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Prologue

Cal

Three years ago…

 


When the cuffs click
into place, I know nothing will ever be the same again. My head is
pounding, my insides roiling. Did I drink last night? It would be
the first time in a long time, but I have no memory of what went
down after we walked off stage. It’s chaos in my hotel room, and no
one will tell me a fucking thing. I was told to sit in a corner and
not move or speak after the cops burst into my room. They are
stripping the sheets off the bed, bagging my clothes, and taking
all the drinking glasses from the room. Is that a woman’s shoe they
just pulled from beneath the bed? Leaning forward, I hold my head
in my hands to try to stop the pounding.

My band mates tried
to get in to talk to me, but they were stopped at the door. I
haven’t been able to get any information from them. Hopefully, they
have some recollection of what happened last night because I am a
complete blank. I mean, I know the show was great, but I can’t
imagine it would have been enough to make me blow two years of
sobriety. I can see Tommy in the doorway, trying to talk his way
in, but the stern-faced patrolman keeps shutting him down. Mikey
must be still sleeping—he has a bit of a problem with
authority—because he’d be punching his way in here. I don’t need
that headache. I just need some fucking answers.

After two hours, I’m
finally allowed to go to the bathroom and get dressed. I am then
read my rights and taken to the police station. What a fucking shit
show. As I’m being fingerprinted, I see a young girl being escorted
into a detective’s office. She has a blanket wrapped around her
shoulders, and there are mascara marks tracking down her cheeks.
She glances in my direction but looks away just as quick. I
recognize her from multiple shows but have no idea what the fuck
she’s doing here. No one gives me any information until the officer
that handcuffed me comes to my holding cell to take me to an
interrogation room. Once there, the same detective I saw talking to
that girl tells me I’m being held on an alleged rape charge.
Rape. The word drops like a hammer.

After dropping off a
cup of coffee, Detective Morgan says, “Sit tight, I’ll be back in a
few.”

It feels like I’ve
been sitting in this fucking cold, grey room for days when finally,
the detective walks back in. He’s reading from a file and he looks
tired. Taking the seat across from me, he finally looks at me with
a grim expression. Folding his hands in front of him on the table,
he takes a deep breath before saying, “She’s recanting her
accusation.”

“Who is? No one has
given me any useful information since you burst into my room hours
ago,” I say, pushing my coffee cup away.

“The young girl who
called 911.”

“Is that the girl I
saw you with when I was brought in? She looked familiar to me.”

“I’m not really at
liberty to say.”

Sitting forward in
my chair, I put my elbows on the table. These cuffs are so
uncomfortable. “What the fuck does that mean? She accused me of
something I would never do and I was arrested. Don’t I get to
confront my accuser?”

“Not since she
recanted. Plus, she…” He comes to my side of the table and unlocks
my cuffs. Before he can finish talking, someone walks in and leans
over to whisper in his ear. Looking back at me, the detective says,
“Your sister and brother-in-law are here.”

“What? Why?” My
sister helped me so much when I was trying to get sober. The only
other person who stuck by me more was Rosie. I thank God every day
that she’s still by my side. After all the shit and misery I put
her through, she had every reason to walk away from me but she
never did.

“I’m not sure. Maybe
someone from your band called them when you were arrested, but they
are anxious to get in here to talk to you.”

“You’re letting me
go, aren’t you, so…” I say, getting up just as the door bursts open
and Cassidy rushes into my arms with tears in her eyes. “Cass,
what’s wrong?” I ask anxiously, rubbing her back.

She can’t string a
sentence together, so my brother-in-law Jimmy steps forward. “Maybe
you should have a seat.”

“What are you
talking about? What’s going on?” I look out the door, expecting to
see Rosie with them, but all I see is a room full of cops before
the door closes quietly behind Detective Morgan. “Will someone
please tell me what the fuck is going on?”

Jimmy eases Cassidy
from my arms before pulling out a chair for her to sit in. “Cal,
please take a seat, too. I have some really terrible news.”

I take a seat and
look from Cass to Jimmy as he says, “Rosie was in a car accident
last night.”

“What?” I jump up
from my seat. “Well, where is she? I have to get to her.”

Jimmy approaches me.
“I’m sorry, Cal. She died en route to the hospital.” He puts a hand
on my shoulder.

“What do you mean?
How did it happen?” I finally understand the phrase, white noise as
I slump back into my seat. All I can hear is the blood rushing
through my ears. My vision blurs. Jimmy’s mouth is moving, but I
don’t hear a word.

I don’t even
remember her showing up, but Jimmy says she wanted to surprise me
and walked in on me and the girl. I’m starting to remember bits and
pieces. She offered me a soda that she must have slipped something
into. I usually only make an appearance, then quietly disappear,
and she followed me back to my room. She is underage and when Rosie
stormed out, the girl called 911 and accused me of rape. She also
took some of the drugs she must’ve slipped me to make her
accusation seem more plausible. I got all this information
second-hand because on her drive home Rosie had called Cassidy.

Rosie’s dead because
of me. She was so upset when she was driving home, tears blurring
her vision, she veered into oncoming traffic and hit another car
head-on. She was on the phone with Cass when it happened. It’s a
small comfort, but Cass was able to talk to her while she waited
for EMS to show up. Rosie died during the ambulance ride to the
hospital. Her last thoughts that I threw my sobriety out the window
and was cheating on her. I think I’m gonna be sick. All she knew
was that there was some random girl in my room. She never knew I
was drugged. Cass and Jimmy found that out when they got here to
the station. This is such a cluster fuck. The only thing I know for
certain is that Rosie died thinking I betrayed her.

****

When I wake up the
next morning, news of my relapse is on the cover of every media
outlet. Social media is going crazy with pictures of me being
escorted out of the hotel in handcuffs. I worked so hard to get
sober, and Rosie was right there with me every step of the way. How
is she gone along with my sobriety because of the stupidity of one
young girl? I don’t even know where to go from here. This unknown
girl disappeared from the station, so I don’t even know who she is.
I have no one to blame but myself. It makes no sense to me that I
can’t know who this girl is. She should be in jail. I should be
able to sue her for libel or something. But because she recanted,
she’ll see no consequences to her actions.

****

Three Months
Later…

The room is spinning
as Mikey hands me another beer. Our show tonight was fantastic, if
the party going on around me is any indication, but I just can’t
shake the hollow feeling in my chest. It’s been months and no
matter how hard I party or drink, I can’t get Rosie out of my mind.
One of our roadies suggested something a little stronger. Something
that will make me forget. Leaning forward over the mirror, I send
up a silent prayer this does the trick. Then as I sit back, wiping
my nose, I vaguely hear a commotion by the door.

I try to get up to
see what’s going on but stumble back into the cushions of the soft
couch again. The next thing I know, I’m being pulled up into a semi
standing position. I can hear Cassidy yelling at Tommy to “get the
fuck out of her way.” She never uses language like that. As my big
sister, she never needed to. With just a look, I would comply with
her. If she’s here and pulling me out as I’m passing out in her
arms, I know I’ve fucked up.


Chapter One

Lucy

 


Present Day

 


“Come on, Luc, just
come out for one drink,” Phoebe whines as she lounges on my bed,
picking at her nails.

I’m digging through
my closet, trying to find my overnight bag, so I say, “I appreciate
you always trying to get me out, but I really can’t tonight.”

“That’s what you
always say. During our undergrad, you worked yourself to death to
get into the best vet school. You’ve done that, which is awesome,
so I think you deserve a break from studying. A little down time.”
She sighs heavily as she turns onto her stomach. “It’s just one
night.”

Trying to hide my
eye roll, I finally see my bag under a box labeled books. I pull to
try to get it free, which effectively knocks me onto my butt.
Huffing out a breath, I push my hair out of my face and stand to
put the bag on my bed. “I’m not studying tonight.”

“Oh my God! Do you
have a date?” She squeals as she abruptly sits up and faces me.

“Maybe I do.” I
shrug.

She watches me as I
move around my room collecting clothes and toiletries. “Wait a
second. There’s no way you’d be going away with someone, because I
don’t know about anyone you have been seeing. And as the best
friend, I would expect to have all the deets.” Then with an
exasperated look, she asks me, “What are you really doing
tonight?”

Zipping up my bag, I
smile and say, “I’m dog sitting for Jimmy and Cassidy for the
week.”

She looks at the
time on her phone and says, “I’ll just give up. I know how much you
love those dogs, so there’s no way I’m going to reach you now. And
it’s almost four o’clock. You better get over there before it’s
their dinner time.”

“Ha ha,” I say as I
pick up my bag. “Why don’t you come over tomorrow. We can hang out
by the pool.”

“That sounds like a
great plan. Getting some sun will help me with the hangover I’m
sure to be nursing.”

This time, I roll my
eyes as we walk toward the living room. “Okay, you bring the coffee
and I’ll make us a nice big, greasy breakfast.”

“Sounds good, chick.
I’ll see you around ten-ish.” She scrunches her nose as she walks
backward toward the bathroom to get ready for her night out.

Before closing the
door behind me, I shout back to her, “So I’ll make a nice brunch,
then.”

Once the door is
firmly shut, her muffled reply is, “I love you!”

****

When I get to my
uncle Jimmy’s, I let myself in with my key. He and his wife,
Cassidy, gave me one a couple months ago because I have been dog
sitting for them so much. Their oldest son, Jason, is on a
traveling baseball team, so they have been on the road a lot for
that. He’s actually not my uncle. He’s my dad’s best friend, and
he’s also my godfather, so it’s just easier to say he’s my
uncle.

Right as I drop my
bag at the bottom of the stairs, I hear what sounds like elephants
thundering toward me, so I just sit on the floor to take what’s
coming. Two golden retrievers that I have been taking care of since
they were puppies charge toward me. They are brother and sister
named Miloh and Mirah, and they are the sweetest little love bugs.
Okay, not so little, but love bugs is true enough. Within seconds,
I am being slobbered on and squashed by two wiggly butts. I show
them some love, then ask the magic words, “Who wants to go
outside?”

Forgetting I exist,
they rush to the back door. I grab my backpack and a water from the
fridge, then follow them out into the backyard. It’s such a
beautiful day with summer right around the corner. Jimmy already
has their pool opened, so this week will be even better than I
could’ve asked for: two of my favorite pups, quiet to get as much
studying in as possible, and a pool for when I let myself take a
break.

Sitting down on a
lounge chair, I watch the dogs run around for a minute, then take
out my phone to put some music on. Taking a deep breath, I stretch
before cracking open my Zoology book. I love living with Phoebe,
but having so much peace and quiet this week is much needed to
study for my finals.


Chapter Two

Cal

 


It’s been three
years since the night that changed my life forever. I tried to stay
in the band, but with the paparazzi following my every move, just
waiting for me to screw up, it was too hard.

My sobriety had to
start from zero days again. My girlfriend died thinking I betrayed
her in every way there was. After leaving the band, I moved into
the apartment above my sister and brother-in-law’s garage. The guys
tried to make me stay, but the way I was feeling I couldn’t trust
myself to get and stay sober again. I went on a month-long bender
after Rosie’s funeral, honestly hit rock bottom and didn’t care if
I lived or died. If it wasn’t for Cassidy convincing me to get
sober, as a way to honor Rosie’s memory, I’d probably be dead right
now. Thank God I had a place to lie low after the whole ordeal. It
was supposed to be temporary, but time seemed to get away from
me.

A bark pulls me from
the zone I’ve been in, working on my bike, polishing the exhaust
pipe. How did they get out? I thought Cass and her family left this
morning for Jason’s traveling baseball game. As I move closer to
the door from the garage to the backyard, I think I can hear
singing. A velvety, soft voice singing, actually a pretty good
song. Now I know that’s not my sister Cassidy, because that gene
definitely skipped her. I got all the musical talent in the family.
When I peer out the door, I see that it’s Lucy, Jimmy’s niece, or
so they tell everyone.

She’s sitting by the
pool with what looks like a textbook in her lap. Come to think of
it, I think Cassidy mentioned Lucy would be dog sitting while they
were away. I usually dog sit for them if it’s just a day or two,
but owning my own business, a week is just too long. I stand in the
doorway and listen to her for a minute before announcing my
presence.

“You have a pretty
voice.” It was actually sexy as fuck, but there was no way in hell
I’d say that to her. She’s too innocent to hear that.

Practically jumping
out of her skin, Lucy’s hand flies to her chest. “Jesus, Cal, my
God you scared the crap out of me,” she says as she looks my way,
shielding her eyes from the sun.

The dogs bound over
to me. “Ooh … you should watch your mouth, little girl,” I say as I
lean down to pet them.

“You know I’m not a
little girl,” she huffs. Man, do I ever know that. The last time I
saw her, she was just starting college. She’s all grown up now and
a fucking knockout. Her lush, curvy body is giving me all kinds of
thoughts I probably shouldn’t be having.

Laughing, I point to
the book in her lap. “What are you reading?” She holds it up so I
can see the cover. “Wow. Zoology. That’s intense.”

“Kind of. But it’s
really interesting,” she says with a shrug and a smile.

What an incredible
smile. Why do I not remember her being this beautiful? The things I
can imagine her doing with that mouth. Whoa. Pump the
breaks. That’s no man’s land there. Shaking my head to clear it, I
say, “So, you’re here for the week?”

“Yeah.”

“Let me know if you
need any help with these fur monsters,” I say as I bend down again
and ruffle Miloh’s ears.

“Okay.” There’s that
smile again. “Thanks.”

“I’ll see ya later.”
I wink as I turn on my heel and make my way back to the garage.
Never in a million years did I expect to have this sort of reaction
to her. I mean, she’s always been pretty, but damn, that smile is
practically blinding. I remember how sweet she was as a kid, which
I’ll bet she still is today. I mean, I am only nine years older
than her. Add that to her sexy voice and she just may kill me. This
is going to be one hell of a week.

“Thank you, by the
way,” I hear her say from behind me. Stopping, I turn back to face
her.


Chapter Three

Lucy

 


I cannot believe I
just said that. My face flames when he smiles at me. “For what?” Oh
my God, I forgot how cute the dimple in his left cheek was.

“Uh, you
complimented my singing earlier.”

“I meant it. You
sounded great,” he says with a wink. Probably noticing my tense
smile, he adds, “What?”

“I just hate it when
people catch me singing,” I say, wrinkling my nose.

“Why?”

“I’m not really the
center-of-attention kind of girl,” I answer.

“A voice like that
deserves to be the center of attention,” he says before he walks
back into the garage.

I try to go back to
reading my textbook but can’t get his smile out of my head. The
dimple in his left cheek is adorable. I rub my forehead. I can’t
afford to be distracted by him, or any guy for that matter. About
ten minutes later I hear his motorcycle roar to life, and he guns
it up the street toward the highway.

He is so hot. Thank
God I didn’t put on my favorite song, which happens to be one by
his band, The Rebels. I would’ve died of embarrassment if he caught
me singing that. It’s bad enough he caught me singing at all.
Noticing the time, I grab up my stuff and call the dogs in so I can
feed them and make myself some dinner. Smiling to myself, I think
this week just got a little more interesting.

****

The next day, I’m
putting the cinnamon rolls in the oven when Phoebe shows up,
actually pretty close to 10:30, which is shocking.

“Good morning.” she
chimes as she comes in the front door.

“Are you trying to
give me a coronary?” I ask as I try not to smile and look at my
watch.

She hands me a
coffee and says, “Very funny.”

After taking a sip
of my coffee, I say, “I thought we could cook the food, then take
it down to sit by the pool.”

“Sounds great. It’s
beautiful outside.” She bends down to pet both Miloh and Mirah.

While I start on the
omelets, Phoebe carries the fruit salad outside. The dogs have
already eaten, so they push past her and run down the stairs to the
backyard. I’m taking the cinnamon buns out of the oven when she
gets back and we load up our plates with eggs and bacon and carry
everything outside with us.

We’ve barely sat
down before Phoebe looks toward the garage and asks, “Does Cal
still live above the garage? Have you seen him? Is he still as hot
as he used to be?” She doesn’t even take a breath during her
rapid-fire inquisition.

“Yes, and if it’s
possible, he’s hotter,” I say, turning away from her.

“Ooh … what’s that
smile?” She always catches me when there is something I want to
keep to myself. And I definitely want to keep Cal all to myself. At
least for a little while.

Before I can
elaborate, Cal’s door opens and he comes down his apartment stairs
and starts our way. The dogs rush him. “Good morning.” Ugh … he
gets hotter every time I see him. I hope he didn’t just hear us
talking about him. That would be mortifying.

“Morning, Cal. Do
you want to eat brunch with us?” Phoebe asks.

Smiling her way, he
then looks at me and says, “Rain check. I gotta get to the
shop.”

“We’ll hold you to
that. Lucy is a great cook.”

I sneak a peek up at
him, and he’s still smiling down at me. I don’t think he’s actually
looked at Phoebe the whole time.

“Then next time.” He
turns to walk away and calls over his shoulder, “You girls have a
good day.”

Before I can stop
myself, I yell after him, “At least take a cinnamon roll for the
road.” Phoebe covers her smile with her coffee mug, and I give her
a look that hopefully conveys that she keeps her comments to
herself.

He turns back with a
smile and takes a roll from the plate I’m holding out to him.
“Thank you, honey.” He winks at us, then walks toward the garage.
Who knew winks were so sexy?

Thankfully, Phoebe
waits for him to be out of earshot before saying, “He could not
take his eyes off you.”

“What are you
talking about?” I ask, making a show of dishing some fruit onto my
plate.

She eyes me
critically. “Okay. I’ll drop it for now, but if something happens
with him, I want every last detail,” she says with a sweet smile.
“His tattoos are so fucking hot.”

“Get your mind out
of the gutter. Nothing is going to happen between us.” Not that I
haven’t secretly been hoping that it would.

“Okay, I’ll just
pretend I don’t notice that blush covering half your body right
now.” She snorts when she laughs. Damn fair skin tone.

We finish our
breakfast, then move to the loungers to lie in the sun for a while.
Looking around the yard, I see the dogs have found a shady spot and
are snoring quietly. I don’t dare take out a book to do any
studying because I know Phoebe will have none of it. I have the
rest of the week for studying, so I stretch and put my sunglasses
on before relaxing into my seat. Some vitamin D will be good for
me.

 



Chapter Four

Cal

 


Stepping into
Jimmy’s kitchen the next morning, I’m stopped dead in my tracks at
the sight of Lucy stretching to reach something high up in the
cabinet. The little night shirt she has on is riding up, giving me
a peek of her perfect ass and the sweet little pink panties she has
on. Well, sweet in her mind, I’m sure, but they are giving me some
pretty dirty thoughts. Shaking myself out of my stupor, because I
don’t want to get caught leering like a creep, I silently step
forward and clear my throat. She startles and falls back against my
chest. “Sorry, sweetheart. Why don’t I help you grab whatever you
were reaching for to make up for scaring you, again?”

She twists in my
arms just enough to see my face. “Oh my God, Cal. I’m starting to
think you just like to sneak up on me.”

“Well, you are
pretty easy prey.” I smile, our faces close enough that I can see
the gold flecks in her brown eyes.

As if just realizing
I still have my arms around her, she takes a step back and crosses
her arms over her chest. By no means detracting from its allure.
Reaching up into the cupboard, I grab a bag of coffee and hand it
to her. “Is this what you wanted?”

When she takes it
from me, I notice a slight tremor in her hands and start to feel
bad for scaring her. Or maybe she’s nervous having a guy see her in
her pj’s. “What are you doing here so early?” she asks.

“I have to get to
the shop early today because we have a plumber coming in, and I was
coming to steal coffee from their stash because I ran out.” I look
at my watch and then back at her. “What are you doing up so
early?” I counter.

“I wanted to get a
couple hours in at the library before my lab later this morning.”
Probably needing to be busy, she starts making a pot of coffee. I
turn around and grab two mugs from the cupboard, and she grabs the
milk from the fridge. When we both go for the sugar bowl, she
blushes, so I ask, “How’s school going? You must be almost
done.”

“Yeah, just about
six more weeks of clinical and I can take my boards. It’s going
really well. My boss at the clinic I work at already offered me a
full-time job.”

“That’s amazing.
Congrats.”

“Thank you. I worked
really hard the last couple years.” She beams with pride.

“I’ll say.” I look
at my watch again and whistle. “I wouldn’t question that since it’s
not even six thirty in the morning and you are raring to go to the
library.”

“Are you making fun
of me, Cal?” she asks a little sadly, her smile slipping.

“No, honey. I’m not.
I’m genuinely impressed by your dedication.” It takes me off guard
that I want to wrap her in my arms when I say that. I want to
comfort her. I haven’t felt that way about anyone since… She just
looks so sweet but guarded.

A small smile lights
up her face again. “Oh, thank you. I’m sorry about that, but my
friends always give me a hard time about working so hard and not
going out with them. Something about wasting my youth,” she adds
with a dismissive wave of her hand.

“Hey, don’t let
other people dictate the way you want to live. Screw ’em.”

Just as her smile
widens, the coffee machine beeps that the pot is ready. She pours a
cup for me, then herself. We doctor them in a comfortable silence
before she brings her mug to her nose and breathes deep. “First cup
of the day is always the best.” She salutes me with her mug before
taking a sip.

“Best cup of the
day.” I smile as I take a sip, then turn toward the door.

“Have a good day,
Cal,” she says from behind me. It’ll definitely be better with
thoughts of her in that sexy underwear.

“Thanks, honey. You,
too.” Pausing before walking through the door, I turn back to her.
“You have a great ass, by the way.” I wink before I walk out the
door. But I get a glimpse of pink staining her cheeks
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