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  Miles


  


  Let me tell you what really pisses me off. Just when you think you’ve got something really good going for you, bam! Your overdramatic, nosy sister has to ruin it all by announcing your girlfriend might just be using you to make money from some shitty tabloid. I shouldn’t even bother calling her my girlfriend. Surprising her with that song yesterday went better than expected. Abby Clarke—the sweet and sexy music journalist—had jumped me with more intensity and passion than any experienced groupie. The same girl who said she hated my music was singing a different tune when I was thrusting in and out of her. By this morning, I truly felt like she could be the woman I woke up to every day…at least for a while.


  But just my luck. It was probably all a lie. I wasn’t sure what to do after Kennedy showed me Abby’s email from ScandalLust. It was clear as day—they were offering her fifty grand to leak any secrets she could dig up on us. And god knows we all have secrets.


  Pacing up and down the hallway of the hotel, I dodge the bright Arizona sun sending cheery streams of light across the carpet. Today was supposed to be promising. Now it’s all gone to hell. I do an about face, turning away from the window, and stomp back over to my manager’s door. I need to talk to him, maybe even fire him. He’s the one who invited Abby onto this tour. What’s a reporter—a small town, Southern reporter who hates wild rock bands—doing on a national tour with us anyway? Eddie said she was here to write an article that’ll help us get signed. Well, guess what Eddie? Your plan backfired.


  I pound my fist against the door three times. Too impatient to wait for him, I knock two more times.


  “Holy shit, I’m coming. Just wait,” I hear from inside.


  I hear the lock being twisted and the door opens up. It’s dark in his room.


  “The fuck, Miles?” Eddie runs a hand through his hair. He’s in his boxers and he keeps his voice low. “I was sleeping.”


  “We need to talk.”


  “Later,” he says, but I push past him and walk into his room. “I said later, Miles. You need to go.”


  I spot movement in the bed as a woman rolls over. She spots me and her eyes light up.


  “Miles Riot,” she says, sitting up in the bed, holding the sheet over her, assumedly, naked body. “Good morning.”


  I turn back to Eddie, crossing my arms over my chest.


  “Come on, man,” Eddie pleads, his voice barely above a whisper. “I’m about to be busy here, if you know what I mean.”


  “I’m not leaving until we talk.” I walk over to an armchair and collapse into it. “Be as busy as you like. I’ll wait.”


  Eddie looks over at his no-name friend as though he’s really considering banging her right in front of me. Then he looks back at me, his eyes narrowed. “I thought you were the nice one.”


  “And I thought you were married.”


  Checkmate, Eddie. He looks defeated as he rummages in his suitcase for some pants. “We’re going to have to cut this short,” he tells the woman in his bed. “Business calls.”


  The woman gets up out of bed, her eyes more focused on me than Eddie. A smile teases at the corner of her lips as she drops the sheet. Yep, she’s definitely naked. Her dark, chocolaty skin is hairless, and I imagine she spends a lot of time in a Pilates class. I’d be impressed with Eddie if blatantly cheating on his wife didn’t make him an instant sleaze. I avert my eyes from the woman as she gets dressed. Two days ago, sure, I would’ve watched. A week ago, I would’ve seduced her into my own room. But now that Abby’s in the picture, I’m not interested. She does something for me no other woman has been able to accomplish. She challenges me. She’s authentic and doesn’t care that we’re total opposites. She likes it quiet and calm. I’m a fucking rock star. She’s sweet and rational. I’m impulsive and make stupid decisions. Every second with her makes me want more.


  And just thinking about her brings back all my anger. It could all be an act, and if so, Abby’s the greatest liar of them all.


  Eddie’s friend waltzes past me, that seductive smile still on her face as she stares me down. She’s just another woman using people to get what she wants. But I’m no different, am I? I was doing the same shit earlier this week, so why does it suddenly bother me now?


  The sound of the door shutting behind her confirms I’ve got Eddie alone now.


  “Fuck you very much, Miles,” he says with synthetic anger. We’ll be in Dallas sometime tonight, and Eddie’s far from being a hideous dude, so he can pick up his antics again later.


  “How’s your wife, Eddie?”


  “Probably banging every guy in the neighborhood.”


  “So you’re having a contest to see who can betray who the most?”


  “Whoa.” Eddie holds his hands up to surrender and sits down in the other armchair across from me. “When did you suddenly become Mr. Monogamy?”


  I shake my head. “Forget it. We have to talk about Abby.”


  “Is she the one who’s got your panties all in a bunch?”


  “I’m being serious, Eddie. Kennedy found something on her computer. She might be working with the tabloids. ScandalLust to be exact, which, last time I checked, is the worst of them all.”


  He sits there quietly, like he’s contemplating something.


  I continue, “We have to send her back to L.A., right?” Why’s that even a question? She could ruin us. But even knowing that, I don’t want her gone. I take a deep breath. “She’s got to go.” Maybe after we get signed, I’ll be able to see her again.


  “She’s not going anywhere.” Eddie sits up straighter, resting his elbows on his knees. He holds his head in his hands for a second, tugging at his hair. He’s probably still angry I cock blocked him.


  “Did you not hear me? ScandalLust contacted her. They’re working out deals. They want secrets, and you know more than anyone, we can’t let secrets get out.”


  He looks back up at me, this time a smile on his face. Call me confused. “Don’t you think I know that? Damn, man. You’ve got to give me more credit than that. When I started booking this tour, I knew the media would butt in. We had to be one step ahead. They uncover scandals through their own detective work, right? Bullshit. I leak the rumors straight to them. The lies they publish about you guys? Those are hand selected by yours truly.”


  “That’s fucked up. Even if they aren’t true, selling them dirt on us? That’s low.”


  “Not ‘us’, Miles. Them. Your bandmates. If they flood their trash rags with generic made up stories about the others, it keeps you in the shadows. The secrets remain buried. But they’re still digging, so I found Abby. Sweet, little Southern Abby. A small town, impressionable girl who could be heavily influenced by some hot rock stars. I picked her out intentionally to work in our favor. To publish a sparkling article about you all to make you more appealing, no matter what ScandalSluts says.”


  “And that’s obviously backfired, don’t you think? She’s going to go from helping us to ruining us—”


  “They may be contacting her,” he interjects, “but I’ll bet you right now she won’t follow through. I’m fantastic at gambling. I wouldn’t suggest taking that bet.” He winks. But then he gets serious again. “Look, she’s not going to fuck you over. Her boss is an old friend of mine, and Jonathan even said she’s not the type to throw around slander. She’s got ethics. She holds high standards. She won’t take ScandalLust’s bait.”


  “You’re certain of that?”


  “More than certain. Especially when you can help make sure of it. Just get her to fall for you. Or maybe even Nate. Ladies seem to love him. Or if she’s into the shaved head thing, then Dax. Maybe we’ll all luck out, and she’s into Kennedy. That would be hot.”


  My stomach turns at the thought. “That’s my sister, asshole.”


  “Right. Sorry. Whoever can lure her in, one of you needs to make sure she falls for him. Then they have to make sure she stays interested. She’s already a good journalist. Just make her a faithful girlfriend, and you’ll have nothing to worry about.”


  My manager…talking about being faithful. It’s sort of sick. But is he on to something? He has no idea what happened between me and Abby. He doesn’t know that her falling for me is taking me right down with her. But if she needs to have feelings for one of us in order for Eddie’s plan to work? Consider that one done.


  I leave his room feeling that much more conflicted. I like the woman. It’s been so long since I truly felt interest in someone romantically, wanting something more than just a quick lay. But now, to follow through with my own feelings, am I doing it for me or for the band? If it’s for the well-being of the band—to make sure we stay in a positive spotlight, then what happens if Abby finds out I’m using her?


  And if it’s for me, because there is something between us worth exploring…then what?
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  Abby


  

  So many explanations are running through my mind. He went out for coffee. He woke up and realized he’s not interested in me at all. He’s just hanging out with the band in the living room of our suite. He’s shacked up in another room with some random woman.


  I shake my head. Don’t act like a neurotic fool. Standing in the shower, letting the hot water wake me up from an exhausting, exhilarating night, I’m thinking of only one thing.


  Why was Miles gone when I woke up?


  Last night couldn’t have been a one-night stand. In my short time knowing this band, I’d seen how Miles acts. He’d pick up girls without much thought. It would be effortless because they were already half-naked and throwing themselves at him. They hardly had to speak to each other, and by morning, they were both content with throwing each other away in favor of their next adventure.


  But it was different last night. He’d gone out of his way to buy an acoustic guitar and write me a song. He’d used it to prove his feelings were authentic. And after we had sex in the warm-up room backstage at the concert hall, we’d come back here and done it again. And again.


  He could’ve snuck out in the night, returning to his own room, but I’d woken up before the sun, slightly disoriented as I placed where I was and who I was with. As the sleep dissipated to wakefulness, the moonlight filtered through my room, tossing a cool glow over Miles. Both of us naked in bed, wrapped around each other. His arm held me tight against him, my head against his chest. Even in his sleep, his closeness, his content breathing, it proved it to me.


  It was no one-night stand.


  I shut off the water and step out of the shower. A new thrill is coursing through me this morning. There’s something about Miles—I don’t care how loud his music is or how troubled he might seem on the outside. There’s so much more to him, and I want to know it.


  Unfortunately, ScandalLust wants to know it too.


  I can’t throw the band under the bus now. Not when something new and great could be happening between me and their guitarist. But I want to know the truth for myself. It’s personal now. If the rumors ScandalLust pointed out are true, then I think I have a right to know what I’m getting myself into. But I can’t just ask them. If I’m asking the same questions ScandalLust is asking, they’ll figure out pretty fast there’s a connection. And if they think I’m working with ScandalLust, they’ll never see me as anything less than a liar—just another paparazzi rat.


  But that’s the least of my worries. Standing in the bathroom naked, I dry myself, leaning forward to rub the towel through my blond hair. I love the red and black ends now. I’m tempted to thank Kennedy for bringing out my inner spunkiness. After all, it led to last night. I laugh out loud in the empty bathroom. Now, I’m just acting like a crazed schoolgirl, excited about her new boyfriend.


  Miles isn’t my boyfriend though. Not yet, at least. But maybe—


  There’s a knock on the door and I sling the towel around myself, covering my body the best it can. Who’s looking for me? Or does someone think this is Miles’s room, and they’re looking for him?


  No one saw us last night. No one knows we stayed in the same room. Having a couple more days on tour with these guys, I’d like to keep it that way. I don’t want things to get weird.


  Another knock, and I hesitate as I walk to the door. Own it, Abby! I hold my head high and open the door, expecting to have to do some explaining.


  But it’s Miles.


  “Hi,” I say, my smile giving away my obvious joy of seeing him. “You didn’t have to knock—”


  I barely get the last word out when his mouth is on mine. He crushes his body against me, forcing me back a couple feet. Once we’re out of the way, he slams the door behind him


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  
OEBPS/Images/BrokenStrings.v2-Final.Amazon.jpg
USA TODAY BESTSELLING SERIES

THE LUST LIST

MIRA BAILEE





OEBPS/Images/image-1.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image.jpeg
chaptet, he





