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      This is a full-length DARK erotic romance. This book is for those who enjoy DARK reads. Mental illness is prevalent in this love story about Miles and Jules. It’s an instant attraction, dominant alpha hero romance, smothered in smut, and topped with D/s.

      

      Since this is strictly fiction, please do not use this as a BDSM guide or for the treatment of mental illness.
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      My hands press against the headboard to prevent hitting it as the bed creaks from thrusts accompanied by grunts. It lasts far too long before the moans of ecstasy assault my ears. Of course, they didn’t come from me. Carl fucks like a drill sergeant, in and out, and onto the next thing. There’s no romance. Intensity. No eye contact. Nothing but Carl’s aim toward his own release. I like sex, except with him. He’s a self-serving vanilla, and his natural smell of car fumes adds to the displeasure.

      Carl rolls off, catching a last second glance of me, and leaves to relieve himself. When he returns, he slips on his underwear and jeans, unzipped and unbuttoned, and drops into the antique chair positioned by the window. I found the chair at an antique market on the side of the road and fell in love with it. All of its beautiful wood finish and S-scroll legs, maroon velvet seat and backing, along with gilded studs. I admire it more than Carl. Finally, I look at him. He almost appears angelic the way the light beams through the sheer white curtains. Almost. Carl sits back in the chair while I pull the covers around my breasts and rest my back against the headboard.

      It doesn’t take long for him to break the silence. “I can’t do this anymore.” One of my brows cocks up. His hand flaps between him and me. “This. Us. Pretend like I want a future with you.”

      “Ah, but a fuck wasn’t out of the question.”

      He leans forward in the chair. “You know, Jules, your swearing is a turnoff. Among other things.”

      I roll my eyes at him and return my focus to the antique chair. I bought it prior to meeting Carl, and although he hated the vintage style, I refused to part with it. But Carl, I’m not so sure I’ll have a hard time parting with him. It’s not his lean muscle build, short blond hair, and green eyes that are a turnoff. It’s his personality. He lacks a sense of humor, which got lost somewhere between our first hello and our first date. It’s best he doesn’t laugh though, because he sounds like a hyena.

      When we met, I made the first move, which he shut down. He said he wanted to get to know me before we slept together. So, I waited. And waited. On our tenth date, he decided it was time for us to become intimate, as he put it. I should have known then this relationship was doomed. Not only that, but he has an ever-growing dislike list about me he tends to regurgitate whenever things don’t go his way…even though it went his way minutes ago. The ache for an orgasm between my thighs is proof.

      “And another thing…” Carl’s voice brings me back. “I’m tired of your moods. One day you’re chatty Cathy, and the next, you’re a frustrated bitch.” I let out an animated sigh. He points at me. “This is what I’m talking about. You’re acting as if you don’t care.”

      “Because I’m not prepared for another lecture about the list of things I do that bother you.”He shoots out of the chair as if Satan burned his ass. “Jesus, Jules! The list keeps growing and you don’t do a damn thing to change.”

      I smooth down the sheet against my body. It’s 400 thread count is how I assume sleeping on a cloud would feel like…if I were to imagine the experience of a thick, puffy cloud.

      “Are you listening to me, Jules?”

      My voice levels. “The entire neighborhood is listening, Carl.” His hands are fisted on his hips. “What do you want from me? Are you upset I didn’t moan enough? Forget to thank you for a not-so-fun time?”

      He begins to pace, running a hand through his hair, and when he does this, it’s serious. I’m not sure my heart can take another hit. His dismemberment of my character hurts. I just don’t know how to be the kind of woman he wants me to be.

      “I had planned to tell you yesterday, but then, well…you looked so hot in your dress. Anyway, this was supposed to take place yesterday.”

      Wrapping the sheet around me as I rise, I stand in front of him, eyes almost level, and say, “This is me, Carl. I’m the same Jules from when you first met me. Apparently, you are more absorbed in my façade instead of my true self.”

      For the first in a long time, his eyes dig deep into mine, searching for something which doesn’t exist. After realizing this, he swipes up his shirt from the floor, pulls it over his head, and reaches for his shoes. My hand latches onto the top of the sheet while I shift to my other foot. He’s tossing clothes into a duffle bag and shaking his head. In the washroom, the cabinet slams against the wall, there’s clattering, and he’s back to tossing items into the bag.

      He zips it and says, “I’m sorry, but we’re done. You can keep your moods. I need someone who’s stable, consistent. Someone willing to meet me halfway. I’ll get the rest of my things later.”

      I swallow down the sadness because Carl doesn’t deserve to see my cracks. He has no problem pointing out my flaws, yet I’ve never introduced him to his own. There was a time when I cared about him, so I brushed off his shortcomings until they were specks of dust buried deep under the rug. All his messiness went unspoken. His lack of consideration never uttered. I ignored Carl’s proverbial sarcasm at my expense. Over time, it made our relationship hollow. A cavern of empty promises and lost hope.

      Carl is at the door, holding the bag, and gives me a last glance before leaving. I don’t chase him or beg him to stay. His stiff back disappears behind the door. Another relationship disintegrates. As usual, my friendships and romantic relationships go up in puffs of smoke. I know there’s something wrong with me aside from depression—a shortage in my brain. How does one fix themselves when they can’t pinpoint the problem? Some days I’m an explosive volcano, and others, I’m buried under the lava, my focus solely on breathing.

      There’s no time to worry about another failed connection. I gather the droppings he left on the floor, toss them in the garbage, and start getting ready for work. The ensuite washroom is a bit darker without a window. Still, the airiness of white is inviting for the large shower and two-sink vanity, which I take full advantage of this morning to wash away Carl.
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      Outside my office building, I stand to the side, sipping my coffee and contemplating my place in life. School wasn’t for me, so after many attempts at finding a job, I came upon a low-level magazine position. My boss Fred found me attractive enough to hire and make me a writer. With no experience other than my enjoyment of writing, Fred lets me write all kinds of articles, even when the editors curse and complain to him. I’m grateful for the job, but I’m unsure if this is my forever.

      My coffee spills onto the ground when my arm is bumped. I hold the cup away to prevent it from splashing on my clothes. My frown turns into a smile when I see Fred.

      “Sorry, Jules. I should have nudged your other arm.”

      His underwater laughter caused by years of cigarette abuse brings unwanted attention. Some colleagues pass by, sneer at the favoritism, and walk into the building. Fred disregards them, taking out a used handkerchief to wipe off my coffee cup and hand.

      I back away and toss the cup into the trash bin. “No worries, Fred. I was about done with it anyways.”

      He crushes the handkerchief back into his bloated pants pockets and holds out an arm toward the door. “Shall we? I walk ahead of him, knowing he’s checking me out. His wandering eyes are never subtle. Instead of going to my desk,

      Fred invites me into his office. All I can do is hope he doesn’t try anything again. His hands tend to graze, pat, or touch me. I haven’t said anything because I like the job and experience.

      His modest frame plops down on the chair as fingers whisp aside the lone hairs on top of his head. I take a seat on the other side of the desk. A barrier against his roaming hands.

      “Jules, you’ve been with us for quite some time. I’ve given you countless opportunities.”

      I perk up and start firing away. “Did I do something wrong? I appreciate everything you’ve done for me. What can I⁠—?”

      Fred lifts his hands in a stop position and says, “Slow down, Jules. We’re only talking. It’s my job to make sure things run smoothly at this magazine.”

      My nerves are sparked. “I understand. I do. You’re a great boss.”

      “Now, now, calm down. This is a chat about your performance and expectations. You’re not getting fired.”

      I glance around the room, and when he bows his head, I adjust my breasts so they’re bloating out of my blouse. When he raises his head, his eyes zero in on them, he clears his throat and says, “It’s no secret some of the employees have been somewhat discouraged by your work. I’ve placated several of the people making the complaints until now. Some of them went over my head regarding you, which is why we’re having this discussion.”

      This can’t be happening today. First Carl and now my job? What the hell? I can’t prevent my lips from quivering, my breasts heaving up and down, capturing Fred’s attention. I swap a tissue from the box sitting on his desk and blow my nose.

      “Everything will be fine, Jules.” He comes around to pat my shoulder, and somehow his hand drifts onto my breast. I still, our eyes lock, until he moves it to my arm, taking the chair next to me. My knees are his next target as he rubs them in a circular motion.

      “No need to worry about something that hasn’t happened yet. As of today, I need to put you on probation.” My eyes widen while my mouth opens. Fred stops me from saying anything. “It’s only a trial run. But I have a solution.”

      He licks his lips while he gives my knees one last rub and sits back. “I’m going to give you the biggest opportunity of your life. You’re going to do a ‘day-in-the-life’ of The Coven. The biggest band today.”

      I lean forward, my breasts pouring out of my blouse. Fred glances at my mouth, and swallows down an accumulation of saliva. My back crashes against the chair when he kisses me on the lips. The nicotine habit withered his mouth—skin puckered and rough against the softness of mine. He backs away, keeping his hands on my thighs. We say nothing for a moment, letting the instance evaporate.

      “This will work, Jules. For two weeks, you’ll travel with the band, and then write an article about a day in the life of The Coven.”

      The Coven is the biggest international band on the planet. Their music is deep, moving, and the diverse songs set them apart from other bands. My favorite song of theirs is Butterfly Winds, which always evokes emotions in me.

      I pat my lips with my fingertips, eyes remaining on him, and say, “I can’t thank you enough for this, Fred.”

      “This is a make-or-break opportunity. If you produce an outstanding piece, you’re off probation, but if you don’t…” His eyes devour my body, and he readjusts in his seat to hide his arousal. It isn’t working. “If you don’t, then I’ll have to fire you.” He looks into my eyes. “Neither of us want that, so make sure this is the best thing you’ve ever produced.”

      I nod and smile. “I will. I promise I’ll make you proud.”

      We sit there staring at each other while his hands slide up my thighs, back to my knees, and fall away. I stand and move behind the chair to stop anymore intrusions.

      “When do I leave?”

      Fred walks over to his desk, puts on his glasses, and reads a short memo. “Tomorrow.” He gives me a once over. “Is that too early?”

      I go to the door as I say, “Not at all. I’ll prep now, pack tonight, and meet the band tomorrow.” The door opens and my eyebrows knit together as I ask, “Where am I meeting them?”

      “At their bus. I’ll send you the address.”

      Before I close the door, I say, “Thanks so much, Fred. You won’t be disappointed.”

      In the bathroom, I squeal from excitement, and place my hand against my chest once realization sets in. I can’t believe Fred felt me up and kissed me. I let out a shocked laugh. It’s never gone this far. A peek here and there is fine, but he just about molested me in his office. And I let him. For what? To keep my job?

      Hell yes! I can’t believe he gave me the opportunity of a lifetime. To meet the members of The Coven. I’ve been following their careers for a while. The lead singer, Callan Crothers, started the band with the lead guitarist, Ace Dilliard. They played at parties, and added bass player, Thomas Capers to the mix. The band progressed to small gigs and seedy bars. It wasn’t until Miles Nash, the drummer and handsomest of them all, joined that the band took off. They went from small bars to arenas overnight, which spread throughout the States and into Europe. Dubbed “The Atomic Band”, The Coven has been going strong for several years. And I’m going to be traveling with them.
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      Our manager Lee calls a meeting this morning to inform us we’ll have a woman traveling with us for the next two weeks. She’s going to write an article on the band’s daily life. He asks us to make ourselves available to her, so she can interview us along the way. This is the last thing I want to hear. My personal life is private. Lee and the band can beg all they want for me to open my life to the public, but it will never happen. I’d rather peel my skin from bone. The Coven has created a different persona for me, and I intend to keep things separate. I’m here to play music, not talk about my private life. She’ll have to fill the article with Callan, Ace, and Thomas’ fucked up lives. Callan hasn’t heard of the word discretion. His words and actions are an open book, so she should have enough juice for her article.

      I’m glancing out the window when Callan smacks my leg. “Dude, Lee says she’s hot as fuck. Like gloryhole hot!”

      I shove him and he falls to the ground, calling me a dick. My head shakes as I think, Fuck no! A gloryhole woman is nothing more than a prostitute used by inadequate and insecure men. More like boys who fail in the dick department in size and/or performance. Not a problem for me in either. I’m too fucking old to be squandering my time on groupies and whores. The rockstar life isn’t one I’ve adapted to. Drums are what brought me here, and I had hoped to find a wife by now. A submissive one who is willing to settle into the lifestyle.

      We’re sitting on the bus, waiting for this woman to arrive before hitting the road. Today is the first day of a month-long sold-out tour around the East Coast, and then we fly to the West Coast, Midwest, Southern states, and Europe. Once this article woman arrives, we’ll head to Boston for a concert at Fenway Park. I’m not a baseball fan but I do like open arenas.

      A deafening crowd in an open arena proves you’re getting the job done.

      Ace and Thomas are playing chords on their guitars, and Callan is watching porn on his phone. I head to the back of the bus for some space. This is a big bus, but there’s still not enough room for me. My private phone is hidden in a small compartment of my bunk. I snatch it and enter the lounge area with a TV, which is on and muted. In the leather chair, I scroll through my messages and come across several from my brother. Problems are brewing back home. He hopes I’ll come back soon. Even though he follows my career, he can’t comprehend the demands and schedule. The way he sees it, I’m a traveling drummer who can come and go when he pleases. I shoot off a few texts to him before Lee asks me to join them.

      Through the hall, I approach the doorway, and a smell of spring hits my nostrils. Like the smells of the fields my brother and I played in behind our house, reminding me of home, spiking my endorphins. I grip the top of the doorframe, locking eyes on the woman who is joining us. She captures my attention like a conch shell captures the sound of the ocean. The woman knocks all sense out of me. My steps falter as I enter the area, and we’re both staring at one another. I’m speechless and paralyzed. She’s what I’d call a limited edition. Women don’t look like her where I come from, and those who throw themselves at me are yesterday’s uneaten meals. Untouched and forgotten. I only sample when I get blue balls, and it’s a one-time deal. But I’d definitely make an exception for this woman.

      Her gaze travels the length of my body. Instant connection. The whoosh of blood mutes everything before surging to my dick. Every nerve prickles, muscles swell, and my hand shoots out, catching the side wall to avoid falling. She’s a phenomenon, lighting my skin on fire, and enclosing around my heart. One look from her and I crumble into a million little pieces, which I’m not sure I want to put back together.

      My body continues moving until I’m standing in front of her. I’m having a similar effect on her, because her throat dips when she swallows while wetting her lips. She sucks in a breath, holds it, and her skin takes on a slight gleam. Remarkable. The sundress offers me a show of her legs, bringing her close to my height. Long brown hair flows a little past her shoulders with soft ringlets. Hazel eyes the color of a forest bed are highlighted by a circular sunburst of yellow. Our eyes roam each other’s faces.

      I’ve forgotten about anyone else in the room until Lee breaks our eye contact when he asks, “Do you two know each other?”

      We shake our heads. The others watch as I ease into a nearby seat, and she remains standing a few feet away.

      Lee clears his throat. “This is Jules Hunter. The woman writing the article.” Lee takes her bag and places it on the opposite couch. “Jules, this is—” He points to each of us. “Singer, Callan, lead guitarist, Ace, bass guitar, Thomas, and—” He hesitates when he notices Jules and I staring at each other again. “Drummer, Miles.” He snaps his fingers, which breaks our connection. “Jules will be with us for two weeks, so we’ll find a place for her to sleep.” Lee’s gaze hits each one of us as he adds, “Be on your best behavior.”

      He heads to the front of the bus to talk to the driver about taking off. Callan is the first to touch her, flaying my insides.

      He takes her hand, kisses it, and says, “It’s a pleasure to meet you.” His eyes wander over her face. “You are exquisite.”

      I storm over, take her hand, and lead her to the back area. The guys yell at our retreating backs for us to return. In the other lounge, we stand apart allowing a little distance between us. Our eyes flit over each other’s faces, breaths fighting to become normal. How is it you can meet someone for the first time, yet it feels like you’ve always known them? They speak to your soul, lodging in the center of your chest. In the other room, the band members are cursing me, but they’ll settle down soon.

      I tuck some strands of hair behind her ear, and offer a lopsided grin when I say, “Miles.”

      “Jules,” and she returns the smile.

      Damn, her smoky voice adds to her allure.

      Reconnecting my brain, I direct her to the couch and take a seat next to her. Her beauty is beyond comprehension. Perfection.

      She shifts to face me and says, “I don’t know if you felt it, but as soon as I saw you…I…I can’t even explain it.” I offer a simple nod. “Not the talkative type, huh?” My head shakes. “It’s okay. I have enough talk in me for a roomful of people.” A devilish grin captures my face. “I’m looking forward to getting to know you and the others.” I don’t want her to get to know the others.

      My hand brushes the hair from her shoulders, fingers resting in the curve of her neck, and my thumb caresses her cheek. Jules’ face colors, and she glances away. With my other hand, I capture her chin and return her attention to me. I brush my finger across her lower lip. Everything about her is smooth. Jules’ eyes rummage over my appearance, pausing on my lips, and rise to my eyes. She places her hand on mine and brings it to her lap.

      She runs her fingers along each of my thick digits, humming, and then says, “No picture has done you justice. You’re more handsome in person.” Still gazing at her, I bring her hand to my lips, kissing the tips of each finger. “And confident.” Jules lets out a nervous laugh. She tugs her hand back and I let it go. “Would you mind if I ask you some questions?” I shake my head. “Great! I’ll get my bag and be right back.” I grab her arm before she stands and direct her to stay.

      I enter the group area and Callan says, “Hey dick, you stole my moment.”

      “You didn’t have a moment.”

      The guys lean closer and Ace asks, “Do you know her?” I tell him no. “It sure as hell seems like it. Are you planning on fucking her⁠—”

      I grab his shirt and pull him close. “No one’s fucking her.”

      He hits my hand away. “Who made you boss? If I or anyone else wants to⁠—”

      Again, I grab him by the shirt and this time push him against the wall. Through gritted teeth, I say, “Stay away from her.” He struggles, but I easily overpower him. “Do you understand?” He nods and I turn to the others. “No one touches her. You have enough pussy to keep you busy.”

      I release Ace.

      “You’re an asshole, Miles.”

      Retrieving Jules’ bag, I brush against Ace’s shoulder and say, “Yeah, I know.”

      Back on the couch with Jules, she takes out her paper, clicks the pen, and her tongue clucks against the roof of her mouth. Her finger twists around one of her curls, and she offers a shy smile.

      “So, Miles, where are you from?”

      My dick twitches when she speaks. Her voice is like she had a long session of deep throating, low and husky. My arm rests on top of the couch, close enough that I’d swallow her if I leaned over. She doesn’t move, which I assume makes her okay with our proximity. I take a deep inhale.

      Jules taps her pen on the pad of paper. “Miles?” Our eyes connect. “Where are you from?”

      “Everywhere.”

      She tightens her lips together. “Okay, can you expand on that?”

      “No.”

      Taking in a deep breath, she continues, “You’re from everywhere. Good to know.” With a smile, I trace the outer shell of her ear, which causes her to shiver. “Are you married?”

      A single brow raises when I respond, “You know I’m not.”

      “Children?”

      She’s digging. Do I have a bastard child out there? I sure as hell hope not. In my younger years, my rebellious side was too carefree and careless. It’s been a long time since I wet my dick in some unknown pussy, and I’m always sheathed. My gaze lingers on Jules’ eyes. I’m willing to end my drought with her.

      She’s waiting, so I oblige. “Are you offering?”

      Jules sucks in a breath, eyes astonished by my comment. “No! I just…I need to get some information on all the band members. This article is important.”

      “How important?”

      “Keeping my job important.” Now I’m curious. Her hair covers her face when she looks down, so my fingers bring her chin up for her to focus on me. “I messed up a bit at work. My boss was kind enough to offer me this opportunity in exchange for keeping my job.”

      “Then ask me about the band.”

      Her exhausted sigh indicates she’s willing to drop the personal line of questioning. “What do you like most about being a drummer?”

      “The women.” I wink. “The electricity created by the crowd. There’s nothing comparable.”

      Jules’ smile is like a favorite song, one you want to play all the time until memorized.

      “Good. That’s great. Thanks.” She writes my response down, bringing the tip of the pen to her lips. Not a good idea when my mind is drifting into sinful territory.

      She asks, “Which song is your favorite?”

      Jules bites the pen and I fixate on her lips. Thoughts about kissing them. Visions of them wrapped around my cock. I remove the pen from her mouth.

      “Wicked Joys.” I lick my lips, eyes bouncing from her lips to her eyes.

      “Yes! It’s one of my favorites. My all-time favorite is Butterfly Winds. It has a delirious rhythm.”

      “Kind of like you.”

      She blushes again. “Miles, you’re…” Jules’ eyes rest on mine. “…quite forward. It’s refreshing to be around someone who speaks their mind, except I’m not sure…” Her lips compress and she turns.

      My hand cradles her jaw to turn her face back to mine. “You’re not sure about what?”

      Her eyebrows sink lower. “I’m not sure you should say those things to me. The connection between us is undeniable. And you’re…gorgeous. But I can’t risk my job.”

      “We’re just talking.”

      The couch gives as her body relaxes and she shakes her head. “We’re not just talking. Desire is spinning a web around us, and the things you say are sticking. I appreciate the compliments. I⁠—”

      “You want to kiss me.”

      The cutest giggle escapes her. “Uh, who wouldn’t?”

      “Then do it.”

      Her gaze drifts to my mouth and she shifts closer. To put her out of her misery, I press my lips against hers. It’s faint and unobtrusive. I put space between us and recognize the same want in her eyes. Her tongue sweeps over the plumpness of her lower lip. Eyes rove over my face until they settle on mine. Half-lidded, she moves close enough to where we’re breathing for each other. My mouth takes hers again. Opening to the sweet smell of her strawberry breath, my tongue outlines her lips, absorbing her sensuality. Somehow, I’ve pushed her down on the couch and I’m on top between her legs. I break the kiss, watching her reaction as I roll my pelvis into her, amplifying our arousal. I smell hers, and it only compels my pelvis to torture her clit. Hands, mouths, run the gamut of our faces. When I stop for air, she fists my shirt, sucking in a breath.

      My forehead rests against hers, and in a husky tone, I ask, “What are you thinking, Jules?”

      “How much I shouldn’t want this.”

      I never thought she might be in a relationship. “Why shouldn’t you? Are you involved with someone?” She shakes her head and lets out a breathy no. “I don’t see the problem.”

      Behind me, someone clears their throat, and I look to see Lee by the door, hands on hips, shaking his head. “Miles? Is this being on your best behavior?” I smirk as Jules turns the spectrum of red. “Get off her. I need to talk to Jules.”

      I make it a point to slide down her body until I’m seated. He scowls at me as he helps Jules from the couch. Her face flaunts a red hue. She gives me a glance over her shoulder mouthing, I’ll see you later.

      They walk out of the room with Lee turning back to whisper, “Leave her alone.”

      Not gonna happen. Jules makes my body hypersensitive after being dormant for too long. I get up to shut the door, free my dick from my jeans, and fuck my hand while thinking of her sweet mouth, her springtime scent, and her captivating eyes.
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      First sight of Miles and my insides turned to jelly. He is spectacular. No picture could capture his striking presence. He looks like he was sculpted during Viking times. A body chiseled for combat, a face carved to exemplify masculinity, and a wildness in his personality. No wonder women want to run their hands through his thick shoulder length dark brown hair. His light brown eyes pop from an outline of long black eyelashes. He’s the epitome of a woman’s wet dream. When I look into his eyes, the world evaporates, darkness shrouds us, and I’m left at his mercy. He makes me nervous. He makes me desirous. From the first moment, I gravitated toward him without a thought. Once our eyes met, a magnetic link happened, uncontrolled but fully received in haste.

      God built Miles’ body brick by brick. His torso doesn’t taper down but remains an expanse of muscle and cut abs. And when he speaks, the words come out like a low echo in a cave—haunting and mysterious. No matter what he says, it’s always an order—dominant and direct. I have to squeeze my legs together to ward off the eagerness gripping my core. Carl’s words sneak in, I need someone who’s stable, and I swallow fear. I’m sure my instability will deplete our magnetic hold.

      Miles assigns me his bunk, stating he’ll take the couch. I protest, but his word is final. The band calls a meeting, so I take the time to check out the bus. It’s huge and beautiful. White and brown marble covers the floors, accenting the buttery soft leather sofas and chairs from where I entered the bus, and the lounge area where Miles and I were earlier. A couple of hanging wood cabinets line the kitchen, large enough to hold a microwave and a coffee maker. Guitars and equipment lay around the rooms. The bunks are on each side of the hallway, two bottoms and tops. Miles is on the top left if facing the back of the bus. Inside each bunk are twin-beds, mini-televisions, individual controls I assume for lighting, and a privacy curtain. The thought of seeing Miles fit into the bed makes me laugh. There’s also a bathroom with a stone-tiled shower and glossy marble flooring to match the colors.

      Lee calls me over to the group and says to them, “We’ll be pulling up to Fenway in fifteen minutes. Get dressed for the concert.” He turns to me. “Jules, you can sit up front while the guys change.”

      Callan tears off his shirt. “I don’t mind if she watches.”

      Miles ticks his chin and glances at Lee, indicating for me to go. It’s as if we’ve known each other for years, automatically following his orders. No hesitation or a rising insult. He’s seized my sanity since the moment I laid eyes on him. A menagerie of sexual impulses and a need to please. This is new to me. I’m usually standing at an impassive distance. Miles happens to have clipped the distance and slayed the coldness.

      I open the curtain to the spacious front of the bus. The driver and passenger seats are the same type of leather as in the back, and the driver has a GPS, traffic tracker, and his own music console. He’s a gruff man, maybe thirty, around Miles’ age. I run my hand over the beautiful leather, close my eyes, and inhale the smell. When I open them, the man has a strange expression.

      “Sorry.” I slide my hands once more over the leather and put them in my lap. “I love leather.”

      He grunts and takes a sip out of a coffee mug most likely the culprit of the stains on his shirt. Lee retrieves me, and everyone heads out of the bus and directly on stage. The opening act ended a half hour ago, so the band is up. I remain off to the side. The crowd roars when the band enters the stage. My eyes are only on Miles. His black T-shirt hugs his arms and chest, worn-in jeans snuggle against his ass, and to complete the ensemble, he’s wearing battered black untied combat boots. Miles twirls his drumsticks when he sits down. The man is delicious.

      Carl who? I laugh to myself.

      Since we just arrived, the band skips a proper sound check, only fiddling a bit with the instruments. The music begins, and the crowd goes wild. Arms pump in the air, and all I see is dead bug and pogo stick dancing. I’m right there with them flailing my arms and legs. The crowd’s energy is electric just like Miles said. Song after song, the audience continues to surge. Callan knows how to work the crowd, prompting them to sing along during slow songs and choruses. Sweat flies from his hair as he whips his head to the side and women scream. My voice is getting scratchy from all the shouting I’m doing. Several hours and two encores later, the band finishes and retreats to the bus to take us to a hotel.

      I congratulate them as they pass, and Miles is the last one. He stops in front of me, staring as he hits the bottom of his cigarette pack, takes one out, and lights it. The rest of the band are on the bus. He blows the smoke upward, takes a couple of hits, and flicks the cigarette to the side. His arm hooks around my waist and hauls me onto the bus. Callan, Ace, and Thomas are drinking beers, handing us a couple. Miles sits in a chair, and I grab my notepad, writing down my thoughts before they’re lost for good. I need to capture the experience from them walking on stage to their final goodbye. Those hours were electric, surging through and waking something inside of me. A part of me that’s been vacant from the drabness of life’s underwhelming events.

      Since it’s a three-night concert in Boston, Lee booked a hotel suite on the top floor. It’s huge and the floor to ceiling windows have it appearing even bigger. There’s a small kitchen, couches, and chairs near the windows, two bathrooms, and three bedrooms, one up a small staircase. For someone who hasn’t had the opportunity to travel, this has my mouth hanging in awe.

      I’m about to bring my suitcase to the couches when Miles snatches it and walks out of the suite and down the hall to another room. I trip over my feet to keep up. He tosses my suitcase into the room, grabs my arm, and pulls me inside. Before I have time to catch my bearings, he backs me up to a desk with a large mirror support, and places me on it. His hand slides along the side of my face, cradling it, thumb caressing my lips. It isn’t long before his mouth demands mine. His thick tongue glides along my lips, teeth, battling my tongue for space. I light up like a firefly, dimming and brightening in response to his lips and hands.

      Our mouths break free, enough for Miles’ eyes to trace the contours of my face. He’s intense, with his hand still holding my face. His eyes unzip and peel off the skin I wear for everyone else but me. Now he’s getting a glimpse of my other half I hide behind. Miles bites into his bottom lip and the corner of his mouth has a slight upward curve. He’s disturbingly beautiful. A body carved of granite, and an edge of danger.

      We’ve only spoken through actions. He snaps my thong off and then unzips his jeans. I’m captivated by his dominance. It’s controlled and sexy. Bracing my left arm behind me as he takes hold of the back of my neck, I clamp my other hand around his forearm. We latch onto one another like life preservers. We’re live wires, vibrating through touch. Breaths chasing the next, anchoring us in the moment.

      Miles guides his cock to my entrance. Our gazes lock, never disconnecting, seeing through feel. He slides the head of his cock up and down my slick pussy, and then thrusts inside. I cry out, my legs voluntarily wrapping tight around his waist, unprepared for his long thickness. My God it hurts. He begins to move his pelvis as if wading through quicksand. The slowness helps me catch my breath and stretch for him. Miles tightens his hand at my nape to keep me steady, and his other hand digs into my hip. The intensity of our stares and how we hold each other takes flight, and he increases the momentum. The pain materializes into pleasure. His cock claims me. Our breathing gallops in tune to Miles’ drives. Sounds of fucking reverberate in the room. I dig my fingernails into his forearm, body clenching on him when my orgasm rips through. He’s fucking me hard. I’m struggling to stay on the desk, riding my orgasm. Miles whispers Fuck, Jules, pulls out and comes on the floor.

      He presses his forehead against mine. His mouth wanders over my skin, skimming the surface while he coasts through his orgasm. As if I weigh nothing, he carries me to the bed. Our eyes continue to remain fastened to one another.

      In his commanding voice, he says, “Strip.”

      My clothes fly through the room as his do the same. I want to view his body, but before I can, he’s already spread over me, mouth bruising my lips. Even though we came, we’re greedy for more. His hand slides underneath my head, bicep compressed against my cheek, trailing his tongue along my lips, kissing my jaw, and licking downward. Miles buries his face into the curvature of my neck and inhales. It’s possessive and my body craves his attention. He tightens his arm, and out of the blue, bites down hard enough for me to screech out curse words yet he avoids breaking skin. I’m breathing heavily as his fingers thread through my hair, pulling my head to the side. With my neck exposed, he runs his tongue over the bite mark.

      “What the hell, Miles?”

      “Shhh. Concentrate on the pain and it will subside.”

      I attempt to put distance between us, but he’s holding me tight. “Please, Miles.”

      Releasing my hair, his thumb traces circles around my hairline, and he says, “Please what?”

      “Let me go. You bit me and it hurts.”

      He gives me a languid smile and then kisses me. A tender kiss to counter the bite he left behind.

      His forehead rests against my mouth. “I’m sorry. I got carried away.”

      I can’t believe he bit me. The thought drowns out his sweet whispers. I want him off me but when our eyes meet, his lips thick with lust, words teasing my core, the thought evaporates, replaced by desire. A desire to keep him. To please him. It was only a bite. Things happen when we’re caught up in passion. My body relaxes while the pain diminishes. He pulls his head back, transfixed on my face. I purse and rub my swollen lips together.

      “You’re exquisite, Jules.” He plants a kiss on the tip of my nose. “I don’t want you around the other guys without me.”

      I knit my brows. “What do you mean? I’m supposed to interview them.”

      “While I’m there.”

      “Why?”

      “Do you not agree there’s a connection between us?”

      An unsteady breath releases. “Yes.”

      “Are you not attracted to me?”

      I squirm under his stare. “You know I am, Miles.”

      “Then you talk to them while I’m around.”

      Our gazes drift from mouths to eyes. A deep heat
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