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I always suspected my dad was drunk when he named me. Brandy. I mean, who names their baby girl their favorite alcoholic drink? But I’ve never been able to ask him, because one day when I was five years old, he went to “work” one day and never came home.

Mom went to the factory to find out if he was still there, but he hadn’t turned up to his job on that fateful day, and we never knew what happened to him. Or where he was. Or even if he has a new family now.

Anyway, Mom managed to make ends meet for the three of us somehow (I have a brother who‘s five years older than me), working full-time in low-paying jobs over the following years.

My brother Kevin went to college (with the help of student loans). And one year, during summer vacation, he brought home a friend for a couple of weeks.

Luke was gorgeous. Hot. I mean, my heart started fluttering whenever I was in the same room with him and my pussy quivered. Seriously. I was only sixteen (nearly seventeen), and hadn’t gone all the way yet, but when I met him for the first time, his ocean blue eyes seeming to take me all in at a single glance and NOT finding me wanting, I think I would have done anything he asked me to.

Except he didn’t.

I hung around the house all day long, just hoping to catch a glimpse of him. He was six foot tall, dwarfing my height of five foot five. And he was built. Although he wasn’t a bodybuilder, he had nicely delineated pecs and six pack abs. And his butt was so tight. He looked like he could have been an underwear model.

How do I know?

Because one night I walked past my brother’s room (Luke was bunking with him) when I knew Luke was in the house but Kevin wasn’t, and peeked through the partially opened door and saw him. Luke. In all his naked glory.

He was getting changed. I only got the back and side view, which was probably a good thing for my heart rate. But it was more than enough. 

None of the guys in high school could measure up to him. How could they? At twenty-one he seemed like a man - was a man - while the guys at school reminded me of little boys.

And not just his body was hot. I haven’t told you what he looked like yet, have I? His hair was dark brown, almost black, which made his ocean blue eyes all the more startling. His cheekbones were totally yummy. Maybe it’s weird to think of a guy having cheekbones, but his were high and suited his straight nose and firm jaw. I mean, Luke looked like he could have stepped out of the pages of a romance novel (not that I read many of them - okay, who was I kidding?) or on the set of a big Hollywood movie. He was that good-looking.

He wasn’t a jerk, though. You’d think he would be, right? 

Luke didn’t ignore me exactly. He just wasn’t there much. He was busy hanging out with Kevin and their friends. I guess I was his friend’s younger sister and just not on his radar.

But when he was here ...

I always held my breath when he said my name. “Hey, Brandy.” His rich, smoky voice repeatedly sent a tingle down my spine. And another tingle down there.

And I’d think, It’s not fair you’re my brother’s buddy. When I want you to be more than that.

But how could he be? I was just sixteen, with two more years of high school. He was in his senior year of college, ready to make his mark on the world.

Then Luke went back home and I felt like my heart had broken. 

I wasn’t going to see Luke again.

That’s all I could think of. 

I tried to tell myself it wasn’t because of my figure. Although I was only sixteen, I wasn’t a skinny girl. I wasn’t fat either, but I had curves, even then. I knew some guys seemed to like curvy girls, and I couldn’t help hoping Luke was one of them. But it seemed not.

When school went back, none of the high school guys tempted me. I went to prom with one though, all the time wishing it was Luke.

Anyway, I graduated high school okay and got accepted to college. Yay. (I guess. Student loans for me too.)

But every single night I’d fall asleep wondering where Luke was, what he was doing, and how unfair it was that I’d never see him again.

Until ...

***
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Four years after I met Luke, I was partying in a bar with friends. I’d just finished my second year of college and we were celebrating the end of the school year. And I’d just turned twenty-one, which meant I could drink legally now.

I’d ended up going to college in the same state, a couple of hours away from my childhood home. And my brother Kevin had ended up living and working in that college town too. Crazy, huh? Although my brother and I were in the same town, we didn’t hang out much. He had his life, and I had mine. And besides, maybe it was irrational, but I couldn’t help blaming him in some way, because I hadn’t seen Luke again. 

Then I saw him that night.

Luke.

I stopped breathing. I stopped doing everything. My tequila shot froze half-way to my lips. 

He looked good. The same. But also different.

He had a harder edge, a harder look to him now. He was still gorgeous, the hottest guy in the room, but now there was this new aura about him. Was it danger? Or something else? He just had this awareness about him, like he knew exactly who he was.

I wanted him. 

And then he saw me.

Our gazes locked.

My heart suddenly came back to life, pounding in my chest until I thought I was going to pass out. 

I still couldn’t move. 

He strode toward me.

And then he was standing in front of me. Just as tall as I remembered. If I thought his physique had been chiseled before, now it seemed as if he were even more muscular, although I only had my womanly instincts to go on, seeing as how he was clad in a tight black t-shirt, black leather jacket, and faded denim jeans.

“Brandy.” He almost growled my name.

It was always “Hey Brandy,” I couldn’t help thinking, tilting my head back a little to look him in the eye.

“Hey, Luke.” A thrill shot through me at just saying his name out loud. Instinctively, I sucked in my stomach. 

I’d written his name in my secret journal numerous times - I’d lost count after two hundred. 

I couldn’t stop thinking about him, even after having no contact at all with him for four years. Despite going to college, making new friends - even guys - thinking what kind of career I wanted, and doing fun stuff, like clubbing, and partying, things practically every twenty-one year old girl did. 

“What are you doing here?” 

His gaze swept over me, starting with my light brown hair sporting a fun pink streak on the left side, past my face, zeroing in on the drink in my right hand, then going down. I’m sure - sure - his gaze paused on my cleavage peeking out of my sparkly purple top. It was pretty modest to some of the other girls here, whose breasts were practically hanging out of their low-cut t-shirts, but it certainly gave a glimpse of my well-endowed charms underneath the glittery fabric.

“Having fun,” I tossed back, holding my breath and waiting for his reaction.

His gaze traveled back up from my short denim skirt that worked with my curves, and black heels, to laser in on my face once more. 

“You shouldn’t be here,” he bit out.

“Why not?” I frowned. I hadn’t seen him for four years and this is all he had to say to me? What about, what have you been up to? How’s your brother? But no, he just didn’t want me to be hanging around in the same place he was.

“It’s not safe.” He glowered at me.

I looked around the room. The light was dim, but not so dark I couldn’t make out people’s faces. The music was pumping, but it wasn’t split your eardrums loud. Plenty of girls my age seemed to be having a good time, dancing with a guy or drinking at the bar with their friends.

“It looks plenty safe to me.” Why was I challenging him? Four years ago, I would have done whatever he’d asked me to do. Now, it was as if I was daring him to see that I was an adult, and not the swoony sixteen year old he remembered.

“If I’d been on the door when you arrived, you wouldn’t be here now.” His voice sounded gritty, as if it was hard for him to force the words out. 

“I came with friends.” I gestured behind me. Violet and Jane were somewhere in the crowd. We hadn’t meant to split up, but with all the people in here, it just sort of happened.

“It’s time you went home.” He grabbed my arm.

As soon as he touched me, electricity arced between us. It had been plenty crackly as soon as I’d caught sight of him, at least on my side, but as soon as he touched my arm, I swore I saw a flash of light arcing between our bodies.

“Shit.” He dropped my arm as if I was radioactive. “I knew this would happen,” he muttered, as if he were alone right now and nobody else existed.

“Knew what?” I licked my suddenly dry lips, just as shocked as he appeared to be about what had just happened. I’d never felt anything like that before, not even with my boyfriend - my
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