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Aussie rocker and billionaire Kip Dixon has been wrestling with the idea of being a rock star while finding a woman to settle down with.

The match is won as he decides there is no room for a relationship for him anytime soon. 

The future is about work and some play as he can find companionship for his bed with the snap of his fingers after all. 

That is until a pretty little country girl catches his eye, and she can’t seem to stand him. 

From the get-go, Peyton Reed is anything but impressed with the rock star. 

During his performance, he sings a song to her, making her think a little differently about him, but as he takes her backstage, she sees what he’s really after, proving to herself she was right about him. 

Peyton leaves the billionaire with an invitation that she’s sure he won’t take her up on.
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Peyton

The shade of a large oak tree does little to cool us off as we practice Yoga beneath its massive branches on the last day in May. 

San Marcos, Texas, gets hot in the summer months. 

This will be my last time to practice Yoga on the college campus of Texas State, I’m graduating tonight and ready to get my future started as a writer.

I’m in the downward dog position as the instructor tells us to go into a high lunge. I rise and move into the position as a young man with spiky, black hair, eyeliner, and lipstick walks in front of me.

He looks like that guy who’s going to play at the charity event this evening. That Australian rocker. 

An entourage of similar characters follows him—his band, no doubt. His bright, blue eyes look right into mine as a smile spreads over his face. 

“Hey there, beautiful,” he says with a thick Australian accent.

I’m sure he’s used to girls falling all over themselves for his attention!

I give him a slight nod. He pauses in front of me and stares at me, which is annoying. 

“Can I help you?” I ask.

This guy is something else, jeez!

His pierced eyebrow raises, and he asks, “Really?” 

The instructor wraps up the practice as the other girls in the group flock around the young man. 

“OMG! It’s Kip Dixon!” one girl shouts.

I pick up my yoga mat and say, “Looks like you’re about to get mobbed, Mr. Dixon.”

I’m sure he’s used to it and loves all the attention the girls who seem to go brainless with his presence give him.

One of the bigger-breasted women moves in between Kip and me, screaming, “Please sign my boob, Kip!” She holds out a Sharpie and pulls her shirt down, exposing the top of her plump breasts for him to pick from. If he did.

I roll my eyes and try to walk away but find that I’m caught up in the crowd of girls who cluster together around the pop rocker. I try to push my way out of them but find it useless to fight against the throng.

A hand grabs my shoulder, and I turn back to find the painted boy pulling me along with him.

“Come on,” he says. “I’ll get you out of here.” His hand slides along my arm and he entwines his fingers with mine.

What the hell?

For some reason, warmth creeps through me, right down to my core, and I find it unsettling. I’ve held hands with guys before, and this has never happened. 

Damn! I hope I’m not coming down with something like the idiot fever I just witnessed happening to my Yoga class over this dude.

Two burly men move in between us and the crowd of screaming girls. 

“Back up now, girls,” one of the men says. “Kip will sign autographs in an hour before he does the show.”

I flow along with the spiky-haired guy and his band of merry misfits as they move along to the auditorium. One of the other guys laughs and looks at Kip. “Guess your little idea of mingling with the masses went awry,” he says.

Kip looks at me and winks. “Not entirely,” he says as he squeezes my hand. “Looks like I found me a girl.”

What? He hasn’t found anything!

My head snaps his way, and I say, “I'm Afraid you got the wrong girl, Mr. Pop Rock.” I pull at my hand, but he holds it tight in his.

He snickers. “Mr. Pop Rock?” he asks, giving me a million-dollar smile. “I've Been called lots of things, not that, though. I take it you don’t care for my music?”

I shake my head. 

“It’s loud, and I find the lyrics obnoxious,” I say as I tug once more for my hand to be released, but he still holds it tight in his. “Tell me, do you think as highly of yourself as your songs claim?”

His songs are filled with lyrics about how big his dick and balls are. I’m sure his ego is even bigger, and I doubt his dick is anything so great to write songs about, either.

Like most men who have small wankers, they tend to make more out of their appendages than men with normal size penises do. The way this guy sings about how huge he is and how great a fucker he is and how many lucky, lucky females have got to taste his magic juice, well, let’s just say I bet that the bulge beneath his tight leather pants is a roll of socks.  

“Well, it depends on which of the songs you're speaking of, Miss. Uh, I don’t believe I caught your name,” he says.

“I could throw it at you, not that you’d ever remember it,” I say as I tug hard at my hand. 

He lets it go and looks at the guy with purple spikes in his hair who walks beside him. 

“You ever seen anyone like her, Bobby?” 

Bobby shakes his head. “No boss, never.”

Kip looks back at me and says, “Toss it to me anyway, gorgeous.”

I glance at him. “It’s Peyton Reed,” I say, then look away. “I’ll let you get to your business of entertaining the throngs of screaming nymphos.” Taking the chance to get away from the group, I slip past one of them and walk away. 

“See ya around then, Peyton,” Kip shouts.

I lift my arm and give him the peace sign as I walk away.

Silly boy thinking he can treat me like he treats all the groupies! I’m not one to get star-struck!
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Tripping over a crack in the sidewalk as I watch Peyton Reed walk away, the stumble ignites laughter from the guys in my group. “Shit, Kip!” Bobby says with a fake southern drawl. “I think that little filly done stole your heart.”

I punch him in the back. “Shut it, Bobby!”

My heart can’t be stolen; it beats for me and me alone!

As we approach the auditorium door, I look back to see the girl. Her shoulder-length, blonde curls bob as she walks away. My eyes travel all the way down her curvy body, and I take in a deep breath. “Such the girl next door.” 

Bobby grabs my arm and pulls me inside the building. 

“But those pretty light brown eyes were something, huh?” he asks.

I sigh. “Yeah, they have little green flecks in them and those long, lush lashes, not a bit of make-up on and she glowed, mate.”

“Bet she’s a country girl, don’t you?” 

I nod. “Probably going to be a veterinarian or something noble like that. No wonder she looked at me as if I was a drug dealer or something,” I say with a laugh. “I’m sure she’s a Sunday school teacher or some shit.”

Bobby pokes me in the ribs and says, “You’d most likely hate her if you got to know her. Which you won’t, not on our crazy tour, and she doesn’t seem the type to hang out in L.A.”

I shake my head. “Nah, L.A. and her most likely wouldn’t get along.”

But I don’t live exactly in Los Angeles. My mansion is a bit outside of town and there’s even empty stables at the back of the property, so she might like it. 

The band’s manager, Silas, pops out of a side door and motions for us to come to him. “Wonder what Silas has up his sleeve for us tonight,” one of the other band members named Troy says.

Silas claps his hands as we make our way to him. 

“You ready to hear tons of this sound in a little while guys?” he asks.

Simultaneous and lackluster yes’s we all give and Silas frowns. I pat Silas on the back and say, “We’ll get hyped, dude, no worries.”

“Follow me,” Silas says as he turns to go back in the door he came out of. Let’s get you guys something to eat. They put out quite the spread for you. A lot of shrimp, as usual, as I assume people from Texas think Australians love the stuff because there is a boatload of it.”

Five cities in Texas so far and every single one of them has fed us shrimp!

We all plop down on chairs around a table and wait for Silas to tell us about the show he expects us to put on. I say, “Get on with what you want us to do, Silas.”

Silas smiles and sits down. “I want you to pick a girl from the audience, bring her on stage, and do that slow song, ‘Ask Me to Kiss You’.”

I squint and lay my forehead in my hand, then say, “Man, I hate to do that. It’s so damn awkward.”

The last girl cried the entire time, and then I had to kiss her, and it was all gross!

“The audience loves it,” Silas says. “You haven’t done it in over a year, and this is for charity. 

We can get the school to announce it and put out some flyers; it should get more people in here to listen to you guys and make more money for whatever the hell it is they’re donating the proceeds to.”

I sigh. “I get to pick her, Silas.”

“Agreed,” he says. Now, the next order of business. Dallas got pushed back, so we have a three-day weekend after this gig. So feel free to get out to some of the clubs in Austin or whatever you want to do, ‘cause the night and next three days are yours. Be sure to stay in the area, please.”

“Isn’t tonight graduation for this place?” Bobby asks.

Silas nods, and Bobby slams fists with me and says, “College graduation parties will be everywhere. Get ready to party, dude!”

I laugh. “Once we wash this crap off our faces, we’ll be able to roam amongst them all, and no one will be the wiser. Freedom at last.”

Well, I did just have a few days of freedom, but that was different. Now I can party like the rock star I am!

Silas taps his fingers on the table and asks, “Is it really so bad, Kip?”

“The money’s fantastic. However, the lack of privacy and getting mobbed everywhere we go when we’re in full attire are tiresome.” 

Silas stands and walks over to pat me on the back. “Let’s go eat. Tonight is yours after this little concert, and you have a few days to be yourselves.”

To be myself again, but I just got back to being a rock star!
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Curling my hair a little and putting on a bit of makeup, I get as glamorized as I ever get to go to the benefit concert. I’m part of the committee that put it all together, so I need to be there for a while anyway.

I wonder what Kip Dixon really looks like. I mean he wears more makeup than any woman I know. And that hair, it could put an eye out. I wonder how many girls he’s stabbed with it over the years. 

I bet he’s a real freak in the sheets!

He probably has a different girl every night. None of the tabloids have ever said a thing about him having even one serious relationship, and I think he’s about twenty-five or so. He’s about three years older than I am then. 

His eyes are a pretty blue!

Probably contacts though. He’s uber-fake, that’s for sure. I bet he’s unrecognizable without that makeup on. Who wants to live life like that?

He’s most likely crazy and a huge druggie. I’ve never heard about him being like that, but I bet he is. All those singers and actors are into something bad, I bet.

I slip my feet into a pair of nude heels that I had picked out to wear with the red dress that my mother bought me to wear to graduation. It’s right after the concert so I have to be ready to go straight over there. 

It’s tighter than I like and a little more revealing in the bosom, showing some cleavage, which I rarely do on any other occasion. The door to my dorm room that I’ve shared with Kyla these last four years opens, and my roommate walks. Her eyes run up and down my body, and she shakes her head. “Not those shoes.”

I laugh and knew if she caught me before I left she’d try to make me over. “They’re fine,” I say.

She takes a red pair from her closet. “Put these on, and don’t argue with me; you know you’ll lose.”

She’s been known to wrestle me to the ground to get me to wear something she thinks I need to. I don’t feel like getting into a match right now, so I’ll do as she’s bossed. “Thank you for saving me from such an embarrassing thing as having on shoes that are so uncool.”

“Yeah, well, you’re welcome. And what is this I hear about Kip Dixon dragging you away from Yoga this morning?” she asks with a grin.

“Just that,” I say and shrug my shoulders. “The arrogant bastard couldn’t seem to believe I wasn’t completely freaking out when he talked to me.”

“Maddy was there, and she said he looked at you like you were something else and that you were a little rude. That’s not like you, Peyton.” Kyla takes me by the shoulders and has me sit back down in front of the mirror where she adds a few more curls to my hair.

“I wouldn’t exactly say I was rude. I did shoot him the peace sign as I walked away. That’s not rude now, is it?” 

“John said he heard Kip shout out to you, and when you were walking away, the guy tripped, and all his bandmates laughed. I wonder if he’s obsessed with you, little country mouse.” She sprays her hairspray over my hair, and it makes it shine a little more.

“Smitten? Maybe with himself. The guy is just looking for a local piece of ass for the night. You know that.” I smile at my reflection and look down at the red heels that match my dress perfectly. “And you also know I’m not into giving that up to some fly-by-night pop star.”

Kyla rolls her eyes and digs in her jewelry box, pulling out a set of diamond earrings that her parents had given her last year. Kyla comes from money and has always been very generous with sharing her things with me. She’s a sweetheart, and I’m going to miss her. “Kip Dixon is anything but a fly-by-night pop star.” She places one of the earrings in my ear and smiles at how it sparkles. 

“You mean because of who his father is?” I ask.

“No, I mean because he has the chops, honey.” She places the other earring in, and I wiggle my head to capture the light for both of them. “Those songs he sings now, they’re not anything he’s written. Did you know that?”

“Really? No, I didn’t. So whose big dick are those songs about?” I ask.

Kyla answers, “Somebody named E.P. Fleming. Kip can write his own songs. He had one before he got into this rock group thing. You remember he was on the U.K. version of that talent show that’s still popular. He went on using another name so no one would know who he really was.”

“No, I didn’t know that. How do you know so much about him?” I ask as I stand up and turn around to see how I look from behind. I find that the heels make my ass look terrific, and it makes me smile.

“I am an art major, and I read about all kinds of art. By the way, how is that manuscript coming along? You haven’t let me read it in about a month. Don’t you want my help in the first editing of it?” she asks as she rummages through her closet to find herself something to wear to the concert and graduation.

“I do, and I’ll get it to you this coming week. I have an interview with an agent at the end of June, and I want it as polished as I can get it with your help, Kyla.” I say as I make my way out. I need to get to the table where all of our committee members are sitting to make sure no one else takes it. 

One last look in the mirror and I find I’m looking pretty good, for me anyway. So away I go to listen to Mr. Pop Rock make some noise with his band. 

“See you at the concert, hurry up, I don’t want to sit alone very long.”

“I will, save me a seat by you,” she says. I close the door and head out. 

I hope this doesn’t take too long!
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The auditorium is a smaller venue than my band is used to playing. I’m watching from a door with a two-way mirror as people file in and take seats in the stands. I have to choose a girl to sing to, and so far, none have grabbed my attention. 

I signed autographs a while ago, but no one caught my eye. The one I want to sing to will most likely not come to my show. She didn’t show up to get my autograph, which tells me a lot. The thought of her makes my heart beat harder in my chest for some damn reason. I close my eyes and try to see her face again.

A hand on my shoulder makes me open my eyes before I get a chance to conjure her image up, so I look back to see who’s messing up my day dream. Bobby stands behind me and points. “Look who’s here, mate?”

My eyes follow his finger and land on Peyton as she sits at one of the V.I.P. tables in front of the stage. “Would you look at that,” I murmur.

Her shoulder-length blonde hair is curled and shiny. Diamonds sparkle on her earlobes, and she is wearing a tight, red dress that hugs her curves. Her light brown eyes with little green flecks sparkle almost as much as the earrings do. She did not wear makeup this morning when I first saw her, but now she wears some, and the red on her full lips makes them look even more kissable.

“It makes sense; she’s at the main table of the people who brought us here to raise money for that charity,” Bobby says. Did Silas ever say which one it is?”

My eyes never leave her as I answer, “It’s the one where kids with terminal diseases can make a wish for something, and they make it come true. And she’s right there in the big middle of it. An angel she is, don’t you think?”

Bobby smacks me on the back. “Come on, Kip!” he says. “You need to let Silas know who you want to sing to, and you just found her.”

Have I found her?

I pace back and forth backstage as I’ve never experienced more nerves than I have right now. Peyton said she doesn’t like my music, yet she sits right up front where we can look at each other. I can’t look at her as I sing about the things I know she thinks are crude.

How will I avoid looking at her?

The first three songs I have to sing are about me being a badass, something that she had commented on and disliked. There’s nothing I can do about the set. The fourth song is the one I’m going to sing to her on stage. I’ve told the band to slow it down to make it more intimate. The words to the song are a bit sweet, certainly much sweeter than anything else they let me sing.

Please let her kiss me when the song ends!

She’d be the first not to ask me to kiss her, and that would be horrible. Surely, she won’t leave me hanging like that on stage. 

God! What if she does?

My stomach flips as the band goes on stage and starts playing the first song. I swallow hard, put on my rock star attitude, and walk onto the stage. 

Please let me get through this without freaking out!
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I’m at a table up front only because I’m part of the group which brought Kip Dixon to our college to raise money for my favorite charity. 

I’ll be graduating in a few hours with my Bachelor’s Degree in Liberal Arts, then I will be off to my hometown an hour away where my parents are going to throw me a party. 

This night is going to be long, and I only have to make an appearance at this concert because of my association with the charity. Only a few songs will I stay for and I hope that arrogant fucker doesn’t attempt to look down here at me and make goo-goo eyes at me or I’ll leave even sooner than that.

The band has slipped onto the stage in the complete darkness and the music begins. Everyone has shown up except Kyla, so at least I’m not alone at this table. The lights dim, and I find myself searching for the lead singer. I stop myself and shake my head to clear it.

What the hell is wrong with me? 

Kyla touches my arm as she takes the chair next to mine, and says, “Who you lookin’ for, Peyton? Your boyfriend?”

I stick my tongue out at her. “Stop being a pest, Kyla. I’m just wanting to get the first few songs over so I can leave.”

She smiles at me, and watches me for my reaction as a spotlight flashes and the tall, muscled man with jet black hair, gelled into random spikes swaggers to the middle of the stage. I have to admit he’s a sight to behold, but I have to remember who and what he really is, a player, bad boy, rocker who cares for no one except himself. 

He’d make me a notch on his bedpost, but that’s all he’d make me.

His voice seems pushed to the limit immediately as he belts out the first words of the song, and Kyla watches me closely. She leans in close to my ear and says, “Your eyes are twinkling, Peyton. He’s good, isn’t he?” 

“His leather pants fit like a glove,” I say. “They must be very uncomfortable.”

Kyla shakes her head and smiles. “Yeah, that’s what you’re really thinking about when you look at his jeans.”

Yeah, well, so what if I was thinking something else. I’ll never admit it out loud that I’m beginning to wonder if that bulge is real or not. I know the muscles in his legs have to be real and that six pack under his tight, white, T-shirt has to be real too. His crazy hot biceps are real, that’s for sure! 

By the third song I have a new respect for the band as I can see just how talented the members really are, something which doesn’t come across on the radio versions of their songs. The idea that I might be wrong about him creeps into my head. Not that it matters.

I know I’m close enough for Kip to look down and see me, but he never bothers. It’s just as I thought; I was forgotten, most likely before I even walked away. I think about something my father told me. Always trust your first instinct; it’s practically never wrong.

So what if my first thought about Kip was that he was hot? My second one was that he’s a player and that one has to be what matters the most.

Someone tugs at my arm, and I turn to find a short man with red hair. “Hi, Peyton,” he says, surprising me. “Could you come with me?”

This must be something about the charity, so I allow him to lead me backstage. “What’s this about?” I ask.

“Kip chose you,” he says.

My eyebrows lift, and my heart stops. “Excuse me?”

“For the song he’s singing to a special young lady,” he says. “Surely you saw or heard about the song he’s going to sing to a girl for the charity. We decided it would help ticket sales, so we added it to the set. Great idea, huh?”

I nod as a pack of butterflies on steroids fill my stomach. 

“Do I have to do it?” I ask.

The man smiles at me and says, “Aren’t you one of the people who put this whole thing together?”

“Yeah, but I don’t have to be a part of the entertainment. I’m not doing it for the publicity,” I say. “Just to get money to help the kids get their wishes.”

I never thought this would happen!

“I don’t know what to say. Kip said he’d only sing to you,” he says. You wouldn’t want to disappoint our guests, would you?”

Would I? I mean, who cares if I disappoint the audience or not? Then I remember that I’m a bigger person than that and about the only female Kip can’t rattle. I wonder how he’ll act with a girl who isn’t all screamy and fainty as he sings to her. It might be kind of fun to watch him and see if he squirms a bit. 

I shake my head and look back as Kip struts around the stage. Heat fills my body, and I fear that I might faint. I bite my lip nervously as I wait for the song to end and my embarrassment to begin. I take a deep breath to steady myself. It’s not Kip who’s making me so nervous; it’s the fact that so many people are watching. Quietly, I say to myself, “It’s for the kids, Peyton. Do it for them.”

At least I look good. The bastard would pick me to do this, arrogant shit-head!

After the song is over, the band plays softly as someone brings a chair on stage. Kip places a foot on it and looks out at the audience. His leg is long, and I can see his muscled inner thigh from here. 

He must work out a lot.
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“I haven’t done this in at least a year, but only for you, Texas State University,” he shouts, then has to wait as the students scream for almost a full thirty seconds.

I wonder if he did this to get me back to him. This wasn’t planned before. Maybe I’m the one getting a big head. I’m sure it was planned; I’m not that special! 

He looks away from the crowd and towards me, seemingly searching for me as I hide behind the curtain. “As she is a big part of why we’re here this evening, I’m going to sing this next song to your very own, Peyton Reed.” The crowd goes wild as the red-haired man pushes at me to go out to Kip, who holds his arm out to me.

As I’m pushed from behind the curtain, our eyes meet, and I know I’m blushing as I walk out to him. I turn and wave at the audience, and then Kip envelopes me in his arms from behind. I look over my shoulder to find his face next to mine. 

“Hi,” he says in the microphone. “Remember me?”

“Hello, and yes I do,” I say so quietly no one can hear me, apparently.

“I need you to be a bit louder than that, gorgeous.” His words hit the microphone but fell warm in my ear, sending chills through my entire body. 

“Hello!” I shout, making the sound system squeal. 

Kip smiles and squeezes me. “I didn’t mean to make you scream, baby.” The audience laughs, and I turn a deeper shade of red. I’m sure my cheeks match my dress by now. 

The music begins to get louder, yet still flows gently. Kip lets me out of his arms and takes my hand, leading me to the chair. I sit down, and he looks down at me and winks. The spotlight dims to that of a candle’s light, and only the two of us can be seen by the audience, I bet. 

His face, so full of makeup, comes close to mine. Then he sings the first stance: “You know you want to.”

No, I don’t!

He looks into my eyes and I see flecks of brown in their deep blue. Another line he sings softly, “Girl, it’s just me and you.” 

It’s so dark around us it seems as if we’re alone in the huge auditorium. “Close your eyes, and I’ll make your dreams come true. Ask me to kiss you.”

Oh, this song! Great, no girl has ever asked him to kiss her by the end. The last one I saw on television was crying the whole damn time, and even she asked him. Poor guy, she was all types of gooey, I bet.

A smile curls his shiny, black lips as he nods at me. I shake my head at him and smile. He moves to the other side of me, trails his hand over my shoulders, leaving electric currents along them.

Damn, this guy is good, I have to admit. It’s no wonder he thinks he’s God’s gift to women everywhere.

I look at him as he leans in close and sings, “My arms ache to hold you. Your eyes hold mine like glue. Come on, girl, you know you want to.” He leans in closer to me, his lips nearly touching mine. “Ask me to kiss you.”

Wow! His breath smells so good, like cinnamon. Crap! I hope mine doesn’t stink!

Bringing my hand up between our too-close faces, I place my finger on his lips and shake my head again. He sighs and stands up, then moves in front of me. He drags his knuckles across my cheek, making my insides quiver, but I keep my emotions in check. 

My eyes follow him as he sings, “So what do you want to do? To yourself, be true. I see the want in you. So just do it.” He leans in close again. “Come on, do it. Ask me to kiss you.”

I think I’ll fuck with him a little bit; that sounds like fun!

With a tilt of my head, I smile at him making him move in closer as he thinks I’m about to ask him, but I place my hands on his shoulders and shake my head again. 

He pulls back from me and walks away in what seems to be frustration, and sings, “Oh, baby, you don’t understand. All I want is to be your man, The rest of our lives by you I’ll stand.” He walks quickly back to me and falls on his knees in front of me. His free hand takes mine as he looks into my eyes. “Please, ask me to kiss you. I’m begging you, baby, ask me to kiss you before it’s too late. I can’t wait.”

Just to mess with his head—as I’m sure he’s messed with many a poor girl—I lean towards him, and he smiles, sure he has what he’s asked for. “Ask me to kiss you,” he sings the last words of the song as he looks into my eyes.

I wink at him and say too quietly for anyone else to hear, “No.”

He drops his head on my lap as the spotlight goes out.

The crowd cheers, and the applause sounds like thunder as Kip takes me by the hand and leads me off the stage in complete darkness. Instead of leading me to the door I came in, he leads me to his dressing room. Pulling me in, he turns and closes the door behind us, pushing his body up against mine as I walk backwards until the wall stops my retreat. 

His breath is hot on my face as he says, “Peyton, please let me kiss you.”

Damn! I want to kiss him so bad, but I know what he wants, and that’s all he wants. I can’t do that to myself. But he seems so genuine, so real.

My eyes search his for his real feelings, and I swallow hard. 

“Kip, I’m not like that,” I whisper. “I’m no groupie.”

He takes my hand and places it on his chest. His heart pounds beneath my hand. 

“You’ve made me feel more than I have ever felt.”

Peyton, don’t fall for this! It’s how he gets all the women. He’s had so many women, girl!

I smile and pat his muscled chest. “I’m sorry to burst your bubble, but I don’t fall for lines,” I say. “Don’t worry, I’m sure you’ll find some girl this evening to trade bodily fluids with.”

His forehead touches mine as he says, “I don’t want anyone else, Peyton.”

Sure, he doesn’t until tomorrow. Then he’ll want someone else, and I’ll be left in some hotel, crying my eyes out.

I stroke his cheek. “Your words won’t work on me, Mr. Pop Rock.”

“I’m more than this,” he says as he plays with one of my curls. “Let me show you who I really am.”

“Why?” I ask, genuinely confused.

There’s not a damn thing special about me. I’m not tall like a model or adorably short, just an average five foot five. I’m not perfectly built, as I have a rounded ass and some big hips, and don’t get me started on my boobs that are a little too big and make my waist look too small.

My hair isn’t thick and luxurious, it’s kind of short and I’ve never dyed it, so it’s a light shade of dirty blonde. My face is average, with light brown eyes, and they’re also a little too small. My nose is turned up and I hate it. My lips are too plump to suit me.

“There’s something about you, Peyton.” His hand cups the back of my neck. “One kiss, just one, please.”

If I give this player one kiss, I know he’ll make me want him. I kind of already do, but I have a lot more integrity than he realizes. I’ve hung onto my V-card longer than most, and it hasn’t always been easy.

Rock star Romeo won’t be my first, that’s for sure.

His perfectly almond shaped eyes glisten as he looks into mine, trying to read my mind I bet. His firm body holds mine to the wall and now I’m reasonably sure the bulge in his pants is quite real after all as it presses up against my hot and steadily getting wetter by the second personal pleasure area.

If I allow this to go on any longer, I’ll have a lot harder time telling him no. He leans forward, his lips brushing my neck, and my knees go weak. 

“One kiss,” he whispers in my ear, and I want to give in so damn bad. My insides are begging me to give in, and I suddenly have a new awareness of why all the women gave into him; he’s too damn hot!

It takes everything I have in me, but I push him away, gently but firmly. “No, not one kiss. I’m sure you’re used to getting your way with women. I’ll not be one of those girls who make out with a pop star she’ll never hear from again.” I pull away from him and walk to the door, grabbing the knob, then turn back and say, “I tell you what, Mr. Dixon, if you really want to get to know me, for God only knows why, you can come to my graduation party later on tonight. I’ll give your manager my address. Feel free to bring your entourage, Pop Rock.”

“I’ll be there,” he says then kisses his finger tips and waves at me. “Perhaps before the sun rises tomorrow, you will let me kiss you.”

A light laugh escapes my lips. “You are tenacious, aren’t you? I cannot promise you a kiss. If that’s what you seek, stay in town. You’re sure to get plenty, and most likely, you will choose to do just that. It was a pleasure to meet you, Kip.” Then I close the door behind me, leaving him alone.

Am I really walking away from a night with a billionaire rock star?
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The show’s over and we think we’ve waited long enough that most of the groupies will be gone so we can get to our bus. Silas comes in and waves at us to follow him out. Bobby smiles as he sees a familiar redhead who seems to have been at every Texas concert we’ve played. “There she is, Kipper,” he shouts and this time when she tries to talk to us, he stops and looks at her.

“Hi!” she shouts. “Oh my God, are you really going to talk to me?”

Bobby plays it all cool. “I’ve seen you at a few of our shows. What’s up, doll?”

She hands him a credit-card-looking thing. “That’s the key to my hotel room. I have enough friends for all of you, but I’m really interested in Kip. Come to the address on the back, and we’ll make it worth your while.”

I shake my head, and Bobby gives her a nod. “We’ll see, thanks for the invite.”

Walking to the bus, I have no intention of going to her hotel room. It’s not that she’s unattractive, she’s damn hot, but the idea of her following us from town to town and getting another three women to join her in her escapade to get me in bed with her is kind of disgusting.

On the bus, Bobby drops on the sofa across from the one I’ve dropped myself on. “So, what do you think?” he asks.

“No,” I answer. “I have no want to hang with her.”

“I don’t think she wants to merely hang out, Kip. She’s hot. What’s your problem?” Bobby lays out on the sofa. “I bet her friends are hot, too.”

“Then you go. Take the other two with you.” The bus starts and takes us to the hotel Silas set us up in.

“And leave you all alone, never," Bobby says. He sits up. “Especially since that cold bitch shut you down on stage; crap, you must hate her.”

“Don’t call her that,” I say, feeling ire build up in me for some damn reason. “I don’t hate her. She has some set of morals on her though, doesn’t she?”

“I’ll say. I mean, come on, it was just a kiss,” he says.

I wonder if just one kiss would satisfy me though. I bet not!

“She invited me to her graduation party,” I say, which reminds me. I stand up and find Silas sitting up front near the driver. “Hey, Silas, did that girl I sang to leave you her address?”

He rummages in his jacket pocket and pulls out a piece of paper. “Yeah, I have it here. Do you want me to toss it? She kind of made a fool of you.”

“No, give it to me,” I say as I approach him. “And for the record, she didn’t make a fool of me. She just didn’t kiss me is all. It shows I’m human and not everyone falls for my obvious charm and good looks.”

Troy laughs. “She sure didn’t. Man, I’ve never seen you try so hard.”

I kick his leg as I pass by him. “Well, I’ve seen you try plenty hard and still get rejected, so shut up!”

The ever-quiet drummer, James, seems to be giggling to himself as well. “You took her off stage. I’ll bet she kissed you then.”

I shake my head. 

“No, not even then, and I tried so fucking hard you don’t even know. That girl! Uh! There’s something about her.” I fall back onto the little sofa and close my eyes. All I see is her perfect face and those shiny blonde curls.

Bobby slaps my leg. “Forget about her. Let’s go see the hottie and her friends and get wasted!”

I sit up and look at him. “Maybe that is what I should do. This is so stupid. She’s right not to want a one-night stand with me. That’s all I can give her right now, and that’s not fair to such a good girl, is it?”

Bobby, Troy, and James all shake their heads at me, and I know that it would be the wrong thing to do to go to her graduation party. The pinnacle celebration of her school years. Her family and friends are all around her, and if I show up, it will spoil it for her.

The bus turns into the hotel, and we all grab our bags, get off, and go into the hotel. Silas has us all in rooms next to each other. Bobby looks at me before he goes into his. “So, are we getting ready to go to the red head?”

“Just get ready to go somewhere,” I say. “If you want to go with me, I’m not one hundred percent certain where I’m going. Maybe just out to a club on Sixth Street. Leave the make-up off and wash the crap out of your hair. Or feel free to go see the redhead without me. I may show up later or I may not. I’m feeling a bit torn about things.”

The first thing I do when I get into my hotel room is take a shower and wash all this stuff off me. When I look in the hot water, fogged mirror, I see myself again, and I’m damned glad to see the guy.

Wrapping a towel around my waist, I go and lie on the bed and grab my cell phone from the nightstand where I left it. I find my new friend, Max’s, number and give him a call.

“Hey, guy, how was the concert?” my new best mate, Max asks as he answers the phone.

“Good,” I answer. “I met a girl and need some of that foster big brother advice you seem so good at.”

I hear a little girl’s excited screams. “Is that Hunky Kip, Daddy?”

“Yep,” he answers her. “Do you have a second to say hi to your number one fan?”

“Always,” I say with a laugh and the little girl squeals as he hands her the phone.

“Hi, Hunky Kip, I miss you. Do you miss me?” 

“Of course I do, Zoey. Are you being a good girl and helping your mommy and daddy?” I ask.

“Uh, huh, I am. Are you coming back to see us soon?” she asks.

“Not really soon, sweetheart. I have to do some shows and sing my songs to the people. Remember you’ll come to Los Angeles and see me for Christmas?” I ask.

“Oh, yeah,” she says. “Member, I want a pony, but don’t tell Mommy, ' member, kay?”

“I remember, doll. Can I talk to your daddy?” I ask.

“K, here you go Daddy.”

“So, you met a girl!” Max says as he gets back on the phone. “Tell me how you managed to do that?”

“I found her on the campus doing Yoga and I think she hates me,” I say.

“Well, that’s not too bad,” he says. “The bad thing would be if she loved you already without knowing you, right?”

“Right,” I say, brightening up a bit. “I sang her a song on stage. It’s that one, ‘Ask Me to Kiss You’, and she didn’t. It was a bit humiliating.”

He laughs. “I bet! Shit, has that ever happened before?”

“Never. It gets worse,” I say. “I drug her back to my dressing room and proceeded to press my body all up on hers and begged her to please kiss me. She still said no.”

“She has some willpower, I’d say,” Max says. “I would assume you have no way to ever get in touch with her again, though. So it’s pretty much a pipe dream, right?”

“Not really. She left her address with my manager,” I say. She asked me to come to her graduation party if I was really interested in getting to know her.”

“Damn!” he says. “So, are you interested in getting to know her?”

“More than I care to admit,” I say, stand up, and walk over to the window of the fifth-floor hotel room. Sixth Street is just outside the hotel doors, and I really should just go down there and party and find some random chic to mess with. Or there’s a redhead who has followed me from town to town, and she gave my guitar player the key to her room, where she waits with three other chics to entertain us all.”

“But this girl you found doing Yoga is in your head, right?” Max asks.

“How fair would that be to go see her at her party?” I ask.

“Is it so far-fetched to think you could have a real relationship right now? Don’t other people who have to tour figure this stuff out?” he asks.

“I don’t know about the beginning of one. Later on, yeah, but even then, most crap out after a while. I’ve seen it happen again and again.” I close the curtain and move back to sit on the bed.

Max’s voice is soft as he says, “Look, I know you want me to give you the right answer, Kip, but I don’t have it. You have to look inside yourself and see what you really think. I know you don’t want to hurt some innocent young woman, and if that’s all you think will happen, maybe it’s best to leave her alone, you know?”

“Yeah, I know. It’s just that I never felt anything like I felt from the first moment I touched her narrow shoulder. It was like electricity ran straight through me. I ran my hand down her arm and took her hand in mine, and I never wanted to let it go, even though she tried to tug hers away.” I closed my eyes as I remembered the exact sensation.

“Damn it, Kip!” Max says. “I feel for you; that’s how I felt when I first grabbed Lexi’s hand. I know this won’t be easy for you to hear, but leave her alone unless you can really be what this girl needs in her life. The road to where Lexi and I are is long and hard and full of potholes.”  

“So your advice is to forget about her?” I ask.

“If you think you can, yes.” I hear him sigh, and then he says, “But who am I to tell you that? Look what all I went through to get Lexi into my life and keep her here. Do whatever your heart tells you to, bro.”

“Thanks, Max. I will give it some thought before I make a decision. You’re a real mate. Tell Lexi and Zane hi from me. Bye now.”

“Bye, make good decisions, Kip.” 

Make good decisions? I don’t think I’ve ever really learned how to do such a thing! 

I know what the right thing to do is, but is the right thing really what I want to do?

Why can’t life be more like a silly love song that always ends with a happy lyric?

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Part 2: Falling Star
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Peyton






The sound of laughter fills the air as water splashes me. One of my high school friends, Chloe, jumps into the swimming pool in my family’s backyard. I wipe my face and laugh. My parents put on a huge college graduation party for me, inviting most of our relatives and nearly all the town which isn’t much. I come from a small town, a little over an hour away from where I went to college in San Marcos.

White lights fill the large oak trees in both the front and back yards. No expense had been spared as several kegs and a full bar take care of the guests. I make my way back into the house to retrieve another platter of chicken wings to take back out to the poolside. Several guests are playing pool in the game room as I enter the house. “Who’s winning?” I asked one of the guys I graduated with, Lyle.

“Me,” he says. “You wanna play me next?”

I shake my head. “Nah, I have to mingle.”

The doorbell rings and my Uncle Mike answers it as I turn around with the food platter. A group of guys I’ve never seen before stands at the door. One of them asked if this was my graduation party. He has a slight accent, maybe British. I set the tray down and walked over. “Hello,” I say as I extend my hand.

“Really? That’s all I get,” a familiar voice with an Australian accent comes out of a tall, muscular guy’s mouth, but I don’t recognize him. His hair is shoulder length, straight, and sandy blonde; then I look into his blue eyes and see flecks of brown in them, and my hand covers my mouth as my eyes go wide. 

“Is that you, Kip?”

He smiles and walks in past my uncle and scoops me up in his arms. “It is.”

I cannot believe he came!

I giggle as he twirls me around. “Put me down, silly.”

He puts me down and I look at him as I run my fingers along his jaw. “My God, you look different.” I look back at his band and shake my head in disbelief. “You all look so different. I’d never know it was you if I passed you on the street.”

Kip takes my hand and pulls me close to him. “It is okay I brought my mates, right?”

“Yes, of course.”

Kip points at the first guy, a tall, dark-haired man with a slight purple tinge to his wavy hair. “This is Bobby.” 

“Hi, I remember you, the purple spikes,” I say and smile.

“I remember you too,” he says. “The chic who left my mate hanging on stage.”

Heat fills my cheeks as I blush. “Yep, that was me. Sorry about that. I wasn’t trying to embarrass him.”

Kip slips his arm around my shoulders, squeezing them. “You didn’t, don’t worry. The next bloke here is our drummer, James.”

He smiles and nods. “Thanks for inviting us, Peyton. It was very nice of you.”

“It was very nice of you to come. I never thought Mr. Pop Rock would take me up on the offer, I must confess,” I say and give him a smile and a nod, too. The two men he’s already introduced come into the living room as I gesture for them to come in. You guys make yourselves at home. There is tons of food and drinks.”

The third guy Kip introduces. “This is Troy, my lead guitar player.”

“Hey, Peyton, it’s nice to meet you officially,” he says, shaking my hand.

I giggle. “You too, Troy. Please feel free to mingle and let me know if you need anything.” I turn to look at Kip in amazement, as he looks so different. I find myself touching his cheek. 

Kip smiles and raises his hand to hold mine as I stroke his tanned skin. “Different, huh?” 

“Very,” I answer. “You’re actually a very handsome man without all that crap on your face and in your hair.”

He raises his eyebrows and winks. “Why, thank you. I do believe that’s the first compliment you’ve given me.”

“I’m really sorry if I’ve been rude. My roommate from the dorm tells me I have been, and I don’t mean to be.”  I lead him to a sofa in the far corner of the massive living room. “Please have a seat, Mr. Dixon. So tell me, why the hair and make-up? Why would you hide such a handsome face and silky hair from the world?” I ask as I gesture to the sofa. 

He sits and pulls me down with him. “The make-up and hair are the manager’s idea, not ours. Truth be told, though, it does make it easier for us to go out in the open than celebrities who are more easily recognized. And I don’t feel you’ve been rude, just overly cautious where I’m concerned.”

I think I have every reason to be cautious where he’s concerned!

“You resemble your mother. She’s gorgeous, not that your father isn’t.” My eyes move from looking in his to looking at the hand he’s placed on my exposed thigh as I’ve changed into a short skirt and tank top once I got home. My flesh is warm beneath his hand and a slight electric current seems to be running up my leg.

With his other hand, he takes a lock of my hair and twirls it between his fingers. “And I thought you had no interest in me, yet here you talk about Mum and Pop.” 

He wears some form-fitting, black slacks that hug his muscled legs. Almost without realizing what I’m doing, I run my hand over the top of his thigh. 

“Please, they’re on the celebrity spotlight shows practically once a week, even though his band hasn’t toured or released anything new in the last decade. What must it be like to be their only child, right?” 

My hand on his thigh doesn’t go unnoticed, and he takes my hand in his, then brings it to his lips, leaving a kiss on it. “That’s right, I am their only child. You must have done some homework on me, Peyton. As far as the reason my parents are still on the gossip shows is simple, somehow rock stars never fade from the spotlight.”

He places my hand back on the top of his thigh, and I feel comfortable with him for some reason. Perhaps it’s because he came to see me. I have to ask, “Do you like it there?” 

His eyebrows go up, and I noticed he removed the little diamond stud on the left one earlier today. “In the spotlight?” 

I nod and find that I have to run my hand through his hair as it looks like spun silk and I have to feel it. “This is so much better than that spiky thing you had going on.”

He makes a short laugh and then answers, “At times, I do like the spotlight, and other times, I don’t. The money keeps me interested, though. I like that I make some of my own money and am not simply wealthy from my inheritance alone.” 

“That’s interesting. I’ve never thought about how a person who is born rich feels about it.”

He lightly runs his hand over my tanned arm. A gold necklace with a gold open book pendant hangs around my neck, and he takes it in his hand to examine it closer. 

“You weren’t wearing this earlier. What’s inscribed on it?” he asks as he squints to read the tiny writing. “Oh, it says, ‘Once upon a Time.’ Hmm. What’s that about?”

He noticed I wasn’t wearing my necklace earlier! He looked that hard at me and paid that much attention to what I had on! Maybe he really does like me and isn’t looking to make me another notch on his bedpost.

“My parents gave it to me as a graduation present. I’m a Literary Arts degree holder now. My first book is nearly ready to go, just as soon as I find an agent.”

“A writer. Is what you want to be now you’re all grown up?” he asks with a smile. 

The tips of his fingers flow over my collarbone. I have to stifle a moan from the effect it has on me. “Uh, yeah, that’s my plan. I write romance novels. Well, I’ve almost written one and plan to write many more.”

“A romance writer; didn’t get that one right,” he mutters.

“What’re you talking about?” I ask.

“I predicted a veterinarian,” he says. “I was way off.”

I shake my head and say, “I like animals, but I’ve never got the calling to go that far. I’m being a terrible hostess.” I take his hand and stand. “Come with me, let me get you something to eat and drink.”

“I could eat,” he says.

He rises and follows me, slipping his hand out of mine to run it around my waist. We fit so perfectly together, and I’m seeing just how hard it will be to keep my head on straight. The sound of him inhaling fills my ear. 

“What are you doing?” I ask as I pull away from him, but he holds me tight so I can’t get too far away.

“Your perfume is intoxicating. What’s it called?” he asks.

“I’m not wearing any,” I say with a laugh. “You really are wasting your lines on me, Kip.”

His brow furrows, and he leans in, taking in another deep breath. “No, I smell something fantastic. Perhaps it’s your shampoo.”

I swat his arm and say, “Come on! Is my shampoo intoxicating? Really?”

He pulls me close again. “Maybe you’re making me feel intoxicated, Peyton.”

A tremble runs through my body as the warmth of his breath makes my skin flush with excitement I’ve never known. “You’re a dangerous man.” His smile lets me know how right I am. 

On our way to the bar outside, we run into my parents. My father glances at the way Kip holds me to him and looks me in the eyes. “Who do we have here, Peyton?” he asks.

“Daddy,” I say as I find myself beaming at Kip. “This is Kip. I met him at school today. Kip, this is my father, Matt Reed.”

Kip lets go of my waist and extends his hand out to my father. “Hello, sir, it’s nice to meet you.”

My father shakes Kip’s hand and asks, “Did you graduate this evening as well?”

“No sir,” he says. “I’m not a college boy. It was straight to work for me right out of high school, I’m afraid.”

My father gives him a huge smile. “A workin’ man. Good to hear that,” he says, then gestures to me. “I can’t say I’ve seen my daughter let anyone ever hold on to her like she lets you. You must be something special.”

Kip looks at me as he runs his arm back around my waist. “Is that so?” 

“Daddy, please!” I say then gesture to my mother who stands by my father’s side and gawks openly at Kip. “This is my mother, Donna. Mom, this is Kip.”

Kips takes her hand and kisses the top of it. “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Donna. You have a beautiful daughter.”

She blushes and giggles. “Thank you, it’s nice to meet you. Peyton has never let anyone hang on to her like she’s letting you. It’s kind of taking us by surprise. But you seem like
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