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  About Rocked



What happens in Vegas doesn’t stay in Vegas. Not when you marry a rock star.

 

Shay

 

Las Vegas was a terrible idea. Why can’t I say no to my family? After a night out with my awful cousin for her bachelorette party, I wake up naked in a strange bed surrounded by scrawled notebook pages. Turns out I’d married a rock star last night. How am I ever going to explain this to my religious parents?




Chase




I went to Vegas to get married, only she married someone else, so why shouldn’t I do the same? It’s the best way to stop public speculation about the marriage-that-wasn’t. But even better, something about Shay has flipped a switch inside me—suddenly I can write music again. Only my new little wifey isn’t thrilled about our marriage.




She says drunken mistake. I say best night ever. Of course I’m right, and I’ll use everything I’ve got to convince her.







  Rocked Playlist



Stream it here https://bit.ly/3QcX8jd

I’m a Believer—Smash Mouth

Best Day of my Life—American Authors

Sparks Fly—Taylor Swift

I Cross My Heart—George Strait

Slide—Goo Goo Dolls

Run—George Strait

Jump Then Fall—Taylor Swift

Happy—Pharrell Williams

Let’s Go Crazy – Prince & The Revolution

Love on Top— Beyoncé

Girls Like you—Maroon 5

Don’t Stop Believin’—Journey

I Don’t Want This Night to End—Luke Bryan

Flashlight—Jessie J

Come Over—Kenny Chesney

In Your Eyes—Peter Gabriel








  
  
  Prologue

  
  




Shay Campbell

Las Vegas, Nevada

I opened my eyes and immediately regretted it. Everything was blurry, and the small amount of light in the room sent a shaft of pain straight to my brain. I closed my eyes and groaned.

Papers crinkled under me as I rolled to my back. What the hell? I wasn’t going to open my eyes again to find out what that was—my curiosity wasn’t stronger than my hangover. Raising my arms, I pressed my hands against my aching head. As the sheet fell away, I realized I was naked.

Naked. In bed. Surrounded by paper? What the hell had I done last night?

The last day or so came back to me in pieces.

Driving to Las Vegas with my cousin, Brianna, for her bachelorette party weekend.

Losing the coin flip and sleeping on the lumpy fold away bed.

Day drinking with Brianna and her horrible cronies.

The mean girl insults.

The tears.

The wedding?

It sounded insane, but I had a very vivid memory of trying on flirty wedding dresses in some boutique and holding hands with a handsome man.

Was I…married?

My thumb brushed against a ring on my left ring finger.

Oh no.

Oh my gosh!

Cue the nausea.

I leapt from the bed and ran for what I thought was the bathroom. Slamming the door open, I barely had time to take in the gleaming marble, tasteful stripped wallpaper, and luxe finishes before I was hurling the small amount of liquid in my stomach into the toilet.

My ribs aching, I flushed and sank onto the cold tile with my eyes closed. “I’m never drinking again.”

“You’re not going to make it as a rocker wife with that kinda attitude,” a deep voice purred behind me.

I froze.

I wasn’t alone.

And he’d just watched me puke.

Naked.

With a squeal, I opened my eyes and grasped for the nearest towel. When it gave with my second tug, a very nude—and amused—gorgeous man stood in front of me.

“Kinda thought you were too hungover for round three.” He chuckled and stood there naked and unashamed. “But I’m game if you are.”

Clutching the towel to my naked front, I sputtered. “I, uh… Who are you?”

“Clearly that last bottle of Krug was a mistake.” He shook his head as he grabbed another towel and twisted it around his waist. Then he bent down and pulled me and my towel into his arms. He easily carried me back into the darkened bedroom. “I’m Chase Robinson.” He waited a beat. “Your husband.”

This Adonis was my husband?

When I continued to stare stupidly at him, he scoffed and set me down on the side of the bed. “Damn, you are killer on my ego, baby girl. I kinda can’t wait to introduce you to the guys and watch you eviscerate all their egos too.”

“Guys? What are you talking about?” It felt like the room was spinning, and I was pretty sure only a little bit of that was due to the hangover.

He cleared his throat. “Uh, the guys I work with. They’re going to shit themselves when they get a load of you.”

I blinked a few times. What did he do for a living again? Did we even talk about that last night? I hadn’t even remembered his name—and apparently my new last name—without his prompting.

A dim memory of us in a bar talking about writing came back to me. So he was an author…and worked with people? I’d assumed authors worked alone. Maybe he made enough to employ some people—like an assistant, maybe? I definitely remembered he’d had a bodyguard last night. Which would explain the opulent hotel suite. Was that a pool table?

Okay, so he was a successful author who could afford a killer Vegas suite. I was impressed.

The blare of my ringtone, George Strait’s mellow voice, rolled through the suite and had me scrambling for my phone on the nightstand.

“We gotta talk about that, baby girl. I cannot have a wife of mine blaring country music. I’m gonna lose all my street cred.”

His chatter fell to the background as a buzzing filled my ears.

I’d missed the call, but it was my phone’s lock screen that had my heart thundering in my chest.

I had 112 missed calls.

367 text messages.

What the hell was going on?

My phone rang again in my hands.

Mom.

I didn’t want to answer. What was I going to say to her? I was still trying to piece last night together for myself. But I had a feeling it had something to do with the gorgeous guy standing behind me and the ring on my finger.

My hand slipped on my phone’s screen, and I accidentally accepted the call. On speaker.

Crap.

Crap!

“Um, Mom? Hey.”

“Hey? Hey?! That’s seriously all you have to say to me, young lady! Are we pretending I didn’t learn from the morning news that you got married to a rock star last night?”

Morning news? I was morning news?

Wait, rock star?

My eyes swiveled to Chase, but he rubbed the back of his neck, avoiding my gaze.

And I knew.

My stomach lurched again.

Clasping a hand over my mouth, I dropped my phone and ran for the bathroom for the second time that morning.








  
  
  Chapter 1

  
  




Shay Campbell

Desert Island Hotel Casino

Las Vegas, Nevada

24 hours earlier

For the first time in my life, proving my mom wrong didn’t give me an ounce of satisfaction. But I was right. I hated this trip. I wasn’t having any fun. And my cousin, Brianna, was still a witch.

Unfortunately, I was still on this bachelorette party trip from hell, and it wasn’t ending any time soon.

Lord, give me strength.

At least I got to try day drinking. That was a first for me.

“Right, Shay?”

Brianna’s question dragged me away from contemplating the bottom of my plastic martini glass and to the amazing hotel pool we were currently “enjoying.” Brianna sat two chairs down from me on the partially submerged loungers with Leah between us. Meaning I was hanging alone on one end, while her two other cronies, Eva and Charlotte, sat on her other side.

All of us were in matching bikinis, but somehow I still managed to look frumpy compared to Brianna and her friends.

I was wearing the exact same thing, and I still didn’t measure up.

“Shay! You’re not listening to me!” Brianna’s whine made my eyelid twitch.

“Sorry.” I bared my teeth at her in a semblance of a smile. “I was thinking about work.”

“Only you would be drinking in a pool in Vegas and still think about work!” Brianna did that husky laugh that sounded so alluring to men, judging by the way two were currently craning their necks our way.

“Sorry, Bree. I’ll try harder to be present. I’m here. I’m excited for your big day.” I tried to sound sincere, but considering Brianna’s curled lip, I’d failed.

Look, this just wasn’t my thing. I’d rather be inside curled up—fully clothed—with a good book and a Dirty Coke, preferably by myself. This trip had been an introvert’s nightmare so far. And I’d paid for the privilege of torturing myself.

Eva huffed. “We’re planning the rest of the day. Bree wants to hit that club Tidal after dinner. You’re up for that, right, Shay?”

I bit back my groan and forced another smile. Fake it ‘til you make it. “Sure. I brought some clubbing outfits.”

“Mmmmm, I’ve seen what’s inside your suitcase, Shay.” Brianna wrinkled her nose. “I’m afraid I’m going to have to veto.”

“You’re vetoing clothes I haven’t even worn yet?” I blinked. They still had tags on them. I’d bought them specifically for this trip.

Brianna pursed her lips. “They’re just not…Vegas worthy. Maybe there’s something in the boutiques here that are more appropriate.”

“Yay!” Charlotte squealed. “I smell a makeover!”

“Please, let me do her hair!” Leah clapped. “I’ve been aching to fix that mess.”

Mess? Makeover? We’d clearly entered the torturous portion of the trip. Taking a deep breath, I attempted to stand up for myself. “If my clothes and the rest of me aren’t appropriate for your bachelorette party, maybe I should just stay in the room and read a book.”

“Don’t go getting all butt hurt, Shay.” Brianna rolled her eyes. “You know we didn’t mean it like that. It’s just…maybe you’ll feel better about yourself if you let us fix a few things.”

“Like that awful side part.” Leah snorted.

Charlotte waved a hand at me. “And something to cover her shoulders.”

My shoulders? What the heck was wrong with my shoulders?

“You’ll see.” Brianna’s lips curved in a piranha-like smile—all pointy teeth and thinly veiled venom. “You’ll be gorgeous when we’re through with you.”

“I can’t wait,” I murmured, hunching my problematic shoulders. Of course, I folded like a house of cards at the first hint of push back by Brianna and her cronies.

I was so giving my mom a piece of my mind when I got home.




* * *




Two hours later I was regretting my need to people please.

Because nothing apparently pleased these people.

“No, not that one.” Brianna huffed as she stood in front of me, surveying the eighth outfit I’d tried on. “It’s all wrong. That hemline makes you look pregnant.”

“Sure, the hemline,” Eva muttered loudly. Leah chortled next to her.

My eyes burned, and I knew my face was bright red. “I’m done. You guys go out without me today. I’ll stay in the room with my book.”

“Aww, come on, Shay.” Charlotte pouted. “Don’t be a spoilsport. Try on one more. Please? For Bree? It means so much to your cousin, and it’ll totally ruin our numbers if you don’t come tonight. I already have everything booked, and I spent so much time planning all this.”

“One more, Shay?” Brianna blinked at me. “Please.”

And I caved like I always did. “Fine.”

Swirling around in a sea of black tulle, I stomped back to the dressing room. One more and that was it.

Who was I kidding? I didn’t even believe myself at this point.

“Try on that blue dress with the sequins!” Brianna yelled behind me.

“You’re so bad, Bree.” Eva giggled. “That one will make her ass look huge.”

Brianna’s reply was too soft for me to hear.

Why was I even doing this? I hated itchy, sparkly clothes. I hated loud music and other sweaty drunk people invading my personal space. How had I let my mom talk me into this trip?

Oh yeah. She’d played the Dead Dad Card and guilted me with how he would’ve wanted me to be close with his side of the family. He’d died before I was born, so I had no memory of him, but my mom knew I still somehow missed him.

All my life I’d felt like there was a hole in my soul. A piece of me missing. Stupid of me to think Brianna would help fill it. That girl had hated me since day one, and I still had no idea why. Only back then she would take out her anger on my Barbies—coloring on their faces and cutting their hair into weird styles.

Maybe not much had changed after all.

“Um, miss?”

I turned from the dressing room I hadn’t mustered the courage to enter and found the saleslady hovering next to me with a blue dress in her hands.

“I think you’ll find this one more…appropriate.” Kennedy—I gathered from her name tag—held out the dress to me.

I frowned in confusion. “This looks like the same one I have in there.”

“Yes, but this one is your size. I think your blonde friend accidentally grabbed the wrong size.”

The blonde girl meaning Eva. She was worse than Brianna.

“Just a little friendly advice?”

I nodded, avoiding eye contact.

“Get yourself some better friends. Those girls are trouble and no friends of yours.”

“I wish I could, but one of them is family. If I just cut and run, I’ll never hear the end of it…” I smiled bitterly. “It’s just not worth it. One more night, then I’ll be free.”

She nodded sympathetically. “Family is tough. Hang in there. But first—” She twisted and snagged a flame red dress from a nearby rack. “If you can’t ditch them, make them regret bringing you here. This dress was made for a figure like yours, and with your skin tone, it will be amazing. Trust me.”

This time my smile was genuine. “Thanks.”

Kennedy dipped her head, smiling back. “Come see me if you need shoes. I’ll hook you up.”




* * *




Needless to say, Brianna and company did not appreciate me stepping out in my fabulous new dress and heels. And despite Leah’s pleas, I wouldn’t let that viper anywhere near my head with a pair of scissors.

I might’ve been a doormat, but I wasn’t stupid.

My sushi dinner had been fabulous despite the company, and now we were pregaming at a bar near the club we were going to later. Apparently no one showed up until ten at the earliest.

This was going to be the longest night of my life.

I was coming back from the bathroom—alone—for the second time in so many hours. Just in time to hear them talking about me.

“Why’d you even bring her?” Leah sneered. “She’s killing the vibe and won’t even let me fix her hair.”

“My mom made me.” Brianna groaned. “Apparently Aunt Rebecca called her. She’s worried that Shay doesn’t have any girlfriends. Or any kind of social life, really.”

Eva gasped. “She doesn’t date guys? Is she…gay?”

“Oh my god, Eva!” Charlotte huffed. “You don’t have to whisper it like that. You can say gay.”

“I know.” I could hear Eva’s eyeroll despite standing around the corner. “But is she? You know…gay?”

“I doubt it. Aunt Rebecca’s husband is ultra conservative. Religious. The kinda religious that wouldn’t accept a gay stepdaughter.”

“Really? That’s crazy.” The fake sympathy in Charlotte’s voice made my skin crawl.

Brianna went on. “I guess they sent her to a private religious high school, and he even paid for her college as long as she attended an acceptable Christian school. That’s why she went to BYU when she’s not even Mormon. I don’t think she’s ever dated, let alone had a NCMO sesh.”

Heat flashed through my head at Brianna’s implication. For her information, I’d had a Non-Committal Make Out session. Once. And I’d been on dates! Not that I said a single word or let them know I could hear them. Everything about this moment was mortifying.

“Wait, you can’t mean… You think she’s still a virgin!” Eva all but shouted.

“Seriously, Eva? You whisper gay but yell virgin?” Leah huffed. “What the hell is wrong with you?”

“I’m drunk.” Eva giggled loudly. “We’ve been drinking all day. What do you accept? Accept. Expest. Whatever. Barkeep! Another round, lickety-spit. Spilt. Argh.”

“I think so.” Brianna’s harsh whisper was so loud it easily carried through the bar. “I suspect Shay is waiting for her wedding night. Like a good girl.”

They all cackled like it was the funniest thing they’d ever heard.

Tears burned at my eyes again. I swiped under my eyes, determined not to let any fall.

“Oh barf. What a moron.” Charlotte sneered.

“Are you sure she’s related to you?” Eva hooted. “I mean didn’t you lose your virginity under the bleachers sophomore year of high school?”

“Whatever, bitch. At least I was getting me some.” Brianna scoffed. “And now I’m getting the best for the rest of my life. Brock’s dick is…”

I didn’t stick around to hear the rest.

I’d swallowed so much crap these past few days. I’d tried to find some common ground with Brianna and her cronies despite their nastiness, but I didn’t have any more grace left inside me. It was official. I was done.

Done with their fakeness and the digs about me, my body, and my lack of experience.

Done with this whole craptacular weekend.

I spun and crashed into someone.

“Ommph.” He staggered and clutched at his stomach where my elbow had apparently collided with him.

“Oh my gosh!” I reached out without thinking and patted his very firm stomach. A zing of electricity traveled up my arm, and I gasped before jerking my hand back. “I’m so sorry. I wasn’t looking where I was going, and I just…” I trailed off as I looked up into the deepest green eyes I’d ever seen.

He was gorgeous. From his tousled short brown hair to his dark green eyes and the sexy stubble trailing up his jaw, he was easily the most attractive man I’d seen in my entire life.

Who I was still standing in front of and gaping at like a moron.

I knew the flush reddening my cheeks had nothing to do with my alcohol intake today. “Again, I’m sorry. I’m gonna start looking where I’m going. Or something. You know, I’m just gonna go now. So…thanks.”

Closing my eyes in humiliation, I ducked around him but froze when his hand clasped my elbow.

“Don’t go rushing off now, baby girl. We didn’t even have a chance to exchange information. Maybe I want to file a claim with your insurance.”

I snorted and then was immediately mortified. But still I was me, so I couldn’t help myself from replying, “Really? Does that line usually get you any traction?”

He shrugged. “Usually I don’t have to say anything.”

“Right. You just let all of that—” I gestured at his body. “Talk for you.”

He raised an eyebrow and tilted his head. “How drunk are you?”

“Not drunk enough. Clearly.”

“Huh.” He blinked a few times, then a large smile spread across his lips. “Okay. Let me buy you a drink then.”

“Uh, Chase?” A tall, muscular man stepped over to my gorgeous guy’s side. “I don’t think that’s a good idea. The crowd in here is—”

My guy cut him off. “I’m sure we can find a table out of the way. In a little secluded corner.”

“Oh. Are you here for a bachelor party too? I mean, I’m not here for a bachelor party. I’m not a stripper. It’s my cousin’s bachelorette party. Not that there’s anything wrong with being a stripper. I’m just…not.”

I really had to stop babbling. Something about having his full attention just flustered me to no end.

And his husky laughter did crazy things to my nerve endings. “I can’t wait to hear more. You’re so damn cute when you start rambling like that.”

“I, uh, I don’t…” I couldn’t make my brain work when he turned all his attention on me. And seriously, that was my one claim to fame—Book Smart Shay. Not so much with the athletics or the grace or…anything else really.

But no, this guy either had me losing my trail of thought or babbling like a crazy person. I had to get it together. He could be the one to—

“So? Can I buy you a drink?”

“I, uh, yes. Yes, please.”

Yes, please? Seriously, just kill me now. That was so pathetic.

“I got you a table over here, Chase,” Looming Tall Guy said over Chase’s shoulder.

“Right this way, Shay.” Chase grabbed my hand and tugged me in the direction of their table.

I tottered after him, relishing the feeling of his rough hand holding mine. This guy had some serious callouses on his hand. So freaking sexy.

Wait. He’d called me Shay.

“How do you know my name?”

He stopped next to the booth and winced as he turned to face me.

And then it clicked.

“Oh my gosh. You heard that? What they were saying about me? About my…”

“Virginity? Yeah. They weren’t being exactly discreet with their gossiping. Pretty sure most of the bar heard them cackling.”

“Oh, kill me now.” I buried my face in my hands. “This has got to be one of the worst nights of my life.”

“Really, baby girl? Even though you met me? It’s still the worst night of your life?”

I had to smile at that. Dropping my hands, I gave Chase a little smile. “Well, no. I mean it’s just…” I shook my head. “Still pretty horrible, honestly.”

“I can respect that.” He tilted his head, his eyes narrowing on me, making my heart race. “So are you? Waiting for marriage?”








  
  
  Chapter 2

  
  




Chase Robinson

Oasis Island Resort Casino

Las Vegas, Nevada

Twelve hours earlier

I woke up face down on a pool table with one hand buried in the side pocket. Pulling my hand out, I twisted to my side and cursed as a ball jabbed me in the armpit. “Meadow! Fuck. Where you at, Em?”

Silence thrummed through the suite.

Groaning, I rolled off the pool table and barely kept myself from face planting on the floor. I staggered over to the bedroom, or what I thought was the bedroom. This suite was so fucking huge it was hard to keep track. But I had a hazy memory of getting dressed in this room last night before we went out. Not that I was dressed at the moment. As I pushed open the bedroom door, I scratched my balls through my boxer-briefs.

But the bedroom was empty. The bed still mostly pristine with only one of my t-shirts sprawled on the end.

I certainly didn’t have a memory of seeing Meadow in this room. Christ only knew the last time I’d fucked my girlfriend. When Meadow had come up with this stupid idea to get married in Vegas, she’d also decided we should wait until we were married.

I hadn’t known that someone could grow their hymen back, but here we were.

I’d only gone along with the insane plan because I’d hoped it would help me write music finally. I hadn’t written a song in over a year. Apparently, fucking my way through LA hadn’t been the answer.

Newsflash: celibacy wasn’t the answer either.

Maybe a romantic Vegas wedding would kickstart my writing again.

“Meadow? Where you at, Em?” I hollered one more time in the empty suite.

Silence hummed around me.

“Huh.” It wasn’t out of the ordinary for her to disappear. Christ knew we didn’t live in each other’s back pockets. But we were here to get married. Today.

Apparently, you needed a license to do that, and who knew that office closed at midnight? Not us. We’d rolled up at 12:30 after a night of dinner and drinking when we’d found out the hard way not all of Vegas was twenty-four hours.

Wherever Meadow was, she’d turn up. She always did. No doubt she was out spending Daddy’s money on a new wedding dress for when our pictures went viral. As the daughter of England’s best soccer player and an American actress, Meadow didn’t exactly lack for funds. It was the reason I hadn’t brought up a prenup. Maybe at the end of all this I’d be the one getting alimony.

My stomach growled. I didn’t know what time it was, but it was clearly past breakfast for me. Grabbing the house phone—because who the fuck knew where my cell was—I ordered some room service—eggs, bacon, hashbrowns, the works for me, and whatever açaí bowl thing they had for Meadow.

“Weird purple goo,” I muttered as I hung up.

A faint buzzing sound grabbed my attention. I followed it to my discarded leather pants on a couch and found my cell phone buried in a pocket.

“Huzzah!” I yelled, holding it aloft like a dork. The fucker loved to hide from me.

The strains of our last big hit, His Girl, echoed through the empty suite. A beat later, it started up again.

JM showed up on my screen.

I couldn’t not answer it. Jesse was my boy.

“No, I haven’t written anything. What do you want?” I barked. He might’ve been my best friend, but I was so fucking sick of him pushing me to write something.

“Uh, I wasn’t calling about writing. I, uh, shit. I just saw the news about the wedding in Vegas. How are you holding up?”

“What do you mean you saw the news? We haven’t gotten married yet.” I rubbed the skin on my shoulder that still ached from last night’s strange, lumpy bed. “Ah fuck. I bet someone at that government building called it in. I might’ve screamed some shit when we figured out they were closed.”

“Fuck. You don’t know?” His voice was muffled when he continued, “He doesn’t know. I’m not gonna tell him. You tell him.”

My sister’s hushed voice came across on the line. “You’re his best friend. You tell him.”

“You’re blood,” Jesse retorted. “You do it.”

“Ella is there?” I scowled at the hazy Vegas skyline from my floor to ceiling windows. “What the fuck is my sister doing wherever the fuck you are?”

“Calm your tits,” Jesse drawled. “Ella showed up here when you didn’t answer your phone. She thought you’d be with me. You didn’t exactly tell anyone you were headed to Vegas.”

“He’s in Las Vegas?” Ella gasped. “I thought you said he didn’t know. Give me that. Chase, don’t do anything stupid. That ‘what happens in Vegas’ saying doesn’t apply to assault and battery or manslaughter. They will charge you and hold you in a jail cell. You’ll never get away with it. There are cameras everywhere in Vegas.”

I had a hard time following her rant. Assault? Manslaughter? “What the fuck are you talking about, Ella?”

“You’re not in Vegas to beat up Meadow’s new husband?” she snapped.

“New husband? She’s not… We haven’t…” My head swam, and I slumped onto the nearby sofa.

This wasn’t supposed to happen.

This was supposed to finally snap me out of my funk and spark my missing writing mojo.

“Chase? You still there?” Ella’s tinny voice came from far away. “The line’s still open, but he’s not answering. Is anyone else there with him? Where’s he staying? Who should we call?”

“Ella, you gotta calm down. I got this. Chase!” Jesse yelled. “Pick up the damn phone, you asshole.”

“What?” I shook my head. “I’m here. What?”

“He’s fine,” Chase muttered. “What hotel are you staying at? The boys and I can be there in a couple of hours. We’ll drink the bitch out of your system by the end of the night. Hit a couple of strip clubs. Sign some tits. It’ll be epic. I’ll call the guys.”

“Who’d she marry?” I asked through numb lips.

“It doesn’t matter, Chase. I told you when you hooked up with her that you’d regret going exclusive with a spoiled daddy’s girl like her. It’s over. I was right. Let’s get drunk. What hotel are you staying at?”

“WHO’D SHE MARRY?!”

There was a beat, then Jesse sighed. “That racecar driver that’s been sniffing around her lately. DJ Whatsit.”

“Brooks,” Ella added.

I barked out an unnatural sounding laugh. “So she’s gonna be Meadow Brooks? Goddamn.”

Jesse laughed unevenly. “Yeah. What a dipshit, right? Better you find out now before you’d tied yourself to her. That would’ve been epically awful. Divorce. Alimony. Fuck. You’re better off for sure.” He paused and cleared his throat. “So the boys and I should be there before dinnertime. Don’t drink too much without us, okay? We’ll see ya in a few.”

“Don’t.” The word fell out of my lips without a thought. But I meant it. “I just wanna be alone. I don’t… I’ll come home tomorrow.”

“Chase, come on. You shouldn’t be alone. And the guys love an excuse to party in Vegas. We can be there in like two hours on the jet. By dinnertime, you’ll be saying Meadow who.”

“I’m fine. It’s fine.” I laughed harshly. “You were right. And I’m sure as hell better off without her. But I don’t need you guys holding my hand. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

I stabbed at the red button while Jesse was saying something.

But I didn’t care.

It didn’t matter.

A heartbeat later the strains of His Girl started up again, but instead of answering it, I picked up the end table and hurled it at the mirror on the opposite wall.

“THAT FUCKING BITCH!”

The mirror exploded. Glass crashed down while the table landed drunkenly on the carpet.

My breath sounded harsh in the suddenly silent room. I wanted to destroy it all. Break shit until nothing mattered. Until I could breathe again.

I reached for the coffee table when arms came around me from behind.

“You need to take a breath,” my bodyguard, Walker, murmured in my ear. “This situation is bullshit, but you don’t want to trash your hotel room. You know how much you hate being a cliché.”

Laughter burbled out of me. “Ain’t that the truth.”

“You calm now?”

“Yeah, Walk. I’m good.”

He grunted in reply and let me go.

I longingly eyed the coffee table before turning to face Walker. “Normally I ask a girl to blow me before I get naked with her.” I nod at Walker’s lack of clothing. Like me, he was only wearing his boxer-briefs. “But for you, I might reconsider my rules.”

“Funny. I was just getting into the shower when I heard your shouting. You want to talk about whatever’s going on, or do you want to wait for Meadow to talk you down?”

I gritted my teeth. “Meadow got married this morning. To DJ Brooks.”

“Fuck, man.”

“Yeah.”

Someone knocked on the door.

Walker raised his eyebrow before heading over to check the peephole. He opened the door and accepted the rolling table after a short exchange with the waiter.

I turned my back so they couldn’t see me and report my fucked-up state to anyone who’d listen.

The door clicked shut behind me and Walker wheeled the table over near the pool table. I sighed and followed him. Bacon might not make the situation any better, but I wasn’t gonna turn it down. Ever.

Pulling up a chair to the round table, I lifted a lid, uncovering the açaí bowl I’d ordered for Meadow. “Want some purple goo?”

“I’m all for free food,” Walker muttered as he pulled up a chair.

And we sat in silence as we ate breakfast.




* * *

Breaking news from The Babbler

Heartbreak for Tin Gods Lead Singer?

Ex-girlfriend Meadow Nash is now Meadow Brooks

Exclusive Details




Chase Robinson is on the market again. In a shocking turn of events, influencer and model Meadow Nash has married racecar driver DJ Brooks this morning in Las Vegas. Despite reports of Robinson and Nash arriving in Las Vegas to get hitched—and their six-month dating history—Nash surprisingly married Brooks instead. No word on when Meadow and DJ started dating. Or when Meadow and Chase stopped. Maybe the Tin Gods singer also has a tin heart?




But as you can see from the pictures she posted on social media, Meadow looks very happy with her decision.




*embedded photos*




We’ve reached out to Chase Robinson and are waiting for comment.




Stay tuned…




* * *




I hurled my phone across the room. It smashed into the wall, breaking into three pieces. At least now it’d stop buzzing. I was sick of reading message after message consoling me, wanting to hook up, asking for a comment.

This was fucking humiliating. I’d had no idea she was seeing someone behind my back. We didn’t exactly live in each other’s pockets, but I’d been mostly faithful. Blowjobs and finger banging didn’t count, right? I hadn’t put my dick inside another woman’s pussy since I’d started pursuing Meadow—ish. Could she say the same?

Maybe all those “modeling jobs” she’d left town for weren’t real after all. Christ knew I’d never seen her face on a cover that wasn’t a tabloid. Honestly, I’d wondered a few times if she’d been the one to call the paps on us when we’d been “caught” during a low-key night out.

Any minute now, video of me freaking out in front of the courthouse with her last night would show up somewhere and humiliate me even more.

When did she dip out? Why didn’t I notice? How didn’t I see this coming?

And to make matters worse, I hadn’t gotten my dick wet in weeks because she’d been so busy and claimed it would make our wedding night special.

I just felt so fucking stupid.

I should be channeling all this pent-up anger and betrayal into a song, but I couldn’t get my fingers or brain to cooperate. I kept replaying last night over and over in my mind and not getting any answers.

Walker’s deep voice pierced the silence. “I guess that explains why Jesse is blowing up my phone now.”

I jerked my head up and caught his nod toward my eviscerated cell. I grunted in reply. “I don’t give a shit. I don’t want to see them today. Do not tell them where we’re staying.”

“You’re the boss.” Walker hitched a shoulder. “What’s it going to be tonight? Drinks in the suite? Want me to call around to get you some company?”

“Fuck that. We’re going out.”

Walker winced. “You sure that’s the best—”

“We’re going. Make whatever arrangements you need to—that don’t involve talking to Jesse or any other band members—but I’m going out. Let’s hit that new club at the Desert Island. What’s it called? Something with waves?”

“Tidal,” Walker grumbled, but he got his cell out and tapped away at the screen.

“I’m gonna get ready. We leave in thirty.”




* * *




An hour later, we were walking through a hectic kitchen at the Desert Island. Chefs were shouting at each other, pans were sizzling, but I didn’t look up. No one here cared who I was. They were all too busy working to give a damn about me and my entourage.

The back of the kitchen gave way to a long, boring hallway that twisted a few times before spitting us out alongside the restrooms at the back of yet another bar.

“Shit, I think we took a wrong turn.” Walker turned back to the Desert Island employee escorting us. “We wanted to go to Tidal, not the tiki bar.”

The rest of their argument fell to the background as I caught sight of a gorgeous brunette in a red dress who had curves for days. She was the polar opposite of Meadow. Soft and curvy where Meadow had been all bones and angular. And her tits! Christ, I could easily picture myself getting lost in those puppies the rest of the night—a whole weekend at least.

Unconsciously, I took a step closer to her.

Her brown eyes were a swirl of emotions I couldn’t name.

A thread of music tangled in my mind. I ached to have my cell phone handy to at least attempt to capture the notes. But I hadn’t wanted a new one after I smashed my last one. My fingers pressed against my left thigh as I ran through the chords playing in my mind. The elusive melody was angsty and somber.

Like her.

I took another step closer when the words from a nearby booth floated to me.

“You think she’s still a virgin!” someone shouted.

Two women in the booth went back and forth about yelling and drinking, but I couldn’t take my eyes off my mystery woman. The way tears gathered in her eyes. The way the muscle in her jaw flexed as she chewed on their harsh words.

Then a woman at the table’s callous voice traveled to me.

“I suspect Shay is waiting for her wedding night. Like a good girl.”

The women all cackled.

Meanwhile, I was trying to wrap my brain around this information. This gorgeous, curvy woman in front of me—Shay—was a virgin?!

She looked so put together, so mature. It was hard to believe.

And I’d love nothing more than to help her alleviate her situation.

I’d taken another step toward her when she whirled and crashed into me.

“Ommph.” I staggered and clutched at my stomach where her elbow had collided.

“Oh my gosh!” She reached out and patted my stomach. I had all of a second to enjoy the sensation before she dropped her hand. “I’m so sorry. I wasn’t looking where I was going, and I just…”

She trailed off, but I was already lost in her eyes. The dampness of her tears made them even more ethereal. A mix of tawny brown and gold. They were hypnotizing. I wanted to stare into them for hours.

Especially when they were accompanied by that haunting melody.

Her cheeks flushed before she blinked and looked away, breaking the spell. “Again, I’m sorry. I’m gonna start looking where I’m going. Or something. You know, I’m just gonna go now. So…thanks.”

I couldn’t let her leave. I had to keep her with me—at least until I could sketch out that sound she’d made play in my ears. Without thinking, I reached out and grabbed her elbow.

“Don’t go rushing off now, baby girl. We didn’t even have a chance to exchange information. Maybe I want to file a claim with your insurance.”

She snorted then rolled her eyes. “Really? Does that line usually get you any traction?”

My hand fell to my side as I shrugged. “Usually I don’t have to say anything.”

“Right. You just let all of that—” She gestured at me. “Talk for you.”

Wait. Did she seriously not know who I was? I was the face of a band who’d won Grammys, been on talk shows, sold out concerts around the world. I raised an eyebrow and tilted my head. “How drunk are you?”

“Not drunk enough. Clearly.”

“Huh.” She looked pretty sober to me. Especially since she was standing unwavering despite those killer heels. I blinked a few times, then a large smile spread across my lips. This was new, and I had to say, kinda hot. She didn’t know who I was. “Okay. Let me buy you a drink then.”

“Uh, Chase?” Walker stepped over to my side. “I don’t think that’s a good idea. The crowd in here is—”

I cut him off. “I’m sure we can find a table out of the way. In a little secluded corner.”

“Oh. Are you here for a bachelor party too?” Shay twisted her fingers together. “I mean, I’m not here for a bachelor party. I’m not a stripper. It’s my cousin’s bachelorette party. Not that there’s anything wrong with being a stripper. I’m just…not.”

Fuck me. For the first time today, honest, delighted laughter burbled out of me. “I can’t wait to hear more. You’re so damn cute when you start rambling like that.”

“I, uh, I don’t…”

I took her hesitation as a sign of her good girl tendencies. Goddamn, she couldn’t be more different from Meadow if she tried.

Meadow who?

I wanted to know more about Shay and that haunting melody she carried with her. “So? Can I buy you a drink?”

“I, uh, yes. Yes, please.” Shay ducked her head with a blush.

“I got you a table over here, Chase,” Walker said from somewhere behind me.

“Right this way, Shay.” I grabbed her hand and tugged her in the direction of our table.

Sparks danced up my arm at the contact. Hell yeah. I definitely wanted to know more about little Shay.

Only she stopped a few feet from our booth and tugged her hand free. “How do you know my name?”

I winced.

Shay gasped. “Oh my gosh. You heard that? What they were saying about me? About my…”

“Virginity? Yeah. They weren’t being exactly discreet. Pretty sure most of the bar heard them cackling.”

“Oh, kill me now.” She buried her face in her hands. “This has got to be one of the worst nights of my life.”

“Really, baby girl? Even though you met me? It’s still the worst night of your life?”

Her hands fell to her lap, and she gave me a small, soft smile. “Well, no. I mean it’s just…” She shook her head. “Still horrible, honestly.”

“I can respect that.” I tilted my head, narrowing my eyes. Might as well ask. “So are you? Waiting for marriage?”








  
  
  Chapter 3

  
  




Shay

“This was a mistake. I can’t… I’m gonna go. Thanks.” I’d turned to leave when he grabbed my arm for the second time.

“Wait. Don’t go. Please.”

I twisted to find Chase looking at me with this fervent expression. Like me being with him was everything he needed. It was staggering. No one had ever looked at me like that.

Especially not someone like him.

Chase shook his head. “We don’t have to talk about it. It’s just…I swear to God you gotta believe me, but I was staying celibate for my own wedding, only she ditched me a few hours before.”

My heart melted at the ache in his voice. “Really? I’m so sorry.”

He hitched a shoulder. “We can either trade war stories or not. I’d just really like to spend some time with you.”

“’Kay, but no more alcohol.” I slid into the booth from the opposite end, keeping space between us.

“For you maybe. Walker, bottle of Krug and a…” He looked at me inquisitively.

I smirked. “Shirley Temple.”

Chase choked before that rich sound of his laughter poured out. Shaking his head, he tucked into the booth at the other end. “You’re fucking funny, Shay.”

“Pretty sure that’s the first time anyone’s ever said that.”

“Really?”

I shrugged.

“Well I think you are. Fucking gorgeous and funny as hell. I like it.” His fingers twitched on the table then tapped out a beat as he grinned. He looked happy and lighthearted. Pretty much as far from a jilted groom as you could get.

I just couldn’t believe it. “What woman in her right mind would leave you?” I winced. “Shoot. I didn’t mean to say that out loud. Yeah, I’m definitely done drinking tonight.”

His fingers stilled. “Thanks, I’ve been saying the same thing. Nice to have someone not related to me agree.”

“Whoever she is, she’s a fool.”

“Eh, I’m feeling more like the fool for not seeing it. There had to be signs I’d been ignoring. I mean she was the one who suddenly wanted to stop sleeping together, selling me on waiting for our wedding night like it was this big romantic gesture. Turns out she’d just been fucking another guy behind my back.”

“Wait, so you’re not a virgin too?” I winced as I’d realized what I’d admitted. And what I’d naively thought. Clearly this gorgeous man—who was no doubt in his thirties—was so not a virgin.

It was beyond pathetic that I was a virgin at the ripe ole age of twenty-five.

“Uh, got your drinks.” Lurch set my Shirley Temple down with a thunk. Chase’s champagne flute followed with a light clink.

At least I guessed. My eyes had slammed shut at the sound of his voice. I had an innate ability to say the most mortifying thing just when an audience appeared.

“You can open your eyes—he’s gone.”

I laughed unevenly. “This has been an epically bad night. Between my cousin and her cronies and now with you and Lurch, I just…wow. I’m sorry.”

“No, I’m sorry.” Chase set his hand down on top of mine and leaned toward me. “That shit about waiting for marriage was true for me, but not like you thought. Once she convinced me to get married, we stopped…it doesn’t matter. I just, I don’t want you to go. I really do like you, Shay. Please stay.”

“You still want to spend time with me even though I’m a…virgin?” I whispered the word much more softly than Brianna and her cronies had. Because it was beyond humiliating.

He hitched a shoulder. “Doesn’t bother me. Gotta admit I’m curious, but we can talk about something else.”

“It’s not what they made it out to be. I’m not waiting for marriage, and I’m not deeply religious.” I sighed and toyed with the skinny straws in my drink. Anything to keep from looking at him while I talked about this. “I was brought up Christian. My step-dad is super conservative, and I toed the line because it was easier than not. And I guess I’m innately a rule follower. So I went to the religious high school he’d pushed me toward and then college. Everyone around me was supposedly doing the same—despite the twelve pregnancies in my graduating class. Then I blinked, and now I’m twenty-five. Honestly, at this point it’s more circumstances than anything. I feel like I missed that opportunity to do the wild and crazy stuff with people my age.”

“There never was someone? Not even now?” Chase tilted his head as his eyes ran over what he could see of my body. “I mean…look at you.”

I made a face. “I don’t usually look like this. I’m an electrical engineer with a solar company. I wear jeans and work boots most days, not this.”

“Fuck me. I’d love to see you in a pair of painted on jeans. Timberlands. Maybe an unbuttoned flannel shirt framing your cleavage…” He groaned then shook his head. “Sorry. Like I said, it’s been a while, and you’re just sitting there being all you.”

I felt like I was in a parallel universe or something. This couldn’t be real. Guys like Chase never looked at me, let alone fantasized about me in my work clothes. Clearing my throat, I looked down at my drink again. “Uh, but no, there’s never really been anyone serious.”

“Huh. The guys in your hometown must be morons.”

I peeked up at him and found him staring intensely back. Something about that look in his eyes heated me from within. “Thanks.”

“You said you missed the chance to do wild and crazy stuff?”

I nodded.

A slow smile spread across his lips. “Baby girl, am I the man for you.”

The way he said that made my heart race. Or maybe it was his naughty smile. Or the way he kept eating me up with his eyes. I’d just never felt this way before. Still, I couldn’t let him know how much he overwhelmed me. “I can’t wait to see what you come up with.”

“Oh, I already have plans.” He grinned. “How long have you been in Vegas? How much longer are you staying?”

“We’ve been here since Thursday night, and we drive home tomorrow.”

“You drove? Where’s home?”

“I grew up in Salt Lake City, but I’m living in Saint George right now. Utah.”

“Ah, I was hoping you were going to say Cali. I live in LA.”

I hummed in reply. Whatever this was wouldn’t ever go any further than this.

We only had tonight.

“Can you give me a second?” Chase tipped his head before sliding out of the booth. He walked over to where Lurch stood leaning against a high-top table with another guy. They had a quick exchange, and as Chase walked back, the other guy stood up and headed for the bar.

I frowned as Chase joined me again. “Everything okay?”

“Yeah, I just needed—”

“Here you go.” The other guy, not Lurch, slid a few sheets of plain white paper across the table along with a ballpoint pen. “Let me know if you need anything else. Again, we’re so thrilled—”

“Thanks, Tony.” Chase cut him off. “I got it.”

“Right. Sorry. Thanks.” His cheeks bright red, Tony raced away, rejoining Lurch at their table.

Not that Chase noticed. He was too busy scribbling on the paper in an illegible scrawl.

I watched for a few minutes in bemusement. Just when I thought I knew what was going on, I got presented with a curveball.

“Do you like your job?” Chase asked, still bent over his paper.

I blinked. “Huh?”

“You said you were an electrical something with solar?”

“Yeah…” I couldn’t figure out what was going on.

“You said it like it was boring as fuck.”

“I mean it’s a job. I’m good with numbers and puzzles.” I shrugged, not that he saw since he was still scribbling away. “It pays the bills and got me out of my stepdad’s house. Don’t most people kinda hate their job? I mean, it’s work.”

“What would you rather be doing?”

“I don’t even know. I don’t want to go back to college—that was a grind I don’t ever want to do again.”

“Hmmm…” Chase made a few slashes across the page then folded the paper up and shoved it in his back pocket. “Sorry. Just had something I couldn’t get out of my head, so I had to get it down on paper.”

“Oh, you’re a writer?” That explained so much. His surprise when I didn’t recognize him. The entourage. The effusiveness when Tony brought over the pen and paper.

“I, uh, yeah.” He shifted his weight as his eyes flicked to Lurch’s table before coming back to me. “I write.”

“That’s cool. I kinda stay in my lane and only read romance novels, so I’m sorry to say I probably haven’t read anything of yours. Unless you write romance?”

Chase laughed lightly and shook his head. “No. Sorry.”

“Well maybe I’ve heard of you. What’s your last name? Or do you write under a pen name?”

“I, uh, no, I use my name.” He shook his head slightly before draining his champagne glass. “Robinson. It’s Robinson.”

“Chase Robinson,” I whispered to myself before shrugging. “I’ll have to look you up later. Read some of your stuff.”

“You do that.” His voice sounded choked, but I chalked that up to the bubbly since he cleared his throat. “I didn’t catch your full name. I know the Shay part. Beautiful name, by the way.”

“It’s Shay. Shay Campbell.” I extended my hand and felt immediately stupid. We’d been sitting here talking for who knows how long and I offer to shake his hand?

But Chase clasped my hand in his. The rough callouses on his fingers rubbed against the back of my hand and sent shivers up my spine. The heat in his eyes deepened.

“You feel it too, right?” he murmured, still holding my hand.

I nodded, unable to say a word. My pulse thundered in my ears.

Using his hold on my hand, he tugged me to his side then buried his hand in my hair and kissed me. I’d been kissed before. Most of them had been nothing to write home about. But this?

This was everything.

An electrical charge danced across my skin. He might’ve just been touching my lips and hair, but I felt him everywhere. My nipples tightened almost painfully, and my core clenched.

But I couldn’t stop. I couldn’t not kiss him back. It felt like everything in my life was pointless before this. He was the only thing in my universe that mattered. His tongue flitted into my mouth, teasing and rubbing. I moaned and just tried to keep up.

I was blissed out and willing to do anything and everything he wanted.

But he didn’t ask for more. His hands never wandered. He just kissed me like he was a soldier who’d returned home and finally had everything he wanted in his arms—me.

Until someone above us broke the spell.

“Uh, Boss? You might wanna kill the PDA.” I blinked, but Chase kept kissing me. “Chase!”

Chase broke away and scowled up at Lurch. “What?”

“Your PDA is attracting some attention. Might need to jet. Or call in more security.”

I peered over his shoulder and found several cell phones pointed in our direction. People were recording us! I sucked in a breath as I buried my face in Chase’s chest.

“Dammit.” Chase’s arms came around me. “Thanks, Walker. I think you’re right. We’re gonna have to dip out.”

My heart sank. I couldn’t believe my amazing moment with this guy was over. He was leaving, and tomorrow I’d have to drive back to Saint George with Brianna. Two hellish hours of her nonstop nagging me about ditching them. Then it was back to the grind of work, and all this would be a distant memory I’d replay to help me get through the day.

“Give me a sec, Walk,” Chase murmured over my head. “And I’ll let you know where we’re going next.”

“Sure thing. I’ll just stand in front here to block for you.”

Chase rested his head on top of mine and breathed deeply. Like he was memorizing my scent or something. It made me a little bit happier to know this was just as hard for him as it was for me.

Finally he murmured, “Just how crazy did you want to get tonight?”

And just like that, my pulse was pounding in my ears again. I pulled back slightly to look at him. He stared steadily back at me with that undeniable heat still in his eyes.

“What did you have in mind?”

“Me meeting you here? After Em left me all but standing at the altar, feels like
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