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      Chapter 1



Walker





    

    
      How many more fuckin’ interviews do we need to do?” our lead singer complained from the other end of the conference table. 

Mason sighed and pinched the bridge of his nose, a clear sign he was over it too. “This is the last one. Try not to be a dick.”

Roman growled and folded his arms across his chest. I had a feeling “dick” would be an understatement.

“This press tour is important. Especially since we’ve had to push so many tour dates back,” our manager continued. “So, just suck it up for another twenty minutes.”

Roman opened his mouth to fire something back, but before he could, there was a knock on the door. Mason sighed again and stood up to answer it.

“Hello,” he greeted the reporter he was still blocking. “You must be Indigo.”

“Call me Indie,” the sweet voice said before Mason stepped aside, and she walked in.

My heart leapt to the back of my throat and threatened to choke me as I watched her strut into the hotel’s conference room. The hair on my arms stood up as an electric buzzing sensation ran along my limbs.

Her legs were long even without the high heels she had on, and I instantly wondered how they’d feel wrapped around my neck. With a small cough, I shifted in my chair in an effort to hide the boner I already had.

Indie’s long blonde hair was curled around her pretty face and as she looked around the room at each of us in turn, her mossy green eyes fell on me, and time fucking stopped. Her pink lips popped open with a little gasp before her cheeks turned pink, and she looked away.

“Nice to meet you all,” she said, her voice a little raspier than the last time she spoke. Indie cleared her throat and tried again. “I know you guys are busy, so I promise not to take up too much of your time.”

“Doubt that,” Roman muttered under his breath, but of course none of the werewolves in the room missed it.

I turned to give him a dirty look, but he was staring at the table in front of him and ignoring the rest of us. With a grunt, I looked back at Indie, thankful she couldn’t hear what he just said, but her cheeks were pink again and her eyes were fixed on Roman.

With a frown, I lifted my nose in the air and took a deep inhale.

Holy shit.

Indie was a werewolf, too.

Which meant she’d just heard Roman’s rude ass comment, and I wanted to hit him even harder than I did before.

The reporter tucked some golden hair behind her ear as she let loose a nervous giggle. “I get that press days are long. I promise I just have a few questions.”

Before Roman could open his big fat fucking mouth again, I spoke up. “It’s fine,” I assured her. “Take all the time you need.”

I could feel our lead singer’s glare on the side of my face, but I ignored him.

Indie’s pretty eyes landed on me again, and my heart actually stopped beating for a second. “Thanks,” she said as she fidgeted with her hair again. “Okay,” she continued, louder this time. “Let me just set my things up. and we’ll get started.”

I watched, fascinated, as she pulled a cellphone and notebook out of a big leather purse. Her hands were graceful as she tapped on the screen a few times and set the device on the table between us.

My eyes were already locked on her, so when she looked up and turned my way, I was caught staring. Indie cleared her throat again and folded her hands on the table.

“So, we all know about the string of bad luck y’all have had with your tour buses. Any news on when this next one will be ready?”

A snort burst out of me before I could stop it, but thankfully, Theo was level-headed enough to answer.

“We’re told the new one will be finished in about a month.”

“Great!” Indie said, the excitement clear in her voice. “So, you’ll be back on tour soon then?”

“As soon as possible,” Theo confirmed.

Somehow her smile got brighter as she leaned in. “I’ve got tickets to your last show in Nashville,” she said with a wink. 

I turned to glare at our lead guitarist for having the audacity to be the recipient of her happy grin, but he wasn’t paying attention to me.

“You’re a fan of the band?” Theo asked.

Indie nodded. “I’ve been following y’all for years. Been to every Nashville show you’ve played.”

“Those are always our best shows,” I piped up, hoping to swing her attention my way.

Indie turned to me with her big smile, and my fucking heart stopped again. “Then I can’t wait.”

Me neither.

She continued to stare at me for a long moment before she blinked and finally turned away. “Okay, next question. The fans are really missing Declan. Any news on his return?”

This time my brother, Sawyer, answered. “He’ll be back in time to restart the tour.”

Her eyes lit up again, and I gritted my teeth.

“Great! And I hear your new addition is a permanent fixture now?” Indie said with a nod toward Frankie.

Sawyer’s smile grew as he laid an arm across the back of Frankie’s chair. “Yeah. We’re keepin’ her.”

Indie’s grin was knowing as she asked her next question. “The rumor is another band member is off the market. Is that true?”

Our bassist wrapped his arm around his mate’s shoulders and pulled her close. Frankie blushed, but he didn’t seem to notice. Or maybe he just didn’t care. “Yeah. Fully off the market.”

Indie sat back in her seat. “So, Theo is spoken for, Declan just got married, and Sawyer is taken.” Her eyes swung my way, and my heart started hammering in the back of my throat. “What about you?”

I swallowed hard. “Single as a pringle.”

Her pink lips quirked with a grin before she turned to Roman. “And you?”

“Fuck no.”

Indie giggled before her green eyes slid my way again. She stared at me for a second that was way too short before clearing her throat and looking back down at her notebook. “Interesting.”

I sat on the edge of my seat, wondering what was so interesting about our single status. Was she interested in me? Or was she interested in Roman?

And when the fuck did I turn into a thirteen-year-old girl?

The interview continued as I stewed over the millions of questions in my head. Indie was lively and interesting, but I could barely concentrate on her words when the shape of her lips was so goddamn fascinating. 

“Okay, gentlemen. I think that’s all I have for you for today,” Indie said too soon as she flipped her notebook closed and grabbed her cellphone.

She rose gracefully to her feet as she stowed her belongings back in the leather bag.

“The story should run tomorrow night if y’all are interested,” she continued.

“Where did you say you were from again?” I asked as I stood up too.

Indie’s cheeks turned pink as she looked at me again. “I think I might have forgotten to mention that part,” she said as she adjusted the strap on her shoulder. “I’m with the Nashville Nightly News. We’re a small online show, but we have a great audience who is very active, and they’re big fans of yours.”

“As big of a fan as you are?”

The blush on her cheeks got darker, and she looked away with a giggle. “I doubt that,” she muttered. Indie took a deep breath and lifted her head to look at the rest of the band. “Thank you all so much for your time. Have a great day y’all.”

With that she turned to leave and the rest of the guys—and Frankie—rose from their seats. I watched Indie’s curvy ass sway in that tight skirt for a long moment before my feet started moving. Before I could stop myself, I was following her out of the room and down the hall.

“Hey,” I called without thinking.

Indie froze in place before slowly turning to face me. “Yes?”

“Uh,” I said like an idiot as I struggled for something intelligent to say. “You, uh, busy later?”

Her blonde brows rose as she stared at me. “Um.”

“We could get dinner in Napa,” I continued before she could say no. “Or drinks in New York. I’m not picky.”

Her jaw fell for a moment before she slammed it shut. “Napa as in Napa Valley?” 

I shrugged. “Yeah. And New York as in New York City. Either is fine with me.”

Her lips popped open with surprise again before she stuttered out an answer. “Wh-wh-what?”

I shrugged again as I took another step closer. The electric buzzing only got stronger, but I welcomed it. “Or we could go get pizza in Chicago? Burritos in San Diego? I really don’t care what we do as long as you’re there.”

This time her cheeks went right to bright red as she looked away from me. “I don’t—”

“Or we could do something in town? City Barbecue has great ribs.”

“I—”

“Or we could catch a show downtown?”

“I don’t think—”

“Okay, fine. How about a cup of coffee? I’ll take you to one of those overpriced places full of people who think their shit doesn’t stink. It’ll be great.”

A giggle fell from her lips before she held up a hand, and I stopped talking. “I’m sorry. I can’t. I have to work early tomorrow.”

My stomach fell with disappointment, but I wasn’t giving up that easily. “Okay,” I said slowly as my mind raced with a solution. “I got it! Why don’t you come to our show tomorrow night?”

Her brows rose again. “Show?”

“Yeah. We’re doing a surprise pop-up gig downtown. It’ll be crowded, but if you’re as big of a fan as you say you are, you’ll wanna be there.”

Indie pursed her lips to the side as she eyed me critically. “Oh, yeah? And why is that?”

I smiled back as I closed the distance between us and wrapped my hand around her elbow. Instantly the electric feeling went away. “Because we’re playing some new stuff,” I said as I led her down the hall to the bank of elevators.

“New stuff?” she asked, her voice rising with what sounded like excitement. “You haven’t posted about any new music on your socials. Why haven’t I heard about this already?”

I chuckled as I hit the call button. “So, you are a fan.”

Her cheeks reddened again, but she kept her eyes on her pointy shoes. “I already said that, didn’t I?”

Before I could think it through, I reached out and touched her chin, applying the smallest amount of pressure until she was looking up at me again. “Yeah, but it’s still nice to hear.”

She rolled those pretty green eyes before pulling away from me and stepping inside the elevator. I probably should have let her go then, but I didn’t. I followed her right inside and pressed the button for the ground floor.

“So. The show. Tomorrow night. Can you be there?”

Indie kept her gaze pointed straight at the doors, but I could see her lips twitching with a little smile. “That depends.”

I frowned at the side of her face as I tried to predict what her condition would be. “And what’s that?” I asked slowly.

She turned to me, and her beauty struck me again so hard, I almost stumbled back a step. “Can my roommate come too? She’s almost as big of a fan as I am.”

I chuckled as the elevator dinged, and the doors slid open. “I think I can find two tickets somewhere,” I answered as I followed her into the hotel lobby. “But that’s it, right? No beefy boyfriend tagging along too?”

Indie chuckled as she spun to face me, her eyes bright. “No. No boyfriend, beefy or otherwise.”

I hadn’t realized I’d been holding my breath as I waited for her answer until I let it out in a big gust. “Okay. Good.”

She gave me a knowing grin as she turned away. “Okay. I guess I’ll see you tomorrow night then.”

I watched her walk away for a few seconds before I shook my head and caught up to her again. “I think you should give me your number first,” I said as one of the doorman ushered us out onto the street. “Just in case I need to get in touch with you.”

She turned to me with a raised brow and another smile she couldn’t hide. “Oh? And why would you need to get in touch with me?”

My thoughts were scrambled at best while being this close to her, so an answer wasn’t coming to me right away. “Or you could need to get in touch with me.”

She tilted her head to the side. “For what exactly?”

“Uh,” I said as I stalled for time. “Ah! How will you get your tickets if I don’t have your number?” I asked triumphantly. 

Indie stared at me hard for a long moment before she sighed. “Okay. I guess that makes sense.”

I almost pumped my fist in the air, but just barely held myself back as I reached for my phone. “See? I told you.”

She rolled her eyes again as she pulled out her cell. “Yeah. Yeah. What’s your number?” 

I rattled off the digits for her and waited anxiously as she keyed them into her phone and then called mine. When my screen finally lit up, I hit answer and held it up to my ear. “Hello?”

Indie bit her lip and shook her head as she held hers up, too. “Hi. This is Indie. I’m looking for Walker Crawford.”

Hearing her say my name sent a bolt of excitement through my veins, and I couldn’t stop the stupid grin from spreading across my face. “You got him, baby.”

She laughed out loud, and the sound did the weirdest shit to my insides. “I was just calling to make sure you actually had a pop-up show happening tomorrow night.”

I frowned in her direction. “You think I would lie to you?”

She shrugged. “I think guys do crazy things sometimes.”

Without thinking, I closed the distance between us. “Like kiss some reporter on a busy city street in broad daylight?”

I heard her heart stutter before she tipped her head to look up at me. “Some reporter?”

A chuckle fell from my lips as I leaned in closer. “The best reporter I’ve ever interviewed with?” I amended.

Indie nodded. “That’s a little better.”

I laughed again. “The most professional reporter I’ve ever met?”

She nodded one more time. “I like it,” she whispered.

By then my mouth was only an inch away, and I swore I could already taste her. “The hottest fuckin’ reporter I’ve ever seen?”

Indie let out a little gasp, and I didn’t waste any more time. Before she could say anything else, I leaned down and pressed my lips against hers.

    

  

    
      Chapter 2



Indie





    

    
      Walker’s lips were soft and warm and so distracting, I almost didn’t notice his big hand wrap around the back of my neck. I melted against his hard body as his minty tongue met mine, and time seemed to stop. 

Nothing existed except Walker and the way he was making me feel.

The kiss started off tender and tentative, but as I responded to his touch, his mouth became more insistent. Soon, we were panting, and I was ready to jump into his arms and finish this somewhere more private.

Until something beeped in my ear.

I jerked away from him and sucked in a deep breath as the beeping started again. It was then I realized I was still on the phone with him, and now I was receiving an incoming call.

Sense slowly returned as I took another step back and felt his hand fall from my neck as I glanced around. We’d drawn more than a few curious and judgmental stares from people on the street, and I could already feel my face turning red.

I backed away even more, knowing I’d only be able to think clearly once there was some space between us. My phone beeped again, and I looked down to see my roommate was calling me. She probably wanted to ask about the interview and just thinking about telling her how it ended made my cheeks heat even more.

“I… have to go,” I said as I took another step back.

Walker reached up to touch his mouth like he couldn’t believe what we’d just done either. I cursed my weak will as I moved another foot away.

“I’m sorry,” I continued. “That was completely unprofessional.”

Walker’s eyes heated as he stared at me, his big hand still on his mouth. “I’m pretty sure I was the one who kissed you.”

My belly tightened as I replayed the last couple of minutes in my mind again. With a shake of my head, I put a little more distance between us.

“It doesn’t matter,” I said, working to make my voice stronger than I felt. “I shouldn’t have… reciprocated.” 

Walker took a big step in my direction, and my stomach only clenched harder. “But I liked your reciprocation.”

A nervous giggle fell from my lips as I backed away some more. “I…” Before I could finish that thought, my phone started ringing again. “I really have to go.”

Walker’s face fell as I took another step. For some strange reason, the distance almost seemed to physically hurt, but that was ridiculous. I just met this man.

“What about tomorrow night?” he said as I continued to walk backward. “You’re still coming, right?”

I swallowed hard as the logical answer blared through my head. There was no doubt in my mind I should keep my distance from Walker Crawford. He was more trouble than I could afford right now, but I also knew I wouldn’t stay away.

I couldn’t.

“I’ll be there,” I squeaked, instantly regretting my words.

Walker’s face lit up with a big smile, and my heart thumped erratically behind my ribs.

“How about we get dinner first?” he called as I turned to walk away.

“Don’t press your luck,” I yelled as I hurried toward the hotel’s parking garage.

Cursing my stupid heels, I did my best not to look like I was escaping as I rushed into the shady interior and took my first real breath in what felt like hours. 

“Holy shit,” I muttered to myself as I dug in my purse for my keys. 

I couldn’t believe I just kissed the drummer of Phase. I’d been obsessed with this band for years and spent more than a few shows watching his thick arms as he banged away on his kit. Never in my wildest dreams did I imagine I’d be here. With his taste lingering on my tongue and my heart still hammering, I knew I needed to get control of myself.

My feet were almost moving too fast as I found my car and jumped inside. I banged on the lock button as soon as the door was closed and took another deep breath.

“Holy shit,” I said again as my phone started to ring for a third time.

With one last calming inhale, I squeezed my eyes closed and answered. “Hello?”

“INDIGO BROOKS!” my best friend’s voice boomed through the speaker. “Why did I just have to call you three times to get an answer? Your interview was supposed to be over thirty minutes ago!”

I swallowed hard but kept my lids shut. “I was, uh, busy?”

She paused for a moment, and I knew nothing good would come next. “Is that a question or an answer?” she asked.

I winced. “An answer?”

She was quiet again, and I knew my defenses wouldn’t last long. “What happened?” she asked softly. “Are you okay? Did the interview go well? Were they mean to you? Do I need to start a smear campaign on the internet?”

A laugh burst out of me as I finally opened my eyes and stared straight ahead. “No. Nothing like that. The interview went great.”

“Okay,” she said slowly. “Then what happened?”

“Caro,” I started, but she interrupted me.

“Uh-oh. I know that tone. What did you do?”

“Car-”

“Indie,” she said, the warning clear in her voice. “What. Did. You. Do?”

I let out a deep exhale and let my head fall. “I kissed the drummer.”

Caro gasped so loud, I winced again. “You kissed Walker Crawford?” she squealed.

“Well, technically he kissed me.”

“Oh, my God. I can’t believe you kissed Walker Crawford. Are you freaking kidding me?”

“No. I wish I was.”

“I might have gone for Roman, but damn. Walker is hot as hell. Was it good? Tell me he’s a good kisser. Please don’t dash my hopes and dreams.”

I giggled as my face started to heat again. “It was really good. So good I forgot we were on a busy city street.”

Caro gasped again. “You kissed him in public?”

I pressed my lips together wishing I hadn’t divulged that detail so soon. “Yes?”

“Indie,” she gasped. “That’s… scandalous.”

“I know,” I moaned as I leaned forward and banged my head against the steering wheel. “I know. I didn’t mean to. But he was so freaking charming and insistent. He followed me all the way out of the hotel.”

“Of course, he did. You’re hot,” Caro said like that should have been obvious.

I blew out another deep breath and shook my head. “He wanted to take me out tonight, but I said no.”

“Why?” she screamed so loud I winced and pulled the phone away from my ear. “Why would you turn down a date with one of the hottest drummers in the world?”

“Caro, he wanted to take me to Napa for dinner.”

She paused. “As in Napa Valley?”

I laughed. “That’s what I said.”

“I mean—”

“Then he suggested New York City. And Chicago. And San Diego. It was insane.”

“Holy shit,” she murmured. “You really made an impression, huh?”

I shrugged as I leaned back and checked my reflection in the rearview mirror. The same old green-eyed fuck-up stared back at me, so I looked away. “I guess so.”

“And you turned all that down?” she asked, her voice incredulous.

“I have work in the morning.”

She scoffed. “Girl. I think your job would understand. And imagine the stories you’d come back with. They’d probably pay you to date him.”

I sat up straighter and frowned. “I wouldn’t do a story on him. Not after we’d gone on a date.”

Caro was quiet for a moment before she spoke again. “Since when? Your job means everything to you.”

She wasn’t wrong. This position was all I’d had going for me for a long time. Until Caro moved in, it was the only thing I had to look forward to.

The only thing keeping me sober.

I shook my head as I shoved the key in the ignition and started my car. “Some things are more important than a story.”

Caro was silent for a while again before she finally said, “Holy shit. You really like him, don’t you?” 

I scoffed as I pulled out of the parking spot and headed for the exit. “Don’t be ridiculous. I just met him.”

“And I’ve never heard you turn down an opportunity for a story. You do like him, don’t you?”

“I don’t.”

“You do.”

“I don’t.”

“Deny it all you want, Indie Brooks, but I know my best friend. And she’s smitten.”

I scoffed again but didn’t bother arguing with her. Especially because I knew she was partially right.

“So,” she continued. “When are you seeing him again?”

I took a deep breath and prepared for the explosion I knew was coming next. “Actually, we’re seeing him. Tomorrow night.”

“WHAT?” she screamed so loud, I winced.

“Caro. Werewolf ears,” I reminded her.

“Right. Right. Sorry. Sorry. But what do you mean we’re seeing him? Are we going on a double date? Is it with Roman? Should I not wear panties?”

A laugh burst out of me as I pulled onto the busy street. “No. It’s not a double date. They’re doing a pop-up show, and Walker invited me. I told him I’d come if I got to bring you too.”

“Hell yes!” she squealed, again forgetting how sensitive my hearing was. “Where is it?”

“Uh.”

“Indie. How are we going to go to a show when we don’t know where it is?”

“They’ll probably announce it on their socials at some point,” I reasoned.

“Didn’t you get his number? Why don’t you just call him and ask?”

“No. I don’t think so.”

“No, you didn’t get his number? Or no, you don’t want to call him?”

I sighed as I pulled to a stop at a red light. “No. I don’t want to call him.”

“Why the hell not?” she yelled.

I didn’t bother to remind her she was being too loud. When she was in a mood like this, there was no controlling her volume.

“Because my heart is still racing from the last time I was around him. I need to calm down a little before I talk to him again.” The light turned green, and I added, “And maybe take a cold shower or something.”

Caro laughed loudly. “Oh, this is going to be fun.”

I rolled my eyes. “Okay, well I’m hanging up. I’ll be home in twenty.”

“Good. I’ll have another dozen questions ready for you when you get here.”

I sighed. “Of course, you will. Bye.”
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“Is this too slutty?” I asked as I stared at myself in my full-length mirror.

Caro came up behind me with a mascara wand in one hand and a White Claw in the other. “Nah. It’s not slutty enough.”

I frowned at the black mini dress I was wearing before I met her eyes in the reflection. “I don’t want to look too easy.”

“Why?” she yelled. “This is Walker Crawford. I’m sure he’s looking for easy.”

I stared back at myself in the mirror and shook my head. “That’s it. I’m not going.”

I spun around to walk away, but she grabbed my arm and hung on. Of course, being a human, she wasn’t actually strong enough to hold me there, but I humored her and held still.

“No. I don’t think so, Indie,” she said as she took another gulp of her drink and set it down. Caro placed her hands on my shoulders and spun me back around to face the mirror. “You never do anything fun. You never do anything for yourself. It’s time to live a little.”

I rolled my eyes. “I think I did enough living in my teens for the both of us.”

Caro knew about my past with drugs and all the trouble I’d gotten into in my youth. Somehow, she’d looked past all that and become my best friend and roommate despite it. I’d forever be grateful for that.

She dug her fingers into my biceps, and I met her eyes again. “Don’t you think you’ve paid enough for your past mistakes? Don’t you think it’s time you forgave yourself? Even a little?”

I bit my lip as I stared into my best friend’s eyes and tried to see what she saw in me. Because when I looked in the mirror, all I saw was a woman who’d fucked up enough for ten lifetimes.

Caro shook me, and I glanced back up at her. “Let me rephrase that. You have paid enough for your past. It is time to forgive yourself.”

I blew out a deep breath and let my head fall forward. “I just can’t afford to fuck this up,” I whispered. “I’ve worked so hard to get to this place in my life, and I feel like one wrong move, and I’ll be back to square one.”

Caro wrapped her arms around my shoulders and squeezed me tight. “That’s not how it works. Everyone makes mistakes. Big ones, little ones, even medium-sized ones. You’re allowed to slip up here and there. I promise, I won’t let you fall as far as you did before. You have me in your corner now.”

I put my hand over hers and smiled at her reflection. “Thank you.”

She shook her head and pulled her arms away before slapping me on the ass. “No problem, bitch. Now put on something more revealing so we can go distract Walker during his show.”

I laughed as she grabbed her drink and left the room. With my best friend gone, the dark thoughts threatened to creep back in, but I shook my head and pushed them away.

Tonight, I’d have fun. Tonight, I’d let loose a little. Tonight, I’d enjoy myself like a twenty-three-year-old was supposed to. I’d just do it sober.

Fifteen minutes later, I left my room to find Caro sitting at our breakfast counter chugging a new drink. 

“You better slow down if you want to make it to the end of the night,” I said as I approached her.

Caro turned around with her mouth open to respond but her brows rose instead. “Holy shit, Indie. Now this is what I’m talking about.”

I looked down at the tight crop top and even tighter leather skirt I wore as my cheeks heated. “Think it’s too much?”

Caro shook her head as she hopped off the stool and grabbed my hand. “No. It’s just enough. If Walker doesn’t take you home, there’s gotta be something wrong with him.”

“Who said I’m going home with Walker?” I squeaked as I followed her toward the front door. “And I thought I was driving us. How will you get home?”

Caro shook her head as she waved me out of our apartment. “Nope. I got us an Uber. You’re getting laid tonight, or I’m filing a formal complaint with the male population.”

    

  

    
      Chapter 3



Walker





    

    
      Who are you looking for?” 

I jumped in place and turned around to find my brother and his mate standing only a few feet away. They shouldn’t have been able to sneak up on me like that, but I was distracted.

“Um. No one?”

Sawyer raised a brow and cocked his head. “It’s not that reporter you were stalking yesterday, was it?”

“I wasn’t stalking her! I was just doing my research.”

He rolled his eyes this time as he slung an arm around Frankie’s shoulders. “Sure,” he said, his tone clearly unconvinced. “Is she supposed to be here tonight?”

I blew out a deep breath and turned back toward the door, but she still wasn’t there. “Yeah,” I admitted. “I invited her and her roommate to the show yesterday.”

“And she said she was coming?”

I nodded but didn’t take my eyes off the entrance.

“Then she’ll be here,” he said as he clapped me on the back.

“Yeah, but the show starts in five minutes,” I complained. 

Sawyer sighed. “Then maybe she changed her mind. Have you talked to her since yesterday?”

I blew out a deep breath and shook my head. “No. I was trying to give her some space.”

Especially since she practically ran away from me after I kissed her in front of the hotel. I didn’t tell Sawyer that part though.

“You? Being considerate? Of a girl you just met?” The asshole laughed, and I had to stop myself from punching him. If we got bloody before a show, Mason would skin me alive. “That’s one I haven’t heard before,” he continued, the humor clear in his voice.

I turned to give him a dirty look. “I can be considerate, dickhead.”

“Of course, you can. You just usually don’t bother. The easiest tail is your favorite tail. Haven’t I heard you say that a hundred times before?”

I narrowed my eyes at him before I turned back toward the door. He wasn’t wrong, of course, even if I wanted him to shut the fuck up.

“Don’t you have somewhere to be? Like up Frankie’s ass or something?”

“Hey,” Frankie squawked. 

“Sorry,” I tossed over my shoulder.

Sawyer started talking again, but his words flowed right past me as I finally spotted Indie in the crowd. More importantly, I felt her. That electric tingling was back, and I welcomed that shit.

Her golden hair was draped in long waves around her shoulders, and she had so much skin on display, my dick was already hard.

Without a word to my brother or Frankie, I pulled my baseball cap low, and started moving toward her. It was like I couldn’t help myself.

When I was only a few feet away, she looked up and met my eyes like I’d called her name. There was fear and trepidation and a little bit of worry in their depths, but all that faded as I got closer and that buzzing on my arms and legs got stronger.

“Hey,” I said when I could be heard without yelling. “You came.”

“Yeah,” she said with a nervous giggle. “Sorry we’re late. The Uber got lost.”

I shook my head. None of that shit mattered now that she was here.

“This is my roommate, Caro, by the way,” she said with a gesture toward the cute brunette standing to her right. 

I stopped staring at Indie long enough to shoot a smile her way. “Nice to meet you.”

“Nice to meet you, too. Now, where’s Roman?”

A laugh burst out of me as I turned back to her. “Big fan?”

“Hoping to be a bigger fan by the end of the night,” she said with a devilish grin.

I chuckled again. “He’ll be happy to hear that. You two wanna come backstage?”

“We get to go backstage?” Caro yelled, and I winced.

“Sorry,” Indie interjected with a hand on her friend’s shoulder. “She has trouble regulating her volume.”

Caro turned to glare at Indie while I laughed again. “No worries. This place is already loud as fuck. Let’s go.”

I grabbed Indie’s hand without thinking and started dragging her through the crowd. It was so small and soft in mine, like her skin was made of silk. We drew more than a few curious stares from the other people in the busy bar, but I ignored them. 

All that
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