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  Abby


  



  


  We’re in Memphis tonight, playing a show at The Rockwood, a beautiful venue with a vintage look to it. Though we’re in another city, I feel like we’re in another world. It might look the same—Kennedy’s seducing the audience with her vocals, the guys are keeping the energy high and the music loud, the crowd is going wild every time a new song begins—but the air is different. The electricity between me and Miles has shifted. Not in a bad way. It’s just more…real. I know him more now, all his dark secrets, and I feel the need to protect him however I can.


  Of course, his sister Kennedy feels the same way, wanting to protect her big brother, and since he went out of his way to come get me back in Texas, she resents me being around that much more.


  “You’re a risk,” she told me on the tour bus earlier. “You two won’t last, and one minor grudge will have you turning on him in a second.”


  Sorry, hon. You don’t know me that well. There may be no guarantees about my relationship with Miles, but I take pride in my integrity, and Miles will always be safe with me. Little does she know, he told me everything. About his jail time, his probation, how—if the tabloids find out—he and the band are utterly screwed. I’m trying to turn my nerves to steel as I anticipate tonight’s conversation. We have to come up with a plan to get ScandalLust off Tempest Ultra’s back, and by we, I mean Kennedy and I have to be in the same room working together. Call me thrilled…


  



  *


  



  My tall, sexy man comes straight to me after the show, pushing me against the closest wall and kissing me hard. I grab on to the waistline of his jeans, savoring the intense heat emanating off of him. Post-show, sweaty, adrenaline-rushed Miles is almost too hot to handle.


  “This is my favorite part of being on stage,” he says quietly into my ear. His warm breath on my skin sends a chill down my spine.


  “But you aren’t on stage anymore.” I laugh and kiss his exposed neck.


  “Aren’t you a smartass?” He steps back and checks me out, head to toe. Tonight, I’m not trying to fit into the rock crowd. I’m wearing a thin sundress and an old favorite pair of brown boots I found in my closet at my mom’s house. This small town girl knows who she is—and what she wants. “Don’t expect that dress to stay on long tonight,” he says.


  Miles is shoved from behind as Kennedy walks past. He hardly budges but rolls his eyes. “I’ve been dealing with that attitude since the day she was born.” He looks down at me. “You ready?”


  Not at all. I’d much rather keep a healthy distance between me and that rock princess. “Let’s go.”


  We follow after Kennedy to a backstage warm-up room. No one else is in there, and Miles locks the door behind us.


  “I hope you aren’t in here to ruin my mood,” she warns, surveying herself in the mirror and smoothing her smudged eyeliner.


  “We have to talk about this issue with ScandalLust,” Miles says, sounding very confident.


  Kennedy spins around toward us. “Maybe later. Listening ears cause problems.”


  “She already knows.”


  “Knows what?” Kennedy’s eyes go wide, and she crosses her arms in front of her chest.


  “Knows everything down to my real name.”


  There’s a second of a pause, and I can practically see the steam building up in Kennedy’s head. “Are you out of your fucking mind, Matthew?” she yells at him, the name he was born with sounding like a foreign word. Kennedy doesn’t even look at me. It’s like I’m not in the room. “You going to start telling every woman you screw?”


  “I’m only screwing one woman, thanks.” His bluntness makes me blush. “She’s not working with ScandalLust—”


  “Yeah, right.”


  “She’s not. But she wants to make them think she is, so we can get them off our tail.”


  Kennedy finally turns my way, looking at me with obvious disgust. “My stupid brother may be dumb enough to trust you, but believe me. We don’t need your help.”


  Miles steps closer to his sister. The authority he exudes is intimidating. Only his sibling would be stubborn enough to stand up to that. “Listen close. You have no say in this. The three of us are the only ones who know everything going on. We will work together and figure this out. Now sit your scrawny ass down and act like an adult.”


  We all sit down—Miles and I on the couch, Kennedy on the chair across from us. She’s livid, but it’s obvious she has no choice here.


  “I’ve scheduled a meeting with them.” I try to speak with self-assurance, but it’s hard with Kennedy glaring at me. “It’s in two days, when we’re in Atlanta. They think I have the proof they want for their story.”


  


  



  *


  



  


  Miles


  


  



  “How many people are showing up?” Kennedy asks, and I’m surprised to hear my sister sounding almost civil.


  “I’m not sure,” Abby says. “Two? Polly, the executive editor, and maybe one of the other writers will be there. That’s all I know. There won’t be any cameras. They’ve assured me my part in this will be confidential.”


  “No cameras…” Kennedy’s got an idea. She may act impulsively at times, but if anyone will have a surefire way of dealing with this, it’ll be the queen of manipulation.


  Next to me, Abby’s bouncing her leg nervously. Was I wrong to bring her into all this? I don’t know. I don’t really care. My selfish instincts took over when I went after her in Texas. I wanted my girl back. She can handle my baggage.


  “What dirt can we dig up on our friend Polly?” Kennedy asks, staring at Abby.


  Abby raises an eyebrow in curiosity but then digs out her phone. She hesitates to respond as if she’s unsure what Kennedy really wants, but as she scrolls through websites, she starts sharing information. “She’s been married three times. Caught cheating with a camera man a couple years ago. She has an eight-year-old son. Went to school at—”


  “What if we hit her where it hurts?” Kennedy interrupts.


  Abby drops her phone into her lap. “What do you mean?”


  “I mean,” Kennedy shifts her irritated glare from Abby to me, “we take advantage of the no-camera situation and let Miles do what Miles does best.”


  “Care to elaborate?” I ask.


  Her face is brightening. She’s getting excited about this scheme. “Abby goes in first, scopes things out, and distracts the writer. You and I check the surroundings for any secret cameras because tabloid bitch is probably a liar. And once the coast is clear and Polly is all alone, you go in being all asshole-ish and tell her to back off. Use the information we found to prove we’re keeping tabs on her. Tell her you’d really hate to see something happen to that little son of hers.”


  “You want me to threaten her kid? Because that’ll do me a world of good for staying out of jail.”


  “It’ll be her word against yours. Trust me, you’ll be so convincing, she’ll pack up and go home, forgetting Tempest exists.”


  It’s official. My sister’s insane. But…she has a point. This could be the only shot we have of getting to ScandalLust without a bunch of paparazzi recording the whole event.


  “And what would I supposedly do to her boy?”


  Abby tenses beside me. Kennedy shrugs. “Steal his lunch money.” She laughs. “You could convince the kid his mom’s a cheating liar and he doesn’t know his real father—ooh, I like that.”


  “I think the subtle threat would be more effective. Let Polly be the one to think up all the possibilities,” I say.


  “Fine. But we should plot out what you’d hypothetically do, just in case you have to be more…persuasive.”


  Or maybe Kennedy just wants to immerse herself in this new game. “Whatever,” I say. “So, Abby gets the writer out of the way. I’ll get rid of any paps.”


  “What do you mean get rid of?” Abby asks, her body stiff and voice shaky.


  “I’m not killing anyone, if that’s what you’re thinking. I’ll just restrain them or—”


  Before I can finish, she gets up and storms out of the room.


  Kennedy shakes her head in disapproval. “I can’t believe you told her. She can’t handle this the way you and I can. She’s going to screw everything up.”


  “I’ll talk to her. It’ll be fine.” I get up and leave, passing Dax and Nate in the hallway.


  “Looks like you pissed off your girlfriend again.” Nate laughs.


  I don’t have time to talk to them about it, and neither of them knows about my past. It’s just been safer that way. “Where’d she go?”


  Dax points down the hall toward the exit door. I walk quickly out of the building and scan the sidewalk to my left and right. She’s a few feet away, lit up by a streetlight, leaning against the wall of The Rockwood.


  I start with the only argument I have. “You said there wouldn’t be cameramen, so it’s not going to be a problem.”


  Her shoulders drop in disappointment. She doesn’t even look at me. “But if there were people there with cameras, you’d have no problem beating the crap out of them. Just like you have no problem threatening a woman and her child. Miles…I…That’s…”


  The woman who writes for a living has no words. I’ve really screwed up this time.


  I sit on the ground next to her, my back against the wall. She drops down by my side. Inches between us feel like miles.


  When she speaks, she sounds broken. Something’s changed between us. My confession to her may have done more harm than good. “Miles, I won’t judge you for your past. Everyone messes up, and you’re paying the consequences. But lying. Manipulation. Violence. You’re better than all that.”


  “I think you’re the only person who feels that way.”


  “Well, how do you feel?” She leans against me, and her touch brings clarity. Everything will be all right.


  No, I’m not a liar or a manipulator. I’m not perfect though, and when shit needs to get done, I’ll do whatever’s necessary. But I’m not telling Abby all that. The silence lingers between us.


  “We have to find another way,” she says.


  Kennedy’s plan would work. It’s quick and dirty and gets the job done. ScandalLust would disappear. But at what sacrifice? Abby may have forgiven me for my past, but if I follow through, what will she think of me then? I have to prove I’m different from who I once was.


  “We’ll find another way.”
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  Abby


  

  

  It’s hard to remember the real world still exists. Between my feelings for Miles and the quiet storm brewing between us and ScandalLust, I’ve nearly forgotten I have a day job. That is, until my boss, Jonathan, texted this morning scheduling a 10:00 a.m. video conference.


  “You really wanted to wake up early to talk to me?” I ask. Jonathan’s become a good friend over the years. Not only is he a great boss, but he’s like a brother who knows just how to push my buttons. It’s all his fault I’m on a tour bus that just stopped in Atlanta an hour ago. I should thank him for it later.


  “I arrived at the office when I thought, what’s my rock star employee up to? You aren’t leaving Lydian for a life on the road are you?”


  Jonathan runs a hand over his scruffy chin. The hair on his face is the same length as the hair on his head, and his black-framed glasses make him look more like a college student than the editor-in-chief of a major magazine. He says his boyfriend prefers the look, and women who don’t know he’s gay seem pretty drawn to him as well.


  I won’t lie. When I started at Lydian Magazine, I had a little crush on him, but it was quickly smothered when Dee broke the news he wasn’t into women.


  I laugh at the memory. “Nah, I’ll be back soon. But I do need to extend my week. I need a couple more days. That all right?”


  His eyes narrow. “What’s holding you up? It’s not like you to miss a deadline.”


  “The article will be done. I just have a few things I need to wrap up before I come home.”


  “Uh huh. As your superior, I’m not going to ask you which band member has you all wrapped up. But I’d like my feature editor back here as soon as she can.”


  The camera shows every inch of the shock on my face. “Your feature editor? Are you forgetting I’m just a lowly staff writer?”


  “See? That’s where you’re confused. You left L.A. a staff writer. But you’ve been gone so long, you missed your own promotion. Charles Jackson’s last day was yesterday, and we unanimously voted you in to take his place.”


  I’m speechless. I love my job, but I’ve always assumed it was a placeholder until I got my dream job at Unwired Press in Dallas. Taking this promotion is basically a commitment to stay in California much longer than I want to. But feature editor, getting to organize the major content of our magazine? How can I say no to that?


  “I don’t know what to say.”


  “Don’t worry about speaking. Worry about writing. I want that article from you.” He shifts to friend-mode. “I’m really proud of you. Honestly, I had my money on you running back here by the end of day two on that bus.”


  “Wait. You guys have a pool going?” I’m not sure how to feel about that. Offended? Amused?


  “Nah. That wouldn’t be very professional. But if we did, I would’ve lost anyway. Good for you, sticking it out. It’s your professionalism that’s gotten you so far.”


  My cheeks warm. “Thanks. I really appreciate that.”


  “Yeah, yeah. Now get back to work.”


  He hangs up and the computer goes dark. A smile is glued to my face as I shut the laptop.


  

  

  *


  

  

  Miles


  

  

  Abby’s sitting on the couch, her feet propped up on the coffee table, as she finishes a conversation with her boss. I sneak a glimpse at her, her blond hair down around her shoulders, its red and black ends wispy and messy with curls. She’s in a loose fitting white t-shirt and shorts that show off her long, tan legs. For the rest of the band, it feels ungodly early, but Abby is alert and energized as she focuses on her work.


  It’s incredibly sexy.


  I hop down from my bunk and approach her. “Good morning, Ms. Professional. Can I be your naughty intern?”


  She looks up at me with her bright blue eyes. “I don’t know, sir. We’ll have to schedule an in-depth interview.”


  I snatch her laptop, putting it behind me on a chair. Unwilling to keep my hands off her a second longer, I lift her up and lay down on the couch, pulling her down on top of me. Her thigh presses in between my legs, and I’m instantly hard. I grab fistfuls of her hair and pull her face to mine, our lips crushing together. Her tongue massages mine as my hands eagerly explore the curves of her body. I hug her tight, pulling her closer to me as I pull my mouth from hers.


  “So do I get the job?”


  She gives me a sexy half smile. “I don’t know. I have to interview the rest of the candidates first.”


  I playfully push her. “Ouch. That’s painful.”


  “To your sensitive heart?” She sits up straight again, stretching her legs across mine.


  Sensitive heart, my ass. “My ego,” I correct her, and she laughs.


  “I’m being promoted at the magazine,” she blurts out.


  “Is that what that meeting was about?”


  She nods. “You’re looking at the new feature editor.”


  “Wait. What about your high hopes for that other magazine. That boring, country one.”


  “Don’t describe my dream job as boring, mister! It’ll have to go on hold though. This is a great opportunity, and I love Lydian Magazine.”


  “So you’re staying in L.A. for good?” I didn’t even think of it before, but if she left for that other gig, what would happen between us?


  “I’ll be there for a
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