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  Prologue

Lacy


“Don’t touch anything.” 
Scott chuckles at my comment, squeezing me tighter against his side as we navigate our way through the packed bar. “Oh, come on, it’s not that bad.”
No sooner are the words out of his mouth than two guys start fighting to the left of us, yelling about fucking someone’s cousin. Before actual fists can start flying a huge, muscle-bound guy in a tight black shirt shoves the two apart. “Cut it out, you idiots, or I’ll kick you out before the music even starts.” 
The two grumble and slink back to their corners, apparently not wanting to miss the show that we’re all here to see.
The Bar is the place to be in Back Woods, Tennessee, the literal and very fitting name of the town. Despite the less-than-classy clientele, I have to say the place really isn’t horrible. It’s got a certain country charm. Wood beams are a little more rustic than I typically like, but they fit the aesthetic.
I was less than thrilled when Scott suggested we take our three kids on the road in a huge tricked-out tour bus to start finding bands for his newly formed record label. But it didn’t take me long to warm to the idea. Truth is, I’ve missed going on tour with my husband’s world-famous band. 
After the men of Malfeesance all found themselves married and having kids, the touring slowed. Just this year they’ve decided to only tour once every five years. They still write and put out music, but they aren’t the same twenty-year-old idiots that want to do nothing but party and fuck all over the world.
The band might be heading in different directions, but I like having our little family all in one small space. To say I’ve come a long way from my days as a spoiled rotten socialite is a vast understatement. Now I’m a mom who wears flats more than stilettos and reads Doctor Seuss to my kids instead of gossip columns looking for my name.
“I know you.” A man reeking of cheap booze stumbles in front of us, staggering around for a moment.
My heart races, thinking we’ve already been recognized despite our disguises. Scott went lowkey with a baseball hat pulled down low over his brow and his beard grown out long past the trademark scruff his fans know him for. I went a little more outlandish, seizing my opportunity to try out life as a redhead with a wig cut in a blunt bob, cat-eye glasses, and a rock-a-billy style dress.
“Yeah, man, you gave us directions earlier. Thanks for the help.” Scott pats the stranger who we have definitely never seen before on the shoulder and pushes him closer to the worn bar where a girl grabs bottles of beer from a cooler four at a time and doles them out to her customers.
Scott settles us against a wood beam to the side of the small stage, where the lights don’t quite reach. It’s the perfect place to watch the first prospect for his new label without being recognized, though I would kill for someplace to sit since I decided to wear a new pair of Jimmy Choos that have not gotten near enough time in the spotlight.
Taking a minute to check in with Angela, the nanny-slash-tutor that travels with us, I confirm with her that the kids are tucked into their bunks. It is a tight fit with my family of five, Angela, and our driver Tucker, but we make it work and it will only be for a few months. 
A collective swell of cheers spreads through the crowded bar, pulling my attention back to the stage. 
A man in relaxed fit jeans and a flannel shirt strolls out, picking up a bass from its stand. He has sandy blonde hair that peeks out from underneath a winter hat even though it is mid-July, not to mention hot and humid amid the crush of bodies in this place. A toothpick hangs precariously from his lips as he rolls it from one corner of his mouth to the other, his eyes darting around the audience never settling anywhere in particular. He’s slightly on the chubby side, with an almost baby face, but handsome in his own way. 
Next, the huge guy that broke up the fight earlier bounds up onto the stage from the middle of the hordes of people gathering on the floor. His hair might be dark, but it is cut so close to his scalp it is hard to tell. He walks back to the drum set pounding the bassist’s fist as he passes. As he circles behind the drums, he whips the security shirt off over his head to reveal a torso and chest packed tight with muscles. Several women and men in the audience give him some wolf whistles and he flexes for them, winking into the audience. His face is stunningly handsome, almost pretty with high cheekbones and full lips. The drum set spread before him looks like it has been pieced together from castoffs from other kits, and the whole thing is dwarfed by his huge size. 
Just as the drummer settles in behind the kit, a third man stalks from the backstage area with a scowl plastered on his chiseled face. He might be the perfect description of rockstar.  Long near-black hair that is pulled back into a low ponytail, skin that speaks to plenty of time spent outside and very little in the way of a skincare routine. He wears faded black jeans and a Black Sabbath shirt that might truly be vintage rather than a recent reprint. Something in the way he picks up his guitar and slings the strap across his back lets me know it is an extension of his body rather than a tool. Scott has the same connection with his own guitar on stage.  
The three band members mill about on the platform chatting with people in the audience. They all look so different, have completely opposite demeanors, I would never expect them to even know each other let alone be part of the same band. 
“Why aren’t they starting?” I whisper into Scott’s ear.
“The singer is a woman. They must be waiting for her.” Scott glances around the space as if he might be able to find the missing band member. Despite all the things he’s heard about this band, he refused to watch any of the videos he’s been sent, instead wanting to see them on stage for his first impression.
Finally, the guitarist ambles up to the microphone. “Hey Kat, I believe these people came to hear you sing.”
He squints his eyes through the stage lights toward the back of the bar.
“Yeah?” a smoky voice rings out over the chaos of dozens of voices. A hush falls over the crowd as if her shouting over them is enough to get them to shut up. “Well, if these idiots would stop ordering drinks for five seconds when I’m the only one back here tonight then I could make my way up there.”
The guitarist chuckles into the microphone. “Come on folks, let’s get Kat up here. The beer will still be cold when we’re done. Let our girl know how much you want her to rock you tonight.”
The place explodes with noise, everyone stomping their feet and whistling, shouting for this Kat to get on the stage. The drummer hammers the kick pedal, the deep pound of the bass drum adding to the cacophony.
Suddenly, the same girl that had been slinging drinks when we came in jumps up on top of the bar. She’s gorgeous in an untouched way you rarely see in New York and LA. Her hair is pulled back into a high ponytail, the curly black strands falling around her face where they’ve escaped during her work. Her Daisy Dukes are about an inch away from being indecent, with her black lace bra showing through her white tank top plain as day. Her body is curvy, wide hips, huge tits and a soft belly in between. The cowboy boots on her feet are so natural on her I wouldn’t be surprised if she was born in them.
“Is that right, you bunch of ingrates? You want to hear some fucking rock and roll?” The power of her voice carries over the craziness as everyone continues to make their desires known. “Fine, make a fucking path.”
She jumps down from the bar, two men on either side of her holding her arms and slowing her descent, and jogs through the parting crowd. By the time she makes it to the stage, the drummer is counting into their first song. As soon as the singer hits the front, the guitarist reaches his hand down and pulls her up the two or three feet onto the small platform that passes as a stage in this place, an unmistakable look of affection flashing across his otherwise stoic expression.
Kat gives her bandmate a shoo hand wave and he backs away, a lascivious look on his face. The drummer’s gaze pings between her ass and her tits, depending which direction she’s facing. She winks at the bassist who stares at her with undisguised longing. 
“She’s fucking the whole band.”
Scott looks at me with eyebrows raised. “How do you figure?”
“They all look at her like her pussy is the solution for world peace.”
“Huh.”
The guitar roars to life and Kat starts in with a guttural note that seems to stem from some otherworldly place. Her voice is a mix of Janis Joplin, Amy Lee, and Malfeesance’s own Brant. One second, she’s hitting notes opera singers would envy. The next, it’s almost as if Satan himself is speaking through her, tempting these people to do any host of sins tonight, all with this smoky, sexy foundation. Not only is her sound insane, but her stage presence is also off the charts. I guarantee every man in this place has a half-chub watching her, and probably every woman has wet panties. Hell, I do. 
“What is this band’s name again?” I shout into Scott’s ear.
“The Delinquent Hearts.”
“You’re going to sign this band.”
Scott nods, and I can already see the wheels turning in his head of how he can build them up to be on the same level as Malfeesance.
We just need to make sure whatever four-way fuck-fest these people are participating in isn’t more drama than it’s worth.






  
  Chapter 1

[image: ]
Kat


“Okay you degenerates, once again Logan is on bass, Mal on guitar, and Teddy on drums. I’m your singer Kat, and we are The Delinquent Hearts! Give me two minutes and I will be back behind the bar.” Exhaustion rips through my body as I shove the mic back into its holder an hour after we started the set. Two regulars help steady me as I jump from the stage and the path opens for me back to my position to start slinging drinks for the same people who were just headbanging to my music. 
I don’t normally work the bar on nights we perform, but Vic and Drea, The Bar’s most dedicated employees who have worked here for nearly as long as I have, decided to run off to Vegas together and get married out of nowhere, so I had no choice but to work double duty. 
How the hell am I going to make it to closing without fucking collapsing? 
Instead of vaulting the bar again, I walk around the way a normal person would, a line of people already elbowing for space to get their final drinks before I blow the last-call whistle. 
Logan and Mal will clean up the stage, locking our gear away in the shed out back, while Teddy will take up his spot as bouncer once again. We all have our place in this weird little family we’ve formed. I’ve known these guys since we were all in grade school. We grew up together in this fucking little town filled with drunks and factory workers. But we didn’t really connect until high school. 
I don’t know what I would do without them. 
I draw in a deep breath, trying to restore the oxygen to my lungs after belting it out on stage for longer than I should have. I can’t help it though. The minutes I’m on that stage each weekend are what keep me going through the shit that is my life. 
My moment of reprieve is interrupted by the demands of my patrons for beer and shots. This bar has been my home since birth. Mama took off a couple weeks after bringing me home from the hospital. Turned out she had no interest in long nights with a screaming baby. Pop and I haven’t seen her since, though occasionally we’ll get a postcard letting us know she’s still alive and in a new town. 
Pop is the exact opposite. He was made to be a dad. Kind, gentle, and steady. On nights he couldn’t find help at the bar, I sat in a playpen in the back with toys or a neighbor would watch me at our tiny ranch just a handful of steps behind the bar. 
When I got old enough, I started slinging drinks right beside him. Things like college or life outside this town were never even a thought. He didn’t have the money, and I certainly didn’t have the grades. 
A shiver down my spine lets me know Mal has joined me behind the bar. It’s not something he does often, seeing as he hates having to deal with people so much, but when I’m alone behind the bar he sucks it up and shoves bottles of beer into people’s hands before they can even order. Doesn’t matter what they want, if Mal is serving them, they get ice-cold beer and a growl if they try to complain. 
Just his solid presence next to me is enough to keep me rolling for a few more minutes, until the crowd thins and the clock ticks closer to closing time. 
“You see that lady off to the side of the stage tonight?” I’d spotted her the minute she came in the door. She and her husband were trying to blend in and failing miserably. When you’re surrounded by nothing but beat-up old Levi’s and shirts that have seen more time on a construction site than the inside of a washing machine, clean and new tends to stand out like a sore thumb. 
Mal grunts in a way that says he did. 
“She looked familiar. Couldn’t place her though. Same with her man.” 
Mal lifts one shoulder. He didn’t recognize them either. 
“They didn’t drink anything or talk to anyone. Odd.” 
“Slumming it from Nashville,” he says in that raspy way that reminds me exactly how little he talks to people. 
“Maybe. Wouldn’t be the first time.” We’re only an hour outside the music mecca of the world, and sometimes people hear about our little bar and the house band and come to check us out. We even had a record label sniff around once. I don’t like to think about those days though. 
Finally, the alarm on my phone buzzes on the bar behind me, and I reach up to grip the huge-ass cowbell hanging on a hook. With all the energy I have left, I swing the bell over my head, a god-awful clank overpowering the chatter of our regulars still hanging around. The last twenty or so people cover their ears, wincing at the sound. “Alright fuckers, you don’t have to go home but you can’t stay here. Get the fuck out of my bar.”
Bottles rise in an alcohol-induced salute as everyone drains the last of the drinks before shuffling out the door, Teddy making sure no one is too drunk to get themselves home in one piece. Teddy is the bassist of our little band, but he also works security for the bar and pours concrete during the day. 
“I’m heading out, Kat.” He comes over and gives me his trademark bear hug, lifting my feet at least six inches off the floor thanks to his towering height. I’m five-fucking-ten, so I’m not exactly short. 
When he puts me down, Teddy looks to Mal, our guitarist, and gives him a swift nod and a wink. “See you at work.”
Mal grunts once again. Mal is the foreman for the local road crew and technically Teddy’s boss, though they never act like it. He was also the founder of the band, though they all said it wasn’t a real band until I came along. 
The Bar echoes with silence. I keep thinking eventually the empty bar would stop feeling weird without my dad puttering around at night, but it never does. A year after he was forced into retirement and I still expect the echo of his boots from the back room as he grumbled about filthy drunks making a mess of his place.
“Good set tonight,” Mel grumbles behind me. A handful of words was about as much as I ever heard from him at one time. I’ve never seen him at work, so it is hard to imagine how a man who says so little could command an entire team of rough-around-the-edges road workers. 
“Yeah, the crowd was something. Easy to feed off that energy.” Despite my exhaustion, my body is still buzzing from the high of our fans calling my name and singing along to my lyrics. For a long time, we had dreams of playing in stadiums around the world, hordes of people chanting our names, and wearing t-shirts with our faces on them. But like all dreams, we eventually woke to the harsh light of reality.  
Most nights, I’m content with our little local following. Tonight, I felt the smallness of my life like a burr stuck in my skin. Restlessness crept along my spine, slithering into my limbs, looking for a way to release the pent-up energy.
Well, there is one way to release that tension, but I promised myself I wouldn’t give into that temptation anymore. Instead, I busy myself by stacking the chairs on top of tables, the weight of Mal’s eyes following my every move while he washes glasses behind the bar. 
“It wasn’t the crowd.” 
“Hmmm?” Grabbing a few bottles that had been abandoned on the floor by the stage, I ignore his attempts at conversation. I can go weeks without hearing his voice, but the nights I don’t want to talk to anyone, he is always there, dropping wisdom like some tall, dark, Italian Yoda. 
Emerging from his station behind the bar, Mal crosses the floor to me in just a few strides of his long legs. I don’t need to see his face to know the expression he is giving me. The dark simmering of heat which never fails to pull the good little girl who just wants to kneel at his feet and do whatever he asks right out of me. I’m a grown-ass woman who doesn’t take shit from anyone, runs this whole place pretty much on my own, and cares for my father on top of it all. 
So, I do what any strong woman would do when confronted with a sexy as sin, dominant man making his way toward her. I turn my back and try to ignore him and the heat growing between my legs. 
Speaking of which, the traitors turn to jelly when Mal presses his chest to my back, crowding me against the front of the stage. “It wasn’t you feeding off the crowd.” He takes the bottles from my hand, having to wrestle them from my clutch, and tosses them behind him, not giving two shits that they shatter against the time-worn wood floors.  “The crowd was feeding off your energy.” Goddamn it, why is it the only time he can string together complete, complex sentences is when he’s trying to get into my panties? 
And why do I love it so fucking much? 
“Off your presence. Every single one of those pathetic fools stood on this very spot, looking up at your body, your face; heard your words, and they would have given their lives to have just one taste.”
Mal buries his nose at my nape, just where my hairline ends, sucking in a deep breath and grinding his already hard cock against my backside. 
God help me, I grind back. 
“Mal, we can’t.” The breathy gasp that escapes from my mouth as he tugs my ponytail to the side directly contradicts my words. 
“You want me to stop? Say stop. You know I will.” 
I do know. Mal would do anything for me. So would Teddy. And Logan. We’re not just a band, we’re a family. Soulmates. I don’t know if having three soulmates is possible, but it is the only way I can explain what these men mean to me. Which is why I feel horrible lying to them, but I also can’t stop.  
“Don’t,” I whisper. “Don’t stop.”
He spins me around. “Good girl.” 
Those two growled words send a shiver of anticipation through my body. My skin prickles and my core tightens, desire and need building to a fever pitch between my thighs.
His mouth crashes down onto mine. Those lush lips parting my own and his tongue going in for the kill— a long, slow, dirty kiss.
Why can I not say no to this man?
To any of them really. If they knew about each other, that they have all had me in one way or another, it would be the end of the band. The end of the only thing that gives me an outlet for the feelings that I shove down all day, every day. The only thing that makes me feel entirely free. With these men, up on the stage and in between my thighs, that is where I come alive. Every place else I’m just sleepwalking. 
We’re kissing and moving at the same time, but I can’t tell where he’s taking me because the passion behind every touch has my brain scrambled like eggs on a Sunday morning.  
A hard surface presses into my back; I know immediately it’s the bar, the place where I spend so much of my time. 
Mal’s hands go to my waist in a tight grip. “Up.”
With that, he lifts me to perch on the worn wooden surface. He doesn’t need to ask; I automatically part my legs to make space for him. Sitting like this, I’m almost as tall as him, our mouths even so he no longer needs to hunch, and I don’t need to crane my head back to reach. 
Strong, rough hands skate up the inside of my laughably thin t-shirt. The calluses on his fingers ignite my desire even more as they tweak and pull at my nipples through the lace bra. The difference between his roughness and the soft lace is maddening. 
The exhaustion from just a few minutes ago is gone. In its place, an energy zings through my blood, awakening every inch of me with licks of flaming heat. 
“I need you,” I whimper between kisses, squeezing my knees together to bring him closer. 
“You’ll get my cock when I’m ready to give it to you.” He twists my nipple just enough to make me gasp, but not enough to hurt. 
With Mal, he’s in charge. Always. I don’t naturally give up control to anyone, but Mal makes it easy.  I trust him with my life, with my pleasure, and he has yet to let me down. 
Instead of asking me to lift my arms, he pushes them up, a stern look letting me know I shouldn’t move them. Slowly, he peels the t-shirt up my torso, but instead of taking the shirt off, like I expect, he gathers the fabric between my wrists, turning it and twisting the thin cotton, drawing my hands closer together. I look up, staring at his fingers as they twist and knot the fabric until my hands are pressed together palm to palm and I can barely move them. I’m sure if I absolutely had to, I could wiggle out of the makeshift restraint. 
Hell, if I asked him to undo it, he would without question. But what would be the fun in that? 
I move my gaze from my bound hands to his soulful eyes just in time to see a glint of mischief. It is the only warning I get before I’m thrown over his shoulder, ass in the air. 
“What the fuck, Mal?”
He slaps my ass with his free hand. “Such a mouth on you.” 
“You like it.”
“Fuck yes I do.”
He stomps behind the bar, and I can’t figure out what his end game is until the clang of my closing time bell rings through the bar and I’m on my feet once again. Gently, Mal raises my hands over my head and loops the t-shirt-made handcuffs over the hook bolted into a worn beam. The hook is just high enough that I have to go on my tippy toes to steady myself. 
“About time I got you to stand still for one goddamn minute.” He steps back, admiring his handy work. “You work too god damn hard.”
“You’re one to talk.” 
He chuffs out a sardonic laugh. “We’re not talking about me. Look at you hanging there like a priceless piece of art.” He takes another step back, his eyes sweeping up and down the length of me. The tinny sound of his zipper has my own eyes focusing in on his jeans. “I could stand here and look at you all night.” He pulls out his cock, long and hard, a drop of pre-cum glinting at the tip. 
Fucking hell. 
A rush of arousal makes my already damp panties downright soaked. There is something about a man jacking off that has always gotten me hot. The way the forearm muscles bunch and relax as his hand glides up and down his shaft, it does unspeakable things to my body.
I try to rub my thighs together, get even the littlest bit of friction to ease the building need, but I don’t have enough purchase on the ground to make it happen. My calves start to cramp a little in my boots, that slight singe of pain somehow making my pleasure even sweeter, more intense. “I need you, Mal.”
“I know what you need.” His hand falls away from his dick and he closes the space between us. “But I’m taking what I need first.”
Mal falls to his knees, makes quick work of the button fly of my Daisy Dukes and shoves them along with my panties down to the floor. 
“I think we’ll leave the boots on.” He lifts my legs up to drape over his shoulder, but before I can appreciate the reprieve on my arms from dangling off the hook, my body arches with the first swipe of his tongue along my slit. “I fucking love how your pussy tastes after a show.”
He separates my folds with both hands and goes right for the kill, sucking my clit into his mouth then flicking it with the tip of his tongue. He eats my pussy like a man starved. Moving from my clit to my opening, sucking, biting, and licking until I’m writhing against his mouth. 
Every time I start to go over that cliff to an earth-shattering orgasm he switches tactics, preventing me from coming so many times I want to weep as much as I want to moan. 
“Let me come, Mal!” I growl, wrapping my ankles together behind his neck to try and hold him in place so I can ride his face to my own completion. 
I can feel him laugh against my pussy, but he must know that he’s pushed me enough, because he focuses his mouth on my clit, giving me steady pressure right where I need it. Everything in my body stretches tighter, tighter, so close to detonation that I hold my breath waiting for the explosion. It comes, and so do I, when Mal presses two thick fingers into my weeping cunt. 
My hips jerk and I sway from the hook, my head falling back between my shoulders, banging against the worn beam behind me, as an unearthly scream wrenches out from my throat. I wish I could recreate that scream on stage, but the only time I can make this particular noise is when one of my three men wrings it out of me.
Mal stays steady through my thrashing, drawing the orgasm out longer and longer until I go limp. “Oh god, stop, no more.”
He lays one last gentle kiss on my clit, sending an involuntary jolt through my body, then each thigh. Climbing to his feet, he makes sure to rearrange my legs around his waist since there is no way I can stand after that. “Had enough already?”
His cock is still out and harder than ever. He pumps his hips, sliding his length along my still-pulsing pussy. Cradling my ass in one arm, he moves the other hand between us, and I look down to see his cock poking from between my lower lips. The base is still snuggly pressed against the very center of me, with the rest exposed and glinting with my juices coating it. Slowing, he wraps
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