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Chapter One

 


September

 


My ears still hum from the concert as
I’m led through the hall to the back room of the theater. A smile
stretches across my lips, and I don’t bother hiding it when my
guide opens the door. I’m immediately presented with a massive
space filled with roadies, band members, and what look like old
stage pieces from plays put on in the venue. For a moment, I’m
invisible, but then a tall, attractive young man with nearly black
hair and bright green eyes spots me. His face lights up with a
smile.

“Holy shit!” he declares
as he slips off a hollow boulder and jogs towards me. “Chris! The
hell are you doing here?”

I meet him in stride and wrap my arms
around him tightly. “You didn’t think I’d miss you guys coming to
town, did you?”

“You should’ve given me a
call or something, Sis.”

“And miss the look on your
face? Nah!” I laugh as we part. “Oh my god, you’re so sweaty.” I
push at him playfully and he laughs. I’ve missed my brother. Max,
my fraternal twin brother, is the rhythm/lead guitarist of the
band Diesel Weasel, and I dare anyone to say that name and not smile at least a
little.

He’s been with them since
the beginning, and about four years ago they finally hit it big.
They composed the textbook earworm of a song that was just the
perfect level of infectious. Once it wiggled its way into your
brain, you couldn’t get enough, and somehow, it eventually found
its way to the radio. That was just the beginning. The doors to
stardom had been thrown wide open, and nowadays,
Diesel Weasel is given
the chance to play venues way bigger than someone’s backyard. It’s
been a crazy whirlwind ever since.

Once I’m discovered, the
rest of the guys come forward and offer me hugs, too. Within this
sea of wild and goofy, there’s Max with the guitar, Tommy on drums,
Jason on bass, and … smack!
The pain now radiating through my ass is
compliments of the last and final member of the group,
Adam.

“Hey, sexy,” he chimes
with a dimple-filled smile as he steps around after landing the
sharp slap. He’s brandishing that damn smirk that makes me want to
hit him. “Long time no see.”

“Asshole,” I grumble in
response.

“Come on, man,” Max
half-heartedly complains. “I don’t need her kicking your
ass.”

Adam holds up his hands in mock
surrender before shooting me a wink and stepping back.

Adam Cleary is many things, and
irritating is definitely among them. The man goes out of his way to
annoy me whenever I’m around the whole group, and given he’s on
rhythm/lead guitar and lead vocals, he’s not going anywhere.
Neither of us is, actually, so moments like this have become the
norm.

He’s roughly six-foot-four, lean,
good-looking, and he knows it. His chocolate brown hair is always
styled in a modern version of a 1950s pompadour, his sapphire eyes
are always sparkling, and his full lips are currently hidden just
beneath a thick Fu Manchu with chops. The facial hair should look
utterly ridiculous on any man of any age, but somehow, he pulls it
off. I don’t know if it’s his inherent ‘I don’t give a fuck’
attitude that makes it work, or the fact that he’s relatively young
at twenty-nine, but whatever the reason, he can get away with
almost any fashion choice.

Adam continues to grin while I rub my
ass briefly. Honestly, I think he hit me almost as hard as he
could. A small part of me actually hopes he hurt his hand, but I
doubt it.

“Anyway,” I sigh as I
shift my attention back to Max. My smile returns almost
immediately. “How’s the tour going?”

Max lets out a loud, obnoxious, almost
comical groan before grabbing my arm and leading me away. He
proceeds to tell me about everything: the good, the bad, and the
insane. While we catch up, we’re surrounded by a swarm of activity.
They guys don’t have long before they have to be on the road again
for their next show, and I honestly can’t stay too long, either.
But this is what life’s become. Max and I both have hectic work
schedules, then tack on the fact that he lives on the East Coast,
me the West, and he’s in the middle of touring, well … let’s just
say, seeing one another is tricky. We take what we can
get.

Eventually, I have to go, so I spend
the next ten to fifteen minutes saying goodbye to everyone. I don’t
know where the hell Adam slipped off to, but for the moment, I
don’t care. It’s easier to concentrate when he’s not
around.

“So, are you coming home
for Christmas?” I ask Max as he walks me to the door leading back
into the theater.

“Yeah, I think so.” He
nods. “We’ll be swamped up until then, but we’ll have a couple of
days off.”

“Good.” I reach forward,
pinch his cheeks, and in the most ridiculous voice I can muster I
add, “Mommy’s been missing you.”

He shoves my hand away and glares
halfheartedly, but we both know it’s the truth. Mom doesn’t get to
see us too often anymore, so she lives for family holidays where
everyone can be together.

With a final wave to the guys, I
disappear through the door and back into the darkened hall. As I
walk down the narrow corridor without my previous guide and round a
corner, someone grabs my arm. Without warning, I’m yanked into a
recess I hadn’t realized I walked by. The moment my back hits the
wall, someone is pressed securely against my chest.

It happens in seconds. It leaves me a
little dazed until I look up and see a familiar face staring down
at me with glowing blue eyes and dimples. Heat fills my cheeks, but
I glower as best I can. The expression must be as weak as I think
it is because he chuckles in response.

“Where’s my goodbye?” Adam
asks in a low, sultry voice. He makes sure there’s no space between
us and takes my hips into his hands, massaging them gently when he
does. It makes my heart flutter.

“How the hell am I
supposed to do that when you’re out here hiding in the
shadows?”

His smile widens at my mock defiance.
I’d been so busy in the back room ignoring Adam that I didn’t
actually see when he slipped out. I only knew that he’d
disappeared. Obviously, he used that chance to hide out in the
nearly black hallway so he could grab me when I came walking
by.

“Besides, my ass still
hurts, so you don’t deserve a goodbye.”

“Oh,” he pouts. Adam
shifts his grip until his massive hand is wrapped around the cheek
he’d slapped earlier. “Did I hit you too hard?”

“Maybe,” I mumble as he
leans even closer.

Adam’s lips brush over mine and he
squeezes the globe of my ass firmly. “Want me to make it up to
you?” he whispers in a gravelly tone.

I nod and when I do, he kisses me. I
let out a soft sigh as his tongue sweeps across mine. My arms
encircle his neck and hold him close as he kisses me deeply.
Passionately. Any and all thoughts flee my mind the instant we’re
wrapped around one another again.

His hands rove over my body, squeezing
and touching everything they can. I feel like I’m going to come
through my skin. Heat immediately pools between my thighs, followed
shortly by a familiar ache of need. It’s been too long since I’ve
felt him touch me.

Suddenly, Adam lifts me into the air.
On instinct, I wrap my legs around his waist, and we draw back from
each other. He smirks at my stunned expression. I can’t help it––it
happens every time. At 5’8”, with a job restoring houses and doing
light construction, I’m well-toned. That makes me a little heavy
for most guys to pick up on a whim, but not Adam. Never
Adam.

Still grinning, he shifts and sets me
down on a solid surface and runs his hands up my thighs. They
disappear easily beneath the hem of my dress. He arches a cocky
brow.

“You wear this for me?” he
asks leadingly.

“Of course
not.” He knows it’s a lie, but neither of
us bothers pointing it out. We only have a few minutes together,
and we intend to utilize every second.

When he reaches my panties, Adam
doesn’t hesitate to twist his fingers around the thin lace and pull
them down my legs. I shift from side to side to help him as best I
can while working on his belt. Our actions are almost frantic, but
they each hold purpose, as we know we don’t have long.

As I continue to work on his jeans,
his belt buckle giving me more trouble than I’d care to admit, Adam
reaches into his back pocket and retrieves a condom. I don’t bother
asking why he has one ready to go, because the answer is probably
the same as why I’m wearing a dress. Neither of us might have known
for certain we’d hook up while the band was in San Francisco, but
there was always a chance. As such, we were each prepared for a
quickie.

The instant his zipper’s undone,
Adam’s engorged dick springs free, and I wrap my fingers around it.
The low groan he lets out makes my body tingle all over. When I
look up at him through my lashes, I can see he’s on the brink. I
close the distance between us and nip tenderly at his bottom lip,
causing him to make that beautiful sound again.

He’s mine and he knows it.

“Fuck me,” I whisper
before biting him once more.

A dark, deep chuckle echoes in his
throat. “You only gotta ask.”

Adam claims my lips and kisses me,
almost ferociously
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