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            Chapter One

          

          DAINE

        

      

    

    
      “Get a grip, or I’m gonna kick in your fucking teeth.” I hold my friend’s brother by his shirt collar, shoving his scrawny ass up against the hotel wall.

      “What the hell is wrong with you?” Brit barks at the prick trying to jerk free from my grip.

      “Why the fuck did you come back here?” he growls at me, kicking his feet as I hold him.

      Tightening my grip on his T-shirt, I shove him harder. “She found me, dick.”

      “We’re not even dating,” Brit says emphatically, looking at the poor pathetic kid.

      His face turns red as he grits his teeth and glares at Brit, who’s stupidly smiling at me.

      That gets him jerking again.

      “I don’t give a fuck what you two do.” I get in his face. “Now. Are you done? Or am I gonna have to beat your ass in the middle of this fucking hallway?”

      The little shit isn’t the biggest or brightest kid in the world. I could beat him down with little effort, but I’m sure as hell not about to let him get away with sucker punching me in the middle of a bougie hotel, especially not over someone as 86’d as my ex-girlfriend.

      We all grew up together on the same block in North County, St. Louis. My friend Jax and I were business partners back then—I sold pot and prescription painkillers to rich kids, and he jacked cars.

      Ten years ago, I was the fuck up. The biggest mistake of my life had me fleeing to New York with drug dealers out for blood. Now every time I come home, I keep my head on a swivel trying to avoid attention.

      This isn’t helping.

      “Well?” I glare. “You done?”

      He huffs, relaxing a little, and nods, although his face is still red.

      With a final shove, I drop him.

      Kid straightens his T-shirt and launches himself towards Brit, but she pushes him off. “You know what? Fuck you.” He clenches his fists. “When Dae leaves, don’t even think about running back to me.” He points at Brit. “You’re cut off.”

      Eyebrows raised, Brit crosses her arms over her chest and shrugs, sending him ranting down the hallway.

      Fortunately, our crash out is over quickly and doesn’t draw much attention.

      Brit reaches for my arm. “Are you⁠—”

      “No.” I push her off. “What the hell is wrong with you?”

      “I’m not with him.” Her face twists.

      Lie.

      “Sure, you’re not.” Jax walks up then, lets out a laugh, and slaps my shoulder. “Come on, man. Let’s get that drink.”

      He turns and heads towards the doors to the hotel lounge, and I follow.

      The narrow bar area of the Chase Club and its stained-glass ceiling is lowly lit tonight as we sit in the cobalt blue chairs and order our shots. Outside the big windows, the sun has gone down now. A little busy for a weekday.

      Not taking the hint, Brit walks inside and sits beside me, though I don’t know why. If she thinks anything’s going to happen between us, ever, she’s high. And knowing her, she probably is.

      “Thursday night we’re heading to the Grove. You in?” Jax nudges me, holding a glass of whiskey.

      “Not if your psycho brother’s coming. I can’t afford pulling any more attention to myself here.”

      “Nah, he ain’t going. And sorry about that,” he waves over my shoulder, “Secret’s out for Brit, and my brother’s got the receipts.”

      Brit growls at Jax then reaches behind me and shoves his shoulder. “Fuck you. Trey has issues, this wasn’t on me.”

      Haven’t seen Brit in close to three years, but she’s looking a lot older. Rough. Though her hair is still long, straight, and dark, her eyes are still the same dull grey-blue they were last time we hooked up.

      “Bullshit,” Jax growls, defensive of his brother. “You fucked with his head, like you did Dae’s, then you threw Trey away the second Dae hit town.”

      Doesn’t matter how much time has passed, some things—some people—never change.

      I down my shot of Patron and raise my hand for the bartender to bring me another. Or three. Can I not go one fucking night without bullshit? I’ve been back in town for two hours now.

      “We need to talk,” Brit says, setting her small hand on my arm. “Please.”

      “I’m here for my family, not you. I don’t have anything left to give you.” I raise my arm to remove her hand. “Please, just go home.”

      Brit’s phone rings then. Purses her thin lips, she mutters, “Whatever.” Shaking her head, she gets up and sighs before walking off towards the door. Once she’s out of earshot, Jax claps my shoulder.

      “Thursday. The Grove.” Jax throws down a shot. “I got friends coming. Oh, but don’t even think about the red head. She’s mine. We went out a few times. I might even like her.”

      “You went out more than once?” I smirk.

      “Fuck you.” Laughing, he shoves my arm. “But seriously, take a night off. Come out with us. Get laid, Christ.”

      I down another shot.  “So, Trey and Brit?”

      Jax scoffs. “They hooked up like, a year ago? Then he got this new job, and she’s been all over him ever since. You know Brit and her sugar daddies.”

      “Right.” I scoff.

      “I’m surprised he showed up here. Guess he got word you were in town and knew Brit would be on her knees begging to get you back.”

      “Yeah, well I don’t need her shit either. I’ve got enough trouble.” I get up from the barstool. “Thanks for the drink, man, but I gotta get back to the girls. We’ll hang Thursday then.”

      “Yes.” He points as I turn to head out the door of the club and into the lobby of the Chase Park Plaza Hotel. Thank fuck Brit is nowhere in sight.

      Every trip here, I end up spending way too much money on hotels because it’s safer here than if I stayed with my aunt. Little chance of drug dealers hanging out at the Chase. Only all the banquet halls are full tonight. Seems extra for a Tuesday. Music shaking the walls is making my head pound. It’s already about to explode with everything else going on.

      As I walk down the hallway, a door swings open, and two guys follow out a group of hot college girls. I just shake my head.

      If only my life was that simple.

      If only I’d made the right choices instead of going for the quick score.

      At the elevator, I use my room key so I can go upstairs to change before heading over to see the girls. I press the button for my floor, then I pull out my cell and call my aunt to make sure my sixteen-year-old twin sisters are doing okay considering tomorrow’s plans. I’ve been through this a few too many times, but not them. Now that they’re older, they’ll join me as I take Mom to rehab. Again. Hopefully this time will be the last.

      My aunt sounds like she’s crying when she answers. “Can I call you back?”

      “Everything alright?”

      “I’m on another call.”

      “Okay. Just wanted to let you know I’ll be there soon. Call me if you need anything.” I hang up and shove my cell back into my pocket, then wait as the elevator stops on random floors before continuing up to my floor.

      How did I get here?

      I blame myself for putting my family in this situation. My father’s death. My mother’s heroin addiction—all my fucking fault. Jesus, I need sleep. Don’t think I’ve had more than a few hours since flying back this morning.

      Blowing out a breath, I sigh as the elevator stops and the door slides open.

      A beautiful platinum blonde woman comes rushing through the open doors, stumbling over her stilettos, and trips into me, shoving us both to the back of the elevator.

      “Damn it.” She grabs onto my arms, and long, manicured fingers wrap tightly around my biceps. Her eyes move to her hands, and a sexy smile spreads across her glossy lips.

      The door closes behind us, and the elevator starts to move.

      “Hello, beautiful.” I grin.

      She’s giving Taylor Swift meets Marilyn Monroe, and it’s making me want to try and pull a number.

      “Same.” She takes a step and tries to steady herself on what I recognize now to be Manolos. Very high ones, although she’s already tall. At least five ten. These heels has her pushing six feet.

      The elevator stops then, and the door slides open. For some reason, she startles, looking over her shoulder, which gets us both off balance.

      “Whoa.” I feel her ankle twist as she shuffles, and when I try to steady her, I move my foot, which unintentionally gets tangled with hers, sending us both sliding to the floor.

      Temporarily stunned, neither of us moves. We just lie there, her above me now, both trying to regain our composure as the elevator begins moving again.

      Bare legs move to either side of my hips now, the beauty queen’s tall, fit frame feeling weightless above me, and her firm tits are pressing into my chest as she takes in a breath.

      “Can I help you up?” I ask, hands hovering beside her hips since her party dress has now ridden up over them.

      “Yes. I am so sorry,” she groans as she pushes herself up using the floor beside me as leverage.

      I cautiously reach for the hem of her pink ruffled dress and feels like very expensive silk. My fingertips ghost over her soft skin, and I realize she’s wearing a thong. Which isn’t helping my focus that should be on giving chivalrous knight but instead, might be bordering on perv.

      “It’s okay, beautiful. I’ve got you.”

      Finally, the shock starts to wear off because she pushes herself up with her palms. Her long, platinum hair that smells like she uses salon grade shampoo slides over my chin as she rises above me and hovers an inch from my face.

      My view of this woman literally takes my breath away. She is stunning—not the typical college girl cute—but like, the classy, old school Hollywood type you’d see at Fashion Week.

      A whole aesthetic as opposed to mine.

      Although in my defense, I can’t exactly come to St. Louis flashy. Gotta blend in with the locals, so high-end fashion won’t work here. Gives me an excuse to wear my Docs.

      “Are you okay?”

      Ignoring my question, she continues hovering, still and staring.

      Grinning.

      Beautiful.

      The elevator hits another floor then, and the door slides open.

      This time, a family of four stands there glaring at us on the floor of the elevator, my hands on her bare hips, and her ass practically uncovered. Unfortunately, there’s no hiding anything in this moment as we both turn to look at the family, who’s staring back in shock.

      The girl on top of me sits up and covers her face with her hands. “Oh my god.”

      The Chase isn’t the sort of hotel you get rooms by the hour.

      Mom’s eyes go wide as she grabs her son and pulls him back against her chest, seemingly appalled. Dad, however, just gives me an atta boy smirk as the elevator door closes and starts going back down.

      I try to be a gentleman and not steal a glimpse of her tits that are spilling out of her dress now, but some primal urge pulls my gaze down anyway. And my hands are still holding onto her bare hips like they belong there.

      Blood rushes in all the wrong places, and I get fucking hard as her knees pull up, and she shifts her thighs, unintentionally—or not—grinding against me as her flawless skin turns pink.

      “Damn it,” she mumbles, blinks, then her green eyes grow, and her glossy lips part before she runs her tongue over her bottom lip.

      I can’t help but chuckle.

      The elevator stops again, and the door slides open. Confident by this point, it couldn’t get any worse.

      Till it does.

      At least, for this goddess on top of me.

      “Alceyone.” Some woman’s voice chastises from outside the elevator, making us both jump. “Get up. You’re causing a scene.”

      All-see-own.

      One foot at a time, Alceyone carefully lifts each foot and slowly manages to sit herself on the floor, her flushed high cheekbones giving away her frustration.

      I sit myself up then and watch her struggle to stand in her sexy navy blue Manolos that cost a fortune and not exactly built for utility.

      The door starts closing, but the woman outside pushes a button to keep it on the floor.

      “Let me help.” I manage to stand then reach down for her hands. “I’ve got you.”

      She stares up from the floor as she sits with grace, keeping her long legs glued together, leaning to the side.

      She’s clearly practiced this maneuver.

      Accepting my offer, she reaches up for my hand and wraps her soft fingers around mine, clinging tightly as I help her stand. My grip loosens when I know she’s safe, but she refuses to let go. Standing eye to eye with this blonde goddess, her long lashes fluttering, she focuses her green eyes on mine.

      “Daine.” I grin, still holding her hands.

      Her pink painted lips curve into a smile. “Alcey.”

      A knot rises into my chest as Alcey steps closer and literally pushes herself up against my T-shirt, never taking her eyes from mine. She slides her fingers down my arms and then rests her hands on my hips.

      What a fucking temptress.

      I’m in.

      “You’re my hero, Daine.” Alcey leans forward and whispers against my lips, so close, I can almost taste them. She kisses my cheek, lips lingering a second before they’re gone. “Thank you.”

      “Alceyone, let’s go.” The woman in the hallway is wearing a black dress that lands just below her knees with sheer sleeves, and she’s glaring at us.

      Unfortunately, she’s not the only unwanted guest standing outside.

      Fucking Brit. The nerve to look insulted. “Seriously, Dae?”

      Impeccable timing.

      There goes my hard-on.

      “Don’t worry about her,” I tell Alcey as her expression changes. “She’s nobody.” I keep my focus on her. “You’re okay?”

      “Iconic, thanks to you.” Her tongue grazes along her lower lip again, probably thinking the same as me. Alcey gives me one last grin, then gracefully steps off the elevator.

      Brit tries to join me, but I glare and shake my head before redirecting my focus to Alcey, who’s glancing back at me now.

      “See you around, Alcey,” I tell the hypnotic beauty, my gaze now frozen to hers, inhaling one last trace of her enticing perfume, before the elevator door starts to close. “I hope.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

          ALCEY

        

      

    

    
      My legs are still shaky at the memory of lying on top of Daine on the elevator floor.

      Icy blue eyes, strong jaw with a neat beard, and a sexy crooked smile. A mess of dark hair laid just above his eyes, and that dimple?

      Mmm.

      And when some girl tried ruining my meet-cute, he ignored her like only he and I existed. That sultry voice chased shivers over my skin. But then, he was gone. The new star of my sexual fantasies disappeared behind an elevator door.

      Shame.

      I’ve barely regained my composure when Tallulah berates me, and I’m quickly reminded of where I was off to before this elevator brought me back to the same damn floor I was trying to flee in the first place.

      “Do you know that man?” Tallulah asks, standing in front of me wearing a black cape dress from Chanel’s spring line.

      Of course, she would outdress me at my own damn party. And it’s not like I’m wearing something from Target. I’m in a tan rose mousseline silk dress by Chloe, for fuck’s sake.

      “Uh—no?” I fight the urge to roll my eyes.

      “Really. Well it looked to me like you have known each other for years.”

      “Don’t start.” Now I roll my eyes before waving her off as I spin around and head for the bathroom, the nearest escape room I can think of at the moment.

      “Alceyone, can we talk?” She grabs my arm.

      For the most part, I’ve avoided conversations like this with Mommie Dearest, but her distraught tone tells me I’ll not get out of this one.

      “Please. It will only take a moment.”

      “Fine.” I exhale and cross my arms over my chest. “What?”

      “Are you enjoying your graduation party?”

      “Yes, thank you, Mother. Although most of the guests aren’t my friends.”

      She purses her lips but refrains from commenting.

      “I wanted to tell you how proud I am of you. And of course, thankful that you’ve accepted a position in Manhattan, and that you’re finally coming home.”

      Tallulah’s tell ticks like a bomb—well-hidden wrinkles make a rare appearance across her forehead, and she quirks her pouty lips to the side of her cheek. She’s trying to find a way to twist her words into something that doesn’t resemble swallowing glass.

      Because that’s realistic.

      “And I wanted to discuss something else.” Her French manicured fingers gently move to my hair that’s down around my shoulders, and she pushes it behind them.

      Called it.

      She leans in, preparing to share some hot tea. “The bestselling Undercover Savage series has been optioned for film. Have you heard?”

      I glare like duh.

      Of course, I know. Next Monday, that author’s agent is going to be my boss.

      Hillary King is one of the publishing world’s elite and most ruthless literary agents in the business. Thanks to Tallulah’s infamy, although it’s something I would normally never take advantage of, I managed to get an assistant position. But it isn't Hillary who makes me thirst for that job, it’s who she represents—erotic romantic thriller writer, Malory Sinclair.  

      Malory is my literary crack.

      I've been devouring her books my entire life. After falling in love with her latest series, I heard Gillian Philips—my idol and the woman who made me decide to become a director—is set to direct the whole thing.

      I knew then, whatever it took, I had to make it happen.

      “Don’t pretend like you had nothing to do with me getting this job.”

      She stands straight and smirks. “Who’s pretending?”

      “Well, I don’t need your help.” But I also don’t mention that I did, in fact, namedrop, because desperate times. “Not anymore. And in case you’ve forgotten, I fired you.”

      “I am not trying to control your life.”

      I laugh. “Of course, you are.”

      She purses her lips and starts rubbing her palms together.

      Blinking, I take a breath then exhale slowly. “You still don’t get it.”

      “Please, listen. They’re casting for Avery, and I know⁠—”

      “Stop.” I push my palm in her face. “My days in front of the camera are over. You know what I want.”

      Digging her Saffiano leather slingback Pradas into the floor, Tallulah scoffs. “Alceyone. You do not know what you want. Besides, directing is for has-been actors. You’re young and beautiful. A rising star. Don’t you dare waste your gifts. If you do, I promise, you’ll regret it.”

      “I think you mean you will regret it.” I shake my head. “You’re not really talking about me anyway. And I won’t be having you living vicariously through my successes again.”

      “Lower your voice,” she bites out. “You were born for the spotlight. I’ve spent your entire life raising you for this.” She picks up a curl and twists it before setting it down. “And this role will get you everything, even eventually leading to… directing,” she says with disdain, “if that’s truly what you desire.”

      She rolls her eyes, but it doesn’t go unnoticed.

      “Your pretentiousness is showing.” Taking a step back, I try separating myself as far from her as possible. “Listen, Mother. I know what I want. Can’t you please just let me do it for the plot? For once?”

      “Alceyone–”

      “Tallulah.” Her name comes out with so much force, even she’s surprised. I pause, grumbling beneath my breath, but try to relax before I crash out. We are at the Chase, after all. “I don’t need a momager anymore. Drop it. Please.”

      “I love you.” She sets her hands on my shoulders. “I’m only trying to help.”

      “Only you’re not. Nothing you do is ever about me. It always circles back to you—” I cut off my rambling and step from her reach, realizing she’s baiting me into this stupid argument. “You know what? I’m over it.”

      Tallulah has always controlled everything, ever since I was little when she pushed me into acting and modeling. And when I quit, she even dangled a trust fund I could live off of for the rest of my life in front of me. All I had to do was return to the entertainment business, but I don’t want her money. The consequences aren’t worth it.

      “I see you hiding, Alceyone.” Tallulah’s tone grows more arrogant as she steps closer in her beautiful silk couture. “I let you finish your degree in St. Louis, but it’s time to stop this nonsense. This life is what you were born for.”

      “No, Tallulah.”

      I narrow my eyes.

      “You don’t see me at all. Alcey Monroe is gone, and you can’t accept that I don’t need you. You manipulated every single detail of my childhood, but I’m not that person anymore. You can’t control me, Mother. So stop pushing, or one of these days…” I stare her down, taking a step away. “I’ll cut you off from my life completely.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

          ALCEY

        

      

    

    
      Tonight, my two best friends from high school are taking me out to celebrate my last night in St. Louis by partying at a bar in the Grove.

      Elle Anderson, Addison Kline, and I were inseparable before Addie graduated from her esthetician program and moved to New York a few years ago to work as a stylist for different studios. Elle followed a year ago after graduating from WashU with a dual major in business and fashion design. She’s currently at FIT finishing her MFA in fashion design while working as a photographer.

      I, however, stayed behind to finish my second senior year at Wash U.

      Dad was going to flex his connections to get me into the MFA program at NYU, but then this job came up. If nothing else, this will be a good gap year.

      My friend Elle is, according to Tallulah, the perfect role model from the right family. Elle’s biracial and so beautiful. Tallulah and Elle’s mom grew up together and were best friends, even before Elle or I came along.

      They both walked together at Fashion Weeks all over the world. Elle’s mom still has family ties in St. Louis, while my mom was an only child and never was close to her parents.

      Tallulah and Hazel were the Real Housewives of St. Louis.

      Now Addie Kline? Well. If Tallulah had her way, I’d never be within a mile of that girl. Even in spite of the fact that Addie’s parents are stacked, still married, and own tons of businesses in the Central West End and the Grove, including the bar we’re partying at tonight.

      Tallulah despises Addie. She’s the friend every entitled parent hates to see you have—rebellious and unapologetically unfiltered. Addie is sexually fluid and poly. Fuck social norms, as she proudly says. Every time I’ve seen her these past couple of years, she’s had a different hair color, another tattoo and more piercings.

      Addie is legit fire, and I one hundred percent don’t give a damn what Tallulah thinks. In fact, Tallulah’s abhorrence for my friend probably makes me love her that much more. She’s my source for all things extra. Connections in this business are everything, so I wouldn’t throw Addie out of my bed. I keep telling her she should’ve been a spy.

      “Isn’t it weird partying here after living in New York?” Elle asks Addie as we stand around a table we only managed to snag because the manager knew we’d be coming out tonight.

      “Not for Addie, she has an entourage everywhere she goes.”

      There are about four girls I barely remember from high school standing at the next table who just had to come out and see her since she was in town. It’s cute, really.

      Elle rubs her forehead and squints her hazel eyes as a server sets down another round of shots. Elle’s hair is in boho braids and hanging low around her shoulders. Of course, she’s wearing head to toe Alaïa—a velvet mini dress with organza wide-leg pants underneath and strappy pumps—couture only the daughter of a celeb could afford.

      “You okay?” I ask. She doesn’t really look like she feels great.

      “My allergies are on fire,” she says right before she sneezes.

      “Sorry, Elle.”

      She pushes her braids back over her shoulder, trying to act like she’s fine, but she’s clearly not.

      Elle and I practically shared cribs together as babies, so I can definitely tell when she’s trying to fake it.

      “I think we have some meds behind the bar,” Addie tells her.

      Addie’s hair is pulled back in a clip, but her purple streaks are hanging around her cheeks. Our rebel doesn’t dress for anybody but herself. Gotta love her for that. Tonight, she’s wearing black bloomers beneath a sheer skirt that goes just above her Docs and an Evanescence T-shirt.

      Although she’s the queen of accessories, and she’s wearing loads of bracelets, a couple layered necklaces, and of course, her piercings and tattoos.

      She mostly couldn’t care less about labels, and she thrifts most of her wardrobe from second-hand boutiques. And she’s so conscious about social issues, Calvin Klein is the closest thing to couture she’ll wear. A few years ago, she went fashion vegan and now if she purchases new clothing at all, she’ll only buy sustainable from ethical companies. I admire her for that. She’s much stronger than me and Elle when it comes to fashion consciousness.

      Addie grabs Elle’s hand and pulls her to her feet. “Come on, let’s get you some relief.”

      “Think I’m gonna run to the bathroom first,” Elle tells her. “I’ll meet you at the bar.”

      “Wanna dance?” One of Addie’s friends asks me as Elle and Addie disappear through the crowd.

      “Yeah.” I down my shot of tequila then follow her to the dance floor.

      After partying an hour with two shots and a strawberry margarita on board, I’m at least feeling somewhat better. As I spin around on my first pair of Christian Louboutin’s that I got from Tallulah for graduation, I glance up and recognize my Plaza hero staring at me from beside the wooden dance floor.

      St. Louis may not be a small town but thank the gods it’s small enough that we all know the right clubs to party at.

      The instant our eyes meet, they’re frozen. I may have only been in his presence for a few minutes, but that’s all it took. I’d recognize that man anywhere.

      Daine’s broad shoulders straighten as he stands a little taller and uncrosses his arms from his broad chest. Then that sexy smile appears as he runs his hands through his dark hair.

      “See Ian Somerhalder’s doppelgänger circa Vampire Diaries back there?” I pop my thumb over my shoulder, asking Addie’s friend her opinion. “Is he still looking?"

      She peers over my shoulder then nods. Smiling. Then fans her cheeks, “Fire.”

      I glance down inspecting the state of my boobs, then pirouette on my strappy stilettos.

      “Where'd he go?” I look around the hazy room, but he’s gone. The music slows, so the two of us ditch the dance floor. “I’m going to get another drink.”

      I sift through the dense crowd to the bar, grab the ledge of the counter, and lean in to get the bartender's attention when someone grabs my elbow. Turning, I find those seductive eyes staring into mine.

      Good Goddess.

      Daine stands beside me, well over six feet, with his crooked Hollywood smile beaming bright enough to light up the club. Hello dimple. He licks his lips, and my mouth gapes, fantasizing of all the places I’d like him to run that tongue.

      Even I blush at the thought.

      “Hello, beautiful.” His gaze travels down my thinly veiled body then back up to my eyes, and he shows off his perfectly white teeth.

      I think I just soaked my thong.

      “My night’s just had a glow up.” He winks. “Can I get you a drink?”

      Not waiting for an answer, he turns and yells at the girl behind the counter. Of course, she comes over the second he smiles at her.

      “What would you like?” she asks Daine.

      He looks at me, and I bite my lip. “Sex on the Beach.”

      Daine smirks and gives the bartender my order. The scent of his woodsy designer cologne—YSL if my nose is sensing properly—wraps around me, twirling the butterflies in my belly.

      “Twice in one week. This must be fate.”

      My cheeks heat.

      I am not okay.

      Unable to stop grinning, I lean in close to his ear, wanting to bite it, but refrain. “Could be.”

      Daine looks different from the rest of the club’s American Eagle crowd. From his fitted Versace T-shirt hiding beneath Hollister with rolled-up sleeves because he thinks that way, nobody will notice the brands, to his ripped jeans and Brunello Cucinelli Chelseas, it’s clear he’s not really from around here. Even shopping at Plaza Frontenac won’t hide true fashion icons.

      “Wanna head to the patio?” Daine yells, trying to compete with In Your Fantasy by ATEEZ that’s blaring from the speakers.

      Lucifer, huh?

      I’m here for it.

      I nod, smiling, as the bartender holds out our drinks.

      Daine pays and then hands me a glass. Tilting his head, he gestures towards the patio exit and tilts his head before walking off.

      Keeping pace, I stare at his ass in those Purple Brand skinny jeans as it moves in front of my shameless gaze. As we pass my table, Addie’s friends drop their jaws in succession.

      I just grin as we walk by.

      Once on the back patio, he leads us to a table in a corner, far from the crowd inside.

      Twinkle lights hang from the wooden frame above our heads. Thankfully, the music is much more tolerable out here. When we reach the table, he even pulls out my chair.

      Already impressed, I tug at my voluminous mini skirt, hoping to keep my thong in its hiding place—for now—before I slide into the seat.

      Not that he hasn’t already seen my ass...

      Daine takes a drink as his eyes dip to my deeply plunging neckline, smiles, then finally raises his gaze. “It's so crowded,” he says. “Is this normal for a Thursday?”

      “It’s summer.” I shrug, twirling the straw in my glass.

      Daine’s dimple makes my belly start tingling as he licks his lips, and damn, do I want to taste them.

      What the hell is wrong with me?

      This guy is turning me into a Jell-O shot. My hello kitty has clearly come out intent on bringing someone home.

      “I love your name,” Daine says.

      “Thanks. My mother had this thing for mythological deities. Alceyone was a Greek Goddess. She’s kind of full of herself—my mom, I mean.”

      Daine leans in. “I think it’s legend. Like you.” He brushes over my hands with his.

      I pick up my drink, lean down, then suck on my straw, never taking my gaze from his. “Thanks.”

      Oh yeah. I’m taking you home.

      Needing slightly more liquid courage to lock this down, I finish my drink then announce that it’s empty by shaking the ice. Normally, I’m not this aggressive, but tonight, I can't help it. Something about him makes my mind wander to dark and dirty places.

      Since Elle and Addie abandoned me in StL, I’ve mostly given up on men and focused on getting to New York. Thinking back, I can’t actually remember how long it’s been since I’ve had sex. At least two years. Thank the universe for battery operated boyfriends. A play sesh is long overdue.

      Maybe Daine can be my actual graduation gift?

      Smiling to myself, I glance over at this beautiful man sitting across from me. “So, Daine. You can’t be in college, you look older than me.”

      “I wasn’t built for college.” He cocks his head.

      “How old are you?”

      “Twenty-nine.”

      Hmm. More than a couple years older than me, Daine is older than he looks, but I’m good with that. Older usually means more established and settled down. Not that any of that matters. I have no intention of dating him.

      One night, I promise myself. And a one-night stand will probably be easier if I know as little about him as possible.

      “What was that party for Tuesday?”

      “Oh, I graduated from Wash U and got a new job.”

      “Congratulations. Let me buy you another drink.” He raises his glass. “To celebrate.” He stands and heads to the bar before I can stop him.

      While I thirst from across the patio, my phone vibrates inside my bra.

      
        
          
            
              
        ADDIE: Ready?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Um. No? [image: flushed face]

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        ADDIE: Elle has a migraine [image: loudly crying face]

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Boo [image: pleading face] K, BRT.

      

      

      

      

      

      Extremely disappointed, I push out my chair and stand just as Daine comes back with more drinks. “Sorry, I have to go. My friend has a headache.”

      His expression is pure disappointment.

      Same.

      “Are you sure?” He gives a smug grin. “I can see you home.”

      Trying to decide what to do, I gaze into those beautiful blue eyes then do a quick once over, taking in everything from the necklace he’s wearing, his thick biceps that I held onto in that elevator, and the chiseled chest that’s obvious, even beneath his designer T-shirt, as I stand barely a foot away. I chew on my lip as his dimple digs into his cheek.

      Oh, gawd.

      If I wasn’t wet before, I definitely am now.

      “I don't know.” I give a coy glance when Addie’s friend taps on my shoulder.

      “Hey, Elle’s leaving. Oh, hi. Is this him?” Her gaze drinks Daine in just as I did a moment ago. “You're adorable. And I’m not usually into guys.”

      Daine chuckles.

      “This is Daine. He says he can take me home.” I stare with wide eyes, silently asking for her opinion.

      “I’ll tell Addie.” She hugs me and then points at Daine. “Take care of her. You don’t want Addie Googling you.”

      He has no idea how much he really doesn’t.

      Daine hands me the drink, then we both return to sit at our table. “Happy to share an Uber when you’re ready.”

      I nod, sipping at my drink before I change my mind.

      “So, where were we? Oh yeah. Graduation. What kind of job did you get?”

      Daine’s foot nudges between my heels under the table, and his knee slides inconspicuously between mine. He leans closer, and my heart spikes a beat.

      Is it hot out here?

      Yes. Yes, it is.

      “It’s just an assistant job for now," I say. “Working for an agent. But it could evolve into something bigger.”

      “That’s a win.” He brushes over my hands again as he sets down his drink. “But no boyfriend.”

      Not a question.

      I shake my head, and his dimple peeks back at me, sending heat rushing through me.

      Goddamn, he reminds me of all the models I despise. Men with iconic features—soulful eyes, straight noses and strong jaws, and he’s dressed impeccably. Lots of dark facial hair, all contrasting with those eyes that are so damn blue. And his smile is making me want to test drive those lips he keeps licking each time he takes a drink.

      At this point, I’m not sure if I care what he does for work.

      “What about you? And that girl at the Chase?” I narrow my gaze.

      His expression changes when he takes a drink then sets down the glass and shakes his head. “We grew up together. Dated a long time ago, but that’s been over for years.”

      Daine picks up my hand, wrapping his soft fingers around it, and turns it over. He starts tracing little circles in my palm—a move that forces shivers racing down my back—before staring up and giving me a perfectly devious grin that’s legit giving sexy villain.

      He’s beautiful, that’s no secret, but there’s something else about him. Something I’m so curious about and wishing I wasn’t moving tomorrow.

      “Seems we’ve both finished our drinks.” He leans closer, inches from my lips. “Ready for that ride?”

      He winks, making sure I don’t miss the innuendo.

      I don’t.

      “One hundred percent.”

      Daine pulls out his phone, then gets on an app and orders us a car. He stands then reaches down for my hand.

      His eyes, the way he’s looking at me, it’s so atypical for guys from around here. Almost high end compared to what I’m used to. I can’t exactly figure out what it is about him that’s so different, but tonight, as every nerve in my body is telling me to take him home, I don’t give a damn.

      His phone dings, then he looks at it before he looks back with these sexy eyes of his. “Uber’s around the corner. Ready?”

      Uh, hell yeah, I am.

      Accepting his offered hand, he laces his fingers with mine, and we take the side exit that circles around to the main entrance of the club which has easier access to the street. We walk the lit path, and when we get beyond the building to the sidewalk, someone calls out my stage name.

      One I’ve not gone by for seven years.

      “Alcey Monroe. Can we get a quick photo?”

      Camera flashes and reporters startle us both as we stand there, frozen.

      Daine inhales a sharp breath.

      “Fuck.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Four

          

          ALCEY

        

      

    

    
      “Are you here for the opening, Alcey? Who’s your friend?”

      As best I can, I relax and smile.

      “Just heading home. Have a good night, guys.” Squeezing Daine’s hand, I drag him away from the cameras while I focus on catching my breath. And not falling in my three-inch heels.

      It was embarrassing enough in that damn elevator.

      A camera crew from a local TV station is taking footage and doing interviews of a restaurant opening next door. There’s often something going on in niche neighborhoods like the Grove, especially in the summer.

      St. Louis doesn’t claim many local celebrities who aren’t athletes, and Tallulah always insisted I stay relevant, forcing me to make appearances at events around town.

      Being recognized or featured in a segment on local news doesn’t bother me much, but after partying in the Grove, getting caught leaving with a hot guy I hardly know isn’t particularly something I want exposed by the media.

      Or witnessed by my overprotective dad—he’s always watching.

      For real, I’m not particularly fond of the media. We had a few disagreements back when I was still modeling and starring in the teen drama, Ruthless. I know if I’m going to direct, I’ll have to get somewhat used to them again, although it will never be on the same level as before.

      Something hits me as I navigate the sidewalk in my new red bottoms that I’ve yet to break in. Daine hasn’t said a word this entire time, he’s just held my hand and kept a step beside me, thankfully, keeping me upright.

      Which would be much easier sober.

      “Sorry about the cameras, it’s a thing sometimes. You okay?”

      “Yeah,” is all he says.

      I’ve been so busy focusing on just vibing that I hadn’t noticed his reaction. Which now seems suspicious.

      Daine doesn’t give the quiet type.

      Most normal people would’ve asked me why the media knows me or wants an interview. Maybe he knows who I am?

      We reach the end of the street near cabs and cars that are strung out down Manchester, when Daine stops at a Hyundai Elantra and opens the door. “Daniel?”

      The driver nods. “Climb on in.”

      Since the media is lurking, I pull at the edges of my skirt to remain discreet and lean down to climb inside.

      “Where to?” Daine asks, settling in beside me.

      “The Hill, Nottingham. Do you live around here?"

      "I, uh..." He runs his fingers through his dark chocolate hair. "Not really."

      Daine’s sudden insecurity leaves a bizarre vibe lingering between us. After giving the driver my address, we sit in silence for a few blocks while he stares blankly with those hypnotic eyes. A few minutes later, the car pulls up to my building.

      With Daine still quiet, I imagine him debating if he’ll be making a move to stay.

      Not waiting for his decision, I open my door and climb out, hoping he’ll follow behind. When we both step onto the sidewalk in front of my four-unit brick building, I plead with my insistent gaze, hoping for a request.

      One that never comes.

      Daine leans down to the driver. “Give me a second?”

      “Okay then.” I let out a resigned breath. Guess I read him wrong. “It was good to meet you, then.”

      “Yeah, you too. Good luck with the job.” He waves awkwardly. He’s nervous. Not the same assured man I met Tuesday, or even earlier tonight.

      Whatever.

      Uncomfortable silence hangs between us as Daine shoves his hands into his pockets and leans back against the car, watching me walk away.

      The further I get, the more I try convincing myself I don’t care until the butterflies turn to regret. Some external force compels me to turn around. Shifting between my heels, I chew on my lip—my last-ditch effort to seduce him.

      Still nothing.

      Damn it.

      I sigh and almost spin back around but something stops me.

      The longer I stand here, the faster my heart begins to beat. Just the idea of letting Daine walk out of my life twice freezes me. Like, I can feel something beyond my will pulling me back to him.

      Like gravity.

      With a deep breath, I tilt my head and slide my hands to my hips. “Daine,” I call out like a siren. “Can I ask you something?”

      He stands rigid. From a hundred feet away, I can already see the war waging in his eyes. He tilts his head as his gaze says he wants to stay, but his body tells another story.

      Giving him my sexiest smile, I sweep my hands behind my back and rock between my feet.

      “Hang on.” He turns to the driver before strolling cautiously towards me.

      “I know we just met,” I say as he stops a foot in front of me. “But I think you were right. Twice in one week. Maybe this is fate.” I move closer, lessening the space between us. “I’d love it if you came up. For a drink, or—” I shrug. “Whatever.”

      "Um.” Daine avoids my gaze until he can’t any longer.

      The moment our eyes meet, I feel my heart begin to race.

      “Yeah, okay.” He nods before narrowing his eyes. "Are you sure?"

      I reach out and lightly pull at the edge of his shirt then slide my hands over his hips, never shifting my gaze from his. “I’ve been guarded for a really long time. For once. Even just one night, I want to be—reckless.”

      “For real, though.”

      Embracing my fuck-it era, I move even closer. With my hands gliding to his wrists, I pull his hands from his pockets and set them on my hips.

      “I don’t want you to go.” I wet my lips with my tongue.

      Daine is so goddamn gorgeous, and for one night, he is everything I want. Exactly what I need.

      “I don't—really want to go either.”

      “Then don’t,” my whisper breezes along his cheek as I move towards his ear and whisper, “Stay.”

      With a quiet ‘okay,’ he turns around and walks off to tell the driver.

      The second I feel his absence, my confidence starts to slip. I’ve never had a one-night stand before. Nothing good could come of this. I’m moving, literally, tomorrow. I’ll be one of those girls, but for whatever reason, I am legit here for this.

      I want him. More than I’ve wanted anyone in a very long time. From the second I saw Daine at the Chase, he’s haunted my dreams, and from his first hello dimple, there’s been this ravenous fire burning inside me that won't stop.

      While I stand here staring, I steady my breaths, clearing my conscience of the social atrocity I’m about to commit. Well over two years have passed since me and my ex broke up, and Daine is the first guy I’ve even had the hint of an interest in.

      Everything about him makes my mouth water. So tall and sexy. Firm muscles hide beneath his T-shirt, and damn, they are tight. I spot the traces of ink running down his arm, and I want to see more.

      I am so doing this.

      Guys have one-nighters all the time. And by the looks of Daine, I doubt he’s the exception. He has to get any woman he wants, so why not me?

      Finally, the car takes off, and I watch Daine wander over, shoving his hands back into his pockets like he can’t make them behave otherwise.

      Trying to rid myself of indecision, I turn and pull my keys from the pockets in my dress.

      Took the fashion houses long enough to add them.

      A foot from the glass doors, Daine sets his hands on my waist and stops me, slowly turning me around to face him. “Are you sure you want me here?”

      As I stare into his eyes, light from the streetlight casts shadows along his firm biceps.

      “Hundred percent.”

      Affirmative consent is all he needs before Daine grabs my cheeks and crushes his impatient lips onto mine.

      Fucking finally.

      Consent is sexy.

      Caught up in the moment, I move closer, tangling my fingers into the hair behind his neck and push my chest against his.

      Daine’s tongue brushes across my bottom lip, and I allow him in to explore my mouth deliciously slow as the taste of bourbon splashes over mine.

      I shudder as his touch brands me, my body bound by this unexpected sting burning from inside.

      Daine slides his hands up my waist, and I squirm as he makes little circles with his thumbs. Shivers race up my arms as his desire becomes clear, pressing hard against my waist.

      Holy hell.

      “Let’s go.”

      Smiling now, I catch my breath while grabbing his hand and then drag him inside. We quickly scale two flights of stairs, and I let us into my apartment.

      While Daine inspects my near empty space, I toss my keys onto the counter.

      “Moving out?” Daine asks, eyes wide.

      “Yeah, don’t mind the mess.” I wave at my packed-up apartment. “If you want a drink or something, there’s stuff in the fridge and that stack of disposable cups. I’m going to change.”

      Daine shakes his head and strolls towards me unbearably slow. Not taking his eyes from mine, he sets his hands on my waist and pulls me hard against him.

      My breath catches as my chest brushes against his.

      “Don’t change, Alcey. You're perfect,” he whispers, his words dancing across my cheek. “Just as you are.”

      Good goddess.

      Cliché, but so damn adorable. And I swear, my eyes just rolled back in my head.

      His velvet lips touch mine, deliberate and sensual, stripping me of all consciousness that instantly falls away as his tongue invades mine torturously slow. His kiss forces my mind temporarily blank, and I don’t want him to let go.

      Only, my body needs more.

      So, I pull back, snatch his hands, and lead him to my bedroom. Letting go, I lean against my dresser while Daine circles the room. I pull my iPhone from my bra to find some music, but he snatches it from me before walking over to the window and pulling up the blinds.

      Staring anxiously, I watch him turn and reach for the lamp on my nightstand that I left on earlier. The room falls dark, and moonlight streams in through the large window as music begins to play.

      And not from any of my playlists.

      Or this decade.

      “Is that Adam Levine?”

      Daine nods as he swaggers towards me unbearably slow.

      “How old even is this?”

      “It’s classic,” he says softly. “Like you. And that red lipstick you’re wearing.”

      I. Am. Fucked.

      With a light touch, Daine tugs at my hips, pulling me against him. He roams his fingertips gently up my arm, grazing sensuously over my shoulder, my neck, and to my chin. His thumb strokes across my bottom lip, and damn.

      Shivers prickle my spine as his breath tickles my cheek.

      "I'm no good for you, Alcey." Those icy-blue eyes stare through long lashes as I analyze his warning.

      But I don’t care, because this isn't for forever. It’s for tonight, and I know one thing⁠—

      That is good for me.

      Shaking my head, I hold his shoulders and watch my red fingertips explore down his arms. As if they have a mind of their own, they grip the edges of his shirt, and I help him shrug out of it before grabbing the hem of his T-shirt that was underneath. Holding the soft, white fabric, I peel it up over his head, thirsting at his chiseled chest and abs.

      The actual possibility of him being some celebrity crosses my mind because, A, he wasn’t surprised by the media, although still slightly shook, telling me he might actually know who I am. Which wouldn’t be that far-off since I was a celebrity at one point. And B, normal men aren’t built this way. Perfectly sculpted and dressed like he does well for himself.

      My mind wanders to all the possibilities, but I stop before it goes too far. Because that doesn’t matter tonight. Not for this.

      Daine stills and lets me explore whatever the hell I want.

      And let’s be real—I want it all.

      I notice a phoenix tattoo on his left shoulder that I want to inspect. Later, I tell myself.

      "For tonight," I whisper low. "You are exactly what I need."

      Running my hands along the lines of his arms, I slide them down the taught muscles on his chest to his rippled stomach. I fumble with his jeans and push the button through the hole. Continuing my quest, I tug at the soft denim, and my mouth nearly waters as his erection begs to spring free.

      But strong hands wrap around mine before they can reveal too much, moving them to rest on his hips. When I look up, Daine narrows his eyes and inhales. Leaning in, his breath blows across my neck as he peppers kisses up to my earlobe. He licks it with his tongue and tugs.

      "I want you Alcey. Right fucking now. But…"

      Kisses graze along my neck as heat pulses through me.

      Holy fucking hell.

      “Let’s take this slow.”

      My belly does flip-flops as Daine runs his fingers up to my neck, pushes my hair over my shoulder, and unties the halter top of my dress. Brushing his hands down my bare shoulders, they move around my back, find the zipper, then slowly unzip it down to the skirt.

      The dress loosens, and he removes the little black dress so damn slow, before it glides off my chest, down past my belly, and pools around my feet, leaving me in nothing but my bra, thong, and garter that’s holding up my thigh-highs.

      The moment Daine sees them, he inhales a sharp breath and his eyes go wide.

      “Who wears stunning lingerie like this anymore,” he growls so damn sexily as his hands hold my now bare hips. “Fucking hell, Alcey.”

      “I do,” I whisper. My heart races as I wrap my long, painted fingers around his tan forearms and step out of my dress before pushing it away with my foot. “It’s kind of my thing.”

      He shakes his head, gaze burning into mine. "I do not deserve you."

      His voice alone sends the butterflies in my stomach into a spiral, and my pulse beating erratically in my aching chest. When I reach out to tug at his jeans again, he pushes my hands away and shakes his head.

      So damn gentle, Daine grasps my chin. "Wait your turn.”

      Gods, the shivers he’s inciting. I’m not inexperienced by any means, but I may as well be. This man makes me feel brand new and so damned wanted.

      Daine slides his hands to my ass then pulls me hard against him, burning me with his touch as the fire beneath my thong engulfs me. Most of my insides begin to twist with restless desire as Daine lowers himself to the floor and kneels down in front of me.

      "Sit," he says in such an authoritative tone.

      Enjoying his commanding presence, I sit down on my bed and lean back on my palms, watching with anxious need, waiting to see what he does next.

      Torturously slow, Daine lifts each foot before removing my Louboutin’s then sets each of them carefully on the hardwood floor. His gaze follows his fingertips now as they slide up my ankles, past my calves and up to my thighs before he gets back to his feet. Daine reaches out for my hands, so I proffer them up, and he pulls me to stand.

      Backing up to the Marseille chair beside my bed, he sits and holds my hips in his hands.

      "Undress for me," he says, so goddamn seductively, before he lets my hips go and leans back, his gaze unwavering.

      I appease him, lifting my right foot, offering it to him as he runs his thumb along my instep before directing my heel between his knees. Not taking my eyes from his, I slowly slide my fingertips over my hips and down to the garter, unsnapping each stocking. Starting with my right, I dip my fingers beneath the silk, lean over and slide it down my thigh and my calf with ardent care.

      Intensity dances in Daine’s eyes.

      I change feet and remove the other before dropping them both to the bare floor.

      "Fuck, Alcey." He leans up and reaches for the garter belt. Greedy eyes stare as he takes the lacy garment, slides it past my hips, and then drops it. “This seduction is goddess like.”

      Gods, I can’t stop the smile.

      He is mesmerizing me.

      Daine’s gaze drifts over my still covered chest, urging me to remove my bra.

      Taking the silent directive, I reach behind my back, unhook the lace, then agonizingly slow, slide each strap down each arm before holding it out in front of him.

      Daine licks his lips as I drop it in his lap.

      "So beautiful,” he practically croons. Daine leans back again, holding my bra with one hand while gripping his thigh with the other. “Now your thong.”

      “Enjoying the show?” I ask.

      He gives me that Hollywood smile and nods. “Continue.”

      Inhaling a deep breath, I loop my thumbs through the strings of my thong and shimmy it down past my hips, bending to the side to tease him. Retrieving the lace lingerie, I stand slowly and offer it to him like a prayer.

      Daine inhales another sharp audible breath, and my stomach twitches with anticipation.

      This torturous seduction is starting to wear on me. My whole body burns for him—a need only he can sate.

      "Jesus Christ, Alcey." Daine stands, still wearing his jeans.

      It’s time to change that. But when I reach out for his hips, he stills my inpatient hands and gestures behind me.

      "Bed."

      So extra.

      I like it.

      "Lie back beautiful," he murmurs.

      I sit on my unmade bed then pull myself back towards the headboard before lying onto my silver blue sheets.

      Daine kicks off his shoes and then crawls into my bed, his bronzed chest brushing against mine now, as he hovers over me.

      "Everything about you is flawless." He leans onto his elbow and kisses me slowly. Lacing his fingers with mine, he raises my arms over my head. "Hold the headboard. Don’t let go."

      That’s kind of hot. I’ve never had a guy get aggro in bed before.

      I’m here for it.

      His expert lips graze over my neck, leaving kisses lower as he descends my body.

      Reveling in his touch, shivers race over me as I tilt my neck back and push my toes into the mattress, especially when Daine’s fingertips flick across my nipple before rolling it between them.

      "Oh gods." My breasts swell as he circles them with his tongue. Sucking one into his mouth, he tugs lightly with his teeth, forcing electricity racing through my whole body.

      "Alcey," he murmurs. "I’m such a lucky bastard."

      My back arches as his touch makes me shudder. Circles trace my nipples with a velvety touch before Daine moves to the other.

      “These are stunning,” he says, repeating his reign of sweet torture. Heavy breaths caress my skin as I writhe beneath him, my body consumed with restive demand. “A true work of art.”

      The fact that I barely know this man who’s currently exploring every inch of my naked body seems both wrong and exactly right at the same time.

      Never in a million years would I have ever thought I’d be here, in my apartment with a stranger who I feel perfectly at ease with and am confident can give me the best damn orgasms of my life.

      "Gods, Daine." I sigh.

      Descending my wanting body now, Daine runs his adept fingers along my belly button ring as he flicks it then traces around it with his tongue.

      "Alcey." Beyond my waist now, he groans as he spreads my legs apart. “Pull up your knees. Let me see you.”

      Without a second thought, I do as he’s asked, moving my hands to grab my knees, and not a moment later, I feel his lips grazing along my stomach then feathering down as he licks towards my hips. Just as I brace my thighs, Daine pushes them further apart then palms my core before running a finger along my clit and pushing it inside.

      I groan as he adds another finger.

      Gods, it’s been too long.

      “You are so wet. So goddamn hot.”

      "Damn." My body trembles as the feel of his hands makes me weak and restless, his grazing thumb gliding across my clit and pushing harder, circling deliciously slow.

      "Tonight, you’re all mine," he muses as I writhe from his delectable touch.

      Of all the men I’ve been with, which admittedly aren’t that many, not one has ever made me feel so desirable.

      So free.

      But it isn’t enough. I need more.

      "Gods, I need this, Daine. Please," I whimper, clutching my knees. It's been so long, and I just want him inside me.

      Assuming he’s already recognized my anxiousness, his soft voice centers me. "Breathe, beautiful."

      Warm breaths blow melodiously over my thighs. He pushes his fingers further, moving with me as I rock against his palm, and each pulse of his hand.

      My fingers and toes clutch at my sheets, and I can’t stop from arching my back against his palm, moving in sync with his rhythm.

      “And this,” he teases. “So fucking perfect.” His tongue skillfully licks along my clit.

      Tingles race through me, burning from the inside.

      "Holy hell." I groan and push further as his tongue torments my clit. "Daine," I moan, reaching back, grabbing the bars of my headboard to ground me. “Please.”

      It sometimes takes me a while to have an orgasm, the build-up becoming torture, but this isn’t taking long at all. Though in this moment, it seems to be building forever.

      "Alcey,” he muses. "You taste so sweet."

      "Oh gods, Daine. Stop teasing," I beg as heat courses through me, shivers building to an unbearable climax before raging through my aching limbs.

      My body responds to every touch as a sweet sting starts burning inside me.

      Finally.

      "You're right there, Alcey," he whispers. “Let go.”

      The burning escalates, racing from my clit. Toes curling, I desperately clutch the headboard so hard, that my fingers are going numb.

      Daine’s tongue presses harder, circling my clit.

      Overwhelmed, I need to relax, to indulge in this, but for whatever reason, it isn’t coming.

      Somehow, Daine knows exactly how to get me there.

      "It's okay Alcey, I've got you. Come for me."

      The throbbing builds to an excruciating level and after another minute of whatever the hell he’s doing, it finally pushes me over the edge.

      In this moment, there’s nothing but Daine’s presence—the pulsing of his tongue on my clit and his silky touch—as my tension leads up to the sweetest release I’ve had in years.

      Sparkly lights twinkle behind my closed lids as the rush of energy explodes through my entire body. Starting in my core, it pulses through my arms, my legs, my belly. My breathing is heavy and desperate. I try to regain some composure, but for some reason, I have a hard time calming down.

      "You’re okay, Alcey." Daine crawls beside me now and pushes my hair from my chest. He curls himself around me and pulls me into his arms, then holds me against his chest. "I’ve got you."

      I’m not really sure what’s happening, but Daine holds me through it. Like he knows exactly what I need.

      “Just breathe.”

      Inhaling deeply, I slowly relax and try clearing my mind.

      Daine just lies here, stroking my cheek and running his hand over my hair. “Just breathe, beautiful.”

      Finally able to focus, I exhale and open my eyes.

      Daine traces a finger along my jaw then he stops at my chin and holds it up, forcing me to look into his eyes. That sexy smile and his hypnotic gaze mesmerizes me as I lie beside him, beginning my descent back to earth.

      "That was beautiful, Alcey," he whispers. Daine’s words literally give me shivers. He cups my cheek with his hand and stares at me.

      Something about this moment leaves my body at peace, but my emotions have me reeling. It isn't only his touch, but the passion behind his words. Daine’s insatiable desire matches my own and has my brain thinking impossible thoughts.

      "Are you okay now?"

      My heavy lids flutter open as he stares in awe.

      "You are so fucking perfect."

      "Same." I smile back, resting my head against my pillow. "That was—" I roll my eyes and gently shake my head.

      Daine glances casually while he continues running his fingers along my cheek and over my jaw. He runs his thumb along my lower lip and leans down before kissing me sweetly.

      Tenderly.

      My turn.

      Finally feeling ready to go again, I roll over and slowly push his shoulders down onto my bed.

      Daine holds onto my waist as I straddle his hips and lean down closer to kiss him.

      "I want you, Daine," I tell him. "You're wearing too many clothes," I groan as I reach for his waist.

      Holding my hand down with one, he shoves his other into his pocket and pulls out a foil packet, dropping it beside him.

      The fact that men keep condoms with them always amuses me.

      "Good segue." I unbutton his jeans, then he lifts his ass to help.

      Watching his eyes, I tug at the jeans and crawl my way down the bed as I pull them off slowly.

      Daine’s wearing black Dolce jersey boxers and goddamn Amiri jeans. Designer everything is sending up red flags, but I try not to care. It’s one damn night. Whoever he is doesn’t matter. And Daine is so hard, it’s making me thirsty, so I take that as the best way to redirect my attention back to the point of all of this.

      Standing next to my bed now, I’m stunned by just how flawless he is. The whole aesthetic aura. Nothing else matters except that I have this gorgeous god, naked and in my bed, and he’s ready to have sex with me.

      Hushing my mind is often a difficult task, but tonight, I have to shut it down. I don’t want to think, I only want to feel.

      "Get over here, beautiful." He reaches for me.

      I realize I’m still holding his jeans, so I loosen my grip until something vibrates in his pocket.

      Daine and I both freeze as his phone rings. “Forget about it,” he says. “Drop them.”

      Not having to tell me twice, I let them fall to the floor then crawl into bed. Lying beside him, I run a finger over his very hard cock then wrap my hand around it and start stroking his length, exploring the delicate skin with my needy fingers.

      He is as ready for me as I am for him.

      "Jesus, Alcey." Daine grabs the condom and rips it open with his teeth as I continue stroking his length that’s pulsing in my hand.

      And then his phone rings. Again.

      Daine’s body stiffens before he blows out a hard breath.

      “Ignore it.” Daine grabs onto my hips, flips me over, and then straddles my waist. He kisses along my neck as his need for me pushes hard against my thigh.

      We’re both desperate, and so ready.

      A third ring.

      “Jesus fucking Christ,” Daine growls.

      A fourth.

      Daine clenches my hips and gently collapses over me before burying his chin into my neck.

      Not knowing what else to do, I wrap my arms around his waist.
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