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AARON: We need to talk.

Missy read the text and swore. This wasn’t good. She known this wasn’t a good idea, she shouldn’t have let T talk her into it. But giving in meant he’d stop pestering her, even if it did mean she had to see him today.

She crept out of the bedroom of the anonymous hotel suite, like all the others she’d seen in the last year. She was as quiet as possible, ready to scurry back to her hiding place, not wanting to interrupt the interview if she didn’t have to. T was slumped in a chair but there was no sign of the journalist he’d begged to meet.

“Where is she? What did you do? What did you say?” Missy demanded her eyes scanning the room for Briana. She’d known this would end terribly. She’d known she shouldn’t have let herself be persuaded to hide in the bedroom. At least when Aaron had an interview alone with Briana, Missy had already left and knew nothing about it, but she couldn’t get out of this one.

T’s head snapped up and a confident smile spread across his face. “I just asked her if she wanted a ride.” He raised an eyebrow and indicated his lap.

“You did not. What is wrong with you? That's sexual harassment. I'm not sure what would be worse —Briana pressing charges or publishing.”

T rose from his chair, his icy blue gaze completely focused on her and stepped closer. Missy sucked in her stomach, tensing around any sort of reaction to him. She would not give in, she would not let him see the effect he had on her.

“She declined,” he said. His voice dropped seductively as he continued, “We’ve got this whole suite to ourselves. Her loss is your gain.”

Missy locked her knees. She remembered self consciously sucking in her stomach as he kissed his way down the bare skin of her torso. She remembered how she’d shivered in his arms.

“Pass,” she said as she pushed the memory away. That was a year ago, she was a different person now. It was all business.

“Come on baby,” he said moving closer still. “We’ve done it before. You know how it works.”

“Once was enough,” she said, glad he couldn’t read her thoughts. “I need to do damage control. I’m calling your manager and you need to call your sponsor.”

T stepped back, his face blank with shock. “My sponsor?”

She scrolled till she found the manager's name and put her phone to her ear. “Yeah, do you think they’ll approve of what went down right here?” She pointed at the floor.

“Hello?” came through the phone.

“Gary! Hi.” She forced a smile. With a glare at T she walked back to the bedroom to collect her things and get the hell out of this hotel, being here with him brought back too many memories.
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T pouted and pulled his phone from his pocket. Maybe he should call his sponsor, it had been a while. He maintained his sobriety but couldn’t remember the last time he’d attended a meeting. He was probably due a couple of chips now.

The text message pushed all other thoughts from his mind.

AARON: We need to talk.

Shit. He’d been trying to do the right thing for once, trying to show Aaron that this journalist just wanted something from him. Why did he always mess things up? He ran his hand through his blond hair trying to figure out how to charm his way out of this one.

Missy came storming out of the bedroom. “Gary’s not impressed and based on a text I got earlier I’m guessing Aaron’s girlfriend told him—”

“She’s just some—”

“How many times do I have to tell you? He requested the interview. He requested her. She hasn’t schemed anything. Aaron is going to kill you. He’s going to kill me. I don’t know what to say to him.”

T suppressed an ill-timed grin, thinking she looked like she wanted to stamp her foot. He shrugged instead, playing his role. “Well, she turned me down. I guess that counts for something.”

Missy looked like she was about to hit him. “Get your things,” she said through gritted teeth.

She was so cute when she was angry but she was likely to get more angry if he told her that. T remembered her soft and sweet, smiling when he kissed her, before this job hardened her. He wished he’d appreciated it when he had the chance.
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In the cab on the way to the airport Missy called the airline and moved their flights up.

“There’ll be no entourage. Just keep your head down and you’ll be fine,” she told T.

He grunted in response. She bit her lip to stop herself going into full blown rant at him again. She felt his eyes on her but kept hers resolutely trained out the window.

His hand touched hers as they rolled to a stop outside the terminal. “You know, if you ever want to talk...” he said, his voice low so the driver couldn’t hear them. “It seemed like maybe we had something at one point. You seemed to enjoy it. I certainly did.”

She’d thought so too, for one blissful weekend, till she saw the tabloid about him having sex in a bathroom with one of his fans. It was a ploy, he was just trying to get into her pants or charm her into fixing this mess for him.

“So what, you think I’ve been pining for you? Oh honey, don’t flatter yourself. I was getting notches on my bedpost from every famous guy I could. When I want out of this industry I can sell the stories and make a killing.” She pushed the car door open.

There was a sharp intake of breath behind her. “You wouldn’t dare.”

“Just try me.” She stepped out and slammed the door behind her thinking that she should have been an actress with how easily the lie rolled off her tongue.

Her hair blew in her face and she pushed it back.

“You’re beautiful,” he said and brushed her hair behind her ear.

She could barely breathe. “Really?”

And then he kissed her.
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T followed Missy as she stalked through the airport. She was every bit as capable, every bit as beautiful as when he first met her. Having Aaron pissed off at him was worth it to see her again, she’d managed to avoid him since the brief time they had together.

“You have to take your cap off for security,” she said over her shoulder, not bothering to look at him, “keep it on till then.” But she stayed close, he knew it had nothing to do with him and everything to do with solving any problems that might arise if he was recognized.

When they first met she’d mixed her instructions with smiles. 

“Poor Missy. You always get stuck babysitting me,” he said as they lined up to pass through the security checkpoint. 

That had literally been what his bandmates and manager called it when they left him with her.

“They think I have a hangover,” he confessed as he collapsed onto one of the couches. “But I haven’t had a drink in over a week. I am on the wagon.”

Missy was pacing around the hotel suite, picking things up and putting them down, she paused and turned to him, an ornament in her hand. “Why haven’t you told them?” she asked.

T shrugged. “I don’t think they’d believe me. It’s easier for them if I’m the screw up. Aaron’s the hot guy, Matt’s the quiet guy and I’m the bad boy.”

Missy looked like she was holding in a laugh. “The alliteration works better,” she said finally. She put the ornament down and started pacing again.

“Huh?”

“Bad Boy. Two B’s.” She flashed him a smile over her shoulder.

“You have a beautiful smile.” He hadn’t meant to say that; the words came out of his mouth of their own accord.

Missy smiled broader and blushed, he could see her struggle to stay professional. “This really is babysitting. I don’t have anything to do. I hate not having anything to do.”

T came back to the present when Missy nudged him. They were at the front of the security line. “Keep your head down.” With her head she indicated two teenage girls that were watching him.

He took his cap off and ran his hand through his hair, dropping the cap onto a tray. Missy stepped behind him so that he’d go through the checkpoint ahead of her. She probably would have
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