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  PROLOGUE




  They say that children have the purest hearts. That children don’t truly hate, because they don’t fully understand the emotion.

  They forgive and forget easily.




  They say a lot of bullshit like that, because it helps them sleep at night. It makes for good, heartwarming sayings to hang on their walls and smile at as they pass by.




  I know differently. Children love like no one else. They have the capacity to love more fiercely than anyone. That much is true. That much I know. Because I lived it. By the age of ten, I knew

  hate, and I knew love. Both all-consuming. Both life-altering. And both completely blinding.




  Looking back now, I wish someone had been there to see how my mother had sown the seed of hate inside me. Inside my sister. If someone had been there to save us from the lies and bitterness she

  allowed to fester within us, then maybe things would have been different. For everyone involved.




  I never would have acted so foolishly. It wouldn’t have been my fault that a girl was left alone to take care of her ailing mother. It wouldn’t have been my fault that the same girl

  stood at her mother’s graveside, believing that the last person on earth who loved her was dead. It wouldn’t have been my fault that a man had destroyed himself, his life becoming a

  broken, hollow shell.




  But no one saved me.




  No one saved us.




  We believed the lies. We held on to our hate. Yet I alone destroyed an innocent girl’s life.




  They say you reap what you sew. That’s bullshit, too. Because I should be burning in hell for my sins. I shouldn’t be allowed to wake up every morning with this beautiful woman in my

  arms, who loves me unconditionally. I shouldn’t get to hold my son and know such a pure joy.




  But I do.




  Because eventually, someone did save me. I didn’t deserve it. Hell, more than anyone, it was my sister who needed saving. She hadn’t acted on her hate. She hadn’t manipulated

  the fate of another family, not caring about the outcome. But her bitterness still controls her, while I’ve been delivered. By a girl . . .




  But she isn’t just a girl. She is an angel. My angel. A beautiful, strong, fierce, loyal angel who entered my life in a pickup truck, carrying a gun.




  



  




  CHAPTER ONE




  This isn’t your typical love story. It’s really too completely fucked up to be charming. But when you’re the bastard son

  of the legendary drummer from one of the most beloved rock bands in the world, you expect serious fuck-ups. It’s what we’re known for. Add the selfish, spoiled, self-centered mother who

  raised me into the mix, and the outcome isn’t pretty.




  There are so many places where I could start this story. In my bedroom, as I held my sister while she cried from the pain of our mother’s cruel words. At the front door, as she watched,

  with tears streaming down her face, while my father came to take me away for the weekend, leaving her alone. Both of those things happened often, marking me forever. I hated to see her cry. Yet it

  was a part of my life.




  We shared the same mother, but our fathers were different. Mine was a famous rocker, who brought me into his world of sex, drugs, and rock and roll every other weekend and for a month during the

  summers. He never forgot me. He never made excuses. He was always there. As imperfect as he was, Dean Finlay always showed up to get me. Even if he wasn’t sober, he came.




  Nan’s father never came. She was alone when I was gone, and even though I loved being with my dad, I hated knowing she needed me. I was her parent. I was the one person she could trust to

  take care of her. It made me grow up quickly.




  When I asked my dad to bring her along, too, he would get this sad look on his face and shake his head. “Can’t, son. Wish I could, but your momma won’t allow that.”




  He never said anything more. I just knew that if my mother wouldn’t allow it, then there was no hope. So Nan was left alone. I wanted to hate someone for that, but hating my mother was

  hard. She was my mom. I was a kid.




  So I found a place to focus my hate and resentment at the injustice of Nan’s life. The man who didn’t come to see her. The man whose blood ran through her veins yet didn’t love

  her enough even to send a birthday card. He had his own family now. Nan had been to see them once.




  She had forced Mom to take her to his house. She wanted to talk to him. See his face. She just knew he would love her. I think, deep down, she thought Mom hadn’t told him about her. She

  had this fairy tale in her head that her father would realize she existed and swoop in and save her. Give her the love she so desperately sought.




  His house had been smaller than ours. Much smaller. It was seven hours away in a small country town in Alabama. Nan had said it was perfect. Mom had called it pathetic. It hadn’t been the

  house, though, that haunted Nan. Not the small white picket fence that she described to me in detail. Or the basketball hoop outside and the bicycles leaning against the garage door.




  It had been the girl who opened the door. She’d had long blond hair, almost white. She had reminded Nan of a princess. Except that she’d been wearing tennis shoes with dirt on them.

  Nan had never owned a pair of tennis shoes or been near dirt. The girl had smiled at her, and Nan had been momentarily enchanted. Then she’d seen the pictures on the wall behind the girl.

  Pictures of this girl and another girl just like this one. And a man holding both their hands. He was smiling and laughing.




  He was their father.




  This was one of the two daughters he loved. It had been obvious, even to Nan’s young eyes, that he was happy in those photos. He wasn’t missing the child he had left behind. The one

  her mother kept telling her he knew about.




  All those things our mother had tried to tell her over the years that she had refused to believe suddenly fell into place. She had been telling the truth. Nan’s father hadn’t wanted

  her, because he had this life. These two beautiful, angelic daughters and a wife who looked so much like them.




  Those photos on the wall had tortured Nan for years afterward. Again, I wanted to hate my mother for taking her there. For shoving the truth in her face. At least when Nan had lived in her fairy

  tale, she had been happier, but her innocence was lost that day. And my hate for her father and his family began to grow inside me.




  They had taken from my little sister the life she deserved, a father who could love her. Those girls didn’t deserve him more than Nan did. That woman he was married to used her beauty and

  those girls to keep him from Nan. I hated them all.




  I eventually acted on that hate, but the story really starts the night Blaire Wynn walked into my house with a nervous frown and the fucking face of an angel. My worst nightmare . . .
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  I had told Nan I didn’t want people over that night, but she’d invited them anyway. My little sister didn’t take no for an answer ever. Leaning back on the

  couch, I stretched my legs out in front of me and took a drink of my beer. I needed to hang around here long enough to make sure things weren’t going to get out of hand. Nan’s friends

  were younger than mine. They got a little rowdy sometimes. But I put up with it because it made her happy.




  Mom running off to fucking Paris with her new husband, Nan’s still-inattentive father, hadn’t helped Nan’s mood lately. This was all I could think of to cheer her up. For once

  in her life, I wished my mother would think of someone other than herself.




  “Rush, meet Blaire. I believe she might belong to you. I found her outside looking a little lost.” Grant’s voice broke into my thoughts. I looked up at my stepbrother and then

  at the girl standing beside him. I’d seen that face before. It was older, but I recognized it.




  Shit.




  She was one of them. I hadn’t known their names, but I’d remembered there were two of them. This one was . . . Blaire. I cut my eyes toward Nan to see her standing not too far away

  with a scowl on her face. This wasn’t going to be good. Did Grant not realize who this girl was?




  “Is that so?” I asked, racking my brain for some way to get her out of here—and fast. Nan was going to blow any minute. I studied the girl who had been a source of pain for my

  sister most of her life. She was gorgeous. Her heart-shaped face was highlighted by a pair of big blue eyes with the longest natural eyelashes I’d ever seen. Silky platinum-blond curls

  brushed against a pair of really nice tits that she was showing off in a tight tank top. Damn. Yeah, she needed to go. “She’s cute, but she’s young. Can’t say she’s

  mine.”




  The girl flinched. If I hadn’t been watching her so closely, I would have missed it. The lost expression on her face didn’t add up. She’d walked into this house knowing she was

  in unwelcome territory. Why did she look so innocent?




  “Oh, she’s yours, all right. Seeing as her daddy has run off to Paris with your momma for the next few weeks, I’d say this one now belongs to you. I’d gladly offer her a

  room at my place if you want. That is, if she promises to leave her deadly weapon in the truck.” Grant was finding this amusing. The dick. He knew who she was, all right. He loved the fact

  that this was upsetting Nan. Grant would do anything to piss Nan off.




  “That doesn’t make her mine,” I replied. She needed to take the hint and leave.




  Grant cleared his throat. “You’re kidding, right?”




  I took a swig of my beer, then leveled my gaze at Grant. I wasn’t in the mood for his and Nan’s drama. This was taking it too far. Even for him. The girl had to go.




  She appeared to be ready to run. This wasn’t what she’d been expecting. Had she really thought her dear ol’ dad would be here, waiting for her? That story sounded like

  bullshit. She’d lived with the man for fourteen years. I had known him for three years, and I knew he was a piece of shit.




  “I got a house full of guests tonight, and my bed’s already full,” I informed her, then looked back at my brother. “I think it’s best if we let her go find a hotel

  until I can get in touch with her daddy.”




  Blaire reached for the suitcase that Grant was holding. “He’s right. I should go. This was a very bad idea,” she said with a hitch in her voice. Grant didn’t let the

  suitcase go easily. She tugged hard to get it out of his grasp. I could see the unshed tears in her eyes, and it tugged at my conscience. Was there something I was missing here? Did she really

  expect us to open our arms wide for her?




  Blaire hurried to the exit. I watched the gleeful look stretch over Nan’s face as Blaire walked past her.




  “Leaving so soon?” Nan asked her. Blaire didn’t respond.




  “You ’re a heartless fuck. You know that?” Grant snarled beside me.




  I wasn’t in the mood to deal with him. Nan strutted over to us with a triumphant grin. She’d enjoyed that. I understood why. Blaire was a reminder of all that Nan had missed out on

  while growing up.




  “She looks exactly like I remember her. Pale and plain,” Nan purred, sinking down beside me on the couch.




  Grant snorted. “You’re as blind as you are mean. You may hate her, but she’s mouthwatering.”




  “Don’t start,” I warned Grant. Nan might appear happy, but I knew that if she dwelled on it too much, she’d break down.




  “If you don’t go after her, I will. And I’m gonna put her sexy ass up at my place. She isn’t what you two assume she is. I talked to her. She hasn’t got a clue.

  That dumb-ass father of yours told her to come here. No one is that good of a liar,” Grant said as he glared at Nan.




  “Dad would never have told her to come to Rush’s. She came here because she’s a mooch. She smelled money. Did you see what she was wearing?” Nan scrunched up her nose in

  disgust.




  Grant chuckled. “Hell, yeah, I saw what she was wearing. Why do you think I want to get her back to my place so bad? She’s smoking hot, Nan. I don’t give a shit what you say.

  The girl is innocent, lost, and smoking damn hot.”




  Grant turned and headed for the door. He was going after her. I couldn’t let him do that. He was easily fooled. I agreed that the girl was easy on the eyes, but he was thinking with his

  dick.




  “Stop. I’ll go after her,” I said, standing up.




  “What?” Nan asked in a horrified voice.




  Grant stepped back and let me pass him. I didn’t turn back and acknowledge my sister. Grant was right. I needed to see if this was an act or if she really had been told by her douchebag

  father to come here. Not to mention that I wanted to get a look at her without an audience.




  



  




  CHAPTER TWO




  She was walking up to an old, beat-up truck when I opened the door and stepped outside. I paused a moment, wondering if it was hers or if

  someone had brought her here. Grant hadn’t mentioned anyone else. I squinted against the dark to see if I could make out someone inside the truck, but I couldn’t tell from this far

  away.




  Blaire jerked open the driver’s-side door and then paused to take a deep breath. It was almost dramatic, or at least it would have been had she known she was being watched. But from the

  way her shoulders sagged in defeat before she climbed up into the truck, I knew she had no idea that she had an audience.




  But then again, maybe she did. I knew nothing about this girl. I only knew that her father was a fucking mooch. He took what my mother and Nan gave him, yet he never returned their tokens of

  affection or love. The man was cold. I had seen it in his eyes. He cared nothing for Nan or my stupid mother. He was using them both.




  The girl was beautiful. There was no question about that. But she had also been raised by that man. She could be a master manipulator. Using her beauty to get what she wanted and not caring whom

  she hurt along the way.




  I walked down the steps and toward the truck. She was still sitting there, and I wanted her gone before Grant came out and fell for this act of hers. He’d take her home with him. And

  she’d use him until she was bored. I wasn’t just protecting my sister; I was protecting my brother from her, too. Grant was an easy target.




  She turned, and her eyes collided with mine before she let out a scream. Her red-rimmed eyes sure looked like she’d been crying real tears. No one was out here to see her, so there was the

  slight possibility that this wasn’t part of an elaborate scam.




  I waited for her to do something other than stare at me like I was the stranger when she was on my property. As if she’d read my mind, she swung her gaze back to her steering

  wheel and made a move to crank the truck.




  Nothing.




  She started to become frantic in her attempts to get the truck to crank, but from the click I’d heard, I guessed there wasn’t a drop of gas in her tank. Maybe she was desperate. I

  still didn’t trust her.




  The sight of her hitting her steering wheel in frustration was funny. What good was that gonna do if the idiot had run her tank completely empty?




  She finally opened the door to the truck and looked up at me. If she wasn’t as damn innocent as she looked, then the girl was a hell of an actress.




  “Problems?” I asked.




  The look on her face said she didn’t want to tell me that she couldn’t leave. I reminded myself again that this was Abe Wynn’s daughter. The one he had raised. The one he had

  abandoned Nan for all those years. I would not feel sorry for her.




  “I’m out of gas,” she said with a soft voice.




  No shit. If I let her go back inside, I was going to have to deal with Nan. If I didn’t, Grant would take care of her. And then she would more than likely take advantage of him.




  “How old are you?” I asked. I should have known this already, but damn, I thought she was older than she looked. The big-eyed, scared look on her face made her seem so young. The way

  she filled out that tank top and jeans was the only sign that she was at least legal.




  “Nineteen,” she replied.




  “Really?” I asked, not sure I believed her.




  “Yes. Really.” The annoyed frown was cute. Dammit. I didn’t want to think she was cute. She was a fucking complication I didn’t need.




  “Sorry. You just look younger,” I said with a smirk. Then I let my gaze travel down her body. I didn’t need her thinking I was someone she could trust. I wasn’t. I never

  would be. “I take that back. Your body looks every bit of nineteen. It’s that face of yours that looks so fresh and young. You don’t wear makeup?”




  She didn’t get offended, but her frown grew. Not my desired effect. “I’m out of gas. I have twenty dollars to my name. My father has run off and left me after telling me

  he’d help me get back on my feet. Trust me, he was the last person I wanted to ask for help. No, I don’t wear makeup. I have bigger problems than looking pretty. Now, are you

  going to call the police or a tow truck? If I get a choice, I prefer the police.”




  Had she really just suggested I call the police? And was that disdain for her dear ol’ dad that I heard in her voice? I was pretty damn sure it was. Maybe he hadn’t been the model

  father that Nan had imagined in her head from the one short visit she’d made to that house when she was a kid. Sounded like Abe was on her shit list.




  “I don’t like your father, and judging from the tone in your voice, neither do you,” I said, letting the idea that maybe she was another casualty of Abe Wynn sink in.

  He’d abandoned Nan, and it sure as hell sounded like he had abandoned this daughter, too. I was about to do something I would regret. “There is one room that is empty tonight. It will

  be until my mom gets home. I don’t keep her maid around when she isn’t here—Henrietta only stops by to clean once a week while Mom is on vacation. You can have her bedroom under

  the stairs. It’s small, but it’s got a bed.”




  The look of disbelief and relief on her face almost made the idea of facing Nan worth it. Even though I was pretty damn sure Blaire and Nan had father-abandonment issues in common, I knew Nan

  would never accept that. She was determined to hate someone, and Blaire was going to take the brunt of her anger.




  “My only other option is this truck. I can assure you that what you’re offering is much better. Thank you,” she said tightly.




  Fuck. Had I really been about to leave this girl in a truck? That was dangerous. “Where’s your suitcase?” I asked, wanting to get this over with and talk to Nan.




  Blaire closed the truck door and walked back to get her suitcase. There was no way her little body was picking that up and lifting it over the bed of the truck. I reached behind her and grabbed

  it.




  She spun around, and the astonished look on her face made me grin. I winked at her. “I can carry your bag. I’m not that big of an ass.”




  “Thank you a-again,” she said with a stutter, as those big, innocent-looking eyes locked with mine.




  Damn, her eyelashes were long. I didn’t see girls without their makeup often. Blaire’s natural beauty was startling. I would have to remind myself that she was nothing but trouble.

  That and keep my fucking distance. Maybe I should have let her get her own bag. At least if she thought I was an asshole, she’d stay away.




  “Ah, good, you stopped her. I was giving you five minutes and then coming out here to make sure you hadn’t completely run her off,” Grant said, snapping me out of whatever

  trance this girl had put me under. Motherfucker, I had to stop this shit now.




  “She’s gonna take Henrietta’s room until I can get in touch with her father and figure something out,” I replied, and shoved the luggage at Grant. “Here, you take

  her to her room. I have company to get back to.”




  I didn’t glance back at her, nor did I make eye contact with Grant. I needed distance. And I needed to talk to Nan. She wasn’t going to be happy, but there was no way in hell I was

  letting that girl sleep in her truck. She would draw attention. She was gorgeous and completely unable to take care of herself. Dammit! Why had I gone and pulled Abe Wynn into our life? He was

  causing all this shit.




  Nan was standing at the door with her arms crossed over her chest, glaring at me. I wanted her pissed. As long as she was mad at me, she wouldn’t cry. I didn’t deal well when she

  cried. I’d been the one trying to ease her pain since she was little. When Nan cried, I immediately started trying to fix things.




  “Why is she still here?” Nan snapped, looking over my shoulder before I could shut the door and block out the fact that Grant was headed this way with Blaire.




  “We need to talk.” I grabbed her arm and pulled her away from the door and toward the stairs. “Upstairs. If you’re gonna yell, I don’t want to cause a scene,”

  I told her, making sure to use my stern voice.




  She frowned and stomped up the stairs like a five-year-old.




  I followed her up, hoping she would get far enough away from the front door before it opened. I didn’t take a deep breath until she was stalking into the bedroom she had used back when

  this was our summer home. Before I became an adult and took what was mine.




  “You’re buying her shit, aren’t you? Grant talked you into it! I knew I should have followed him out there. He is such a dickhead. He’s only doing this to get to

  me,” she spat out before I could say anything.




  “She’s staying in the room under the fucking stairs. It isn’t like I’m putting her up here. And she’s only staying until I can get a hold of Abe and figure out what

  to do. She has no gas in her truck and no money to get a hotel room. You want to be mad at somebody, fine, be mad at motherfucking Abe!” I hadn’t meant to raise my voice, but the more I

  thought about Abe running off to Paris knowing that his daughter was headed here in a beat-up old truck with no money, the more it pissed me off. Anything could have happened to her. She was too

  damn breakable and needy.




  “You think she’s hot. I saw the look in your eyes. I’m not stupid. That’s all this is,” Nan said, before sticking out her lip in a pout. “Seeing her hurts me,

  Rush. You know that. She had him for sixteen years. It’s my turn!”




  I shook my head in disbelief. She thought she had Abe now? Really? He was off living it up in Paris on my mother’s dime, and Nan thought that meant she had won? “He’s a fucking

  loser, Nan. She had his ass for sixteen years. I don’t think that means she won something. He let her come here thinking he would help her and didn’t think twice about the fact that

  she’s a little helpless girl with these big-ass sad eyes that any man could take advantage of.” I stopped talking, because I was saying too much.




  Nan’s eyes went wide. “Holy hell! Don’t you fuck her! You hear me? Do not fuck her! She leaves as soon as you can kick her out. I do not want her here.”




  Talking to my sister was like talking to a wall. She was so stubborn. I wasn’t doing this anymore. She could make all the demands she wanted, but I owned this house. I owned her condo. I

  owned everything in her life. I was in control. Not her.




  “Go back down to your party and your friends. I’m going to bed. Let me handle this the way it needs to be handled,” I said, then turned and headed for the door.




  “But you’re gonna fuck her, aren’t you?” Nan asked from behind me.




  I wanted her to stop saying that word in relation to Blaire, because, damn it all to hell, it was making me think about all that white-blond hair on my pillow and those eyes looking up at me as

  she climaxed. I didn’t answer Nan. I wasn’t going to fuck Blaire Wynn. I was going to keep as far away from her as possible. But Nan wasn’t going to order me around, either. I

  made my own choices.




  



  




  CHAPTER THREE




  The music was loudly pumping downstairs, but I knew I wouldn’t be able to hear it up in my room.




  I wasn’t in the mood for all that shit down there. I hadn’t been in the mood before Blaire Wynn showed up, and I sure wasn’t in the mood now.




  “There you are,” a female cooed, and I turned to see one of Nan’s friends from the club walking toward me. Her skirt was so short her ass almost hung out of the back. That had

  been the only reason I noticed her. Hard to miss an ass right there on display. I couldn’t remember her name, though.




  “You lost?” I asked, not liking that she’d come upstairs. My rule was to keep the party away from my personal space.




  She pushed her chest out and bit down on her bottom lip before batting her eyelashes at me. Long fake eyelashes. Nothing like Blaire’s. Fuck me. Why was I thinking about Blaire?




  “I’m exactly where I want to be. With you,” she said in a husky whisper, before pressing her tits to my chest and running her hand down to cup my dick. “I’ve heard

  how good you can make a girl feel. How you can make her scream from orgasms, over and over again,” she said, gently squeezing me. “Make me come, Rush.”




  I reached down and grabbed a strand of her blond hair. It wasn’t as blond as . . . no. Goddammit, I was doing it again. Comparing everything about her to Blaire. This was an issue I needed

  to get control of—now. “Beg,” I told her.




  “Please, Rush,” she quickly replied, and she rubbed my uninterested cock to life. “I want you to fuck me, please.”




  She was good. Sounded almost like a porn star. “It’s just sex, babe. Nothing more. And it’s just tonight,” I told her. I always made sure they knew the rules. We

  wouldn’t have a repeat unless she was damn good.




  “Hmm, I’ll remind you that you said that,” she said, winking up at me like she didn’t believe me at all. Either she was fucking brilliant in the sack, or it was wishful

  thinking on her part. I hardly ever went back for seconds. “Where’s your room?” she asked, pressing a kiss to my chest.




  “Not taking you to my room,” I told her, and shoved her back until she stumbled into the guest bedroom I used for sex. Girls didn’t get to go to my room. That was my place, and

  I didn’t want memories of females up there.




  “Oh, Mr. Impatient,” she said, giggling as she shimmied out of her skirt and licked her lips. “I’m a pro at sucking cock.”




  I pulled my shirt off and went over to sit on the bed. “Show me,” I replied.
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  The smell of perfume hit my nose, and I squinted against the sun, cursing whoever hadn’t closed the damn curtains last night. I rolled over, and the naked body beside me

  made a noise. She’d stayed all night. Shit. I hated the ones who didn’t leave. They were the clingy ones. The ones who thought this was more than a fuck. Did she really think getting on

  her knees and sucking me off without telling me her name was going to win her points?




  I stood up and found my jeans, then jerked them on. The girl yawned, and I decided I’d forgo the shirt and get the hell out while I had time. She’d get the hint when I was nowhere to

  be found. I opened the door slowly, slipped out into the hallway, and headed for the stairs. If I went to my room, she’d come knocking on my door. I could take off down the beach and get in a

  morning run. But first, I needed coffee.




  I fixed a cup quickly, then headed toward the French doors leading outside. The moment I reached the door, I spotted her. That long, silky hair of hers was blowing in the breeze as she stood on

  my porch looking out at the water. I loved that view. It was peaceful. I wondered what she was thinking. Did she worry that Abe might not come back? Was she really going to find a way to leave? Or

  was she the mooch her father was?




  After a night of sex with a nameless friend of my sister’s, I wondered what it would be like to get close to Blaire. She wouldn’t throw herself at me, and she sure as hell

  wouldn’t get on her knees and suck me off because I told her to. Why the fuck did the idea of innocence appeal to me? That was complicated. I didn’t do complicated. I couldn’t

  ignore her, though. Not this morning. I needed to see her face again and see if that sincere look was still there. Was she angry about sleeping under the stairs? Would the claws come out now?




  “That view never gets old,” I said, causing her to spin around and gape at me.




  I had startled her. I started to laugh when her gaze traveled down my bare chest and focused on my abs. What the hell? She was checking me out. Maybe she wasn’t that innocent. The idea

  made my stomach sour.




  “Are you enjoying the view?” I asked, masking my disappointment with amusement. She blinked rapidly as if waking from a trance and lifted her gaze back to my face. I hated the idea

  of her throwing herself at me. I didn’t want her to be like the others. Why the fuck it mattered, I didn’t know, but it did. “Don’t let me interrupt you. I was enjoying it

  myself,” I told her, unable to keep the annoyance out of my voice. I took a sip of my coffee. Her face turned bright red, and she spun around to face the water again. Why did the simple fact

  that she’d been caught looking and gotten embarrassed make me so fucking happy? Damn. I couldn’t keep from laughing with relief.




  “There you are. I missed you in bed this morning.” I recognized the voice from last night. Shit. I’d wasted time, and she’d found me. Blaire turned back to look at me,

  and then her eyes went to the girl pressing up against me. This was good. She needed to see what a sorry-ass piece of shit I could be. This was what I wanted. She’d stay away from me if she

  saw this. But the flash of interest in Blaire’s eyes as the girl ran her fingernails down my chest did things to me I didn’t want to admit.




  “It’s time for you to go,” I said, moving her hand off of me and pointing in the general direction of the front door.




  “What?” she asked with surprise in her voice, as if I hadn’t told her last night that this wasn’t happening again.




  “You got what you came here for, babe. You wanted me between your legs. You got it. Now I’m done,” I reminded her.




  “You’re kidding me!” she replied with an angry snarl. Maybe she hadn’t believed me last night. Her mistake.




  I shook my head at my own stupidity and took another drink of my coffee. One day, I would learn that these hookups with a sleepover were trouble.




  “You are not going to do this to me. Last night was amazing. You know it,” she said in a whiny voice as she reached for my arm, which I pulled out of her grasp. It wasn’t

  “Beg Rush” time anymore. We did that last night. It was fun. She got off more times than she could count. But for me, it was mediocre.




  “I warned you last night, when you came to me begging and taking off your clothes, that all it would only ever be was one night of sex. Nothing more,” I said, annoyed that I even had

  to remind her.




  I didn’t look back at her. I kept my eyes on the water and drank my coffee as if she’d already left. With a dramatic stomp of her feet, she left.




  The horrified look on Blaire’s face made me quickly get over the interruption of last night’s mistake. “So how did you sleep last night?” I asked. It had to be cramped in

  that room, plus the stairs and the noise in the house probably sucked. This was her chance to complain. Show her true colors.




  “Do you do that often?” she asked with an annoyed look on her face. That was adorable . . . dammit.




  “What? Ask people if they slept well?” I wasn’t going to let that face get to me. She was leaving as soon as I talked to Abe. This was his problem, not mine. The fact that I

  enjoyed looking at her was even more of a reason to get her the hell out of here.




  “Have sex with girls and then throw them out like trash,” she replied. Those big eyes of hers went wide, as if she were shocked at the words that had come out of her own mouth.




  I wanted to laugh. She made it hard to stay focused. I set my cup down and stretched out on the lounge chair beside me. The best course of action was to get Blaire to hate me. I’d be doing

  us both a favor. If she hated me, I could easily keep my distance. “Do you always stick your nose where it doesn’t belong?” I asked.




  Instead of the anger I expected to flash in her eyes, I saw remorse. Really? I had been an ass. She wasn’t supposed to look as if she were sorry for calling me out on my shit.




  “Not normally, no. I’m sorry,” she said with an apologetic half-smile, and she hurried inside.




  What the fuck? Had she just really apologized to me? Where did this girl come from? Women didn’t act like her. Had no one taught her not to back down from bullies?




  I stood up and turned to look inside and found her picking up empty bottles and garbage littered all over the place from last night. I hated a mess, but I tried to overlook it when Nan wanted to

  party.




  “You don’t have to do that. Henrietta will be here tomorrow,” I said, hating to see her clean up.




  She put the bottles in with the trash she had collected and glanced back at me. “I just thought I’d help out.”




  I was calling her father this morning. I needed to get her out of here. Until then, I had to make sure she hated me. “I already have a housekeeper. I’m not looking to hire another

  one, if that is what you’re thinking.” The harsh tone in my own voice made me want to wince, but I kept the bored look on my face. I had perfected it years ago. I could not look at her

  right now.




  “No. I know that. I was just trying to be helpful. You let me sleep in your house last night.” Her voice was soft and pleading, as if she needed me to believe her. Fuck that.
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