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      Oh my god, this guy is so hot.

      It was all I could think about as his lips trailed down my neck, his hands deliciously palming my breast and my ass. He groaned when we fell backwards together on the cab’s backseat as Christmas music played through its cheap speakers.

      “Excuse me.  This is not the appropriate place for that behavior.  Stop or I will have to terminate your ride.”

      The words barely registered but the sudden loss of his body on top of mine had not.  It was my turn to groan.

      “Sorry,” he whispered with his lust-laden voice, pushing a chunk of his long dark hair back behind his ear. I'd probably been the reason it had become dislodged from his ponytail in the first place.

      He helped me to sit up straight and then threw his arm over my shoulder, hugging me in close to his side.  I stared at the rearview mirror to make sure we weren't being watched and smiled sweetly as my hand found the outline of him through his dark jeans. I couldn’t wait to feel it outside of its confined space.

      He leaned over and nudged my temple with his nose. “You better quit or we’ll be walking.” He nipped my earlobe, sending tingles of delight through my body. He let out a low growl of pleasure as my hand moved to his thigh.

      “Walking isn’t the exercise I really had in mind,” I murmured.

      “Me either, Princess,” he replied.

      “Mmm.” I snuggled against the powerful man who was cradling me, trying to center myself.  I’d had too much to drink.  Too, too much. I closed my eyes and let the car gently sway us. Vaguely I was aware that Jesus probably wouldn't approve of my getting sloshed on the day of his birth. But I considered this a present to myself since I hadn't received any other gifts this year.

      The taxi lurched to a stop, causing me to gasp softly.  Rio chuckled beside me. I looked up and caught a brief glimpse of his amazingly beautiful smile before he was ushering me out of the warm cab and onto the street. I stared at his ass as he reached back into the cab to pay for the ride. 

      So tight. I just wanted to—

      “Hey!” He chuckled as he spun around and swatted at my fingers, which were pinching him.

      I giggled as he grabbed both my hands and pulled me against his warm chest. 

      “Hey,” I said, my voice sounded weirdly sexy to my own ears.

      He stared at me for a moment, his panty-dropping expressive blue eyes searching mine for something. Before I could ask what he was looking for, his lips came down on mine. It was as if something had exploded in my body and for the hundredth time that evening I wasn’t sure if I was going to be able to walk when his arms eventually left my backside. He pulled away and I whimpered at the loss.  His chuckle was deep and harsh.

      "Just up a few stairs. Then I promise I'll strip you down.  Piece by piece."

      His words sent shivers through my body. I bit my lip to keep myself together.  The last thing I needed was my body in a puddle on the sidewalk in front of his house.  I paid no attention to my surroundings, my eyes focused solely on his ass.  Oh my god. His ass. I couldn't wait to dig my heels into it.

      I stumbled up the concrete stairs and watched as he pulled some keys from somewhere.  Maybe that's what the little poking had been in the cab.  I registered a little pain as I bit the inside of my mouth. 

      Shit.

      My hands curled into fists as he fumbled with the key in the lock. 

      Hurry up, hurry up!

      Finally, he got the lock open and pushed the door open.  He waited for me to go first, which I thought was super charming, and I went inside.  I glanced around quickly noting that it was a bit messy. But it didn't smell bad and I didn't see any critters.  I pulled off my shoes, holding onto a white wall as I did so, my back towards most of the house. He was so heavenly to look at that I was having second thoughts.  Maybe he was realizing his mistake.  Maybe he was thinking that he shouldn't be with some slutty girl he met at the bar.  Maybe... 

      My thoughts were interrupted by his lips. The sound of his keys hitting the floor barely registered above his sexy ass moaning and the excitement of my back hitting the wall.  He stole my breath, my gasp swallowed by his delicious lips.  The scratchiness of his short beard mixed with the gentleness of his hands on my hips was driving me crazy. My hands went to his pants, I didn’t want to waste any more time. My body curved towards his, his belt jingling between us. 

      His pants fell just enough to open and reveal his cock struggling against the inside of his black boxer briefs. His hands started to roam after he removed my coat and let it drop to the floor. It pooled behind my feet. His hands continued their exploration, moving towards my tits which were aching for his touch.  I groaned and ground myself against him as I lifted my hands up, helping him to get my shirt off.

      “I can’t wait to feel how you feel inside me.”

      “Just a little longer,” his gravelly voice answered me as he lifted the shirt free. He kissed me once more and pulled me towards his couch, stripping my clothes from me, as promised, along the way.

      “That’s enough talking,” I said as I stripped off his leather jacket and then his shirt and tossed them haphazardly across the room. I fell back with him onto the couch, my lips seeking his again. His hands pushed everything down his hips before he let his body come towards mine.

      I groaned in frustration. Too slow! I shifted and pushed him down onto the couch and climbed on top of him.  I kissed him, my center pressed against him. I gasped as he filled me. It was slow, sweet torture. His hands on my hips held me in place as he claimed me.
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      I woke up with a sharp gasp and groaned as my hand touched my forehead which was pounding louder than the thumping of the bass in the bar last night. My eyes raked over the ridiculously hot man lying beside me and slowly the night started coming back to me.

      Oh god, what had I done?

      This had been a mistake. Did I really want to be with a guy who took a total stranger to bed? He probably did this kind of thing all the fucking time.

      Shit!

      I pushed my hair back from my face and quickly tumbled out of his bed. What was I doing? Oh my god, oh my god! Elly was totally going to know that I boned him.

      And so what if I had boned him? No, that wasn't the right attitude. This was so bad. I had just confessed to her before her open mic how much I wanted a stable guy. A good guy. A guy that I could take home to my mother and say, 'See! This is what a fucking good guy looks like, Mom. They aren't that hard to find!' But this wasn't that guy. This guy was in a band. He had so many tattoos he drew the eye towards him, and he probably had lots of casual sex while high on drugs. I didn't need that kind of guy.

      Shit!

      I crawled out of bed and tip-toed to his bathroom. After I cleaned myself up and swallowed some Tylenol I found in his cupboard, I crept back out to gather my clothes. I paused beside the bed and stared at him one last time. He was still sleeping. My fingers itched to move some of his long, dark wavy hair from his cheek. There was nothing I wanted to do more than climb back into bed with him. But I couldn't do that. He was bad news and forbidden. Still, I couldn't help myself as I snapped a quick picture on my phone before zipping out to his living room. I pulled on all of my discarded clothes in a hurry and made it safely out of his house.

      It wasn't until I was a few houses down that I realized I'd forgotten my bra. Ah, well, something for him to remember me by. Or something for him to add to his collection, if he had one. Whatever.

      As I walked down the street and called the number for a cab, I couldn't help but wonder how many other girls he'd been with, and I struggled to remember if we'd used protection.

      "Jesus, Stacy," I reprimanded myself openly as I smacked myself on the forehead. I could have any number of diseases. What the fuck had I been thinking?  Right.  I'd been thinking that he was fucking sexy and that I wanted to have his babies. How fucked up was I?

      I walked a few more blocks before the cab pulled up.  My mind was on Elly as I rode home. I hope I hadn't messed up her chance at being in a solid band.  I wasn't sure if Rio would call her.  Hell, I wasn't even sure his band was legit. It was probably just a line, his way to get me into his bed.  He had certainly been successful. He was charming, for sure.  Too bad I wasn't going to speak to him again until I was fully committed and/or married to the man of my dreams. The kind of man who never had a one night stand and would never even see the merit of having one.

      I paid the cab driver, tip and all, and did my walk of shame to my apartment. It was a downstairs studio apartment with an external door all its own, and it was smaller than tiny, but it was mine. And I had paid for it all on my own.

      I didn’t want to think about that right now either. I had work in two hours.  Back to the grindstone for me.
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      Just after I got out of the shower I heard my phone go off.  I snatched it up just before the last ring. “Hello?”

      “Hey. Does your head hurt as much as mine does?”

      I let out a breath I didn’t know I’d been holding as Elly's voice registered in my brain. I couldn’t believe I’d expected him to call. 

      “No. I took two Excedrin and my mother’s magical hangover cure hours ago. Do you want me to tell you what it is? It’s two parts V-8, two parts Sprite and—" Before I could say more Elly interrupted me.

      “Oh my god! Stop!” 

      I grinned to myself as she moaned in agony on the other end. I pulled on my underwear.

      “So what happened with you and Kent last night?” I asked, casually. They'd been really close last night. Really, really close. If it had been anyone but Kent I might have wondered if Elly had been too drunk to leave alone. But it was Kent, he was no stranger and too buttoned up to cheat on his fiancé. But I was pretty sure I hadn't been hallucinating.

      Elly blew out a heavy breath. “I— I don’t even want to talk about it. It was so stupid.”

      I gasped excitedly, pausing with my jeans pulled up to my ankles. “Did you guys—?”

      “No! No. God.”

      I chuckled at her mortification as I yanked on my light blue sweater. "Not everyone is as free-spirited as I am, I guess."

      “True, but in your defense that guy was pretty hot.”

      “I know, right?!” I sighed heavily and then she did the same. "I wonder if he's actually going to call you about his band."

      "Eh. I don't know. Depends if you were a good lay or not, I'm pretty sure."

      I couldn't hold back the laughter that was bubbling up in my chest. There was nothing like a best friend to put some humor into a horrible situation. "He'll definitely be calling you then." There was a slight pause before I spoke again, "Listen Elly, it's going to be alright. You'll find the right guy for you. Or Kent will wise up and get his head out of his ass. But until then you've got me. And I'm the best. So no worries, alright?"

      "It's hard not to be upset. Last night he kissed me. And we almost…" Her voice wavered.

      "God, he's such an idiot."

      "What?"

      "He's just so stupid. I'm sorry, I know he's your other bestie, or whatever, but seriously, Elly. You gotta get off his jock and stay away from him. He's not good for you." She was silent for a moment too long and I was worried that maybe it was too much honesty too soon. "I'm only saying this because I'm your friend and I don't want to see you go down the rabbit hole. You won't return a sane person."

      "You're right. I know you're right," she said softly between sniffles. I could tell she had resolved to tell herself that, but I also knew the heart was crazy and usually wanted things it shouldn't have. Like soon-to-be-married men. "I'm going to go try and sleep this hangover off. I'll call you later."

      "Okay. Later, boo. Feel better."
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      Oh, fuck. I fucked up. I rolled over and pinched the bridge of my nose as the realization hit me. Two years of sobriety down the fucking toilet. With my eyes still closed I replayed the evening in my mind. Two beers and I'd been as drunk as I used to get on half a bottle of whiskey. Fuck.

      I rubbed my face with my hands to try to rub away the stupid. It didn't work. I grabbed my cellphone and immediately dialed my number one.

      "Rio. What's up?"

      The voice on the other end of the phone would understand, I knew he would, but I still didn't want to have to say it.

      "I, uh..." My throat constricted tightly. I coughed and tried to force out the words. Just say it, just say it! "I fell off the wagon last night."

      There was a pause, a long one. It seemed endless. I pulled the phone away from my face to make sure he was still there on the other end.

      "What happened, man?"

      I rubbed at my forehead. I didn't want to tell him why. I didn't want to admit that I'd just felt like there was this hole in my life and I needed to fill it. I wasn't sure he'd understand since I didn't even really fucking understand it myself. There was something about Christmas that just made me feel so… alone. "I just fucked up."

      "Alright. So why didn't you call me? We could've talked about it or hung out last night," Tom said, his calm voice soothing my frayed nerves and the rising panic and self-loathing I was feeling.

      "It was Christmas, man. I didn't want to bother you and your family. And if I'm completely honest, I fucking hate Christmas and I wanted to have some fun and let loose. I wanted to feel like myself."

      "Your old self. And how did that go? Did you have fun and let loose?"

      "I didn't want to, at first. But then, I did. I took a drink and then more. And I let loose and had fun."

      "With a woman."

      "Wha... why would you assume there was a woman?"

      "There is always a woman. Or a man depending on your preference."

      "Are you saying I'm going to live the rest of my life fucking alone because women will trigger my alcoholism? That's some bullshit, Tom!"

      "Rio, calm down. I'm saying you haven't had a drop to drink or a woman in your life for two years. You haven't tried dating while sober."

      He had a point. I hadn't tried dating sober. And my first time meeting a woman who I was interested in just happened to be in a bar when I was begging for a reason to have a bender.

      "Rio, are you okay today? Do you feel the urge to drink?"

      I thought about it before I responded, "No. I'm okay today."

      "Alright, if anything changes, if you feel that urge, then call me. I'm here for you."

      "Thanks, Tom."

      "Oh, and Rio?"

      "Yeah?"

      "Stay away from bars and women for a couple of weeks, okay? Make sure your head is on right first."

      "Tom, come on. I was two years sober. Surely I can juggle a woman without the crutch of alcohol."

      "I don't doubt you could, Rio, but you need to get your head straight before you try it. Trust me on this one."

      I grunted in agreement and then hung up.

      I rolled over and stared at the indent on the pillow next to mine. She had been there. I could still see her gorgeous face, her fiery red hair, and those green eyes of hers that seemed to see right into my soul. I grabbed the pillow and roughly turned it over, erasing any trace of her. It didn't matter. I didn't have the strength to be with her or any other woman. I wasn't ready yet.
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      "Hey, man! I was wondering when you were going to call and dish about the hot chick you went home with last night. Was she wild in bed? Frank and I were taking bets. Please tell me she wanted you to call her daddy," James said, a huge grin on his face, as I strolled onto the construction site.

      "How the hell did you know I went home with a hot chick last night?" James was gone well before the texting extravaganza happened with Stacy.

      "Frank made it to the bar just in time to see you sucking face with a girl as you squeezed her into the back of a cab. So you're not going to brag about how you went balls deep in that girl?"

      "James. You're disgusting." I pulled my hair back and secured it with a band before putting my safety helmet on. "By the way, we're practicing tonight and hopefully auditioning a new singer."

      "Fuck yes. Is it a woman? Is she hot? Oh, please!"

      "Bandmates are off limits, James. You know the rules."

      "Yeah, yeah. But I'll still get to stare at her ass the whole time we're playing. Being the drummer has its perks, for sure."

      I was glad that James wasn't talking about Stacy. I was barely containing myself while he was talking about her friend. She had seemed nice enough from what little time we'd spent together.

      "Anyway. Seven, my place."

      "Cool. Do I need to fill the fridge?"

      The mere thought of a beer made my mouth water and my head ache.

      "Uh, no. Listen..." I exhaled slowly. I wasn't a pussy. I could do this. "I kind of fucked up last night so I need a clean house for a while."

      There was a long pause while I guessed James digested what I'd said. "How long had it been again?"

      "Two years. Nearly."

      "Fuck. Alright, no booze it is. I'll even make sure I acid out my mouth with that mouthwash shit before I come over so you won't have to smell it on me. I'll be there."

      "Thanks."

      It was a relief to have such a supportive, if not immature, friend. James had been there through the worst of it and he and his family had dusted me off, nursed me back to health, and given me a job. I would probably be dead if it hadn't been for them.
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      After work, I dialed Elly's number.

      "Hello?" Her voice was extremely unsure as she'd answered.

      "Hey, Elly. I don't know if you remember me but this is Rio. I met you and Stacy at the bar last night. She said you were a singer and I wasn't fucking around when I told her we needed one. Are you available to audition tonight?"

      "Uh…tonight?"

      "It's cool if you already had plans. The band practices four times a week. It would be nice to have vocals but we've been jamming without them just fine for a few weeks now."

      "It's not that. I just don't have a ride. Can we do it tomorrow night?"

      "I can give you a ride, if you want."

      "No offense, but I don't really know you that well."

      "Alright, good point. It's always good to be safe."

      Fuck. If she wasn't going to come by herself then that would mean she was going to bring someone else and I was sure I knew who she was going to ask. I hoped like hell she was still friends with that dude from the bar last night and that it was him she was planning on bringing and not Stacy.

      "What time tonight if I can find a ride?"

      "Uh, seven. I'll text you my address and you can text me and let me know if you can make it. Cool?"

      "Yeah. I'll be in touch, Rio."

      After hanging up, I went to the shower. I needed to clear my head.

      Alone with my thoughts I had to admit to myself that last night wasn't just a slip up. It was me avoiding thinking about my past. I was trying to drown myself in the bottle and avoid confronting my past which is what fucked me up in the first place and turned me into my father. I refused to let myself be him and this was the first step. I was an alcoholic and I always would be. Step one to my long road to recovery was to wipe clean the people from my life who were going to push me into that lifestyle again.

      A big one came to mind.

      A woman who had awakened my body. A woman whose voice I hadn't been able to shake from my head all damn day as I hammered nails into two by fours in the freezing December air.

      Stacy was off limits. She would do nothing but cause me trouble and lead me straight to the bottle. She was too fun, young, and carefree. I needed to get my head right first and probably when that happened she'd be swept up in someone else. She seemed like the kind of girl who didn't wait around. But most of all, she was the kind of girl who didn't need to be tied down by a broken guy like me.
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      I was most of the way to my mama's trailer when my phone rang. I glanced at the caller ID and Elly's number flashed at me.

      "Goddammit," I muttered as I reached for it. I wondered what was going on now. It had only been an hour since I'd last talked to her. I hit the button and pressed the phone to my ear. "Holla."

      "Stacy, Rio just called me and he wants me to audition tonight. I don't really want to go to some strange man's house, no offense, alone. And after last night I can't ask Kent and my mom isn't answering her phone so I was wondering…"

      If I hadn't been going sixty miles an hour I probably would've been pounding my head against the steering wheel at that moment. "Um… sure. What time? I'm almost to my mom's."

      "At seven. Can you make it back by then?"

      I glanced at the clock. I had three hours. "Sure, I'll cut this thing with my mom short and head back. You owe me one. Gas ain't cheap."

      "I've got the gas money covered. Thanks, Stacy! I'll see you soon."

      "Okay, bye Els." I ended the call and threw the phone back into my purse. goddammit. I was going to have to see him again. It would be fine. I was a strong woman and he was a player. He would probably just flirt with me or pretend it had never happened at all. I was totally cool with either of those situations if it meant it would be easy to keep him at arm's length.

      I pulled up to the trailer and got out of the car. I'd made sure I wasn't wearing anything too flashy. I didn't want to attract the attention of any of my neighbors or my mom's husband. I knocked on the door and stood back, waiting for an answer. I took a step back when the door opened and smiled as I stared up at my mom.

      She had been gorgeous when she was younger. She'd thought she'd have time to pursue her dreams once I got older but that was before my father ran out on us and left her with no way to find him and no money. She never left her crappy hourly job and continued to bounce from man to man as they wormed their way into her life.

      "Hey mama." I stepped in and gave her a big hug. Her arms wrapped around me too and we swayed for a moment before I stepped back. "I'm sorry I missed Christmas." The truth was that she'd been working on Christmas while her good for nothing husband stayed home watching TV.

      She pushed my hair back from my face just liked she'd always done and smiled. "That's okay, baby girl. You're home now. Do you want something to drink?"

      "No. And I have to get going real soon. I forgot that I'd promised my friend that I would take her somewhere. She just called me to remind me. She knows how absent-minded I can be." It was a white lie but I didn't want her husband to open his mouth about it.

      Said husband, Hank, was on the recliner in the corner. I tried not to shudder as his eyes raked over the pair of us. I could only imagine what was going through his perverted mind.

      "How kind of you to drive all this way for a drive-by hello. Sounds like you just wanted to come get your presents and run, girl." He laughed alone as his joke fell flat.

      I forced a smile and looked back to my mom, "We can do presents another time soon, maybe I can come for New Year's?"

      My mom frowned a little as she pushed her hair back from her face. "Well, that sounds nice, Stacy, but I'm working New Year's Eve too. You know how the holidays are."

      I nodded, I did. The holidays were very busy for her. "I'll come back again before my last semester starts."

      "What are your plans after graduation, baby girl?" Hank asked as he muted the TV and turned his full, unwanted, attention to me.

      "I'm going to be interning. So money is going to be tight for me for a little while."

      Hank scoffed, "Money's going to be tight? You need to start earning some money so you can pay your mama back for all the money she wasted on you when you were younger."

      I glanced at my mother who was shaking her head in disagreement but not speaking up for herself. My eyes flicked back to Hank. "The interning is the key to getting a good job come the end of summer."

      "You got it all figured out, don't you?" he retorted.

      "And so do you, don't you? When are you going to get off your ass and stop mooching off my mama and get yourself a fucking job?"

      My mom gasped as I shook my head and held my hands up in defeat. "I'm sorry, mama, but it's true. He needs to pull his weight around here. If he really loved you he'd get himself a job and let you stop working yourself to death." I glared at Hank before holding out a tiny little box to my mom. "Merry Christmas, Mama." I pressed my lips to her cheek before stepping out of the trailer once more. For once I wish she'd keep my gift instead of returning it but I knew as well as she did that if she didn't return it Hank would take it while she was at work and pawn it. I knew, between us, that it was the thought that counted anyway.

      I got into my car and shut the door behind me with a huff. This is exactly the life I wanted to avoid. I did not want to grow up to be my mama. I was going to have something better.
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      Elly and I drove in silence to Rio's house. She was nervous because she was going to be singing with a group of guys whose only agenda was to judge if she was good enough. I was nervous because I was going to have to face Rio again.

      The music drowned out my thoughts until we arrived at the house that I wasn't sure I could ever forget, even if I wanted to. No Stacy, he's trouble. In another ten years he'll be as washed up and useless as Hank.

      I glared at Rio's door as if it had deeply offended me and then looked at Elly who was still nervously wringing her hands in her lap. I chuckled at her when her eyes met mine. "Elly, come on. They're a bunch of rock dudes. You've got this."

      She nodded though she didn't look too sure of herself. "Yeah, I got this," she tried to reassure herself.

      She got out of the car and I followed, my stomach twisting in knots the closer we got to the front door.

      Shit.

      Shit.

      Shit.

      Elly rang the doorbell and we both stepped back and waited for someone to appear in the doorway. I looked around as we waited and the sound of drums and electric guitar were trying to escape through the walls of Rio's house. "They probably can't hear the door. Should we just go in?"

      She shrugged her shoulders and tried the doorknob. It turned and we entered the house. The volume increased dramatically as soon as we stepped in. We followed the music down the hallway and stopped in the doorway of a sunken in living room which had been prepped for band rehearsal. We waited and watched until they noticed us. They were so lost in the music. My eyes went to Rio and stayed there. Beads of sweat started to pop up on his forehead. His face was focused on the strings he was so skillfully playing. I blushed as my body remembered just how good those fingers felt on my skin.

      Before I could let my thoughts go further away I waved my hands, trying to get their attention. Rio looked up and his fingers fumbled.
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      I looked down at my bloodied finger. "Fuck me," I muttered as I sucked the blood from the small wound on my thumb. I glanced around for the pick I'd dropped briefly before setting my bass down. "Take five, guys. I gotta bandage this shit up and get a new pick. Lost it." I didn't waste any time getting out of the room. Was she trying to show up here and see me on purpose? I didn't want to have to be a dick but if she didn't stay away I was going to have to be an asshole. I couldn't risk another slip up.

      I didn't have to brush past the two, they got the hell out of my way as I made my way to my bathroom. I opened the cupboards and started to search for something to calm the throbbing that was quickly accelerating in my finger.

      I smelled her before I saw her. I glanced up and saw her leaning in my doorway, her arms and ankles crossed.

      "What the hell are you doing here?" I asked gruffly, hoping to scare her off. I glanced up, it hadn't worked. Fuck.

      "Elly needed a ride. I'm said ride."

      "You're fifteen fucking minutes late. Do you think your time is more important than ours?" I saw something resembling sadness cross her features before she put her mask back in place.

      "I don't. I was driving as fast as I could without getting a ticket. I was in Jonesboro."

      "What the fuck were you doing there? Looking for another bed warmer?" I clenched my jaw, the words came out before I could stop them. I didn't give a damn. I didn't want to, but I kind of did.

      "Having a little Christmas with my mama."

      She was visiting her mom and I was giving her shit about it. Jesus, I was an asshole. I stopped my shuffling and looked at her. "Sorry."

      She shrugged her shoulders and opened one of the drawers I'd already shuffled around in. She pulled out a bandage and held it up for me to inspect. I took it, our fingers brushed momentarily and the chemistry between us went right to my pants. "Did you wake up on the wrong side of the bed?"

      I smiled as my eyes met hers. "Maybe if you'd have stuck around you would know the answer to that question."

      "Oh, is that why you're so grouchy?"

      I made quick work of applying the bandage and ditched the trash before meeting her eyes again, "Nope. It might surprise you but I'm used to girls tucking tail and running the other way."

      She scoffed, "I'm not surprised at all. Most girls aren't looking for a simple roll in the hay. Most girls want more."

      Is that what she wanted? More? It didn't matter. I couldn't give it to her. I met her eyes again as I took a step towards her. She took a step back, looking nervous. Interesting. "So, are you doing anything after this?"

      She rolled her eyes and waved me off as she moved towards the door. "Save your breath. I'm not interested." The way she hunched away from me said something altogether different.

      "Okay, Princess. I was just curious if Elly was going to need a ride home."

      Her eyes widened in surprise at my slight rejection before she could cover her face up again. "I was planning on staying."

      I bandaged my finger, my eyes looking to her back and forth as I wrapped the sticky plastic around my appendage. I went to my dresser and grabbed a new pick before following after her.

      Elly was getting along nicely with the guys as I reentered the band room. They were laughing until their eyes fell onto me. I felt like such a party pooper. My bad mood must have been embedded on my face.

      "Hey. You guys ready to start again?" I forced a smile I wasn't feeling as I picked my bass up once again.

      James snickered, "I was born ready."

      Elly cleared her throat and cradled the mic in her hand before looking over her should at us. "What are we singing?"

      "Singer's choice, darlin," I said.

      She nodded, "Alright, how about "Two Princes?""

      We all nodded to each other before starting rocking out once again. I already loved her taste in music, it was a song that was rock enough for us and gave each of us a chance to show off our
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