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Chapter
One

 


Alec

“This sucks.”

I chugged back a cold beer, the hops
sloshing around my mouth and sliding down my parched throat. Summer
in London was certainly not the warmest climate on the planet, but
this beer was the hair of the dog, and my thirst was nowhere near
quenched.

“You’re complaining about
having time off to drink? You’re kidding me?” Law took a sip of his
own drink and tapped his fingers on the round table in front of
us.

It was easy for Law to be relaxed and
happy. At least he was getting laid on a regular basis.

“Why the hell do we need
time off? Just ‘cuz you guys are breeding and falling in love like
it’s a catching disease, does not mean the band needs to take a
break. We were traveling so well and the concerts were selling out.
Why stop?”

I was a member of Right Time, which
was being described by the paparazzi as the “hottest boy-band in
the world at the moment”. It was all pretty full on. I was also the
last member to join, which made me feel, on more than one occasion,
like a spare tire. All the other guys had been friends since high
school and were close because of that bond. I guess I shouldn’t
really complain though. When Right Time hit the big time, I’d
counted my lucky stars to have found them when I did. It had been
like jumping onto a blazing comet just as it began to burn, a tail
of fire trailing behind us.

It had been an amazing few years,
concerts, women dropping at our feet, and more money than I knew
what to do with. But all the guys were falling like dead flies.
Dillon had knocked up Ashlyn, and they now had a cute little
daughter. Chuckling, I shook my head. Zeck had met Issy in a BDSM
club, tied her up and brought her home to keep.

Law, the only one who’d actually
turned up today for a drink, had hooked up with their old music
teacher Byron, but he hadn’t come out publicly yet. Not that I
thought it was a big deal, but according to our publicity team, the
rest of the world seemed to think it was. I didn’t care who the man
was screwing,

“Because we need a break,
Alec. No offense, but I’m exhausted.” Law’s eyes slid away for a
moment. “Plus, Byron wants to go to the Greek Isles for a couple of
weeks.”

A snarl rose in my throat, and I
smothered it by taking another long swallow of my beer. I kept
drinking until I’d finished then banged the empty bottle/glass down
onto the wooden table, wincing a little at the noise. I hated being
jealous of Law and the other guys. It was an ugly emotion that made
my skin prickle and my belly heat with anger and rolling
sickness.

I may be the youngest of the band, but
I was man enough to admit my failings. I was as surprised as anyone
when I became envious of my mates getting hitched. I’d never wanted
a long term relationship before, but I found myself sick of the
chicks that wanted me for money or fame. I kind of liked the idea
of having the honest closeness the other guys had achieved with
their partners.

My friends deserved their happiness
and their relationships did not reflect on my own sorry state, but
even with all the rational reasons rattling around in my head
telling me it shouldn’t matter … I could still spit.

“When do you
leave?”

Law’s gaze met mine again. “Next week
probably.” He shrugged, and I let out the breath I’d been
holding.

An idea occurred to me that I hadn’t
considered before they condemned us to leave without any notice.
“Maybe I should do the same thing. Get away somewhere and find some
beautiful women to have some fun with.”

Surely there would be some decent
women on holidays over there that wouldn’t be like the dumb,
shallow types I kept running into here?

Law’s face lit up with his grin.
“Everywhere in the Northern Hemisphere is pretty awesome this time
of year, and you’ve never had any trouble with the women no matter
where you are.”

I lifted my hand and called the
bartender. He nodded and began pouring another beer, placing it on
a tray and waiting for a waitress to bring it to me.

“Nah, why would I? It’s
not like they’re the most complicated things on the planet to work
out how to handle.”

I smirked as Law choked on his drink
and began coughing and wiping at his mouth until he finally turned
and stared at me, his eyes incredulous.

“What?” I
asked.

“You’re
unbelievable.”

I shrugged as my eyes slid down the
back of a woman in a tight black skirt and white shirt as she
picked up my drink and turned around with the tray on her well
balanced hand.

Wow.

Law said something to me, but I
couldn’t quite make out the words. “Huh?”

I couldn’t drag my gaze away from her.
She moved so gracefully and her face was perfect. There was no
artifice to her. Her skin was flawless, her face heart-shaped, and
she had high cheekbones and bright blue eyes. I’d never seen such a
naturally beautiful woman before.

“Here you are,
sir.”

She bent forward, flashing an awesome
amount of cleavage and a killer smile as she straightened up once
again.

Say thank you, you
idiot!

“Ah. Thank
you.”

Pull yourself
together!

“Can I get you anything,
sir?” She turned to Law, and I sat up straighter in my chair. My
body was throbbing, and I wasn’t ignoring it tonight. This chick
was hot, and I wanted her. Despite my craving for someone special,
I had to survive between now and then.

Law shook his head. “No
thanks.”

“I could do with something
else, baby. What time do you finish work?”

She turned to me and the smile didn’t
waver, but for some reason the heat in her eyes dimmed.

“My shift ends at four AM,
sir.”

I leaned back against the leather
booth and lifted my arm to lie across the back. “I’ll speak to the
boss and get you out early. Come out with me for a late dinner and
a drink.”

She inclined her head and gripped the
tray tight. “Thank you for the offer, but I’d prefer to stay and
work.”

She turned and disappeared into the
crowd, leaving me staring after her tiny waist and swinging
hips.

“That’s a
first.”

I finally managed to drag my gaze back
to Law’s smug face. “What is?”

“A woman knocking you
back, didn’t think I’d live to see the day.”

I laughed off the implied insult
although a weird coldness sat in my gut. “She’s just playing hard
to get, which I don’t mind one bit. Makes it sweeter when they
finally fall at my feet.”

“Or on their
knees?”

I let my grin and wink at Law speak
for me. I was tall and kept myself pretty fit. Well … I worked out
seven days a week actually. My body alone was usually enough for me
to have a new chick whenever the need arose. But since adding the
fame of Right Time to my list of charms, I hadn’t been knocked back
in a very long time.

“I’m going to stick around
for a bit. What about you?”

Law tossed back the rest of his glass
and winced. “Home time for me, it’s getting late.”

“Bit early to turn in,
isn’t it?”

I shook hands with my friend and stood
up as Law pushed himself to his feet. “It’s almost midnight, my
friend.”

I shook my head. Once upon a time I
wouldn’t have even left the house to go out yet. “The night is
still in its infancy, you old codger.”

Law chuckled and leaned forward. I
pulled him into a short hug, patting him on the back for a moment
before letting go.

I winked at him again, and he smiled,
then turned and left.

I clapped my hands together and headed
for the bar. I wasn’t sure what it was going to take to get the
brunette waitress with the blue eyes in my bed, but I wanted
her.

“Oh my God, you’re Alec
from Right Time!” A trio of blonde women at the bar literally
bounced up and down beside me. I grinned at them and looked around.
This was a private bar in a very expensive hotel, so what were a
gaggle of groupies doing in here?

I plastered a smile on my face, aware
of the bad publicity that came out of these sorts of moments. Last
thing Right Time needed was another scandal. Huh, maybe that’s why
we were on holidays. Phillip needed a break after all the scandals
we’d had.

“How are you girls doing
tonight?”

They squealed and carried on, and I
chatted with them for a moment while my eyes scanned the crowd for
the woman I actually wanted.

“Are these girls bothering
you at all, Alec?” The owner, Paul, stepped up next to me and
whispered into my ear.

I shrugged. “They’re
harmless.”

“They’re friends of a new
member.” I could hear the strain in Paul’s voice and patted him on
the shoulder.

“No need to worry, Paul,
but you could do me a favor … let me know where the brunette
waitress is?”

Paul lifted his chin and looked
straight at me, his eyes harder than I’d ever seen them. “Joanne is
new. She’s a student at Cambridge.”

I swallowed the lump in my throat, a
rather foreign feeling swamping my usual confidence like a tidal
wave surrounding a drowning town. Hot and dumb I’d done a hundred
times before. Stunning and smart would be a very new and welcome
experience.

“Any tips?”

Paul grimaced. “Don’t tell her who you
are.”

I stilled for a minute and then
laughter bubbled up and burst out of me. “Thanks, mate.”

Paul had the good manners to flush
with
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