathroom door opens and I look up straight into the eyes of . . . my little sister. Leila takes a deep breath and holds her hand up at me, touching two fingers to her temples. Her ponytail swings as she shakes her head. “Aw, hell no. I am not going to think about the fact that I just helped one of my best friends out of Spanx so she can fuck my brother.”

			She opens her eyes, and I scratch the corner of my mouth, fighting my smile. She shakes her head some more, muttering “No, no, fuck no” to herself, and walks past me. I laugh as the bathroom door opens again. This time it’s actually—finally—Jessie walking through it.

			She stops when she sees me. “What are you doing?”

			“Waitin’ for you, sunshine. What’s it look like?”

			“No need to be an asshole about it.”

			“Didn’t you know?” I quirk an eyebrow. “Asshole is my middle name.”

			She hooks a finger through one of my belt loops and tugs me behind her. “I figured that out when I was twelve. Let’s go before I regret this decision in the morning.”

			I glance down at her hand and grasp her wrist, directing her to the bar. I lean right forward, grabbing the attention of the bartender again, and ask for two shots of Jack Daniel’s on my tab. They’re placed in front of me almost immediately, and I hand one to Jessie. “Regret this, not me.”

			I throw my shot back and watch as she does the same, swallowing the harsh whiskey without so much as a flinch or a twitch. This girl just gets hotter and hotter.

			She grabs my belt loop again, fire in her eyes. “I’m still pretending I like you. We should leave before that wears off.”

			I laugh, throwing my arm over her shoulder and guiding her toward the exit. “Shame. I feel like a good, hard hate-fuck with you would be far more fun.”

			“You want a hate-fuck?” she muses. “A hate-rebound-fuck. That sounds like a recipe for disaster.”

			“No. It sounds like a recipe for the mind-blowin’ night I’m gonna give you.”

			“Mind-blowin’ is hardly synonymous with a hate-fuck.”

			I tug open the door on a black SUV, tightening my grip on her and making her stop. “Then you’ve never had a proper hate-fuck, have ya?” She opens her mouth to argue, but I help her climb into the backseat before a word leaves her mouth. Those heels are at least four inches, and I would feel personally responsible if she fell and hurt herself.

			Plus I get a killer view of her ass as she bends over.

			I take a gamble and my palm connects with her right ass cheek, the temptation too much. She squeals and scoots into the SUV quickly, leaving me laughing as I jump in after her. Her dress has ridden up her thighs slightly, and as the door is closed behind me, I slide across the leather seat toward her and ease my hand between her legs, curving my fingers around her thigh.

			Jessie takes a deep breath in, turning her face toward me the smallest amount. Hesitation comes off her in waves, and I take her chin in my finger and thumb, guiding it upward until her eyes meet mine. “Your house or my hotel?”

			“Hotel?”

			“You think I’m gonna take you back to my mom’s?”

			She opens her mouth then closes it again. “Ah.”

			“Ah.” I smile, gently stroking my thumb across her thigh. “So? Where to? Because you don’t look so sure about either.”

			“I’m not,” she admits softly. “But hey, I’m already gonna get shit tomorrow because I left with you, so I may as well earn a damn good reply. That and I’m technically out for a rebound fuck.”

			“So you’re using me,” I murmur, moving closer and touching my lips to her jaw.

			“Only as much as you are me,” she breathes as I kiss my way around the curve of her jaw to the corner of her mouth. I linger there for a moment, waiting for her to make the move, because I’m an asshole, but not that much of an asshole. “Hotel,” she whispers, her breath hitching. “Definitely the hotel.”

			“Hotel,” I say loudly, reaching to knock on the partition. “The usual.” One loud rap and the car buzzes as the engine comes to life.

			“The usual?”

			“The usual,” I repeat.

			Jessie’s face turns to mine, her brows drawn together and her lips barely a breath from mine.

			And, sweet shit, I’ve been fucking waiting for this all night.

			I kiss her, our lips molding together as I slip my hand around the back of her neck and her hair twines around my fingers and she grasps the collar of my shirt tightly. Her leg muscles tense as my mouth moves over hers.

			She tastes like fucking cosmos. Sweet but tangy, sharp but fruity. Just like her. And it’s so fucking delicious that I pull her farther into me so I can feel more, taste more, of her.

			She curves her body into me, one leg lifting and her heel brushing against my calf. I take my hand from between her legs and grab her hip, maneuvering her on top of me. Her knees fall to either side of my hips and she gasps as her center pushes against my already hard cock, straining against my jeans.

			The slight part of her lips gives me the opening I need to flick my tongue against hers. I do it, tentatively, waiting for her to respond, handing her control I know won’t last.

			When she’s on top of me this way, her pussy against my cock with only two pathetic layers of fabric between us, my own control is severely waning.

			I wrap my arm around her as she wraps her hand around my neck and grasps my hair and kisses me, tiny moans leaving her mouth. If I could flip her onto her back and get the driver out of the car and fuck her right here on the backseat, I would. I would lift that sinfully tight dress, tug her panties away by whatever means necessary, and bury myself inside her before she could utter my name.

			“Sir? We’re here.”

			The driver cuts through the kiss, and I rub some lipstick from the side of Jessie’s mouth before pushing her up and off me. Her harsh breaths cut through the air, and I tug on a lock of her hair before I adjust my pants.

			“Thank you,” I say, reaching for the door and knowing it’ll be charged to the band’s account. I glance at Jessie. “You good?”

			She glares me at—a look full of frustration and so much desire that it burns into me. “Move. Now.”

			I laugh as I get out of the car and swing her out with me. She squeals as I set her on her feet, but I wrap my arm around her waist and guide her toward the hotel. A porter dressed in a suit opens a side door and tips his hat, so we avoid the revolving door.

			“Thank you, sir,” I say, nodding at him and pulling Jessie through into the lobby. She smiles at the porter, echoing my thanks. Damn, she’s polite when she’s talking to someone other than me.

			We walk across the lobby toward the elevator and I reach forward to push the Up button. Jessie shivers in my hold, inching toward me a little closer. I pull her closer and smile into the top of her head, my cock still straining against my jeans.

			Next time, I’ve gotta wear boxers.

			The elevator doors ping open and an older couple walks out. The gentleman nods his head in my direction with a knowing smile, the old dog, and I return it out of courtesy, gently pushing Jessie into the elevator.

			I reach forward and hit the button for the tenth floor, where my room is, and watch as the doors close slowly.

			“This is awkward,” Jessie whispers the second they shut.

			I step forward, swinging around and tugging her between me and the wall of the elevator. She half-laughs, half-shrieks as her back collides with the wall, flattening her hand against my chest. “Aidan—”

			I shut her off with a simple kiss that quickly turns heated and desperate. Her hand on my chest moves around my neck and grips my hair and mine slides down her body and squeezes her ass. I pin her against the wall, desperate to lift that damn dress and have my cock connect with her fully, letting her writhe and moan beneath me as I slip into her and let her grip my arms and back as I move relentlessly.

			She gasps as the doors open and I tug her backward out of the elevator and into the hallway. She giggles, her laugh reflecting her tipsy state. Luckily for her, that last shot has slightly messed with me, too, so I grab her hands and tug her around the corner and down the hall to my room. She throws her head back and laughs, her bright hair falling around her shoulders, bringing out the colors in her tattoos as she moves.

			I take the hotel card from my wallet and slide it into the slot on the door, tugging it out as soon as the light blinks green. Yanking the handle down, I shove the door open and Jessie strolls into the room. How the fuck she’s still walking in those heels I’ll never know, but damn, I like watching.

			I close the door and flick the switch for the standing lamp. She’s there in the middle of the room, her red hair flowing over one shoulder, opposite her tattoos. They’re standing out, bright and compelling against the bronzed tone of her skin. Every pink, red, blue, and white hue—they’re stunning.

			“What are you looking at?” Her voice is a whisper, her eyes focused on me as she asks.

			I cross the room to her, tearing my shirt over my head and letting it fall to the floor. “You.”

			“Me?”

			“You,” I clarify, walking toward her slowly.

			“Me?” she repeats again, swallowing as the dim light casts shadows over her face.

			“Yeah. You’re a hell of a lot hotter than I remember.”

			“Oh, for the love of God.” She bats at the hand I move toward her. “Don’t think you have to try and be nice to me, Aidan. The only nice I expect from you is the previously promised orgasm.”

			I laugh, dodging her attempt to shove me away and tugging her lithe body against mine. A sharp breath leaves her as our bodies collide, and I hook my thumb beneath her chin and pull her face upward so our eyes meet. “I don’t ever remember promisin’ you a nice orgasm.”

			“Keep talking and I’ll leave and do the job myself.”

			An image of her on her back pleasuring herself makes my cock throb hard. The bolt of desire that accompanies it has me spinning her around and throwing her on the bed. She laughs as she bounces off the soft surface, but the smile dies when I lean over her.

			Her chest heaves, and she leans up onto her elbows, pushing herself up the bed. With my arms still on either side of her, I move forward, crawling along over her. Her tongue flicks out over her lips, leaving them glistening with wetness.

			I hold myself up with one arm, my hand flattened just above her head, and reach down to her legs. She tries to bring them together, but I curve my fingers around the inside of her thigh. She stills, her left leg falling open as I push her right one down.

			“This. It’s coming off,” I whisper huskily, grasping the bottom of her dress and sitting back on my heels. I tug it up her body, not gently, until it bunches under her breasts. The hint of bright red lace, the exact color of her hair, peeks out from beneath the soft cotton, and I push the dress up higher, cupping her breasts as I do. Her eyelids flutter closed as I trail my thumbs along the line of the cups, and she lifts her arms over her head so I can remove it fully.

			Once the dress is up and over her head, I throw it to the floor and grasp her still-together wrists with one hand. Her eyes snap open, her lips parting, her chest heaving, her knees bending. My lips curve into a small smirk at the shocked desire filling her gorgeous dark eyes.

			It lasts all of two seconds before she wriggles one hand free, reaches between us, and pops open the button on my pants.

			“I’m all about equality,” she whispers.

			The smirk returns, and I release her other hand to tug my pants down. Slipping back down the bed, I stand and kick them off and to the side. My eyes ghost over her body, encased in nothing but red lace and high heels.

			This might be my dick talking, but I should have fucked her years ago.

			I grasp her ankles and slide her across the soft sheets until her center hits my erection. My cock pushes against her pussy hard as I pull her into a sitting position and kiss her again. Fucking finally.

			Jessie’s nails dig into my arms as she tilts her head back to take the force of my kiss, but she doesn’t fight, she doesn’t tell me to slow down. She kisses me back just as forcefully and with as much need as I do her, and fuck me if it doesn’t make me impatient.

			I lay her back down, still kissing her, and grab her panties. Pulling them down as far as I can without moving, I break the kiss and move back to take them off entirely. They fall to the floor with her dress, and she grabs my waist and pulls me back to her.

			I lean over her, guiding her legs around my waist. Her ankles lock behind my back as our tongues battle with each other and I reach a hand between us—between her legs. My fingers glide over her smooth mound and tease her wet clit. A tiny moan leaves her mouth as I push them down farther and inside her, curving the tips just slightly as I shift to the side.

			She arches her back, throwing her head back, eyes closed. She looks fucking gorgeous, lying here in front of me, mouth open in the pleasure I’m giving her. Her legs are moving though, her feet seemingly fighting with themselves. . . .

			“No.” I grab her calf, making her open her eyes and look at me. With my fingers still inside her and my thumb pressing down on her clit, I say, “No, baby. You go out wearing fuck-me shoes, you’re sure as hell gonna get fucked in them. They stay on.”

			She nods, but her eyelids close again, and the nod is so weak and her following gasp so loud, I withdraw my fingers and shove down my pants.

			Fuck the foreplay. I’m harder than I’ve been in a long time, and she’s sure as shit wetter than she’s probably ever been in her life. Time to fuck her—and good, too.

			I reach down to grab my wallet from the pocket of my jeans and pull a condom out of it. I tear the foil packet apart and grab the slippery rubber to roll it over my throbbing cock. Easing her legs open with one hand, I grab my hard cock with the other and guide it toward her, teasing the tip along her opening.

			“Jesus,” she breathes. “You think I have the patience for this shit, Aidan? If you’re gonna fuck me in these shoes, do it, or I’m taking the bastards off, because they’re killing me.”

			I push into her and slap her ass at the same time.

			“Shit!” The word leaves her sharply. “You—”

			“Think about that, baby,” I growl into her ear, pushing deeper into her. “I’m the one with the power here.”

			Jessie grabs my back, nails scratching my skin. “You goddamn fucking asshole,” she finishes, dropping her head back.

			I rub my hand over the spot I just smacked, easing myself out of her. “Like that, did you?”

			“I hated it.”

			“A hate-fuck. Excellent.”

			With that, I slam into her harshly and she moans wordlessly. Her muscles clench around me as I move, each thrust as powerful as the last. She feels unreal around me—and if I didn’t have her nails digging into my back like she’s desperately trying and failing to get a grip, I’d need to pinch myself it’s so damn good.

			She’s writhing beneath me, her legs getting tighter and tighter around my hips. Shit—the lace from her bra is scratching my chest, and it’s the oddest turn-on I’ve ever experienced. I curl my fingers around the back of her neck and draw her mouth to mine, kissing her moan out of her, swallowing the high-pitched whimper of pleasure she releases as my tongue swipes against hers.

			She tastes so fucking sweet, sounds so good, feels so incredible—and if this isn’t the beer talking, I just found my new favorite fuck buddy.

			Jessie tilts her hips up and presses herself into me, sliding one of her hands up into my hair. The tug she gives it is harsh and my thrust matches it, because, fuck me—I can’t get far enough into her. I’m buried inside her every time, completely hugged by her tight pussy, but it just isn’t enough.

			She breaks the kiss and inhales sharply, turning her face so far away from me that the only indication I have of her pleasure is the clamping of her muscles around my cock, the sharp scratch of her nails in my shoulder blade, and the long moan she exhales into my ear when she can breathe again.

			Fuck. Pleasure’s racing through me, my heart pounding double-time as my orgasm approaches its peak, desperate for release. It’s a burning throb, the total delightful agony of the buildup finally coming to an end, but I fight it, I hold it.

			I promised her the best orgasm of her life, and I’ll be fucked if I’m gonna go before she does.

			I palm her ass with my hand and move my mouth to her ear. “Come on, Jessie. You hate me, remember? Scream for me and tell me just how much you hate me. Tell me just how much you hate that I’m the one fucking you right now and making you feel this way. Tell me just how much you wish I weren’t the one to give you the best sex of your life.”

			“You . . . arrogant . . . bastard. . . . Oh!”

			“Don’t fight it. Scream, Jessie.” I hover my mouth over hers. “Scream like you hate me.”

			I slap her ass again, bury myself to the hilt, hips notching impossibly far, unable to keep my orgasm in any longer.

			And she does.

			She fucking screams for me.

			As my pleasure ripples through me in twitching muscles and a rushing pulse and sharp breaths, she screams and groans my name, holding my body against hers so tightly I can barely breathe.

			We ride it out, me still moving inside her, her still spasming around me.

			We ride it out until she’s a limp, half-asleep body on the bed, and I pull out of her, cover her with the sheets, and grab my clothes.
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