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 Chapter 1 
 
    Roanna 
 
    Step. Step. Step. Step. Step. Step. Creak. 
 
    I cringed as I counted the steps then the creaking of the board just outside my bedroom door. Six steps. One long, loud creak, followed by two more steps. Each step was softly muffled by the thick, plush carpet, but somehow, I heard every one of them. 
 
    This house was huge but old. Some ancient woman with too much money and no family left it to become a children’s home for girls. It was beautiful, unlike all of the other foster homes I’d lived in starting when I was nine. When I first got there, I loved it. 
 
    It was safe. No one bothered me. 
 
    No one tried to touch me. 
 
    There were no boys like at the first foster home I landed in after my mom succumbed to the disease she picked up from hooking up with one too many random guys. I doubted she knew who my father was, and I really didn’t care about finding out. 
 
    But then the couple who ran the home retired, and the house was turned over to another married couple. A woman who treated the other girls and me more like the orphans in Annie—times ten—and a husband who licked his lips every time he saw any of us bending over. Dear old Daddy Warbucks wasn’t going to show up and whisk me away from this hellhole. 
 
    Nor would he save me from the monsters who went bump in the night—or worse, came creeping into my room. 
 
    My palms began to sweat more and more, and I tried to breathe through my mouth to fight the nausea rolling in my stomach. 
 
    “I don’t want to be here,” I whispered to the still-empty room. “Take me away from here. Please. Someone. Save. Me.” 
 
    But there was no savior ready to knock down the heavy, expensive front door on the first floor. No one raced up the stairs as my bedroom door opened slowly so his wife wouldn’t hear him enter my room. Not that she would anyway. The old cow was a lush and out cold by nine o’clock every night thanks to all the gin she drank by the gallon. 
 
    “Wake up, Ro.” 
 
    I clenched the covers tighter in my fists, squeezing my eyes shut. 
 
    “Wake. Up.” 
 
    The door closed without a sound, yet I could hear the clicking of the lock echo through my head. I huddled under my pretty turquoise comforter, the one my last foster family gave me before I was moved here. I hadn’t wanted to leave them. Mostly because the kind lesbian couple hadn’t been a threat to me. They smiled and called me “sweetheart” and never came into my room without knocking first. 
 
    His scent reached me, and I began to gag. 
 
    I don’t want to be here. 
 
    Tears burned my eyes and throat, my nose began to run, but I didn’t make a sound aloud. In my head, I was screaming. Begging someone to save me. To stop what was about to happen before it happened. 
 
    Again. 
 
    But as long as he was coming into my room, that meant the other girls were safe. I didn’t have to worry about Aubree, the new little girl who arrived yesterday, being paid a visit from Sicko Stan, scaring the hell out of her and scarring her for life. Or him going back to London’s room like he tried the week before. She puked all over him when he tried to touch her, and ever since, he had stayed clear of her and her urge to purge. 
 
    “Ro, wake up!” 
 
    A hand grabbed my arm, tearing the covers off me, and I screamed… 
 
    Heart pounding, I jerked upright in bed, my eyes frantically flying around the room as I tried to figure out where I was while the images stuck in my head slowly began to fade. 
 
    Aubree still had hold of my wrist, gently shaking me. “It’s okay, Ro. You’re safe. No one is going to hurt you,” she soothed in that tone my best friend only ever used with me. “I’m here. You’re okay.” 
 
    Unable to find my voice, I could only nod as I fell back against the pillows. Gradually, my heart rate lowered to something resembling normal, and I scrubbed the tears from my cheeks with my free hand. Eventually, Aubree released me and offered a bottle of water. 
 
    Fingers still shaking, I took it and gulped it down thirstily. 
 
    “It was just a dream,” Aubree tried to remind me, but we both knew it wasn’t just a dream. Dreams ended when you woke up, maybe they lingered for a little while, but they eventually faded. 
 
    This was no dream. It was a vivid memory, one that haunted me day and night, whether I was asleep or awake. I lived with it, and I hated that something that happened so many years ago could still have so much fucking control over me. I let the memories have the power—or so one psychologist once told me. Even though I was out from under that roof, and I had people who loved me and would do anything to protect me, I still allowed him to have all the power. 
 
    Aubree pushed her tangled blond hair back from her face, her lashes droopy with sleep. “Think you can get back to sleep now?” 
 
    I nodded, even though we both knew I was lying. Still, she knew I wanted to be alone. So she stood, pulling her sleep shirt down over her panties, and headed for the door. “At least try. We have a big night tonight.” 
 
    I tried to smile, but the ghosts were still haunting me, and not even the thought of the Blonde Bombshells taking the stage at First Bass for the very first time could make the dream fade. 
 
    As she left my room, I pulled the covers up to my neck and tried to do the breathing the therapist taught me after the foster home was shut down. 
 
    Sicko Stan was out of commission now; I had to remember that. He couldn’t touch another girl even if he wanted to. After Aubree, London, and Genesis beat the hell out of him that last night they found him in my room, he no longer had much of a dick to hurt anyone with. All that blood, spraying across the white sheets of my bed from where Aubree had cut him, mixed with my own as I— 
 
    Nausea had me out of bed and running to the bathroom across the hall. I barely made it to the toilet in time to empty the celebratory dinner we’d had the night before. The vegan burger tasted like ass as it left my mouth, my taste buds burning from the stomach acid. I didn’t stop until it was all out, then fell exhaustedly back against the side of the tub, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. 
 
    I had to stop this shit. It was hard on my throat. Fucking up my voice wasn’t something I was willing to risk now that we were finally getting a chance to prove ourselves. Getting this contract with Harris Cutter was the best thing ever to happen to my soul sisters and me. I couldn’t let them down by ruining my voice. 
 
      
 
      
 
    First Bass was the type of club people went to just to be seen. The VIP floor was nothing but A-listers, every one of them some celeb who could make or break a person if the whim hit. Since moving to LA the year before, I’d seen my fair share of celebs, and I still didn’t get the hype. 
 
    Who cared that they were in movies, their faces on magazines, their names talked about in every circle, rich or poor? 
 
    They were just people, for fuck’s sake. 
 
    It wasn’t the celebs on the second floor of the club I cared about. It was the normal people who waited outside for a chance to get in on the first floor who deserved my full attention. 
 
    Seeing how big the crowd was made me want to run and hide. I felt suffocated just looking at the many faces. I was a freak, unable to so much as speak when this many people were surrounding me. Yet as soon as I stepped out onstage, it was like I became a different person. I thrilled at the number of people looking at my soul sisters and me. When I was up there performing for them, I was able to let go of my past; there were no ghosts who held my mind prisoner. I was able to be the real me, the one I would have been if Sicko Stan hadn’t broken me. 
 
    Peyton shifted from one foot to the other, the heels of her killer boots clicking annoyingly. I wasn’t close to her like I was London, Genesis, and Aubree. Those three had been with me through the worst years of my life. They were my soul sisters, the only people in the world I trusted. Peyton, with her long blond hair expertly colored and silky soft, her eyes appearing bigger than they really were thanks to her makeup, and her expensive wardrobe, was in a whole other league than the rest of us Blondes. 
 
    Her life was as different from mine and the other Blondes as night and day. 
 
    She was daddy’s little girl, a trust fund baby who was only hitching a ride with the Blondes on her way to her solo music career. Peyton didn’t know a single thing about feeling hungry because food was scarce and her mom was off fucking around with who knew what kind of guy and there was no way of knowing when she might come home. Peyton didn’t know what it was like to go to bed and dread falling asleep because the nightmares weren’t dreams but memories. 
 
    No, all Peyton knew was how soon she could get a new car because the one she was driving was so last season. Or how to pout because her father had put a limit on her credit cards after she blew five grand on a pair of shoes. 
 
    I liked her well enough—even though I rolled my eyes at her poor little rich girl problems at least ten times a day—I just didn’t trust her. 
 
    “Take it easy,” Genesis told her, unable to mask her annoyance at Peyton’s continued heel-clicking. 
 
    “I’ve never gone onstage with this many people watching before,” she whined. “I think I’m going to be sick.” 
 
    “So, go puke,” London told her with a roll of her eyes. “Get it over with. We go onstage in like ten minutes, and we don’t need you blowing this by blowing chunks all over the front row.” 
 
    Groaning, Peyton made a run for the bathroom down the hall, and the four of us shared a look. “Pussy,” Aubree grumbled, twirling one of her drumsticks between her fingers. 
 
    I loved Aubree the most out of my three soul sisters. She was gorgeous with her ash-blond hair and pale blue eyes. She had the kind of body she could hide easily, with just enough curves to showcase if she decided to flaunt her femininity. I wished I had a body like that, one I could mask from the world so I didn’t have people constantly eye-fucking me wherever I turned. 
 
    A tap on the green room door had us lifting our heads. Harris Cutter, six and a half feet of pure male, with the most amazing aquamarine eyes I’d ever seen, stepped into the room. Wide shoulders, long limbs, lean in the waist, and a face that would make the angels cry. He looked exactly like his rock star father, with the exception of his hair. Where Devlin Cutter left his hair long, Harris always made it a point to keep his stylishly short. 
 
    His smile was tight when he addressed us, and not for the first time I wondered what had happened to him to make him unable to give a genuine smile. There were rumors he was heartbroken, that his best friend Lucy Thornton ditched him so she could go to college back east. The guy looked ill half the time, as if he didn’t eat enough, didn’t get enough sleep. I felt bad for him, but not bad enough that I was willing to ask what was wrong with him. Talking to guys was something I rarely did. 
 
    It wasn’t so much that I didn’t want to—although that was true too. It was that the majority of the time, I just couldn’t. Sicko Stan robbed me of the ability to do anything but turn to stone when a guy tried to talk to me. 
 
    “Are you ready to go on?” Harris asked as he walked farther into the room. “The Tainted Knights guys are here and ready to hand over the reins to you.” 
 
    “As soon as Peyton gets done regurgitating, we’ll be all set,” Genesis assured him, eyeing him from head to toe in a way that told the rest of us she was thinking of all the ways she wanted to fuck him. 
 
    His tight smile turned into the frown he wore more often than not in the few meetings we’d had so far. “Stage fright?” Gen shrugged. “But not you four?” 
 
    “We know scary. Facing a crowd, no matter how big or small, that’s not even close to scary,” London told him. 
 
    Curiosity flashed in his pretty eyes, but he didn’t ask what London meant. Not that she would have told him even if he had. The past was the past, and we all tried to keep it there. I was the exception, it seemed. My past wouldn’t stay in the past, because it hung over my head like a thundercloud. 
 
    Harris rubbed his hands together. “You have five minutes. Jace will introduce you, and you can turn this place upside down all you want for the next hour.” 
 
    Excitement made my skin feel too tight for my body. I bottled it up, needing to preserve it so I could unleash it on the crowd. 
 
    As soon as Peyton returned, looking pale and green all at the same time, we went out to wait for Jace St. Charles to introduce us. His band, Tainted Knights, had played First Bass for the past year. Now, their contract was up, and they were moving on to bigger and better things. 
 
    It was our turn, the ink still damp on the contract we signed with Harris to perform exclusively at First Bass for the next year. It was a good deal. The money was decent, and with Peyton’s daddy paying our rent, we didn’t need to find side jobs to pay the bills. 
 
    The first floor was dark now, with the exception of the spotlight on the stage where the five guys who made up Tainted Knights were already making the crowd their bitch. 
 
    They played one song before Jace was calling us to the stage. 
 
    I climbed the stairs, my heart racing with the adrenaline I always felt as the heat of the spotlight touched my skin. As I met Jace in the middle of the small stage, I passed first Gray and then Cash. Both of them winked at me, but I was immune to the sexiness of them both. 
 
    Around me, the others were exchanging places. Gray and Cash handed over their guitars to London and Genesis. All the instruments from the guitars to the drums were the best of the best, with First Bass emblazoned on them. Kale stood so Aubree could take his place, the two knocking their drumsticks together as they traded off. Jace offered me a second mic, just as Sin said something that made Peyton laugh. 
 
    I didn’t know why I looked that way, didn’t understand the pull, yet I couldn’t keep my eyes from going to the other bassist. His dark head was tipped down to whisper something in Peyton’s ear that was making her giggle like some stupid middle schooler and not the twenty-one-year-old, sometimes slutty woman she really was. She touched his arm like she needed it to hold her upright because whatever he was whispering was making her weak-kneed. 
 
    I didn’t know why I felt a sharp slice through my chest at seeing them together. Why should I care if Peyton hooked up with the rocker? 
 
    Rolling my eyes because I already knew that was exactly what would happen before the night was over, I took control of the crowd. 
 
    The sound of my voice had the giggling to my right stopping, and I suddenly felt the heat of eyes on me. For a single second, I pretended the gaze was Sin’s, the sexy bassist I’d drooled over the first time I saw the band perform the week before when we came in to check them out. With his dreamy eyes, those incredible lips moving into a slow smile, how his face changed when he was lost in the music and singing along with his band brothers. How his eyes would caress me… That was all I really needed, a soft brush of his gaze down my arm… 
 
    Reality crashed back down onto me, and just the thought of him looking at me like that made my skin crawl. 
 
    Putting the thought of Sin and everyone else on the planet out of my mind, I smiled at the people in the front row. “It’s going to be hard taking over for the incredible Tainted Knights, but we’ll endeavor to give it a try.” I turned to look at my soul sisters, grinning. “Won’t we, ladies?” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
    Sin 
 
    The beer was cold, and the crowd was full of infinite possibilities for a night of fun. I let my gaze skim across the faces of all the chicks as I finished the bottle, taking my time. Beside me, Gray was doing the same thing, just like Kale and Cash were doing a few feet away at the bar. This place was a one-night-hookup paradise, and we had been living like kings here for the past year. 
 
    Onstage, as the new band began to play, my gaze went to the bassist I’d handed over my bass guitar to just a few minutes ago. She was hot, but she seemed high-maintenance, something I couldn’t stand. I flirted with her, but there was no chance in hell I was touching that bitch. She reminded me too much of my stepmother, and I didn’t need that nightmare running around in my head if I fucked her. 
 
    “We’ll listen to one song, and we can go,” Gray assured me as he lifted his own beer to his lips and drained it. “I’m expecting a call from Kas anyway.” 
 
    Snorting, I leaned back against the bar top and watched the other members of Blonde Bombshells. Gray was so whipped, and he didn’t even realize it. Kassa was on the other side of the country, yet she was his first thought in every situation. It was cute and pathetic all at once. My idiot friend loved that girl more than any thing or any person in the universe, only he wouldn’t let himself be with her. 
 
    Dumbass. 
 
    The song the band was playing was a cover song, something we did all the time because fresh songs were hard to come by. Cash and Jace were constantly writing, but not all of their songs got the band’s vote. Kin, however, had written us a few that we’d recorded and Emmie had been passing out to record labels. Girl had some sick talent at putting pen to paper and coming up with pure gold. 
 
    This song the Blondes were playing had a long instrumental opening, focusing on the guitarist and the bassists. The guitarist had some mad skills, that much was clear, but for some reason, my gaze kept going back to the girl with the microphone. She was totally into the music, her smile hypnotizing the crowd at times. 
 
    And then she lifted the mic to her lips, and I was suddenly pulled under the same spell everyone else in the room had fallen victim to. 
 
    Holy shit, the girl had some pipes on her. The hair on my arms stood up, and all I could do was watch her, transfixed as her amazing voice awed every single person in the club. My heart seemed to pound along to the beat of the drum, and all I wanted to do was grab her and hide her away from everyone else, keep her for my entertainment only. 
 
    My eyes swept over her, taking in the beauty I’d noticed just moments ago when I was only a few feet away on that same stage with her. Her platinum blond hair was waist-length, her makeup perfect without being overdone. She wore a pair of short leather shorts that barely covered her ass, over a pair of fishnet stockings. Her T-shirt was shredded and draped over a leather bralette that pushed up her generous tits with just the right amount of cleavage, giving every man in the room very, very bad thoughts. 
 
    Fuck, she was sexy, and I couldn’t help wondering just how good she would taste on my tongue. 
 
    “Girl’s got it,” Gray said with a laugh, clapping his hands and throwing up horns when the song came to an end. “Cutter got the perfect replacements. I was worried for him, thought he couldn’t find anyone to draw in the crowd like we did for this place. Looks like I was wrong.” 
 
    All I could do was nod. Even though her voice had faded, the next song was starting, and all I wanted was to stand there and listen to her all fucking night. 
 
    My friend nudged my arm. “You ready?” 
 
    I shook my head, not even sparing him a glance, too enthralled by the witch onstage. “Nah, man. You go. Tell Kas I said hi.” 
 
    For the next fifty minutes, I stood there, hands in my front jeans pockets, not seeing anyone around me. Not drinking. Not fucking taking my eyes off the siren onstage. Her voice was calling me to her, and I was fighting it with everything inside of me. 
 
    When the set was over and the lights went out, only to come back on moments later, the stage was empty. I glanced around, trying to find the beauty who had twisted me inside and out with just the sound of her damn voice. But there was no sign of her or the other Blondes. 
 
    Knowing where to find her, I moved through the crowd, at times physically pushing people out of my way so I could make my way to the green room where the guys and I used to hang out before and after a show. The door was closed when I got there, and I knocked twice before opening it. 
 
    Inside, the five chicks were spread out across the two couches in the middle of the room, bottles of water in hand. My gaze zeroed in on the one who’d held me prisoner for the past hour. She was sitting between the drummer and the guitarist, swallowing water like she hadn’t had a drop in days. 
 
    But something was different about her now. Gone was the aura I’d seen floating around her while she was onstage. Gone was the smile that had only minutes before made me want to fall to my knees at her feet and beg her to never stop singing. She was still beautiful, still gorgeous, yet there was a coldness to her now. 
 
    Without even talking to her, I knew there was a wall up a hundred miles high, and it only intrigued me more. It was like she was Dr. Jekyll and Miss Hyde, one and the same, and the comparison made me think of Lzzy Hale. Fuck, this chick had a voice to rival even Lzzy’s. 
 
    “You get lost?” the drummer half growled, shifting protectively closer to the witch beside her. 
 
    “Wanted to say I was impressed. Good job tonight.” 
 
    “Thanks.” The bassist I’d flirted with earlier stood and took my arm. “Come sit with us. We need some eye candy to drool over while we catch our breath.” 
 
    I didn’t budge when she tried to pull me toward the couch she’d just vacated. I didn’t like to be touched often, and this chick was too much like my stepmother for me to allow her to get any closer than she already was. Pulling away from her, I moved to the only chair between the two couches that faced each other. As I sat down, my gaze went straight back to the witch. 
 
    “I’m Peyton,” the bassist introduced. “This is London, and over there are Aubree, Roanna, and Genesis.” 
 
    Roanna. It was different. I’d never heard it before, but I liked it. A lot. 
 
    “I’m Sin,” I said, wanting her to know my name. 
 
    Three of the five laughed, with the exception of Aubree and Roanna. “Oh, we know exactly who you are. Tainted Knights is wickedly talented, by the way. You guys are going to go places fast,” Peyton praised. 
 
    “That’s what our manager tells us,” I told her with a shrug. 
 
    Considering our manager was Emmie Armstrong, I was fairly sure I could believe her, and she wasn’t just blowing smoke up our asses so she could ride the coattails of our rising success. It was still a little surreal that the most sought-after manager in the business wanted to represent us. Emmie would help us get to the top—and get us there as fast as possible in the rock world. 
 
    “We were going to head out for something to eat,” Peyton said, her tone enticing. 
 
    Ignoring her, I kept my eyes on Roanna. “Where are you going to eat?” 
 
    Pink filled her cheeks, but she didn’t answer, keeping her eyes downcast. Aubree touched a hand to her shoulder, making her flinch, and then answered for her. “We were thinking pizza. Want to come with us?” 
 
    Look at me, I commanded silently, willing Roanna to look at me and not at the floor. I needed her eyes on me, and I didn’t even understand why. A full minute passed, but she never lifted her eyes once. Mentally cursing, I stood, not wanting to make her uncomfortable when she should have been celebrating. “Nah. I’ve got somewhere to be. You have fun though, ladies.” 
 
    As I walked out the door, I glanced back and caught Roanna watching me walk away. For a second, our gazes locked, and it felt like I was suddenly drowning in the need to hear her voice again. Just one more damn time. 
 
    “Goodnight, Roanna,” I murmured. 
 
    “G-Goodnight,” she whispered, but it was all I needed. 
 
    Winking, I closed the door behind me and walked away. 
 
    Back at the bar, I ordered a beer, pushing all thoughts of Roanna and her hypnotic voice from my head. The brown bottle was set in front of me just as a hand touched my arm, sharp nails climbing upward. Looking down, I found Peyton had followed me. 
 
    Disgusted with her, I shook off her touch. “Get lost,” I told her, my voice cold. 
 
    “I was on my way out. Thought you might want to see our apartment. Maybe check out how soft my mattress is,” she purred as she moved in closer. 
 
    I picked up my beer and walked away. Jace and Kin were on their way upstairs, so I followed them. On the VIP floor, I searched the crowd and found my bandbrother and his girlfriend sitting on one of the leather couches, talking to Harris. 
 
    I dropped down beside the beautiful redhead, taking a handful from the bag of trail mix she offered. 
 
    “We don’t have to go back to my place.” 
 
    Smothering a groan, I looked up to find Peyton had followed me yet again. For fuck’s sake, she was a clinger. 
 
    She sat down on the arm of the couch beside me, taking my beer from me. 
 
    I heard Kin laugh. “Want me to get rid of her?” she offered. 
 
    “Fuck yes,” I muttered, tossing the last of the nuts and M&Ms into my mouth, chomping down on them to try to relieve some of my frustration with the chick now drinking my beer. But I knew she wouldn’t follow through. Kin liked to squeeze me by the balls metaphorically whenever she got the chance. 
 
    Seeing I was watching her swallow my drink, Peyton offered it back. “Thanks, I needed that.” 
 
    “Keep it,” I bit out. “Hard to tell where that mouth has been. Don’t want a case of herpes.” 
 
    Jace snickered, and Kin slapped my arm, hissing at me to, “Play nice, douchebag.” Whatever the hell that meant. She knew me well enough to know I didn’t play nice with anyone—ever—with the exception of Kassa. 
 
    “Don’t talk to my staff like that, dude,” Harris warned, but the three of us could tell it was halfhearted. These days, that was about as close to showing emotion as Harris came. His breakup with Lucy Thornton seemed to have sucked the life right out of him. 
 
    Peyton didn’t seem to understand that he was only making noise because he was supposed to, not necessarily because he wanted to, and went straight from me to Harris. Thank you, Jesus. I nearly sighed with relief when she stood up and went to sit closer to her new boss. 
 
    Girl was a freak, all clingy and unable to take a hint. She was going to be a problem, I could just tell that about her. Let Harris deal with her kind of crazy. I wanted nothing to do with her. 
 
    Especially when it was Roanna I couldn’t get out of my head. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
    Roanna 
 
    My gym bag tossed over my shoulder, I walked into First Bass behind Aubree and Genesis. With Gen and London practically at each other’s throats lately, it was kind of a relief when one or the other decided to come in later with Peyton. Not that either one of them got along so well with Peyton any more than each other. Those three alone for more than a few hours at a time could turn our apartment upside down with the fights they had. 
 
    Aubree thought it was funny—and hot. She would rather sit back and watch them tear each other’s hair out than stop them. I, on the other hand, only wanted peace. 
 
    For years, all London and Genesis have done is fight. I didn’t even know when it really started, because in the beginning, all four of us were so close I never expected it to be any different. Then the bickering began. But soon it became full-on fights so bad it left them both with scratched-up faces and bald patches on their heads. Aubree joked that they were too much alike, but I suspected it had something to do with a guy they both wanted. It was only a guess, though, because neither one of them ever spoke of it. 
 
    The club was empty with the exception of the bartenders setting up for the night, a few waitresses helping out. Nate, who worked upstairs as the only bartender on the VIP floor, whistled down at us. 
 
    “I’ll bring you some drinks, ladies. Give me ten,” he called down. 
 
    Genesis fanned herself as we headed back to the green room. “Jesus, that man is delicious.” 
 
    “Leave him alone, Gen,” Aubree told her as she tossed her bag on the floor and pulled out her clothes for the show later. “Nate seems like a really nice guy. Sweet, even. He doesn’t need you fucking him over and changing that.” 
 
    “What?” Genesis asked with mock surprise. “I would never!” 
 
    Aubree and I shared a look, then snickered. “Sure, babe,” Aubree soothed. “Because you never turn a guy into some raging bull by the time you break his heart.” 
 
    “Hey, I’m not that bad.” Genesis tried to defend herself. “They know the score going into a relationship with me.” 
 
    “You sound like a guy,” I laughed as I pulled my hair into a high ponytail so I could do my makeup. “That is totally something they would say.” 
 
    “I hate double standards,” Genesis complained, carefully laying out her clothes. “Why is it they’re patted on the back for fucking around, but I’m deemed a slut?” 
 
    “Because you are a slut,” Aubree confirmed. 
 
    “Well, yeah.” She grinned. 
 
    “Suck it up, buttercup. And I don’t mean Nate’s dick. Don’t fuck around at work, bitch. You mess this up for us, and I’ll cut you.” 
 
    I sat down at the small vanity Harris put in there for us to do our makeup, something Peyton asked for weeks ago and he’d readily given in. Our boss had been helping us out left and right since we started the month before. I wasn’t sure if it was because he liked Peyton—and according to her, he was already obsessively in love with her—or if the guy liked the business we were bringing in. Either way, it was getting us the shit we wanted, plus he was introducing us to the connections we needed to get somewhere once our contract was up. 
 
    Sadly, we hadn’t been afforded the same offer our predecessors had with the infamous Emmie Armstrong. I blamed Peyton, London, and Genesis for bickering so much when the redhead showed up one night to give us a listen. The way those three were sniping at each other and practically showing their claws, it was no wonder the manager didn’t want to deal with our shit. 
 
    It was okay, though. There were a hundred other managers out there, maybe not as good as Emmie, but they could get us moving in the business. Just not as fast as the redhead would have. Tainted Knights was already on the radio, and they didn’t even have a record label yet. I heard them almost every day, and while I was happy for them, I was a little jealous too. I would have happily given up both of my oversized tits just to be in their shoes right then. 
 
    A tap at the door alerted us to Nate’s presence. He walked in, not seeming to notice or even care that Aubree was only in her panties and bra. I liked that he wasn’t all leery and crude, his eyes barely brushing over her before moving on to offer me a genuine smile and a wink for Genesis. 
 
    Everyone knew Aubree was a lesbian, including the bartender. She made no secret of it, having hooked up with a few chicks at the club. My soul sisters and I would have slaughtered anyone who tried to give her shit about it. 
 
    Dropping a cooler full of cold bottles of water on the table between the two couches, he straightened. “Need anything else, ladies?” 
 
    “Nope. Thanks, handsome,” Genesis told him with a wink. 
 
    He grinned, making his face look young and carefree. “Let me know if that changes. Have a good set tonight. Roanna, I’ll make sure someone brings you that honey concoction you like for your throat after your set.” 
 
    “Th-Thanks,” I stuttered out, and I felt the heat flood my cheeks. 
 
    As he left, Peyton and London were walking in. London brushed against him as they passed each other, giving him a look that told him without words she wanted to fuck him. I could practically see the steam starting to bellow out of Genesis’s ears. This was going to be a disaster, I could already tell. 
 
    Groaning, I jumped to my feet. “Stop it. Right now. I mean it.” 
 
    All four of them turned to me in surprise. I never raised my voice to them, to anyone, ever. Hell, I could barely speak half the time. But I couldn’t stand to see the train wreck that was already starting to derail in front of me. “Ro—” London began. 
 
    I lifted a hand, cutting her off. “We are family. And yes, I know families argue sometimes. But I’m tired of you two constantly being at each other’s throats. Now you’re going to start fighting over a guy? Really? That’s so juvenile and beneath both of you. Not to mention, it’s going to cause issues here at work. So just… Stop!” 
 
    Genesis grimaced, shamefaced. “You’re right, Ro. I swear, from here on out, Nate is off-limits.” 
 
    “Yeah,” London agreed. “We won’t do anything to mess with work. Don’t worry, Roanna. I promise you, we won’t fight over Nate.” 
 
    I began to relax a little. We didn’t make promises idly, and they were never empty ones. I took them at their word, and I sat back down at the vanity to finish up my eye makeup. 
 
    “I’m ordering pizza,” Aubree announced as she zipped up her jeans. “I’m starving.” 
 
    “Ugh, no thanks,” Peyton groaned as she sat down. “Not hungry.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes at my reflection. Over a month later and she still wasn’t over her stage fright. 
 
    “Ro? You want a veggie?” Aubree asked, lifting her phone to her ear. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said, finishing up my eyes and then starting on my lipstick. “But no tomatoes.” 
 
    “I remember, babe.” 
 
    Once I was done, Genesis took my spot, and I grabbed my bag so I could change. By the time we were all ready and had eaten dinner, it was almost time to take the stage. I grabbed a bottle of water, trying to hydrate as much as possible before I spent the next hour torturing my throat. 
 
    “Slay them tonight, ladies,” Harris said as he came into the room. “Also, the house is packed, and I’ve had to tighten security around the stage. Roanna, I don’t want you worrying about anyone trying to climb up onstage with you like last week.” 
 
    “I’m not worried,” I assured him, tossing the empty bottle into the recycling bin. For whatever reason, it was easy to talk to Harris. Maybe it was the tortured look I saw in his eyes every day, or that he never once looked at me or the other Blondes like we were sex dolls there for his enjoyment—which was something nearly every other man on the planet seemed to do. Perhaps it was just that he exuded this protectiveness that told me he would shield my soul sisters and me with his last breath while we were under his club’s roof. Either way, I didn’t stutter when I was around him. “My girls have my back.” 
 
    “Just a heads-up, my parents are here tonight. Once the show is over, come on upstairs and I’ll introduce you again.” Tipping up his chin, he left. 
 
    “Oh, no pressure,” London grumbled as she fluffed up her hair one last time. “Come hang out with a rock legend and his goddess wife.” 
 
    “She is hot,” Aubree agreed. “It’s those eyes, man.” 
 
    “I knew it wouldn’t be long before Harris was introducing me to his parents,” Peyton gushed from the couch. “Things are getting serious with us. Last week he even said he was thinking of extending our contract if we were up for that. It’s totally because he wants to keep me around. He’s scared it will ruin things between us if we don’t.” 
 
    “Good for you two,” Genesis told her with a tight smile, then rolled her eyes when Peyton turned her back. 
 
    We all knew Peyton was full of shit. There was nothing going on between those two. Harris had taken us to a few parties, helping us get an in with the right people. He was a decent guy, and he wanted to help us as much as possible, as per our contract. But he could barely tolerate Peyton. 
 
    I was a little worried about her, actually. The chick was delusional about her “relationship” with our boss. Unhinged, even. She was going to get hurt and ruin things for us if she wasn’t careful. 
 
      
 
      
 
    After changing out of our sweaty clothes and rehydrating, we climbed the stairs to do as Harris instructed. I was tired, not up for hanging out with anyone, least of all famous people. But this was part of the job and how we would get to where we needed to be. 
 
    The VIP floor seemed to be overflowing with people, some of them stopping to tell us how much they’d enjoyed our set. I stayed in the back of the group like always, not wanting to be pulled into conversation with anyone. Like they always did, my soul sisters drew the attention on to themselves whenever someone tried to speak to me, knowing how uncomfortable I was. I kept my head down, avoiding eye contact with everyone. 
 
    Finally, we reached the area in the back where Harris normally sat to entertain guests. An older version of him sat across from our boss, his hair pulled up into a man bun. The man might have been heading toward fifty, but he was still sexy as hell. Long and lean, with just a few strands of gray mixed in with his dark hair. Laugh lines around his eyes told me he had a happy life. 
 
    His hand was draped over the back of the couch, his fingers playing with his wife’s long, dark hair. Natalie Cutter was considerably younger than her husband, but the way she looked up at him spoke of how much she loved him. The woman was beautiful with her elfin facial features and blue-gray eyes that reminded me of her rocker brothers. She was the sister of two of the members of Demon’s Wings, but she was famous in her own right as one of Emmie Armstrong’s business partners. 
 
    Seeing us coming, Harris and his father stood. “Dad, you remember the Blonde Bombshells? Genesis, London, Aubree, and Roanna.” His eyes turned colder. “And Peyton.” 
 
    “Mr. Cutter,” Peyton cooed, shaking the man’s hand. “It’s so good to finally meet you and your wife.” She smiled adoringly down at Natalie. “I’ve been begging this guy to introduce us for weeks now.” 
 
    The rocker and his wife shared a look, amusement clearly on their faces. “Um, yeah, good to meet you too… Peyton, was it?” Devlin said, his dimples popping as he pulled his hand free. 
 
    “Yes. Peyton.” He started to sit, but Peyton slipped into his seat. “I would love to have lunch with you one day, Mrs. Cutter. Maybe you could tell me all about how Harris was as a boy.” 
 
    Natalie stood, shaking her head at the pest the chick was becoming. “Sorry. I have a busy schedule for the next few weeks.” She stood on tiptoe and kissed her stepson’s cheek. “Thanks for inviting us out tonight, sweetheart. But your sister has been blowing up my phone all evening, asking when we are going to pick her up from Shane’s house. Apparently, she’s had a disagreement with Violet and doesn’t want to spend the night, after all.” 
 
    “Let me guess.” Harris’s face tightened. “Luca and Lyric had something to do with it?” 
 
    Natalie forced a smile. “Probably.” Turning to us, she held out her hand, shaking each of ours, with the exception of Peyton’s. “Ladies, your show tonight was amazing. We really enjoyed ourselves, didn’t we, Dev?” 
 
    “Haven’t heard a set that tight in forever,” the rock god assured us before settling his gaze on me. “Girl, those lungs of yours are killer.” 
 
    Pleasure filled me at the same time I clammed up. I knew there was no danger from this man, but I couldn’t seem to get my tongue to unglue itself from the roof of my mouth. 
 
    “Thanks, man,” Aubree told him when I was unable to speak. “We’re proud of our little Ro-Ro.” 
 
    I shot her a look of thanks, and she squeezed my hand. 
 
    “I need to bring Annabelle in the next time she and Z are in town,” Natalie told us, speaking of the third partner in her business with Emmie Armstrong. “That should be in a few weeks. We’ll talk again later.” 
 
    With a wave, the couple left, and I stood there shaking from the possible implications of what she’d just said. I didn’t want to get my hopes up, didn’t even want to let myself think about them, but if Natalie wanted to bring her other partner in to listen to us perform, maybe she wanted to work with us. 
 
    Having Natalie Cutter as our manager was just as good as having Emmie. The redhead had trained Natalie herself, everyone knew that. And once Emmie’s business had become more stable, she brought her pseudo-sister-in-law in as a partner with her and Annabelle Brockman. 
 
    London and Genesis must have thought the same thing I was thinking, because I heard them both give a quiet squeal from either side of me. Aubree, never one to beat around the bush, confronted Harris. “Does that mean—” 
 
    He smiled but shook his head, cutting her off. “It doesn’t mean anything right now. But if Annabelle likes what she hears, then the two of them can bring you on with a vote. Emmie wouldn’t have a choice in the matter.” 
 
    “Oh my fucking God!” London whispered. 
 
    “But regardless of what they do, I would still like to extend your contract here, if that’s something you want to do. The crowd every Thursday night only gets bigger and bigger. You’re developing a following, and I think it would benefit all of us in the long run.” 
 
    Peyton shot us an “I told you so” look, which we all tried not to snicker at. Here the guy was trying to talk business, and all she heard was “Stay on, I love you, I can’t live without you, don’t leave me.” Bitch was deranged. 
 
    “Think it over, and we can revisit before the contract is up to confirm what you want to do.” 
 
    “Harris!” I lifted my eyes to find Kin Montez practically skipping toward us, an envelope in her hand. She smiled at us, giving a small wave as she pushed the envelope against his chest. “There. Now you can’t say I didn’t invite you.” 
 
    “To what?” he asked, his voice dry. 
 
    “My graduation.” 
 
    It was curious how his face tightened and there was a flash of intense agony in his eyes before he masked it. Why this girl’s high school graduation would cause him pain was beyond me, but I wasn’t about to pry. 
 
    “And…” Kin paused for half a second before continuing. “Well, Jace and Angie are giving me…us…a graduation party at my apartment. You’re not allowed to say no.” 
 
    He was staring down at the invitation in his hands now, his jaw tense, his throat bobbing as he swallowed. “Kin, I don’t want to ruin your graduation. Or hers.” 
 
    “Then come,” she urged. “You’ll never know what will happen if you don’t show up. It’s been months, Harris. You two should talk.” 
 
    “Kin,” he groaned her name, slapping the envelope against his thigh. “You don’t know what you’re screwing around with.” 
 
    “Sure, I do. I was there, remember?” She hugged him then quickly stepped back. “You have to come to both the graduation and the party. Relax. It’s still a few weeks away. You have plenty of time to work up the nerve to see Lucy.” 
 
    Turning around, she faced us, effortlessly cutting off the conversation the two of them were having while we shamelessly listened in. “Sorry I missed the show tonight. When my best friend comes to town, I’ll drag her sexy ass down here so she can soak up the kick-ass girl power with me. In the meantime, here.” She pulled something from her back jeans pocket and pushed it into London’s hand, but her eyes were on me. “Free of charge. Just remember me when your record label is looking for songs to have you bitches record once you hit it big.” 
 
    London made a choking sound when she looked down at the sheet of paper in her hands. “You wrote us a song?” 
 
    “Looks like it. I wrote it, but I didn’t think it would suit Jace’s voice. Then I thought of Roanna. So it’s yours. Let me know if you have any questions about tempos. But in my head, it’s on the sultry side.” 
 
    “Noted.” London embraced her. “Thank you for this. We’ll work on it and maybe play it next week if possible.” 
 
    “No rush, but I am excited to hear it.” 
 
    London gave the song to me, and I glanced over the words. “Holy shit, this is sexual as hell, Kin.” 
 
    She laughed. “It may have been written during some postcoital euphoria.” 
 
    Reading some of the lyrics had my hands shaking a little, but I pasted on a smile. How the hell was I going to sing this song? I didn’t have a clue, but I would do my best. This song was perfect, and I could already foresee it turning into a crowd favorite. 
 
    I was just going to have to suck it up and find a way to deal. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 4 
 
    Sin 
 
    Tossing my towel on top of my gym bag, I squinted at Gray, who was just coming out of the showers, whistling. The asshole was only weeks away from having Kassa coming to live with him, and he was both happy and edgy. I didn’t trust that combination coming from my best friend. He was an unpredictable motherfucker when he was like that. 
 
    “He scares the piss out of me when he’s like this,” Kale muttered a few feet away, where he was rubbing his hair dry with his own towel. “One second, he’s on top of the world. The next, he is ready to kill someone for looking at him the wrong way.” 
 
    “I think we will all be happier once Kassa is living out here,” I told him, pulling out a fresh T-shirt from my locker. 
 
    “Amen, brother,” Kale groaned. 
 
    “We going to First Bass tonight or not?” Gray asked, opening his locker. 
 
    “It’s Thursday. You know Sin is going,” Kale said with a laugh. “He’s going to go watch the Blondes and then take some chick home to fuck his witch out of his system.” 
 
    I flipped him off, but I had no real defense. For the last six weeks, that was exactly what I’d been doing. Roanna, with her hypnotic voice and incomparable beauty, was driving me fucking crazy. She was the one I wanted, but every time I tried to get near her, she seemed to turn to stone before my eyes. Warning bells were going off left and right where she was concerned, but she wouldn’t even talk to me. 
 
    I left the club every Thursday night pissed and disappointed, and I ended up taking out my frustration with some random hookup whose face I could never remember the next day. It was twisted and sick, but I was trying to fuck Roanna out of my system. 
 
    The real problem was that it wasn’t working. She was still all I could think about, and I was starting to come to the realization there weren’t enough pussies in the world for me to get her out of my head. 
 
    “I’m down with going to the club,” Gray announced. “I could go for a few beers and a blow job tonight.” 
 
    “You and Jace giving Kas a welcome home party?” Kale asked as we walked into First Bass a while later. 
 
    “She told us she doesn’t want one. I’ll probably take her out to dinner and bring her by the club. Whatever she wants to do is fine with me.” 
 
    We walked over to the bar and ordered beers. Nate placed the brown bottles in front of us before getting drinks for the soccer player and his wife beside us. Kale paused to talk to the couple, but I was already moving toward the balcony that overlooked the first floor. 
 
    It was almost time for the Blonde Bombshells to take the stage. My fingers tightened around the bottle in my hand, fighting the need to see Roanna. My ADHD gave me an addictive personality. All my life, I’d struggled with this side of myself, medicating myself just so I could stay focused. But the pills didn’t stop the cravings when I grew too attached to something—or in this case, someone. 
 
    I couldn’t let her have that much control over me, though. Couldn’t give in to these mind-bending cravings that made me want to just be in the same damn room with her. It was a sickness that was going to destroy my sanity if I wasn’t careful. It was what fucked up my dad, and I wasn’t about to let it happen to me. 
 
    Yet, even though I told myself I wasn’t going to let this newfound addiction take hold, I couldn’t seem to make myself stay away from First Bass every Thursday night. I had work tomorrow night, should have been home getting some sleep. But instead, I was there impatiently waiting to see her face so I could have my next fix. 
 
    “Figured I’d find your ass here tonight,” Cash said as he came up beside me, sipping on a glass of whiskey. 
 
    I shot him a glare but turned my attention back to the empty stage below. “Did you need something?” 
 
    “Just some stoic company. I was bored at home, figured I would come drink with your broodiness for a while.” 
 
    “Kale and Gray are over at the bar. Go hang out with them,” I told him, not wanting anything to distract me from the band’s set. 
 
    “Gray’s in one of his moods tonight. I’d rather not get punched in the face. Did you see how he rearranged that one dude’s face last week? Just for getting in his way. Yeah, no thanks, bro. I like my pretty face just the way it is.” 
 
    I grunted. “We will all be happier once Kas is out here with him.” 
 
    “But will she be with him?” Cash asked the million-dollar question. 
 
    “If he’s smart, he will lock her down fast.” But Gray wasn’t particularly smart when it came to Kassa. He’d been fighting his feelings for her a lot longer than he probably realized. I doubted he would stop just because she was suddenly living under the same roof with him once again. The dumbass. 
 
    Below, the lights were starting to dim, and I watched in the near-darkness as the band took the stage moments before the spotlights were turned on, showcasing the beautiful blonde front and center. I tuned Cash out, mesmerized by the smile on Roanna’s face. It would be gone the instant she left that stage, so I needed to soak up every moment of it now. 
 
    The air in my lungs felt like it was being vacuumed out as the first lyrics of the song filled the club. In the past few weeks, I’d learned their setlist fairly well. They threw in a few different songs to change things up but mostly kept to the crowd favorites. My fingers tapped on the banister, keeping beat with U2’s “With or Without You.” I was a fan of the Irish band’s song before, but hearing those lyrics come from Roanna’s mouth only made me love it more. 
 
    Seamlessly, the first song went straight into the second. Another cover, “Get Lucky,” which had a pop version on the radio a while back. But Roanna turned it into a sultry rock song that had men and women alike salivating over the gorgeous Blonde. My cock throbbed and strained against the confines of my clothing as she played up to the crowd, and I was lost in my own fantasyland, imagining all the dirty things I wanted to do with the sexy-as-fuck rocker. 
 
    The next few songs were, thankfully, less sexual, and my body had the chance to cool down somewhat. Gray and Kale joined Cash and me at the balustrade for a few more songs. By the time Jace and Kin showed up, there was only time for one more song. 
 
    If I’d been turned on by “Get Lucky,” it was nothing compared to how worked up I got with that final song. It wasn’t one I’d ever heard before, couldn’t place what band they were covering, but fuck, it was the most sexual song I’d ever heard. The lyrics were putting mental pictures in my head of Roanna doing exactly as she was promising with each word that left her luscious lips, making my cock ache like it never had before. 
 
    Sweat dripped down my back, and I shifted from one foot to the other, trying in vain to find a position that didn’t make my cock attempt to burst through my zipper and cripple me for life. 
 
    The song wasn’t even over before I was on my way downstairs, headed for the green room to meet the band as soon as their set was over. A few people in the crowd recognized me as I navigated the masses and tried to talk to me. I brushed them off, in too much of a frenzy to get to Roanna to give a shit about anyone or anything. 
 
    Two members of the security team stood outside the green room doors, a measure Harris added after a few fans tried to get back to see the band several weeks before. They recognized me and lifted their chins in acknowledgment, one of them opening the door for me. 
 
    The room was vacant, which I knew it would be. I paced, waiting impatiently for them to get offstage. The room was a mess, but it was an organized kind of chaos, with clothes and makeup tossed on various flat surfaces and gym bags scattered on the floor. I recognized Roanna’s as the one she’d been sorting through one Thursday night when I’d come back to hang out with the band after one of their shows a few weeks before. 
 
    It was a cute glittery pink-and-black bag from Victoria’s Secret. Jeans and a tank top were sticking out of the half-zipped bag, along with what looked like her bra and panties. 
 
    “Fuck,” I groaned, stabbing my fingers through my hair in an attempt to keep myself from picking up her underwear and turning into a total skeeze. 
 
    She had to go out with me tonight. I couldn’t handle not having the chance to touch her any longer. I needed to hear her voice as I sucked her nipples, and again while my tongue was deep between her killer legs. If I didn’t have her soon, I was going to implode with the need that was clawing at my insides. 
 
    Several more minutes passed, and I knew they should have come back already. Unable to wait another minute to see Roanna, I went back out to see what was taking them so long. 
 
    The two security guys were gone when I opened the door, and it took me a second to realize the noise that was suddenly assaulting my ears was coming from the direction of the stage. I took off running, knowing something must have happened to one of the Blondes. The clenching in my gut told me an overzealous fan must have gotten up onstage. 
 
    It was pure chaos out on the main floor. Half a dozen of the security team were pushing people back from the stage, while Tiny, the huge motherfucker who was head of security, protectively kept the Blondes behind him. 
 
    Everyone who was in the front row earlier was now trying to storm the stage, the majority of them male. I chanced a look at the railing on the second floor and saw the shock on my friends’ faces. Gray caught my gaze and mouthed “holy fuck.” 
 
    In the entire year we worked there on Thursday nights, the craziest things had gotten was when Kin’s slutty stepsister jumped up onstage, taking Jace by surprise with a kiss. But we were five huge guys who could take care of ourselves. The Blondes were tiny little things, even if a few of them were taller than average. With all these horny motherfuckers desperate to get close to them—especially to get to Roanna—a few bulky men in security gear weren’t going to stand in their way. 
 
    Roanna screamed as a drunk guy charged at the stage, breaking through two of the guys and heading straight for them. Seeing the panic on her face, the glitter of fear in her eyes, I lost it. 
 
    I shoved people out of my way, sometimes physically lifting them and moving them so I could get through. I reached the guy just as he was about to confront Tiny, who had already moved to protect Roanna. It appeared three of the Blondes were closing ranks around her as well. 
 
    I caught the guy around the chest from behind and then slammed him facedown into the stage, making the wood beneath us protest from the force of it. The guy rolled, trying to break free, but he was drunk and sloppy. I’d only had a single beer and was pissed as fuck. My fist smashed into his face. The pussy had a glass jaw and was out cold with the first punch, but I hit him a second and third time just for scaring Roanna. 
 
    Standing, I moved to give Tiny some backup as the rest of security pushed their way to the front of the stage and started ushering people out of the club. The huge man shook my hand in appreciation, but my focus was solely on the shaking chick in the middle of her bandmates. 
 
    “Ro, it’s okay. You’re safe now,” Aubree was assuring her. “We’ll get out of here as soon as we can, babe. Just keep taking deep breaths so you don’t pass out.” 
 
    I pushed between the Blondes so I could get to Roanna. She was pale as a ghost, and her legs were shaking so badly it was only a matter of time before her knees buckled. I swung her up into my arms and headed off to the side of the stage that was finally clear. 
 
    “P-Put m-m-me down. P-P-Please!” 
 
    I tucked her closer. “I’m not going to hurt you, sweet girl,” I vowed close to her ear. “Just trying to get you out of this craziness so you can breathe again.” 
 
    She didn’t argue, but her fingers fisted in my shirt as I used my shoulders to make a path for us. As we finally entered the green room, the other Blondes rushed in behind us. 
 
    “Sit her on the couch,” Aubree ordered, grabbing a bottle of water. There was a small shelf with towels, and she took one, soaking it with the cold water before putting it on the back of Roanna’s neck as soon as I placed her on the couch. 
 
    Roanna still had a death grip on my shirt, so I crouched down beside her, not wanting to leave her any more than she seemed not to want to release me. The shaking had transferred to the rest of her body, and now her teeth were starting to chatter. 
 
    “London, get your chocolate,” Aubree called out. 
 
    London was already pulling a chocolate bar out of her gym bag. “Got it!” She unwrapped one end and broke off a piece, putting it in Roanna’s mouth. 
 
    “Gen, you got any of those travel bottles of tequila left?” A tiny bottle of Patrón was produced. Unscrewing it, Aubree tipped it up to Roanna’s lips. “Take a few sips, Ro. It’s gonna make you feel better, baby.” 
 
    Roanna turned her head away, clinging tighter to my shirt. Her nails were biting so hard into it, they pierced the material and scraped over my chest as she fought the liquor her friend was trying to force on her. 
 
    “Yo, Sin, get out of my way so I can take care of my girl,” Aubree commanded. 
 
    I started to stand, figuring she knew better how to take care of Roanna than I would, but Roanna made a whimpering noise when I tried to move away. The sound wrenched my gut, and I covered her hands, silently promising her I wouldn’t leave her. 
 
    Seeing the exchange between us, Aubree pushed the bottle of Patrón into my hands. “Then you need to get her to drink some of this. It will help calm her down.” 
 
    I took the bottle and gently placed it to Roanna’s lips. “Come on, sweet girl. Just a few sips for me.” Her mouth opened a tiny bit, and I smiled at her in encouragement. “Good girl,” I told her quietly as I poured a little of the tequila into her mouth. 
 
    It took a while, but eventually, her shaking stopped, and her fingers slowly released their hold on my shirt. Her hands fell into her lap, and she leaned back against the couch, closing her eyes. London offered her more chocolate, which Roanna took without bothering to lift her lashes. 
 
    I brushed my thumb over the back of one of her hands lying on her thigh. “You okay now, sweet girl?” 
 
    “Yeah,” she choked out. “Thanks.” 
 
    “Any time, babe. I got your back,” I promised. 
 
    Harris and Tiny came into the room. Harris’s face was like a thundercloud; I’d never seen him so pissed before. “Are you all okay?” he asked. “Does anyone need medical attention?” 
 
    “No, no, we’re fine,” Genesis told him. “Ro just had a little bit of a panic attack. She’s good now, though, thanks to the Knight.” 
 
    “I’m going to have to hire more security for Thursday nights,” Harris told them. “I never expected the crowd to get so out of hand. I’m closing the club for the night, and the guy Sin took down is being arrested, along with half a dozen other people.” 
 
    “I don’t think I’ll be singing that song again,” Roanna whispered. 
 
    “It was just a song, Roanna. Nothing wrong with that. Those idiots were just drunk and disorderly. Sing it again if you want. I don’t care. Next week, there will be double the security around the stage to keep you safe, I promise.” 
 
    “Thanks, Harris,” Peyton simpered as she walked over to join him and Tiny. 
 
    While they discussed the security measures they would be adding, I focused on Roanna. She was still ghostly pale, but the fear had finally died in her eyes when she lifted them to look at me. My thumb continued to caress the soft skin on the back of her hand. 
 
    “You going to be okay?” I asked quietly. 
 
    She lifted one shoulder, but it seemed like the movement cost her some much-needed energy. “My girls will make sure I am.” 
 
    “That doesn’t answer my question, sweet girl.” 
 
    “Yes, Sin, I will be fine. Thanks to you.” She turned her hand over, catching my fingers in her cold ones and giving them a squeeze. “Would you…like to maybe eat with us later?” 
 
    Her voice was so soft, so full of a shy innocence that I couldn’t explain why I found myself smiling. I wanted to protect her from all the bad things in the world that could touch her, keep her safe and innocent like that forever. 
 
    But there was something in her eyes she was too vulnerable to attempt to mask right then, and my smile began to fade. There was a darkness she was trying to hide from in there. 
 
    Something I recognized instantly because I’ve been hiding from it myself for years. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 5 
 
    Roanna 
 
    I pulled the weighted blanket tighter around me before taking the paper plate loaded with greasy pizza from Genesis. Beside me, Sin was already devouring his second slice, and despite everything that happened earlier, I found myself wanting to smile. 
 
    After changing clothes, we decided just to go home. I had another brief wave of panic, not wanting to leave the room for fear of the mob of people trying to attack us again. Then Sin told me he wouldn’t mind grabbing some food, and he offered to drive me home while the others stopped for pizza on the way. 
 
    The idea of getting into a car with him hadn’t sent me into an immediate panic attack or made me turn into a human statue, but I still asked Aubree to come with us. She was my security blanket, most likely always would be. But every therapist I ever talked to said that was normal. 
 
    All three of my soul sisters might have saved me, but it was Aubree who destroyed Sicko Stan’s chance of hurting anyone ever again. Given how close I was to the knife she brought to fight him off so they could save me, I got a front row seat to his penis nearly being severed when she sliced through it. If the cops Genesis called before they ran to my rescue hadn’t arrived when they did, he most likely would have bled to death. 
 
    Aubree might have been the smallest Blonde, but she was the most badass chick I’d ever met. Before she came to live with us at the foster home, she’d lived on the streets, hiding from the system after running away from home. She knew how to take care of herself—and others, if they needed help. As easily as she handled the knife that night, I knew she must have learned how to use it at a young age. 
 
    As Sin chewed, he glanced around our living room, taking in the posters on the wall of the female rockers we all worshiped. Older rockers like Janis Joplin and Joan Jett were hung up beside Lzzy Hale, Maria Brink, and Gabriella Moretti. Other than those five posters, we didn’t have many pictures to decorate the place. But one day, I dreamed of seeing platinum records on the walls and a Grammy on each end table. One day, the Blonde Bombshells poster would hang up there with those other five amazing female rockers. 
 
    “Gabriella Moretti comes into the club sometimes with her husband,” Sin said with a nod at the rocker’s poster. “Liam Bryant is pretty tight with Harris. All of the members of OtherWorld are always dropping by whenever they’re in town.” 
 
    “Ah man, I would kill to have her play with us,” London sighed dreamily. “She is my unicorn.” 
 
    “One day, babe,” Aubree told her with a grin. “One day.” 
 
    “When you guys get a record deal, make sure to have your manager talk to Annabelle Brockman. She represents Gabriella. She could probably make that happen.” 
 
    “Harris will set it up for us,” Peyton informed him, her tone heavy on the bitchiness. “He will do whatever I tell him to.” 
 
    Sin snorted. “Yeah, keep telling yourself that.” 
 
    “He will. Just wait and see. I’ll talk to him about Gabriella tomorrow.” 
 
    “Let’s watch a movie,” Genesis cut in, keeping Peyton from sputtering any more stupid shit that might piss Sin off and make him leave. 
 
    I didn’t want him to go. I liked having him there, liked how he sat close to me without making me nervous. This guy saved me, took down a 200-pound drunk to protect my soul sisters and me. I kept remembering how his voice softened when he was calling me “sweet girl” and how I only wanted to hold on to him when I was having the worst panic attack I’d had in years. 
 
    Genesis produced three different Redbox rentals she must have picked up when she got the pizzas. “What will it be? I got one bloody and action-packed, one claiming to be hilariously endearing, and some nonsensical rom-com.” Her lips twisted with disgust, letting us all know her opinion on the romantic comedy. 
 
    “Action!” Aubree called out. 
 
    “I’m good with either comedy. Unless it’s redneck comedy.” London tossed in her vote. 
 
    “Rom-com,” Peyton added. 
 
    “Ro, what do you want to watch?” Genesis asked, giving me an imploring look that begged me not to pick the rom-com. 
 
    “Is Gerard Butler in the action movie?” I asked with a grin. “Ah, Gen, you know I love every one of his movies.” 
 
    “I prefer Statham myself,” Sin commented, taking another bite of his pizza. 
 
    “I love Jason Statham movies!” I cried, excited that someone in the room could appreciate my admiration for the actor. 
 
    Sin shifted closer. “Yeah? I have a collection of all his movies. My mom and I used to watch them together all the time when I was a kid.” 
 
    “Fuck, they’re soul mates,” I heard Peyton whisper to London. My head snapped around, glaring at the other girl, but London was already telling her to shut her mouth. 
 
    “We watching this movie or not?” Genesis complained, waving the DVD box around. “I would like to eat my dinner before it gets cold, bitches.” 
 
    “Yeah, play it,” I told her, lowering my gaze to my pizza I hadn’t even touched yet. I was hungry a moment ago, but after hearing Peyton say that about soul mates, I only felt queasy. 
 
    Genesis turned off all the lights in the room except for the standing lamp in the far corner and retook her seat on the floor, using the coffee table as her dinner table like she did most nights. 
 
    As the opening credits appeared, I felt Sin’s hand grasp mine, and I couldn’t help how I tensed. It was how I always reacted to human contact, no matter who touched me. He pretended to ignore my reaction and just held the tips of my fingers, his thumb skimming softly over my knuckles. 
 
    Slowly, I began to relax, realizing he was holding my fingers to show me he wasn’t trying to threaten me. It was nice, having a hot guy whom I kind of liked hold my hand during a movie. It felt juvenile, like we were on a middle school date, but I enjoyed every second of sitting there just having a guy touch me so innocently, and not freaking the fuck out. 
 
    Halfway through the movie, he nudged me with his elbow. “Eat,” he commanded quietly. 
 
    “I’m good,” I whispered back. 
 
    “Eat anyway,” he said, tugging at my fingers before going back to rubbing his thumb across my skin. 
 
    Fighting a smile, I picked up a slice of my veggie pizza and took a small bite. It was cold, but it tasted good, and I realized how hungry I really was. By the end of the movie, I’d eaten almost everything on my plate. 
 
    As the ending credits began to play, Genesis stood and grabbed everyone’s dirty plates. “I’m exhausted,” she said with a yawn. “Think I’m going to crash.” 
 
    “Yeah, me too,” London announced. “I want to get in an early workout in the morning anyway.” Standing, she blew me a kiss. “Night, everyone. See ya around, Sin.” 
 
    “Night,” he called as they left the room. 
 
    “I’m going to call Harris,” Peyton said, her phone already pressed to her ear. 
 
    My heart started racing as I realized what they were doing, and I glanced at Aubree. My best friend lifted her brows at me, silently asking me if I wanted her to follow the other three to bed or if I needed her to stay. Sin’s hold on my fingers moved to swallow my entire hand, giving it a reassuring squeeze, and I knew what my answer was. 
 
    “Night, Aubree,” I told her and felt my cheeks fill with heat. 
 
    She smiled as she stood. “Don’t stay up too late, babe,” she advised, passing me. “Night, Sin.” 
 
    Now that we were alone together, I suddenly didn’t know what to do next. Shyly, I smiled at him. “Want a beer?” 
 
    He shook his head. “Nah, sweet girl. I’m good.” 
 
    “Feel up to watching another movie? We have Netflix and Hulu, so the options are infinite.” My face felt like it was on fire. 
 
    “I should probably get going,” he murmured, but he didn’t look like he wanted to leave yet. “I have work tomorrow afternoon and have to hit the gym with Gray and Kale before.” 
 
    “Oh,” I whispered, disappointed he was going to leave. “Okay.” 
 
    I liked having him there with me, liked how just sitting beside him made me feel safe. I’d never felt that way with a guy before. Every guy who got close usually reminded me of Sicko Stan in some way, and then the past would drop on me like a ton of bricks, making it impossible to see anything but the memories that were just below the surface at any given minute of the day. 
 
    “Whose song was that you were singing tonight?” he asked out of the blue. “I’ve never heard it before, but you mostly do cover songs.” 
 
    I shivered, everything from earlier in the evening flooding back in, but I tried to push those thoughts away, wanting to enjoy what little time I still had with him. “Kin gave it to us. She wrote it, and I guess she thought it would work better for a female voice. Did you like it?” 
 
    “It had me all twisted up, just like it did everyone else. I actually went to the green room to wait on you before I realized something was going on that was delaying you.” He scowled, his thumb pressing into my hand roughly for a few seconds before relaxing. “Maybe you shouldn’t sing that song again for a while.” 
 
    “I didn’t want to sing it in the first place, but it’s a great song. I didn’t want to let Kin down by not singing it at least once.” 
 
    “That panic attack you had earlier, does that happen a lot?” 
 
    It was my turn to scowl—at my own inadequacies and mental health issues. Embarrassment had me pulling my hand from his. “Enough that my friends carry around chocolate and booze to fix me up when it happens.” 
 
    “Roanna, I wasn’t asking to make fun of you,” he tried to assure me. 
 
    “I know.” I forced a smile, reaching for my bottle of water so I could hide my eyes from him, wanting so badly to be normal. 
 
    “Is there a reason you have panic attacks? Did something happen to make you—” 
 
    I tossed back my weighted blanket. “Maybe you sh-should go,” I stuttered, not wanting to have this conversation. He held my hand, made me feel safe, but that didn’t entitle him to be privy to my worst memories, the reasons I couldn’t stand too much human contact, why everything and everyone were the enemy until they could prove to me that I was safe with them. 
 
    Before I could stand, he caught my wrist in a firm yet gentle hold, keeping me in place. “When I was fifteen, my stepmother decided my father wasn’t doing it for her anymore, and when I got home from school, she walked into the bathroom while I was taking a shower.” 
 
    My breath suddenly felt trapped in my lungs, and all I could do was sit there and look at him with knowing eyes. 
 
    His thumb brushed over my stampeding pulse, his jaw clenched as he hesitated for a minute before finally continuing. “Her hands were on me before I even knew what was going on. I couldn’t get her off me, and my body responded without my permission. She…” He blew out a harsh breath and shook his head. “That was my first time, and she stole it from me. For the next few weeks, she kept taking it from me too, and I didn’t know how to stop it. Didn’t know if I wanted to stop it because it felt good. I hated her, though. Always had, because she ruined my parents’ marriage. But she was hot, and she knew how to make me want her.” 
 
    “Sin,” I whispered, unsure what to say but knowing he needed me to say something. “I’m so sorry.” 
 
    “I’m not telling you this because I expect you to tell me what happened to you. Fuck,” he groaned, scrubbing his free hand over his face. “I’ve never actually told anyone about it until tonight. Not even Gray or Kale know… But I saw something in your eyes earlier, and I recognized it because it lives inside of me too, sweet girl.” 
 
    “I…I can’t,” I choked out. “I can’t talk about…that. But, yes, I know what it’s like to…to…have something stolen from you.” 
 
    His fingers tightened around my flesh, and he lifted my hand. “It’s okay. You don’t have to tell me anything. I just wanted you to know I understand. You don’t have to be scared if I’m there to protect you, Roanna.” 
 
    I shivered as his warm breath brushed over my skin. Then he was kissing my palm. His eyes met mine, and I felt something uncurl deep inside myself. “I-I’m not scared of you, Sin.” 
 
    “Good.” His voice was deep, rough around the edges, but it warmed me from head to toe. “I don’t ever want you to be afraid of me, sweet girl.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 6 
 
    Roanna 
 
    I felt like a walking corpse the next morning as I crawled out of bed. All night, I’d tossed and turned, thinking about what Sin had confided in me. 
 
    It wasn’t like I thought I was the only person on the planet ever to be sexually abused. It happened every single day; just thinking about it and being unable to do anything to save those victims tried to destroy my psyche. But the idea of someone hurting Sin, when he was barely older than I was when it happened to me, that was agony. 
 
    I wanted to know more about his stepmother. Mostly, I just wanted to know where I could find her so I could stab her in the ovaries. But just as pressing was the need to know who saved him from his abuser. He said his two best friends didn’t know about the abuse, but did his mother or father save him? 
 
    Or did he have to go through all of that on his own? 
 
    Thinking of Sin as a young teenager, facing the adult who should be protecting him but was stealing something from him every day for as long as the abuse went on, helped my own nightmares fade the previous night. Replacing them was the man who’d saved me from a mob of drunks, scared and alone as he prayed for that bedroom door not to open… 
 
    Groaning, I pushed my tangled hair back from my face and walked into the kitchen where Genesis and Aubree were already sitting having breakfast. Nearly blind from lack of sleep, I dropped down into the chair between my two friends and reached for Aubree’s huge mug of coffee. 
 
    She grumbled something my fogged-up brain didn’t comprehend, but she didn’t attempt to take the cup of life-giving sustenance from me. 
 
    “Rough night?” Genesis asked with a snicker. 
 
    Draining the last drops from the mug, I set it on the table and pushed it away so I could fold my arms on the table to pillow my head. “Mm,” I hummed in agreement. 
 
    “What time did the sinfully sexy Sin leave last night?” 
 
    “Gen…” Aubree’s tone was full of warning. 
 
    “About half an hour after you guys went to bed,” I told her, not giving in to Genesis’s teasing tone. 
 
    “Ah, sorry, Ro. Did you have more bad dreams last night?” she asked with sincere concern. 
 
    “Yeah,” I muttered, but I didn’t tell her they were different this time. I told my three soul sisters everything, but I wasn’t about to hurt Sin by spilling the secret he’d confided in me the night before. 
 
    “Maybe it’s time to give therapy another try.” 
 
    “Why?” I demanded without lifting my head. “So they can diagnose me with depression and anxiety? So they can medicate me and turn me into a zombie again? Been there, done that, bought the T-shirt.” 
 
    I didn’t react well to any of the meds, and I’d tried plenty. One left me so nauseated I stayed in the bathroom for two days straight. Two other ones made me so agitated and irritable, I felt like I was turning into some rage monster who couldn’t even stand the sound of people breathing. Another one gave me insomnia, and for someone who didn’t like to sleep due to the dreams haunting her, I was on cloud nine for a few weeks. But then I crashed and burned from the lack of sleep and ended up in worse shape than I began. 
 
    In the end, I told the doctors to go fuck themselves and their constant switching of meds that didn’t even work to alleviate my depression and anxiety in the first place. I was no one’s guinea pig, yet that was what I felt like they were turning me into. 
 
    “You up to a workout later?” Aubree asked, changing the subject. “I need to work off all the pizza we’ve been eating lately.” 
 
    I didn’t have the energy or brain power to walk to the elevator, but I grunted an affirmation anyway. We needed to stay in shape to keep up our image, and lying around vegging out and driving myself crazy thinking about Sin wasn’t going to keep my stomach flat and my ass popping. 
 
    “Good, we can go about two. Grab a nap. I don’t want you falling asleep in the middle of the workout.” 
 
    I flipped her off and stayed where I was. All I needed was a pot of coffee, and I’d be good to go. 
 
    A few hours later, we walked into the gym just as London was leaving. My bassist soul sister lived and breathed the gym. Having suffered from an eating disorder most of her life, she fought her need to vomit up her meals with intense workouts that lasted for hours. 
 
    “Hey!” She pushed her sweaty braid over her shoulder. “You’re right on time. I just saw three of the TK guys heading for the weights. Gray is looking mighty fine today, ladies. Mighty. Fine.” Her eyes sparkled with mischief as she looked at me. “And Sin looks particularly yummy.” 
 
    My heart jumped at the thought of seeing Sin again. I tried to hide my excitement, but they all gave me knowing grins. Ugh, sometimes having them know me so well was a pain in the ass. But I loved them and knew my life would have been a hell of a lot different if they weren’t around. 
 
    “They must have been here a while, though, because they were all drenched in sweat. And fuck, but they look good soaked like that.” With a grin and a wink, she headed for the parking lot. “Have fun, bitches. Don’t do anything I wouldn’t.” 
 
    “More like, don’t do anything you would,” Aubree shot after her. “You dirty whore.” 
 
    “Or that!” she laughed, waving as she tossed her gym bag in her trunk. 
 
    The bliss of air conditioning after the heat outside made pleasure-filled goose bumps pop up on my arms. After a quick warm-up, I headed for the cardio area. I normally did a thirty-minute run before moving on to some of the other equipment. My standard routine usually revolved around equipment that would keep my stomach toned and my ass firm. I hated my big boobs, but I was a little in love with my bottom. 
 
    To get to the cardio, I had to pass the weights, and I tried my hardest not to look for Sin. It wasn’t until London had mentioned seeing him that I remembered he’d said he was going to the gym with his friends. I didn’t want him to think I was stalking him. 
 
    I saw Gray first. He was hard to miss, and with the impressive dead lift he was doing, most eyes were on him. Kale was close by, talking to some guy just as beefed up and sweaty as Gray was. I wasn’t sure I’d met him before, but he seemed slightly familiar to me. 
 
    As I drew nearer, I finally caught sight of Sin, and my racing heart plummeted to my toes. He was sitting on one of the benches, talking to some brunette with a killer body that I was fairly sure was eighty percent surgically enhanced. Her dark hair fell over one shoulder, her smile coy and enticing as Sin sat so close she might as well have been in his lap. 
 
    In that moment, I felt stupidly naïve. 
 
    There he was, flirting with some chick, when I’d been having daydreams about how he sat so protectively beside me the night before and held my hand. I thought that his confiding in me meant something special, that maybe I was important to him and he wanted me to know his darkest secrets. But seeing the way he was basically fucking the brunette with his eyes, I was realizing that was far from why. 
 
    “Who is that cunt-faced bitch?” Genesis half snarled as she came up beside me. 
 
    Sin dipped his head, whispering something in the brunette’s ear that had her giggling, and I felt sick. Jealousy tried to eat at me, but I pushed down that green monster, reminding myself he was just like every other guy. All he wanted was to get laid, and I couldn’t even think about sex without breaking out in a cold sweat. 
 
    “What the fuck is he doing with Slutty McSlutbags?” Aubree seethed beside me. “I thought you two were—” 
 
    “You thought wrong,” I told her with a shrug, while on the inside, I was silently begging him to lift his head and look at me. To smile that smile I thought was mine alone and leave the brunette behind. I wanted him to walk over, take my hand the way he had the night before, and call me his “sweet girl.” 
 
    As we stood there, Sin got to his feet, and my breath hitched. He was going to do it. He was going to do exactly as I was pleading for him to do with my eyes alone. 
 
    But then he grasped the brunette’s hand and pulled her up beside him. Linking their fingers, he grabbed his gym bag at his feet and headed out the side exit. Not once did he look my way. 
 
    “He’s a bigger whore than you, Gen,” Aubree grumbled. 
 
    “Looks like it,” Genesis agreed. Turning to me, she put her hand on my arm. “I’m so sorry, Ro.” 
 
    Pushing down my hurt and disappointment, I gave her a small smile. “Don’t be. Sin is just a guy who helped us out of a bind. He’s no one special.” 
 
    Even if I’d hoped he would be. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 7 
 
    Sin 
 
    “Is this band as good as you guys?” Kassa asked as we walked into First Bass, her blond hair swishing over her shoulders. 
 
    Gray snorted. “They wish they were as good as us,” he told her, stepping protectively—and possessively—closer to her when a group of guys moved into our path. 
 
    “They’re pretty good,” Kale assured her. “It’s their vocalist who has the pull, though.” 
 
    I clenched my jaw, trying and failing to keep the flash of Roanna from flooding my head. For five weeks, I was able to keep away from First Bass. Every Thursday, I had to fight the urge to see her, making myself stay away so I wouldn’t be tempted to seek her out, talk my way into going to her apartment again. 
 
    Spilling more of my guts to her about my past. 
 
    I didn’t know why I told Roanna about Brandi in the first place. I never talked about her or the disaster she made out of my life before, during, and after she fucked me. No one but my dad knew the details of what went on with his ex-wife, and even then, he didn’t know everything. I couldn’t trust him to take my side when it came to that woman, and I couldn’t bring myself to tell anyone else just how far I’d fallen with the woman who’d destroyed my mother’s self-esteem along with her marriage. 
 
    It felt so natural to talk to Roanna, to confide in her. And after seeing that darkness in her eyes, I knew she would understand. That she wouldn’t judge me. 
 
    But as soon as I left her place that night, I started to panic. She knew. She had new power over me that didn’t revolve around the pull of her mesmerizing voice or her beauty. Roanna was getting too close, and I needed to step back, put some distance between us until I had full control again. 
 
    I shouldn’t have come with Gray and Kassa tonight, not when I was already jonesing for a fix of my Roanna addiction, but Kassa called and asked me herself. If anyone else had asked, I would have been able to turn them down in a heartbeat. Kassa was different. We had some small, strange connection. It wasn’t that I wanted her or loved her the way I knew Gray did, but I liked her. 
 
    There weren’t many people I liked, period, so Kassa was definitely special. 
 
    “Why aren’t we going upstairs?” Kassa asked as Gray shouldered his way toward the front of the crowd on the first floor. 
 
    “I like being front and center,” he told her, a muscle in his jaw ticking. 
 
    “Yeah, and it has nothing to do with the fact that he doesn’t want Nate drooling all over Kassa,” Kale muttered to me with a laugh. 
 
    I snorted, causing Gray to shoot me a glare, but I only lifted my brows in amusement. Silently daring him to call Kale out on it if it wasn’t true. He gritted his teeth together, and I lifted my beer to my lips in triumph. 
 
    A line of security stood between the front row of people and the stage. I was glad to see the added precautions as Harris had promised. Cash told me there had also been changes made to the security team for Thursday nights, but I hadn’t come in to check them out for myself. 
 
    “Kassa, over here!” Kin called when she spotted us headed that way. 
 
    She and Jace were standing with Kin’s stepsisters, Angie and Carolina. Carolina was jailbait, and Angie was more often than not a bitch, so I didn’t converse with either of them much. Behind them, Angie’s twin brother stood with a determined look on his face as he spoke to Carolina. 
 
    Kin’s family was weird, to say the least. Carolina was her stepsister from her dad’s current marriage. The teenager’s older sister, some chick named Georgia who looked a lot like her, was a raging psycho who wanted nothing more than her face splashed on the front of all the tabloids. Just like mommy dearest. Carolina might look like her sister, but from what I could tell, she was sweet and wanted nothing to do with her sibling or mother. Angie and Caleb were from Kin’s mother’s marriage before she died. The twins and Kin were tighter than most blood-related siblings I knew. 
 
    The four stepsiblings were pretty close. Even though Carolina was young, they always included her in everything. But I was fairly sure at least one of the four didn’t think of the teen as another sister. 
 
    Caleb bent to listen to something Carolina was saying so he could hear her over the dim roar of the crowd. As he came in closer, I watched his lids lower and his nostrils flare, as if he was breathing in her scent and savoring it. No one else seemed to notice the giant’s reaction, but then again, no one else was really looking. It wasn’t like Caleb was going to make a move on her anyway. What I knew of him told me he was way too honorable to try anything with a girl so young. 
 
    Didn’t mean he didn’t want to, though. The longing in his eyes as she smiled up at him was eating at him, that much was clear. 
 
    Kassa bumped into me as she stepped back from hugging Angie and Kin, but Gray’s hand was there to catch her before I could even try to steady her. 
 
    “Crap. Sorry, Sin,” she said with a laugh, touching my arm. Like always, her thumb skimmed over the scars on my arm. 
 
    I pulled away, not wanting to be reminded of the incident that led to so many changes in my life. I didn’t blame Kassa for any of it, though. It wasn’t her fault that stupid dog bit me. I just wondered how things would have ended up if the dog’s owners hadn’t been forced to pay the settlement in the lawsuit Kassa’s adoptive mother filed on behalf of my parents and me to cover my hospital bills. 
 
    That settlement more than paid for my bills, and then some. Coming during a period when my father had been laid off from the factory, it felt like a godsend at the time. But never having had so much money in their lives, my parents didn’t seem to know how to act with all that cash suddenly at their disposal. 
 
    Months later, Dad left Mom for Brandi, who’d come sniffing within weeks of their getting the settlement check. Their divorce wrecked Mom. She went from having a devoted husband to a cheating ex whose new wife loved to taunt her with how young and beautiful she was. I hated Dad and Brandi for doing that to Mom, the sweetest and kindest person I’d ever known. 
 
    Mom got sick, and she began to fade right before my eyes. She died when I was fifteen, and then I had to live with Dad and Brandi. Which, to them, was probably a good thing, because Dad’s half of the settlement was nearly gone, while Mom’s had still been substantial. 
 
    Not even a month after I moved in with Dad, Brandi’s seduction started, and the nightmare that became my life for the next few months began. 
 
    Kassa wrapping an arm around my waist pulled me back from the memories, and I kissed the top of her head before stepping away from her and drinking my beer. She gave me a sweet smile, and I winked just as the lights were turned down, announcing the start of the show. 
 
    This close, I could see when each member took the stage, and I was waiting impatiently for Roanna. Peyton and Genesis were already there, but the other three were still off on the side of the stage. London and Aubree stood protectively beside Ro as she signed an autograph for some guy, who was leering down at her like she was a something sweet he wanted to devour. 
 
    I moved toward them just as Aubree urged Roanna up onstage. As soon as she had her mic in hand, the lights came up, and she was suddenly the vibrant, confident rocker chick who made me want to hand over my soul to her. 
 
    The cravings I’d fought for five weeks hit me hard. If she didn’t smile at me, I was going to lose my shit. 
 
    I grunted, realizing I was turning into an obsessive dickhead, but finding it harder and harder to control with every moment spent near Roanna. Staying away had only made my hunger for her, this gnawing ache in my gut, intensify. I wanted to know how she’d been doing since that night we hung out at her place. 
 
    Was she eating enough? She hadn’t even touched her dinner until I urged her to. 
 
    Had anyone else bothered her while I wasn’t around to protect her? 
 
    Fuck, I shouldn’t have avoided her for so long. If someone had tried to touch her, and I wasn’t there to save her— 
 
    At that moment, she looked down at the front row, her smile easing a tightness in my chest and making it easier to draw my next breath. Roanna waved at Kin and Angie, and blew a kiss at Carolina, who was now standing right in front of Caleb to avoid the rowdiness of the group of guys directly behind them. 
 
    Then she saw Jace, Kale, and Gray, and she winked seductively, just as I’d seen her do a dozen times before to any guy in the front row. 
 
    My reaction was exactly the same as all the other times I’d seen her do that. 
 
    I wanted to knock their asses out and leave them on the ground for the rest of the crowd to stomp on. 
 
    Kassa standing between Gray and me had Roanna flinching, but the reaction was so minuscule, I wasn’t even sure I actually saw it. Her smile returned as if nothing had happened, but she didn’t look down at us again for the rest of the set. Instead, she focused on the crowd beyond the range of the light. 
 
    Not liking that she wouldn’t even glance my way, I got more and more pissed with every song she sang, playing up to the crowd but completely ignoring me. I wanted all of her attention for myself, wanted those smiles to be mine alone, wanted her words to be directed at me and no one else. 
 
    Kassa threw her arms around me, and it was only then I realized just how tense I’d become. “You okay?” she yelled so I could hear her, those blue eyes of hers full of worry. “Did someone piss you off? You look like you want to kill someone.” 
 
    I gave her a one-armed hug in return, shaking my head. “I’m good.” 
 
    “Liar,” she said with an adorable pout. 
 
    “Kas,” Gray pulled her away from me, placing her directly in front of him. 
 
    I laughed at the possessive way he blocked her in. He, of all people, should know I would never touch Kassa like his dirty mind was imagining. Kassa was safe with me, and I’d more than proven that when we were kids. She was more like a sister to me than anything else, and I loved that girl. 
 
    The last song came to an end, and the lights went down while the band left the stage. I made a path, going after Roanna as she headed for the green room. But at the entrance to the hall, there were two new security guys blocking my path. 
 
    “No way, man,” the guy to my left said, putting his hand on my shoulder. “No one but personnel past this point.” 
 
    “Fuck that,” I told him, shrugging off his hold. “No one’s stopped me before. Ask Harris if it’s okay that I go back there. He will vouch for me.” 
 
    “The boss isn’t here tonight. On vacation for the next few weeks.” 
 
    Damn, I’d forgotten about that. Harris was chasing after Lucy, trying to get her back. “Then ask Tiny. He knows me.” 
 
    The two men gave each other “yeah, right” looks, but the one on the right spoke into his communication device after asking my name. Moments later, they moved aside, letting me through. 
 
    There were two more guys outside the green room, but they knew me. One knocked on the door as I approached, then opened it for me as I came closer. 
 
    Walking in, I found all five Blondes changing. Most of them were already in jeans but still shirtless. My gaze barely skimmed over their faces until I found Roanna. My palms began to sweat when I realized she was the one with the least amount of clothes on. In only her bra and panties, she stood frozen with her T-shirt in her hand as she stared coldly at me. 
 
    There was a birthmark in the shape of a crescent moon on her left breast and a small mole right between her tits. Other than those two marks, the rest of her body was flawless as far as I could see. Her stomach was flat with just the hint of abs. Her thighs were slightly thick, but I liked that. It would give me a little cushion when I was between those killer legs. 
 
    I licked my lips, aching to kiss every inch of skin showcased to me. 
 
    “Oh, it’s just you,” Genesis sneered from across the room. “Did you want something?” 
 
    I didn’t take my eyes off Roanna. “The guys and I are hanging out upstairs. You should come join us. Jace’s sister got to town not long ago, and I’d like to introduce you.” 
 
    “The hottie blonde with you tonight is Jace’s sister?” Aubree asked. “Gray was all over her.” 
 
    “He was?” Roanna murmured, finally pulling her shirt over her head and reaching for her jeans. 
 
    “Yeah. Sparks are definitely flying from those two,” the drummer said with a laugh. 
 
    My eyes were glued to Roanna as she slipped into her jeans. “You should come upstairs. Later, we can get something to eat.” 
 
    Her hair fell into her face as she bent to pull on her shoes. “We’ll think about it,” she said vaguely. “Right now, we need to hydrate. My throat is on fire.” 
 
    “Yeah, we’ll think about it,” London growled. “See you later, asshole.” 
 
    I ignored her and moved so I was in front of Roanna when she straightened. Pushing the hair back from her face, she stiffened at my nearness, and I wanted to punch something. That night in her apartment, she’d let her guard down. But now it was back up, and her walls were higher and stronger than ever. 
 
    Fuck, I shouldn’t have pussied out after that night. 
 
    “You should come hang with us,” I told her, keeping my tone soft and gentle, trying to show her there was no reason for her to be afraid of me. “You won’t regret it.” 
 
    She pressed her lips together, quiet for a few long moments, during which I was practically begging her with my eyes to give me another chance. Finally, she shrugged. “Yeah, sure. We’ll come hang out with you for a little while. We need more friends anyway.” 
 
    I stiffened at the way she said “friend,” and I knew she was including me in that category. I didn’t want to be her fucking friend, damn it. I wanted all of her. But there was determination on her face, and I knew if I wanted to be with Roanna, I was going to have to give her time. 
 
    Grinning, I winked. The blush that filled her cheeks turned the grin into a smirk. She could pretend to be cool and immune to me all she wanted, but that blush would give her away every damn time. “We could all use more friends, sweet girl.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 8 
 
    Roanna 
 
    The gym was always full Friday mornings. I disliked coming Fridays unless my soul sisters could come with me. But everyone, with the exception of London, couldn’t be dragged out of bed today, and I was in desperate need of working off the cheesecake I’d eaten the night before. 
 
    “Do you want me to run with you?” London asked as we finished putting our things away in the lockers we chose in the women’s changing room. 
 
    I wanted to tell her yes, to beg her not to leave me with all those guys out there, but I shook my head, knowing she preferred to run the track rather than the treadmills and ellipticals I was more comfortable with for my cardio workout. “I’m good,” I told her, even though my palms were already beginning to sweat. 
 
    Tossing me a bottle of water, she shot me a relieved smile and headed out the door toward the stairs. The track was on the second floor and overlooked the middle of all the workout equipment, so she would be able to see me, and I could see her. 
 
    Fuck, it was like I was a little girl, unable to leave the sight of her mother for fear of the big, bad boogeymen who roamed the streets. I felt pathetic, but there was nothing I could do about it. My soul sisters were my security blanket. I knew they would save me, no matter what, but they needed their space, and so did I at times. 
 
    I finished braiding my hair so it wouldn’t get in my face and headed for the cardio equipment. 
 
    As I walked, I could feel eyes on me, and I lowered my head, determined not to make eye contact with anyone. If I wasn’t looking at them, then they couldn’t say I was singling them out and wanted their attention. That was what Sicko Stan always claimed when I tried to tell him no. I’d looked at him. He could see on my face that I wanted him. It was all my own fault, because I was leading him on with my eyes. 
 
    I shuddered at the memories and found a treadmill in the back. There was an empty one between me and some chick who looked like she could easily dead lift both London and me simultaneously. Putting in my wireless earbuds, I dropped my water into the cupholder and started a brisk walk to warm up my muscles. 
 
    Ten minutes later, I was already dripping with sweat, regretting every minute of that foodgasm I’d had the night before with the decadent cheesecake. It was my own fault. I let Sin talk me into going out for something sweet to eat with the others. Kassa St. Charles wanted Cheesecake Factory, and it seemed none of the guys with us last night could utter the word “no” to her, so that was where we ended up. 
 
    I ordered the lemon meringue and moaned as soon as it touched my tongue. I ate almost all of it before Sin offered me a bite of his Cinnabon cinnamon roll cheesecake. That had been my second choice, and he’d watched with amusement while I struggled to pick. So, of course, he knew I would say yes if he offered. 
 
    I let him feed me a bite of his cheesecake, and I was pretty sure I orgasmed from how creamy the damn thing was. Which meant I didn’t say no when he fed me a second bite. 
 
    It was a stupid decision, one I was regretting today. Just as I was regretting letting him talk me into hanging out the night before. We had fun all evening, but it was as we were all paying the bill and getting ready to leave that Kale asked Sin if he was going to call that girl and her friend they’d hooked up with the night before, and I wanted to disappear. 
 
    All evening, his attention had been on me, and I’d lapped it up like a thirsty puppy. Nothing had ever felt so good—so right—as just sitting beside Sin. Talking came more naturally with him, and he could make me laugh even when I just wanted to disappear. 
 
    And though I’d told him we were only friends, deep down, I knew I was only deluding myself. I wanted more. Even though the idea of more terrified me, I still wanted it. But why would he want me if he could have anyone else? Someone who wasn’t scared of her own shadow or flinched away at the smallest touch. 
 
    Friends were all we could ever be because I didn’t think I could give him the more I wanted. That just wasn’t fair to him, and I couldn’t have stomached him cheating on me just to get it. 
 
    Slowing down so I could take a drink of water, in my periphery I noticed a guy had taken the treadmill beside me. I stiffened and snuck a glance at what the guy looked like, and I nearly tripped over my own feet. 
 
    A strong hand shot out, grasping my arm even as he continued to jog, steadying me until I got my footing back. “You okay, sweet girl?” 
 
    “I’m good,” I choked out with a nod in case he didn’t hear me. 
 
    Slowly, almost reluctantly, he released me. “If I’d known you were coming in today, I could have picked you up on my way.” 
 
    “I came with London. We’re usually in here every Friday. The times vary, though.” As in, I came earlier in the mornings instead of the afternoons now because I didn’t want to run into him. More specifically, so I didn’t see him leaving with whatever brunette in tight spandex. That seemed to be his type, though. Brunettes with surgically enhanced curves, who wore makeup to the gym and never sweated enough to have actually worked out. They were there looking for a hookup—or so London sneered at the women who just walked around in their tight-ass clothes, bending over to pick up something only when they knew guys were looking their way. 
 
    Two other times I’d come with the girls at our usual time, that was exactly what I’d seen. The look on his face would tell me what he was thinking, and my heart would twist and jealousy would try to eat at my sanity. After that last time, I started coming earlier and earlier, hoping to avoid being put in a position where I would experience those unwanted feelings. 
 
    “Mind if I work out with you?” he asked, his bottom lip pouted out as if he expected me to say no. 
 
    I should have. 
 
    But it was as if the smart side of my brain switched off the minute I looked at him. “Sure. Friends work out together, right?” 
 
    I needed to keep reminding myself of that. Friends. We were just friends. That was all we could ever be. I couldn’t give him a sexual relationship, and he couldn’t give me commitment. He’d already shown me he wasn’t the type of guy who would be happy with just one woman. 
 
    “Yeah,” he said, losing the pout. “Friends work out together.” 
 
    I nearly laughed at how fast the amusement drained from his expression, replaced by that stoic look I saw on his face all the time when he seemed lost in his own head. I liked that he didn’t like when I mentioned we were just friends. 
 
    Hiding my smile, I tried to focus on my cardio. That was hard to do with Sin running right beside me, however. Every few minutes, I would glance over at him, unable to stop myself, and find his eyes on me. He would wink or smirk, I would feel my face heat up, and I’d quickly look away. 
 
    I spent longer on the treadmill than I normally did, not wanting to move on to something else if he wasn’t ready yet. But my legs started feeling shaky, so I slowed down to a walk. Sin did the same, and by the time I was ready to move on to the dreaded leg machines, he was too. 
 
    As I got on the leg press, Gray and Kassa came in. “Yo, dickhead,” Gray said, slapping his hand on Sin’s back. “Thought you did legs yesterday.” 
 
    “I could use a little more time on them,” he said with a shrug. 
 
    Gray snorted, but Kassa elbowed him in the side. “We’re going to go eat in about an hour.” Her blue eyes landed on me, and she smiled warmly, including me in the conversation. “Do you two want to come eat with us?” 
 
    “I have work,” Sin told her. “Maybe next time.” 
 
    “Do you really have work?” she asked, her eyes narrowed. “Or are you just going to flake out on me and hook up with whatever chick catches your eye, like you did last week?” 
 
    “Kassa,” Sin growled at the same time I locked the leg press and stood up. 
 
    I’d already figured he’d hooked up with someone the week before, but to have Kassa confirm it made my stomach knot up. 
 
    I opened my water, pretending like I wasn’t fazed in the least. “I see London trying to wave me down,” I told them as I grabbed a towel off one of the racks. “Enjoy your workouts. I’ll catch you guys later.” 
 
    As I walked away, I heard Kassa apologizing to Sin, and Gray’s laughter at whatever Sin said to her. From upstairs, I saw London heading for the stairs and went to meet her. 
 
    “What’s up?” she asked, using my towel to wipe the sweat off her brow. “Saw you were with Sin. You two working out together, or do you want to do legs with me?” 
 
    “I think I’m just going to grab an Uber home,” I told her. Keeping my legs and ass in shape wasn’t nearly as important as getting away from Sin before I did something stupidly embarrassing—like cry. 
 
    “Ro, come on. Whatever is wrong, you don’t have to leave. Stay and work out with me.” 
 
    “Roanna,” Sin called from behind me. 
 
    I balled my hands into fists, my nails biting into my palms. “Finish your workout, London. I don’t want you purging tonight because you didn’t get enough time at the gym.” 
 
    “Only if you stay,” she negotiated. “Please? Don’t let whatever you’re upset about rule your head right now, babe. He’s not worth it. No man is.” She linked her arm through mine and forced me to turn and face Sin as he reached us. “Smile and tell him to fuck off, Ro.” 
 
    “Look, Kassa was only playing around with me. She didn’t mean anything by it.” 
 
    I pasted on the smile London commanded. “What did she say? I wasn’t paying attention.” 
 
    The look on his face said he called bullshit, but I didn’t let my smile falter. “I didn’t hook up with anyone last week. There was a chick hanging around us, and she got annoying, so I walked her to her car and sent her on her way.” 
 
    “Why would I care if you did or didn’t hook up with anyone?” I demanded, lifting my brows. “We’re friends, Sin. That’s it. I don’t know why you would think otherwise, but that’s all we are and all we ever will be.” 
 
    “I’m already sick of that word,” he grumbled half under his breath before blowing out a hard sigh. “I just don’t want you to get the wrong impression of me, sweet girl.” 
 
    “Okay, you can stop right there.” London jumped in before he could go on. “She knows exactly how you are, Sin. I don’t know what just happened in there, but I do know Ro has seen you leaving here with girls three different times. This place is like hookup city for guys.” 
 
    “Wait, you have?” I shrugged, and he groaned. “Roanna—” 
 
    “Please stop,” I cut him off. “You’re free to hook up with whomever, whenever you want. It has nothing to do with me. We’re friends. That’s all.” 
 
    He swore something that sounded vicious, but I didn’t hear because it was so low. “Yeah, fine. What the fuck ever. We’re friends. Whatever you want.” 
 
    “It’s what I want,” I told him, my nails biting deeper into my palms until I felt them pierce the tender skin. 
 
    He stood there for a long moment, staring me down, and I dropped my gaze to the floor. We might have still been standing there if London hadn’t tugged on my arm. “Let’s finish up. I’m sure we don’t want to keep Sin from anything.” 
 
    “I have work anyway,” he muttered, but he didn’t move. 
 
    I let London lead me away. “Bye, Sin.” 
 
    “Later, sweet girl,” he called softly after us. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 9 
 
    Sin 
 
    Fifteen months later 
 
    Something soft, warm, and squirmy shifted beside me, and my eyes popped open, only for my head to feel like someone was drilling straight into my eyeballs with a dental drill. Silky-soft hands touched my back from behind me, and I groaned as memories of the night before flashed before me like a movie on fast-forward. 
 
    Going to some dumbass party with Cash. Getting drunk off my ass. Taking two skanks home from said party. 
 
    Now I realized I had more to deal with than just the mountain-sized hangover that was currently making me feel like I was going to die. 
 
    “Sin, baby, lick my pussy again,” Silky Hands purred from behind me. “Your tongue is like magic.” 
 
    I shrugged off her touch and sat up in the middle of my bed. Her makeup was smeared under her eyes, her lipstick staining around her mouth. Her dark brown hair was in tangles spread over my pillow. Whatever I saw in her the night before didn’t interest me right then and there. “Get your shit on, and get the fuck out.” 
 
    I nudged the girl to my left, who might as well have been her twin with the way her makeup was faded and her dark hair was tousled into knots. “Both of you, get out.” 
 
    I didn’t give them time to argue or try to entice me to let them stick around. Instead, I climbed out of bed and went into the bathroom. “You’re not out in twenty minutes, I’ll have the security downstairs drag you out.” 
 
    They both huffed as I locked the door behind me, but I wasn’t interested in how much they hated me now. My focus was in purging all the alcohol I’d consumed the night before and then calling the cleaning service I used to get the smell of their combined perfume out of my bed and the rest of my apartment. 
 
    After puking my guts out, and mentally making empty promises about never drinking to excess again, I took a hot shower. Taking my time to give them a minute to get dressed and out the door, I let the powerful spray ease my tense muscles. 
 
    This shit was getting old. Drinking and then bringing home a girl or two—or three—was starting to become boring as hell. Never thought I would think that, but it was true. This whole famous thing had been fun with all the pussy getting thrown my way on top of what I usually got, but I was already tired of it all. 
 
    Not just the chicks either. It was the constant flashing cameras snapping my picture if I so much as walked to the deli down the block for a sandwich or if I walked down the beach with my shirt off. Paps printing articles about what chick I was dating when they caught me leaving a bar or a club with someone. At first, it was kind of funny, but now it was just annoying as fuck. 
 
    Tainted Knights had been shooting upward on the charts, thanks to a few of Kin’s songs and with the help of our sweet-ass deal with Petrova Records. The summer-long tour we’d just gotten back from only spread our name out there more, and Emmie was already talking about us headlining our own tour in the fall of the following year. By then, I was hoping the Blondes could be our opening act. 
 
    Checking the time on my phone, I cursed and headed back into my bedroom. The two chicks were gone, but their perfume lingered. I texted the cleaning service, making sure they knew to change out everything on my bed, then got ready. 
 
    In the kitchen, all I could find was day-old pizza and week-old leftover Chinese food. Other than a few microwave meals, the freezer was empty with the exception of the bottles of vodka I kept in there. My stomach was tossing, and I knew I needed some grease or I was going feel like shit. 
 
    Grabbing my keys and wallet, I left my apartment. My car was parked downstairs in the garage, but I figured I would end up taking a cab after drinking later, so I walked to the deli down the street. 
 
    A five-pound burrito later and I was feeling halfway human again. 
 
    Keeping my sunglasses on and a ball cap pulled low, I walked around for a while, killing time. I had nowhere to be, having quit my job before the ink was even dry on the contract we signed with Petrova. Gray was home with Kassa, both of them still recovering from the grief of Kassa’s miscarriage. Kale was on vacation with Santana, and who knew what Cash was doing. 
 
    I figured Jace and Kin would be at First Bass if they were going out anywhere tonight, but I didn’t want to hang out with them. Jace was an even moodier motherfucker than I was lately, and considering I was still in the goddamn friend zone with Roanna, my moods were pure shit. 
 
    Thinking of the Blonde who took up too much of my mind on any given day, I debated going to the club and watching their show later. The summer tour that forced me to keep away from her hadn’t helped this addiction just to see her like I wanted it to. Since we’d gotten back, I still went every Thursday, I still stuck around after like some lost puppy wanting attention from its favorite person. 
 
    And she let me, damn it. I could see it in her eyes, could see the longing that was a constant ache in my gut flash at me when she didn’t think I was paying attention. She wanted me just as fucking much as I wanted her, but she was too stubborn to let me close enough to show her we could be good together. 
 
    I dicked around for a few more hours until the show was about to start and then grabbed a cab to First Bass. Instead of going upstairs to the VIP, I stayed on the first floor. The wait at the bar to get a beer was long because there were only two bartenders working. Upstairs, the crowd was just as big as on the first floor, but Nate seemed to be able to handle that shit all on his own, whereas it took at least three bartenders down here. 
 
    I waited my turn, keeping my sunglass on even in the dimness of the club because my head was still fucking throbbing. 
 
    “Hi,” a husky voice murmured from my left. 
 
    Turning my head, I found a brunette with the longest legs I’d ever seen sitting beside me, a glass of white wine in hand. From the flush in her cheeks, it wasn’t her first glass either. Her manicured fingers touched my arm, trailing up my arm seductively. “I’m Angelina, but my friends call me Lina.” 
 
    “Uh-huh,” I grunted, picking up my beer and dropping a ten on the bar top. Jerking my arm away, I pushed back from the bar and walked away. Lina was a sure thing, but I wasn’t looking to get laid tonight. 
 
    There was only one chick I wanted tonight, and I knew I wasn’t going to get anything more than to hang out with her for a few hours and—if I was lucky enough—feed her. I would take it. 
 
    The crowd was starting to get rowdy, and I realized it was five minutes past the normal time the Blondes took the stage. They were always on time, and when another few minutes passed with no sign of the band, I went looking for them. 
 
    Security opened the green room door when they saw me coming, their faces tight. My brows lifted at their expressions, but I didn’t ask what was going on. Something was wrong, but I would prefer the answer coming from the source rather than wasting time with half the story. 
 
    As soon as I walked into the room, I felt her tension. She was pacing back and forth, her hands clenching and unclenching into fists. She was wearing more clothes that she normally did to perform. Her usual shorts and fishnet leggings had been replaced by jeans, and the shredded shirt over the leather bralette I was fond of was absent. In its place, one of the Tainted Knights shirts I’d given her and the three other remaining Blondes before we left on the summer tour. 
 
    The excitement that would normally be radiating off Roanna before she took the stage was absent, and all I could feel was how stressed she was. 
 
    “Hey, douchebag,” Aubree greeted, the first to notice my entrance.  
 
    “What happened?” I demanded, stepping in front of Roanna, forcing her to stop and look up at me. 
 
    “Nothing,” she muttered, turning away to continue her pacing. 
 
    I grabbed her wrist before she could take another step, spinning her around to face me. “I said, what happened?” 
 
    She shivered under my touch and then seemed to deflate before my eyes. “Nothing,” she muttered weakly. 
 
    “The new bartender harassed her earlier,” Genesis spoke up. “He tried to proposition her.” 
 
    Rage filled me, but I kept my grasp on her gentle. “Where the fuck is he?” I asked, trying and failing to keep my tone calm. 
 
    “Probably the hospital,” London said with a laugh. “We beat the fuck out of him, man. I’m pretty sure his balls are ruptured, and Aubree may have broken his nose.” 
 
    Despite how pissed I was at the faceless bartender, a grin lifted my lips. “Good for you three. Beers on me later.” 
 
    “If there is a later,” Genesis said with a worried sigh. “Ro has been trying to psych herself up to go out there since the incident earlier. Harris offered us the night off, but she was insistent the show go on tonight.” 
 
    “I’ll be fine. Just give me five more minutes,” Roanna muttered, tugging at her wrist. 
 
    I tightened my hold and pulled her against me. As I wrapped my arms around her, I felt some of the tension leave her shoulders. I breathed deeply, taking in the scent of her hair. Her free hand clutched at my shirt, fisting her fingers in the material, and she pressed her forehead to my chest. 
 
    Holding her like this, I felt like everything was right with the world. 
 
    Rubbing my hand up and down her back, I touched my lips to the top of her head. “Give me the word, and I’ll find the motherfucker and finish what the others didn’t,” I vowed. 
 
    She snorted. “No thanks. I like you too much to ask you to commit murder. If you’re in prison, I can’t hang out with you.” 
 
    “Sure you can. You can visit me every Saturday.” 
 
    She lifted her head, a smile teasing at her luscious lips. Pink had filled her cheeks, replacing the ghostly white they had been when I’d first walked in. “I would much rather you came here every Thursday than have to find inventive ways to sneak you in a shank each week.” 
 
    “Ah, sweet girl, you would bring me weapons? I knew you cared.” Winking, I hugged her again then stepped back. “Now, move your beautiful ass before they riot out there.” 
 
    But she still had a death grip on my shirt. “Come with me?” she asked hesitantly. 
 
    “Always,” I whispered so only she could hear me. 
 
    Her eyes darkened, her fingers flexing in my shirt. As I watched, I saw a few of her walls begin to crack. Fuck yeah, it took long enough, but she was finally starting to let me in again. 
 
    “Ro, let’s go,” Aubree called, she and the other two already at the door waiting for Roanna. 
 
    I untangled her fingers from my shirt and brought her hand to my lips. “I’m right behind you,” I promised. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 10 
 
    Roanna 
 
    For the first time since realizing my talent for music, I walked onstage not so I could become another person and leave behind my nightmares for a short time. I walked out there for Sin. I sang and performed for him and only him. 
 
    Up there, I could show him everything I didn’t want him to see when I was back to being the lost girl who was scared of the big, bad boogeyman. There was nothing scary about Sin—with the exception of how terrified I was of how I felt for him. 
 
    He stayed to the side of the stage, right beside our security that kept the crowd at bay. And like a moth to a flame, I kept gravitating back there to be closer to him. 
 
    All evening, I’d been lost in my own head, anxious and scared after the way Todd the bartender had asked me to suck his dick, then offered me twenty bucks when I ignored him. I should have punched him in the face or kicked him in the balls or broken his ribs like my soul sisters did in my defense. Instead, all I did was retreat into myself, becoming the lost and scared girl Sicko Stan turned me into. 
 
    I was still lost, still agonizing over having to go and perform like nothing happened, when Sin showed up. The instant his hand touched me, my fear and anxiety began to retreat, and I could finally draw a big enough breath without feeling as if I was going to vomit. 
 
    When the last song ended, my throat felt like I’d swallowed liquid fire. The lights went down, and I left the stage. 
 
    Sin was waiting for me there and took my hand as soon as I reached him. I linked my fingers through his, walking beside him back to the green room. A cooler full of ice and bottles of water was already waiting on the table between the two couches for us, along with a pot of hot water and everything I needed to make a mug of the tea that soothed my throat. 
 
    “Holy shit, that was a good show,” London laughed as she and Genesis plopped down on the couch across from Sin and me. 
 
    “Yeah, we definitely don’t need to replace Peyton when we can perform like that with just the four of us,” Genesis said with a smirk. “Crazy bitch did us a favor when she pissed Harris off and we had a good enough reason to get rid of her.” 
 
    “I still miss that apartment her pops paid for, though,” Aubree grumbled as she twirled a drumstick around her fingers, propping her feet up on the table and burrowing her ass more comfortably in the chair. 
 
    “Yeah, I miss the shower we had. It was perfect. But the place we live in now is decent,” Genesis told her. 
 
    “When we hit it big like the TK fuckers, we’ll buy a house big enough to suit us all,” London promised. “Then we can throw parties every night, and Genesis can slut it up all she wants in her own room because we won’t have to share anymore.” 
 
    I fixed my tea, shaking my head mutely at the three of them. After Peyton nearly cost us our contract with Harris, we kicked her ass out of the band, and she kicked us to the curb. We found a small two-bedroom apartment we could afford without having to get second jobs. I didn’t mind sharing or the lack of space as long as Peyton was gone from our lives. She nearly fucked us over with her obsession with Harris and trying to make him jealous, forcing him back from his vacation with Lucy Thornton the previous summer. 
 
    We hadn’t seen her since, especially after Emmie Armstrong blacklisted her, and no other bands would even consider her playing bass for them. 
 
    Now Harris was engaged to the beautiful Lucy and planning their wedding, and we were doing better than ever. With Peyton out of our lives, Natalie Cutter was starting the paperwork to become our manager since Annabelle Brockman had given her assent. 
 
    “I’m starving,” Genesis complained. “Let’s go eat. I don’t want to hang around here tonight.” 
 
    “We ate like two hours ago,” London complained. “And you ordered half the menu because Harris was footing the bill. You’re turning into a cow, Gen.” 
 
    “You’re just jealous I can eat all I want and not have to puke it back up or work myself to death in the gym like you do,” Genesis snipped back. 
 
    Sensing a fight about to erupt between them, I lifted my hands at them to stop. 
 
    “Ladies,” Sin’s deep voice growled. “Chill the fuck out.” 
 
    “I don’t want to go eat,” London whined. 
 
    “So, don’t. You can drink while we eat,” Sin told her with a roll of his eyes. “Stop being a whining bitch, London.” 
 
    I sat back with my mug of tea, hiding my grin as I lifted it to my lips. 
 
    “Why do we let you hang with us again?” she groused. 
 
    “I don’t hang out with you. I hang out with Ro. Don’t give a shit if you’re around or not.” He pulled out his phone. “Where do you want to eat, sweet girl?” 
 
    I leaned into his shoulder, looking at his phone’s screen. He brought up a few restaurants within walking distance, and I pointed to the one I liked the best. 
 
    “Don’t you ever eat meat?” he asked, but he already knew the answer. In the year and a half he’d known me, I hadn’t eaten it once in front of him. It wasn’t like I was a hardcore vegan. I still ate dairy and even eggs at times, but I hadn’t eaten meat since I was eleven. 
 
    I shrugged, sipping my tea, letting the heat and honey soothe my throat. 
 
    “You’re addicted to those damn veggie burgers,” he said with a smirk, draping his arm along the back of the couch, his fingers stroking over my shoulder. “What’s it gonna take to get you to eat a real burger, sweet girl?” 
 
    I shivered as he leaned in closer, but I lifted a brow at him in challenge. Make this interesting, I dared him with my eyes. 
 
    “I smell a bet about to go down,” Aubree said, sitting forward excitedly, rubbing her hands together like an evil villain. “Ro, you up for that?” 
 
    Not taking my eyes off Sin, I nodded. 
 
    “Make him work for it!” Genesis insisted. “It has to be something he can’t win at easily, like bench-pressing all of us at once or some shit. We’ve seen him at the gym enough to know he could pick us all up with one arm if he really wanted to.” 
 
    “Something he will hate too,” London chimed in. “Like, he has to give up sex and booze for an entire month, and then she will eat a steak or whatever.” 
 
    “I can give up both easily,” Sin told her, his gaze still trapped with mine. “But I’m down for whatever challenge Roanna wants to throw my way.” 
 
    I downed the rest of my tea in one gulp without flinching at the heat, then grinned up at him. “You really want to see me eat meat?” He nodded, his head dipping closer. “What will you give me in return?” 
 
    “Sweet girl, I’d give you the fucking moon if you said you wanted it,” he said in a low growl near my ear. “Tell me what you want, and it’s yours. You don’t even have to eat the fucking meat.” 
 
    Pleasure shot up and down my spine, causing goose bumps to pop up along the way. Biting my lip, I tilted my head back until our eyes met again. “I want you to sing with me.” 
 
    Surprise flashed over his face before he masked it. “Say what now?” 
 
    I laughed and repeated myself. “I want you to sing with me. Next week, one song. You do it, and I’ll eat one bite of steak or chicken. Your choice.” 
 
    His brows pulled together as he contemplated me. “Is that what you really want?” 
 
    “Yes. Are you scared? Is the big, bad, chart-topping rock star scared to sing with me?” I teased. 
 
    “I can get Jace to sing with you,” he offered. “He’s got a better voice.” 
 
    I shook my head. “Nope. No deal. I want you and only you.” 
 
    “Fuck,” he groaned. “All right, fine.” 
 
    “Well, shit,” London grumbled. “I thought you were going to make him do something ridiculous, Ro. Like make him get ten guys’ numbers within a single night.” 
 
    I snorted. “Getting anyone’s number would be too easy for him. All he has to do is bat those lashes, and men and women alike trip over themselves to give him whatever he asks for.” 
 
    “Yeah, well, I’m still waiting to get what I want the most,” he muttered so low I barely heard him. 
 
    I touched his arm. “What is it that you want the most?” 
 
    His eyes darkened as he looked down at me, and I didn’t need him to give me a verbal answer. It was all there in his eyes. 
 
    Me. 
 
    He wanted me the most. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 11 
 
    Roanna 
 
    I wasn’t kidding about wanting to sing with Sin. I loved his voice, could pick it out of any of the others when they were singing backup. It reminded me a lot of Andy Biersack, and I knew we would sound amazing together. 
 
    He seemed reluctant about it, however, but I wasn’t going to let him back out of our deal. I wanted this more than anything, ever, and he’d already promised he would. No way was I letting him back out. 
 
    Determined to make him keep his promise, I showed up at his apartment the next evening, the song I picked for us already in hand. 
 
    After Tainted Knights got their huge-ass contract, one Rolling Stone claimed was the biggest contract they had seen since Demon’s Wings had been signed twenty-plus years before, Sin moved. I knew that because he had a huge party once he was settled in and invited my soul sisters and me. 
 
    I hadn’t been back since then, but if I wanted to ensure he followed through, I was willing to go the extra step of stopping in unannounced and forcing him to rehearse the song with me. 
 
    Pounding on his apartment door, I waited for him to answer, trying to hide just how nervous I was to be alone with him in his apartment for however long it took to convince him this song was perfect for us and get him to go through it a few times with me. 
 
    That was all this was, I told myself as I wiped my damp palms on my jeans. I wanted him to sing with me. It had nothing to do with the fact that I wanted to be alone with him. Nothing whatsoever. 
 
    A minute passed before the door opened, and a bleary-eyed Sin stood in the doorway, dressed in a pair of black pajama bottoms and a tight white T-shirt. “What?” he grumbled, not even looking up. 
 
    “You know it’s like three in the afternoon, right?” 
 
    His lids lifted at the sound of my voice, and I saw surprised pleasure in their depths. “Considering I didn’t fall asleep until like nine this morning, no, I had no idea what time it was, sweet girl.” 
 
    He stepped back, and I walked in. “What kept you up so late?” I asked casually as I moved into the living room and dropped down onto the couch like I did this all the time and was completely comfortable with it. 
 
    Sin shut the door and followed me, crossing his arms over his thick chest. “This beautiful Blonde was on my mind and made it impossible for me to sleep. All I could think about was how much I wished she hadn’t sent me home, or how much I wanted to taste her lips, or how fucking bad I wished she would show up at my door.” He stopped in front of me and bent until his face was only inches from mine. “And look here, dreams do come true.” 
 
    My heart was pounding ferociously in my chest, and all I could see were Sin’s eyes. There was a hunger in them that made something tighten low in my tummy, and I had to press my thighs together tightly to ease the pain. 
 
    His breath brushed over my cheek, and I nearly whimpered. “What are you doing here, Ro?” 
 
    I swallowed roughly. “I… Uh… I brought the song so we could rehearse it.” 
 
    He sighed heavily and straightened, putting some much-needed distance between us. “You really want me to sing with you?” 
 
    “You have a great voice, Sin. I know we will sound perfect together.” 
 
    Scrubbing his hands over his face, he groaned. “All right, fine. Since you want it so much, I’ll do it. Let me grab a quick shower first, though. And some coffee. Then we can work on it.” 
 
    Happy, I settled back against the couch cushions more comfortably. “Take your time. I have nowhere else to be.” 
 
    “Make yourself at home,” he tossed over his shoulder as he headed for his bedroom. “I won’t be long.” 
 
    Once he was gone, I decided to make him some coffee so I would have something to do. The kitchen was on the small side, but it had everything a single guy needed. Fridge, which I found was stocked full of beer and not much else. There was also a microwave, coffeemaker, and stove. 
 
    Other than the coffeemaker, everything else looked unused. I doubted he ate at home much, and for some reason, I was glad. The thought of Sin eating alone every day made my heart hurt. 
 
    After putting the coffee on, I looked for the sugar. He had a small box of sugar packets which I made use of for my own coffee, and then I pulled out the creamer. I’d seen him drink coffee enough times to know how he took his, and once the coffee finished brewing, I made us each a cup. 
 
    Carrying them into the living room, I sat waiting for him to rejoin me. The living room was spotless of dust and disarray, so I figured he had someone clean the place for him regularly. There was a huge flat screen television mounted on the wall, but when I looked at the universal remote for the thing, I decided not to turn it on. I was technologically challenged and knew I would only screw something up embarrassingly that he would have to fix later. 
 
    A few minutes later, he came out of his bedroom. His hair was still damp from the shower, but he was dressed in jeans and a faded Metallica T-shirt. Barefoot, he crossed to the couch and lifted his mug of coffee with a thankful groan. “Fuck, this is good coffee.” 
 
    Suddenly nervous again, I unfolded the music I’d brought with me. “You’re not allowed to say no to this song. When I first heard your voice, I got this idea in my head, and it has been eating away at me ever since.” 
 
    Glancing at the sheet music, he bit off a curse. “You want to do a cover of Lita Ford and Ozzy?” 
 
    “Shut up. I love this song. Lzzy Hale and David Draiman did a cover of this song too. It was pretty kick-ass, in my opinion. And when we sing it next Thursday night, the crowd is going to lose their shit.” 
 
    “I think I want to renegotiate the terms of this deal of ours,” he announced, grasping my wrist. 
 
    “You’re not backing out,” I told him with a glare. “You said I could have anything I wanted, and this is what I want.” 
 
    He tugged, pulling me toward him, and I went without protest. “I’m not backing out. But I’m thinking you eating a single piece of meat isn’t nearly enough reward for this particular song.” 
 
    I gulped, my eyes suddenly glued to his lips, and I was unable to lift them. “Wh-What kind of reward?” I whispered. 
 
    His head lowered until his nose skimmed over my cheek. “A kiss,” he breathed. 
 
    It was a wonder the room didn’t suddenly fill with fog the way my body immediately went both hot and cold. Kiss Sin. I would be lying if I said I hadn’t thought about doing just that a hundred times since meeting him. Sometimes, before the nightmares invaded my sleep, I would dream of him pressing me up against the wall in the green room and devouring my mouth. 
 
    It was bliss in the most innocent form of my imagination, because even though Sicko Stan took away every other innocence I had, he’d never once kissed me. I had no experience in that department other than seeing other people do it. 
 
    But I wasn’t sure I could actually kiss Sin in reality. What if I didn’t do it right and he laughed? 
 
    While I was struggling internally, Sin touched his lips to the corner of my mouth. That gentle contact was as powerful as if he’d electrocuted me. My heart skipped a beat and need burned through me, only to settle low in my gut, making my panties damp. I gasped in surprise. 
 
    Taking advantage of my slightly open mouth, he skimmed the tip of his tongue over my bottom lip, giving me just a tease of his taste, creamy sweet coffee with a hint of something much more addictive than caffeine. One of his hands cupped my jaw, his thumb brushing over the corner of my mouth, silently urging me to open wider for him. 
 
    Too lost in his taste, in the simple yet enticing feel of his lips and tongue tempting me to kiss him back, I let him have whatever he wanted. When his tongue brushed over my own, I moaned in surprised pleasure. 
 
    I forgot to feel embarrassed, forgot about being scared, and enjoyed every second of his kiss. 
 
    The hand cupping my jaw moved into my hair, his fingers knotting the strands at the root and tilting my head back so he could deepen his invasion. 
 
    It wasn’t until I felt his other hand skimming up my side, his fingers brushing over my breasts, that I jerked back, my heart pounding. Sin lifted his head, and I watched in fascination as he sucked his bottom lip into his mouth, as if savoring the taste of me. His eyes were bright with a hunger that startled me, but he smiled and touched his lips to my forehead before pulling away. 
 
    “You taste so fucking good, sweet girl,” he groaned. 
 
    Heat filled my cheeks, but I couldn’t look away from him. “Was that…okay?” 
 
    He jerked, surprised by my shyly asked question. “Don’t you know?” I lifted one shoulder in an embarrassed half shrug. “Ro, was that your first kiss?” 
 
    My lack of answer was all the confirmation he needed. 
 
    One second, I was sitting on the couch; the next, I was on his lap and his hands were tangled in my hair, his lips back on mine. This kiss wasn’t nearly as gentle as the first, but I was just as into it. I liked how he groaned against my lips before he crushed them with his own. 
 
    The way he was in complete control should have scared the hell out of me, but for some reason, it didn’t. I leaned into him, my hands pressing against his chest, and let him teach me to kiss. 
 
    When he lifted his head sometime later, my lips felt sore and swollen, and we were both breathing hard. His jaw clenched and unclenched, and under my hip, I felt just how much he was into our little make-out session. 
 
    “You never should have let me kiss you,” he breathed, pressing his forehead against mine. 
 
    “Wh-Why not?” I asked shakily. 
 
    “Because now I’m not going to be able to stop. Knowing I’m the only fucker to ever taste your lips is driving me fucking insane, Ro.” His hands fell to my hips, readjusting me on his lap, pressing me down into his hardness. “I want you so goddamn bad right now.” 
 
    “Sin… I…” 
 
    He lifted his head until our gazes locked. As he saw the panic in my eyes, some of the lust faded from his gaze, and he pulled my head down onto his chest. “Shh, it’s okay. I’m not going to touch you like that. Not yet. Not ever, if that’s what you want. I would never force you, sweet girl.” 
 
    I sagged with relief and embarrassment, pressing my face into his shoulder. “I-I know,” I whispered. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    I felt his lips touch the top of my head. “Don’t be. We can go as slow as you want. But could you please stop pushing me away and calling me your damn friend?” 
 
    “You don’t want to be my friend?” I couldn’t hide the quiver in my voice and pressed my face harder against his shoulder, breathing in deep the scent of his body wash and deodorant. 
 
    “Ro, look at me,” he commanded. 
 
    I shook my head, hurt that he didn’t want me to consider him my friend. I didn’t have many. My soul sisters and he were my closest, and I didn’t want to lose that. Coming to see him was a bad idea. That kiss was amazing, but it seemed to have ruined everything. 
 
    “Ah, sweet girl,” he muttered. Wrapping my long hair around his wrist, he pulled my head back, making me look at him. “I want to be more than your friend, Roanna. So damn much more. I’ve always wanted more, but you wouldn’t let me close enough to show you that.” 
 
    “I have my reasons,” I mumbled. Like needing the extra protection of keeping him firmly in the friend zone, so whenever I happened to see him with someone else, it wouldn’t hurt. Which, in all honesty, hadn’t worked at all. That shit stung every single time I saw him at the gym talking to other women. And the few times I’d seen him leave with them had been like someone poured acid directly onto my heart. It was agony, but at least I could remind myself that we were just friends. Nothing more. 
 
    “Like?” 
 
    No way was I telling him about my jealousy. Instead, I gave him my second reason. “Because I’m broken. Sex is terrifying to me, Sin. The things Sicko Stan did… I don’t know if I could ever find sex enjoyable because I would always be thinking about him.” 
 
    “What did Sicko Stan do to you?” he demanded. 
 
    It was the first time I had ever brought up what happened to me, the first time he’d asked after having told me about his own abuse. I wasn’t sure if I could tell him everything that happened yet, but he deserved to know a little. 
 
    “He would come into my room almost every night and rape me. I was thirteen, and he… He broke me.” Now I was defective. A shell of the person I could have been not just on stage, but off it as well. 
 
    “How long did it go on?” he asked, his tone low and soothing, tempting me to tell him everything. But just under the surface, I saw his rage beginning to boil. Yet, for whatever reason, it didn’t scare me. 
 
    “Six months,” I admitted. 
 
    “What happened to make him stop?” 
 
    “London, Genesis, and Aubree saved me. They heard me crying out for help one night when I couldn’t handle it any longer. Aubree had only arrived at the foster home the week before. She kept a knife with her everywhere she went, and when she heard me screaming, she and the others came running to my rescue. London and Genesis jumped on his back, and Aubree…” I shuddered at the memory before finishing. “She swung the knife, and it cut his penis. Deep. He nearly died.” 
 
    “Good,” he growled. “I knew there was a reason I liked her the most.” 
 
    “Me too,” I whispered, lowering my eyes to my lap. 
 
    We were both quiet for several minutes before he touched my cheek with gentle fingers. “You’re not broken, Ro. I won’t rush you. It’s been like a year and a half, babe. I think I’ve proven by now that I would never hurt you.” 
 
    I leaned into his touch. “I know you wouldn’t.” 
 
    “Give me a chance.” 
 
    A hundred different reasons why I shouldn’t flashed through my head, yet I found myself giving in with one simple world. “Okay.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 12 
 
    Sin 
 
    One word and I was happier than I could ever remember feeling in my entire life. My fingers contracted on her hips. “Really?” 
 
    Roanna’s smile was shy and sweet, and all I wanted to do was taste those lips again. “Yeah. Okay. Sin, I really like you. I care about you. There are so many reasons why we shouldn’t be together, but I want to be more than just your friend.” 
 
    I grazed my lips over the tip of her nose. “You’re perfect, do you know that?” Unable to stop myself, I kissed her again. 
 
    My cock flexed against her ass, but that fucker was in for a painful surprise. Kissing her was all that was going to happen until I knew she was ready for more. I wasn’t going to screw this up by letting my cock dick me over. 
 
    Her nails bit into my biceps, and her sweet little whimpers of pleasure were killing me. For someone who’d never kissed anyone before now, she seemed to enjoy it a hell of a lot. I needed to remind myself she was a newbie to all of this. 
 
    Lifting my head, I rubbed my thumb over her damp bottom lip. It was swollen and red. I wanted to kiss it until it was bruised and pulsing, but the thought of her hurting because of something I did to her was like claws shredding my sanity. 
 
    Needing a distraction, I lifted her off my lap so I didn’t cripple my poor cock. “Are you hungry?” 
 
    “A little.” 
 
    I grabbed my phone. “I’ll order us food, and then we can rehearse this song while we wait.” 
 
    Her entire face lit up. “So you’re going to sing it with me, after all?” 
 
    I lifted a brow. “You thought I wouldn’t?” 
 
    “You seemed reluctant. I know I’m pressuring you into it.” 
 
    “Do you honestly think you could make me do anything I don’t really want to do, Ro?” As much as I wanted her, as much as I cared about her—something that continued to fuck with my head—I was still a selfish asshole. No one could make me do shit if I didn’t really want to. Not even her. 
 
    She laughed softly. “No, I guess not. You would never let anyone manipulate you into doing anything you didn’t actually want to do.” 
 
    I’d stopped letting anyone try to control me when Brandi destroyed everything. No one, especially not a woman, was going to twist me upside down and force me to do anything against my will. Ever. 
 
    Once the food was ordered, I grabbed my acoustic guitar out of the spare bedroom. Singing wasn’t my passion, but I knew my voice was decent. Maybe not on Jace’s level, but if singing with Roanna made her happy, I didn’t mind doing it. 
 
    For the next hour, we went over the song, with Roanna making notes and offering ideas on how to draw out certain lyrics to make the song different from previous covers. We wouldn’t be winning a Grammy for it, but it would definitely get people’s attention when we performed it at the next Thursday night show. 
 
    “I love your voice,” she said, her eyes on my mouth instead of taking her cue for the next verse. “You should sing more.” 
 
    My fingers stopped strumming the guitar, and I leaned in for a kiss. “I’m good with just this.” 
 
    When I lifted my head, she looked up at me through her thick lashes. “You’re so stubborn, you know that?” 
 
    “You’re just realizing that, sweet girl?” She rolled her eyes, and I laughed. Before I met her, laughing was a rare occurrence for me. Now, I found myself doing it often whenever she was with me. She just made shit better, made me better. 
 
    I couldn’t fuck this up. 
 
    Once the food arrived and we were sitting on the living room floor, I found us something to watch. I didn’t have company often, other than Kale or Gray when they dropped by. Mostly we hung out at Gray’s because it was bigger and Kassa was there. I didn’t know how to keep guest entertained, but with Roanna, I didn’t feel like I had to. 
 
    She was content just to sit there and watch mindless television with me. There was no need for small talk, no need to ask if she needed anything. She made herself at home, going to the fridge to get us both beers before I could even ask if she wanted something to drink. It was like she belonged there, and I liked that. 
 
    While she was in the kitchen, her phone rang. It sat on the coffee table in front of where she’d been sitting, and I leaned forward to see who it was. 
 
    “Aubree’s calling you, babe.” 
 
    “Can you pick it up for me?” she called back. “I’m stocking the fridge with bottled water since I’m taking the last two.” 
 
    “You don’t have to do that. I’ll take care of it later.” 
 
    “If it’s not done now, you won’t have any cold later. Just answer the phone. This will only take a minute.” 
 
    Grunting at her stubbornness, I snatched up her phone. “What, Aubree?” 
 
    My voice must have surprised her because there was a brief pause on her end. “Hey, Sin. Is Ro still at your place?” 
 
    “Yeah. She’s gonna hang with me the rest of the day. Do you need something?” 
 
    “No, just looking out for her. She doesn’t go off by herself that often, and I get worried.” She sounded like a mother checking in on her baby. I was glad Ro had people who cared about her like that. As annoying as the other Blondes were, I could tolerate them because of how much they loved and protected Roanna. 
 
    “You don’t need to worry about her when she’s with me. I’ll bring her home when she’s ready to go.” 
 
    And if she never wanted to leave, that would be even better. 
 
    Liking the sudden idea of her living with me, I took a huge bite of my burger to keep myself from saying something stupid. 
 
    “We’re going out later. Ask her if she wants to meet up with us.” 
 
    Roanna walked into the living room, two bottles of beer and two waters in her hands. I wiped my mouth with a paper towel before asking her if she wanted to go out with her friends later. 
 
    She hesitated, her brows pinching together as she stared down at me. “Do you?” 
 
    I shrugged. “I don’t have any plans. I’ll go with you if you want.” 
 
    The frown smoothed out, and she sat down beside me on the floor. Taking the phone from me, she put it to her ear. “Aubree? Hey, yeah. Sin and I will meet you tonight. Just nowhere crazy… I’m just going to wear what I have on.” She sighed and looked up at me. “Do I look okay in this? Aubree wants me to change before we go out.” 
 
    I raked my eyes over her from head to toe. She’d kicked off her shoes and was now barefoot. Her jeans had holes in the knees and higher up on her right thigh. Her T-shirt was tight across her tits. With her hair slightly tangled from our earlier make-out session and zero makeup on, she looked sexy as fuck sitting there beside me. 
 
    “You look beautiful. Wear what you have on,” I told her. 
 
    Pleasure made her cheeks pink. “Just text me when you decide on a place,” she told her friend. “I’ll see you later.” 
 
    Dropping the phone back onto the table, she picked up one of the beers. “Do you want to invite your friends?” 
 
    “Nah. I went out with Cash the night before last. We can only take so much of each other at a time before I want to punch him in the face. Gray and Kas are hermits right now, and Kale is so far up Santana’s ass, it’s hard to get him to go out anywhere these days.” 
 
    “How is Kassa?” she asked, compassion in her eyes. “Will she be able to have another baby?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Gray hasn’t offered up that kind of information, and I haven’t asked. Kassa’s doing better, though. The last time I saw her, she wasn’t all puffy from crying, so that’s a win in my book.” 
 
    “Yeah, it is. The emotions will kill you after something like that.” She took a drink of her beer, seeming lost in thought. 
 
    I nudged her with my elbow, disliking the sadness in her voice. “Kas is a strong chick. She’ll get through this. Don’t worry about her.” 
 
    Roanna smiled, but it didn’t reach her eyes. “Jace and Kin wouldn’t want to come?” 
 
    I snorted in amusement. “Jace and I don’t hang out, and Kin can barely stand me.” 
 
    “Maybe it has something to do with this constant scowl you have on your face.” She traced a finger down my nose. “It can be kind of intimidating sometimes.” 
 
    That had me laughing, hard. “Kin isn’t intimidated by me, sweet girl. If anything, I’m a little afraid of her.” 
 
    She moved closer, and I wrapped my arm around her, tucking her against me comfortably. Leaning her head back against my shoulder, she grinned up at me. “Ah, poor baby. Don’t worry, though. I’ll protect you from the big, bad redhead.” 
 
    “Can you protect me from the fire-breathing one too?” I half joked, because Emmie scared the absolute fuck out of me. 
 
    “Sorry, but she terrifies me.” Roanna kissed my cheek. “You should probably invest in Kevlar and wear it whenever you have to be around her.” 
 
    My head fell back against the couch, and I laughed hard. “No shit.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 13 
 
    Sin 
 
    Handing over the keys to the valet outside of the club Aubree texted Roanna she and the other Blondes would be at, I took Roanna’s hand and headed for the line outside the entrance. After I slipped the bouncer a fifty to let us in without having to wait, we walked into the place. When Cash and I hung out, we sometimes ended up here. They had a different DJ every night, and it was anyone’s guess what kind of music was being played tonight. Two nights before, it had been classic rock night, and I vaguely remembered the DJ had good taste in music. 
 
    Techno music so loud it made the fillings in my teeth rattle to the base, flashing lights on the dance floor, and a pussy-to-cock ratio of ten-to-one had me wishing I’d said no to going out with Roanna’s friends tonight. I would rather have been at my place with her cuddled on my lap watching crappy movies on Netflix. 
 
    As we moved through the crowd, I kept her hand firmly in mine, my eyes scanning every face, looking for any possible danger to the chick at my side. It seemed like every fucker in the place zeroed in on her the minute we walked in. Their hungry gazes made my hands ache to put a fist through their faces. 
 
    Leaning down so she could hear me, and to show everyone looking that she was mine, I kissed her temple before asking her if she wanted a beer. 
 
    “Aubree said she already ordered for us,” she said, leaning against me. “They’re up there.” She pointed to the second floor, and I lifted my gaze to where Genesis was already making out with some douchebag. 
 
    Beside her, Aubree waved at us, and Roanna waved back. 
 
    Feeling how tense Ro was, I put both hands on her hips and let her lead the way. She didn’t like crowds, but I figured after a few drinks to loosen her up, she would relax a little more. 
 
    Upstairs, we found London standing at a high-top table close by, two bottles of untouched beer in front of her and a vodka cranberry in her hand. As she saw Roanna, her bored expression lifted. “Hey, about time you two got here. I was tired of holding down the table so no one would steal it.” 
 
    Roanna moved into the corner. Now that she was half hidden from everyone, the tension in her shoulders began to ease. 
 
    “What have you two been doing all day?” Aubree asked as she joined us. 
 
    I grinned at the pink that instantly filled Roanna’s cheeks. She flickered her eyes up to mine for a second before quickly looking away. “Nothing much,” she mumbled, taking a deep drink of her beer. 
 
    Lifting my own to my lips, I moved closer until one of her legs was between mine. Leaning into her, I whispered close to her ear, “You’re so adorable when you blush like that, sweet girl.” At the feel of her shiver, my cock hardened. Groaning, I kissed her cheek. “Drink your beer, woman.” 
 
    “Wait!” London’s exclaimed command had us looking at her. “Are you two…together?” 
 
    Aubree rolled her eyes. “Of course they are, idiot. Get with the program, London. Roanna has had it bad for this douchebag since day one.” 
 
    “Aubree!” Roanna hissed. 
 
    “What?” she asked innocently. 
 
    I pressed into my girl. “I’ve had it bad since day one, too,” I confessed close to her ear. 
 
    She melted into me. Groaning, I stepped in behind her, keeping a hand on her hip to lock her in place against me. Over her head, I dared the two Blondes to say anything, to tease her. They were her friends, they loved and protected her, but I would annihilate anyone who upset Roanna—including them. 
 
    The two of them glared back, but when I didn’t even blink, they grinned, and I felt like I’d just passed some kind of test. 
 
    “Ugh, let’s go sit down,” London whined when she returned with our next round of drinks. “There’s an empty couch over there.” 
 
    “Yeah, hold on. Let me get Genesis.” Aubree walked over to where Genesis was still making out with the same guy. Taking hold of the back of the other Blonde’s shirt, Aubree pulled her away from the guy. 
 
    The guy protested, grabbing Genesis’s arm, refusing to release her. I watched over my beer as he got in Aubree’s face, yelling at her, spittle flying out of his mouth. I tensed, ready to step in if needed, but Roanna and London didn’t even seem to notice or care about the confrontation going on with the smaller of the Blondes. 
 
    Aubree stood there, listening to whatever the douchebag was saying with a bored tilt of her chin. She seemed more laid-back than Genesis or London most of the time, but I’d seen her lose her cool a few times since meeting her. She was slow to anger, but once she reached her limit, she was feisty as fuck. 
 
    She remained motionless, her expression blank, letting the guy have his say. Then he straightened and turned his back on her, his hand still gripping Genesis’s wrist. When he started to walk away, Aubree popped her neck left and right, her fists clenching and unclenching. Her face still blank, she grabbed the guy by the back of the head, her fingers tightening around the roots of his sun-streaked hair and jerked him backward. 
 
    He roared in pain, but then it was her turn to start yelling at him, right in his ear. With the music so loud, I couldn’t hear anything she said to him, but when she was done, she pushed him away forcefully. Taking Genesis’s now free hand, Aubree guided the other Blonde over to us. 
 
    “Ah, come on, Aubree,” the other chick whined, and I realized she was drunk as fuck. “You’re ruining my fun.” 
 
    “I’m saving you from something you can’t get rid of. Like an STD or a baby. As sloshed as you are, there’s no way you would remember to make him wrap it up, dumbass.” Moving past us, she pushed Genesis toward the couch London was already making herself comfortable on. 
 
    Sitting down beside Aubree, I pulled Roanna onto my lap. 
 
    “What the fuck?” Genesis slurred. “You two together?” 
 
    “Leave them alone, Gen,” London ordered, pushing a bottle of water into her hand. “Hydrate so you don’t have a hangover tomorrow.” 
 
    “Want to dance?” Roanna asked, more at ease now that she’d had a few drinks. 
 
    “I don’t dance.” Her bottom lip pouted out, and I groaned. “Take Aubree and dance. I’ll watch you from here.” 
 
    “But I want to dance with you.” 
 
    “This music sucks, Ro. I can’t dance to this shit.” 
 
    She glanced longingly at the dance floor. “You can just stand there, and I’ll dance around you. Please?” 
 
    That please fucking did it. Cursing under my breath, I followed her downstairs to the dance floor. It was packed down there, but she didn’t seem to care. I blocked her off enough space so no one would bump into her as she danced, and I stood there drinking my third beer while she had her fun. She was in her element, as if she was onstage again, performing for everyone. 
 
    She hypnotized me all over again with the sway of her hips, the way her entire body seemed in sync with every beat of the music. There was no crowd, only me and Roanna. 
 
    I finished off the beer and put the empty on a passing waitress’s tray before grasping Roanna by the waist and pulling her to me for a kiss. Her fingers skimmed up my chest seductively, but her eyes were full of shyness when she drew back. Smiling, she turned her back to me, rubbing her body against me as she danced for me and me alone. 
 
    “Hey!” some chick just off the dance floor to my left called out. 
 
    Roanna turned back to face me, lifting a brow at me flirtatiously. “Thanks for dancing with me. I don’t do it a lot, but I knew with you here, no one would bother me.” 
 
    “Sin. Hey. Over here.”  
 
    Annoyed, I turned to see who was yelling at me. 
 
    Long dark-brown hair, a short skirt, and a bra-like top her tits were half hanging out of was all I saw. She looked vaguely familiar to me, but I couldn’t place where I knew her from. Girls like her were a dime a dozen. Noticing she finally had my attention, the chick walked over to us. 
 
    “Hey, did you find a gold earring at your place yesterday? A hoop with an emerald hanging from it?” she asked loud enough for everyone around us to hear. 
 
    I bit back a groan, realizing exactly where I knew this bitch from. She was one of the two I took home Wednesday night. Roanna froze in my arms, her hands pushing at my chest, trying to get away from me. I looked down at her, saw the hurt and jealousy she couldn’t hide, and wanted to punch something. 
 
    “Hello?” The brunette snapped her fingers near my face. I didn’t hit girls, but fuck did I wanted to slap this annoying bitch. “Did you find it or not? It was expensive, and I know I had it when we left together the other night with Tanya. She hasn’t seen it, so it must be at your place.” 
 
    “Wow,” Roanna bit out, disgust lacing her words. 
 
    “Ro—” I started, but she finally broke away from me. 
 
    “You had a threesome with this chick the night before last?” she demanded. 
 
    Not wanting to lie to her, but not wanting to confirm it either, I stayed silent. She turned away from me, stomping through the crowd that seemed to swallow her up, but not before I saw the tears glazing her eyes. 
 
    “Look, I just want to get my earring back. My boyfriend gave it to me for my birthday a few weeks ago.” The brunette was still there, still harping on about her fucking earring and standing in my way. “I need to find it before he realizes I lost it.” 
 
    “I haven’t seen your damn earring!” I roared, causing her to flinch. “Now fuck off.” 
 
    I hurried after Roanna, slamming my shoulder into anyone who didn’t get out of my way quick enough. Catching up to her, I grabbed her arm and turned her to face me. “Don’t run away from me, Ro. You don’t have any right to be pissed at me for this. You and I weren’t together when I fucked her.” 
 
    “Excuse me? Just a few nights ago, you were fucking not one bitch, but two of them. And then today, you want me to be with you?” She jerked her arm away, only to slap her hands on my chest, trying to push me away from her. It might have been funny if a tear hadn’t spilled down her cheek at that moment. “This is why we can only be friends, Sin. You can’t keep your dick out of every pussy you see long enough for us to ever be anything more than that.” 
 
    Frustrated, I stabbed my fingers through my hair. “Anything I did before you agreed to give us a chance has nothing to do with you. I won’t be fucking around anymore. Not now that I have you.” 
 
    “You don’t have me, Sin.” 
 
    She started to turn away from me, and I was fed up with all the bullshit. I twisted her around and bent so I could lift her over my shoulder. Her fists slapped against my back, and I had to lock an arm behind her knees so she couldn’t kick me. 
 
    “Put me down!” she raged, her fists landing some good blows. “Put! Me! Down!” 
 
    Ignoring her and the stares we were getting, I carried her through the club and out to the valet. No doubt we would end up on YouTube or TMZ, and then Emmie would have my ass in a sling because she would have to deal with the PR fallout from it. I didn’t care, though. Roanna was being stubborn, and I wasn’t about to let her just walk away and have time to put her walls back up before we could talk this out. 
 
    “Put me down, you fucking asshole. I’m not leaving with you. You can’t make me!” 
 
    Outside, she drew the attention of everyone trying to get into the club, while I dug out my valet ticket to hand over to the attendant. As soon as he went to get my car, I rearranged her so I didn’t drop her. 
 
    “Quiet down,” I growled at her. “People are thinking I’m kidnapping you. Do you want me to get arrested?” 
 
    “You are kidnapping me!” she screamed. 
 
    “Bullshit. I’m just taking you somewhere we can talk like reasonable adults.” 
 
    “I don’t want to go anywhere with you, motherfucker. You’re a cheating scumbag.” 
 
    “When did I cheat on you? We’ve been together all of six hours, and you’ve been beside me that entire time,” I reminded her. 
 
    “Ugh!” she screamed. “I hate you so much right now.” 
 
    “Because I’m telling the truth?” I asked calmly. 
 
    “Because you hurt my heart,” she snapped. “I never should have gone to your place earlier. I’m so fucking stupid when it comes to you.” 
 
    I rubbed a hand over her luscious ass. “I’m sorry I hurt your heart,” I told her, hating myself. 
 
    “Sorry I found out about your fucking threesome, you mean.” 
 
    “That too,” I admitted, letting out a relieved breath when I saw the attendant bringing my car. 
 
    “You’re such an asshole.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    The car stopped in front of me, and I opened the back door. Kale had a habit of trying to open the doors when he was drunk, thinking it was funny. I’d fixed the child safety locks after someone nearly hit us because of it. Shutting the door, I tossed the attendant a tip and jumped in the driver’s seat just as Roanna was trying to climb into the front seat after realizing she couldn’t get out through the back doors. 
 
    “Sit back and put your seat belt on,” I told her as I pulled out into traffic. 
 
    “Fuck this,” she snarled. Falling back against the back seat, she pulled her phone out of her pocket. I glanced at her in the rearview mirror as she lifted the phone to her ear. “Aubree, come get me… He carried me out of the club… Because his fuck buddy from the other night wanted him to find her cheap-ass earring, that’s why!” 
 
    Stopping at a red light, I reached behind me and snatched the phone out of her hands. Glaring at her, I spoke to Aubree. “I’ll bring her home later.” 
 
    “What the fuck are you doing? Roanna sounds hysterical. If you hurt her, I swear to God, you won’t be able to hide from us, Sin. I’ll motherfucking gut you!” 
 
    The light turned green, and I hit the gas. “This is none of your business. We need to talk. Like I said, I’ll bring her home later.” 
 
    “You fucking better—” 
 
    I hung up before she could finish the threat and tossed the phone on the floor of the passenger side. Two seconds later, it started ringing. 
 
    Fuming from the back seat, Roanna crossed her arms over her chest and glared out the side window. I drove us back to my place, the whole time trying to figure out how I was going to fix this shit. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 14 
 
    Roanna 
 
    Sin parked his car in the underground garage and turned it off. I glared at the back of his head, hating this pain in my heart that hadn’t let up once since his fuck buddy had interrupted us earlier. 
 
    How could I, even for a single second, think we could be together? 
 
    Sex was obviously something he needed on a regular basis, and I didn’t even know if I could ever go that far with him. He would end up cheating on me for sure if I got involved with him. 
 
    And I knew that would kill me. 
 
    It was killing me just thinking he’d had sex with someone else the night before last. He fucked two different chicks, then came and hung out with me at First Bass. He hugged me, comforted me after what Todd the bartender said to me. He laughed and flirted and stayed by my side when he’d just come from a threesome. 
 
    I wanted to go home, curl up in my bed, and pretend this day never happened. I wanted to forget how happy I was earlier when he kissed me, how natural it was to kiss him back. How goddamn right it was just to sit beside him, knowing I was safe there, knowing he would never physically hurt me. That he would save me if I needed him to. 
 
    “Are you going to run if I open the door?” Sin asked in a tight voice from the front seat. He was still facing the windshield, but I could see the side of his face. His jaw was clamped tightly, his hands clenching and unclenching around the stirring wheel. 
 
    “Just take me home, Sin,” I told him quietly. 
 
    His palms slammed down on the wheel, hard. Throwing his door open, he got out and walked around to open mine. I sat there, just staring at the hand he extended to assist me out. All night, he’d found a reason to have one of his hands on me at all times. Holding my hand, rubbing my back, squeezing my hip. In the time I’d known him, I’d found out he didn’t like to be touched much. I put it down to what his stepmother did to him, the control he lost when she started abusing him. 
 
    Yet he couldn’t seem to stop himself from touching me in some shape or form all evening. 
 
    “Get out, Ro, or I’m going to carry your sweet ass upstairs.” 
 
    I slapped his hand away and got out without aid. I walked away from him, knowing it was useless to try to run. His long, muscular legs would catch up with me before I even got started. 
 
    He tried to take my hand, but I crossed my arms over my chest. I heard him sigh heavily before he put his hand to the small of my back and guided me to the elevator. A group of guys were already standing there waiting for it themselves. I glanced at them, saw the interest in all their eyes, and quickly looked away. 
 
    “Hey, Sin,” one of them greeted. “Never seen you with a blonde before. Aren’t you more into brunettes?” 
 
    “She’s hotter than those two from the other night, too,” another guy observed, and for some reason, that made me feel slightly better. Until he opened his mouth again. “You were so wasted, making out with them both in the elevator. Lucky bastard.” 
 
    “Fuck off,” Sin growled menacingly at him. 
 
    “Jesus, man. Relax. Just making conversation. Fuck.” 
 
    “Yeah, Sin. It’s not his fault you’re such a manwhore,” I snapped at him. 
 
    “Ro, I swear to God, if you don’t stop, I’m going to spank your beautiful ass.” The elevator doors opened, and he urged me inside, but when the other guys tried to follow us, he stepped in their way. “Take the next ones, douchebags,” he told them, stabbing the button for his floor. 
 
    “Fucking asshole,” I heard one of them grumble as the doors shut in their faces. 
 
    I moved to the back of the elevator, leaning against it and looking anywhere but at the man seething in front of the doors. It stopped three more times, but every time someone tried to get on, Sin growled at them to fuck off and take the next one. 
 
    I would never admit it, but I was actually glad he didn’t let anyone else ride with us. I didn’t want eyes on me, didn’t want them to witness just how torn up I was and unable to hide any of it from prying eyes. Whether he understood that or not, I didn’t know, but I was still thankful for it. 
 
    When the elevator finally stopped on his floor, he caught hold of my hand and pulled me toward his front door. I dug in my heels, practically making him drag me. Shooting me a lifted brow over his shoulder, he threatened, “Walk, or I’ll carry you.” 
 
    “Asshole,” I muttered, but I picked up my feet. 
 
    Inside, he flipped on the lights in the living room and walked me over to the couch. I sat, and he pulled the coffee table over so he could sit in front of me, his knees trapping me in place. But if I expected him to jump right into whatever argument he was going to make, I was wrong. 
 
    He sat there, gazing at me for a long moment, as if he didn’t know what to say. 
 
    I lowered my lashes, blocking him out, refusing to let him see just how upset I still was. “I want to go home, Sin.” 
 
    Biting back a curse, he took my hands in both of his, his thumbs rubbing soothing circles on my wrists. “I’m sorry. I wanted to have fun with you tonight, but that chick ruined it.” 
 
    “Do you even know her name?” 
 
    “Nope. Didn’t care enough to learn it. It was just sex, Ro.” 
 
    That didn’t make me feel any better. I jerked my hands away and pushed aside the hair that fell into my face, fighting back tears of frustration and hurt. 
 
    “It was just a drunken hookup, baby. She didn’t mean anything to me. None of them ever have.” 
 
    “Then what’s this between you and me?” I asked in a choked voice. “Because I can’t give you that, Sin. Not now, maybe not ever.” 
 
    “You are so much more than a meaningless hookup, and you know it.” He leaned forward, cupping my jaw in one hand. “I care about you. The sex part doesn’t matter. We can take that one day at a time. I’ll wait a hundred years if that’s what it takes.” 
 
    “And cheat on me to get it because you’ll get tired of waiting.” 
 
    “Fuck no. If you’re mine, then I’m only yours. I won’t cheat on you, Roanna.” His eyes turned pleading. “Just give me a chance to prove that to you.” 
 
    “I don’t know if I can,” I told him honestly. 
 
    “Why not?” he asked frustratedly, dropping his hand. 
 
    “Because if I hurt this bad now, when I don’t even have a right to be upset or hurt, then it would probably destroy me if you cheat on me later on down the road,” I confessed. 
 
    “I’m not going to hurt you, sweet girl.” 
 
    A tear snuck out of my eye, spilling down my cheek without my permission. “You don’t know that. You talk a good game, Sin, but I’m well aware of just how often you hook up. Almost every Friday, you leave the gym with some brunette. And that’s your right, I know that. But fuck, it’s agony to see you with them.” 
 
    He grasped my waist, lifting me and sliding into the spot where I was just sitting. Turning me on his lap, he stared up into my eyes. “I’m done arguing about this. I know I’m not going to cheat on you, and I’m going to prove that to you. You don’t have to give me a chance, Ro, because I’m going to take it.” 
 
    “No, you’re not—” I started to argue, but he pulled my head down, his lips meeting mine in a hungry kiss. 
 
    I tried to resist, tried to sit there and remain statue-still. But fuck, his lips felt so good. Less than ten seconds later and I was giving in, kissing him back. 
 
    Between us, his cock flexed against my core. It felt so good, I couldn’t fight back a whimper, and I instinctively pushed down against him, grinding myself against his hardness. 
 
    My entire body suddenly felt like it was alive with fire, every cell its own inferno. Wetness gathered at my entrance, soaking into my panties. I clutched at his shoulders, kissing him harder, rubbing my core against him. 
 
    Sin’s hand slid from my waist to my hips, pressing me down into him as I rocked against him, his fingers flexing on me. It felt so good—I felt so good—I didn’t ever want to stop kissing him… 
 
    The sudden pounding on his front door had my head jerking up, both of us panting heavily. Startled, I looked at the door, my heart beating erratically. 
 
    “Get lost!” he bellowed at the door, his hands tangling in my hair and urging my head back down to meet his next kiss. 
 
    “Open this damn door, or I’m going to set it on fire!” Aubree yelled, beating on the door again. 
 
    Hearing her voice pulled me out of the daze I’d fallen into from his kiss. My body instantly began to cool, but the ache in my center remained, still pulsing with need for Sin. 
 
    As he groaned, Sin’s head fell back against the couch. I scrambled to get up, and he didn’t try to stop me. On my feet, I hurried unsteadily to the door, knowing Aubree wasn’t making an empty threat. I was still gasping for breath when I opened the door. 
 
    Aubree, London, and Genesis all stood on the other side. Genesis was no longer stumbling drunk, and they all wore fierce expressions. Their eyes raked over me from head to toe, looking for any obvious signs that I was hurt, lingering on my face for a few extra seconds. I touched my kiss-swollen mouth, feeling a zing of pleasure at the memory of just how much I liked kissing Sin, my cheeks filling with a burning blush. 
 
    Aubree’s gaze went over my shoulder seconds before I felt Sin’s heat at my back. His hand caught my hip possessively, and he pressed his hardness into my back. 
 
    “Let’s go,” Aubree ordered, reaching for my hand. 
 
    “Don’t go,” Sin urged quietly, his lips touching the back of my head. “Stay and talk to me.” 
 
    Talking was the last thing I wanted to do with him right then. All I could think about was how much I wanted to kiss him again and grind against his lap. My core clenched in anticipation of doing just that, and I had to squeeze my thighs together tightly to ease the suddenly throb pulsing deep inside. 
 
    But as much as I wanted to do exactly that, the intensity of just how badly I wanted him scared the hell out of me. 
 
    I stepped away from him and across the threshold, walking out of the apartment and into the waiting arms of my soul sisters. Genesis’s and London’s arms both enfolded me into the group. 
 
    “I’ll see you tomorrow, Ro,” Sin said from behind me. 
 
    Excitement and fear filled me equally, and I shivered. 
 
    “Leave her alone, asshole,” Aubree told him. “If she wants to talk to you, she will call you. If she doesn’t, then stay the fuck away from her.” 
 
    “I won’t give up, Ro,” he said, speaking only to me and ignoring the little spitfire who stood between us. 
 
    I hoped he wouldn’t. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 15 
 
    Sin 
 
    “Why are we here again?” Kin grumbled from beside me in the elevator. 
 
    “Because you keep bitching about how much you want to get Roanna to sing that new song you wrote, and I fucking need a way to see her that won’t get the door slammed in my face,” I told her for the fifth time, wishing she would just stop her bitching and be quiet. 
 
    Using Kin to get what I wanted was a last resort, but Roanna wasn’t answering my calls and was ignoring my texts. When I showed up the day before, no one would answer the door, even though the car they shared was still in the parking lot. Remembering how Kin had been raving on and on about her new song, but that it needed a female voice rather than a male, I jumped headfirst into the excuse to get us both what we wanted. 
 
    “It’s not like you had shit to do anyway.” 
 
    She glared at me as the elevator slowed down for our stop. “No, of course, I didn’t. It’s not like I have school or I’m helping my best friend plan her wedding or anything.” 
 
    “Another thing you keep bitching about. If you don’t want to help her, just tell her.” 
 
    The elevator doors opened, and I stepped off, with her following at a slower pace. “I want to help her. I can just tell she isn’t happy right now. She… Why the hell am I explaining myself to you? It has nothing to do with you, and you probably don’t even give a shit about it anyway.” 
 
    “You would be right,” I said with a nod before knocking on Roanna’s door. 
 
    Hearing footsteps on the other side, I moved to the side and pulled Kin in front of it so whoever was looking through the peephole would only see her. Seconds later, the door opened, and a sleepy Roanna stood in front of us. She was in pajama pants and a long-sleeved sleep shirt that fell all the way to her knees. Her long blond hair was rumpled, her brown eyes slightly squinty, telling me she must have just woken up. 
 
    “Kin?” she asked around a yawn. 
 
    I pushed Kin aside and grabbed hold of Roanna, pulling her out into the hall. Surprised, she tried to pull away, but I only grasped her other hand, locking her in place. Hungrily, I scanned my eyes over her. I hadn’t seen her in two days, and all I wanted to do was look at her. 
 
    “Answer your goddamn phone, woman,” I growled. “I’ve been trying to get hold of you for days, and all I get is silence. I even came here yesterday, and no one would answer the fucking door.” 
 
    “Sin—” 
 
    Frustrated, I cut her off with a kiss. I kept it soft, not devouring her mouth the way I so desperately wanted to. I just needed to shut down whatever argument she might have had. Instantly, she melted against me, kissing me back, and I nearly howled with relief. Lifting my head, I touched my forehead to hers. Feeling her warmth under my fingertips, her heartbeat pounding against me, smelling the scent of her shampoo—I could finally draw a deep breath again. 
 
    “Well, this is awkward,” Kin grumbled. 
 
    Startled, Roanna jumped back from me, her eyes wide as she turned to face Kin. “Wh-What are you two doing here?” 
 
    “I’m here to discuss business, and Sin has his own nefarious reasons, obviously.” She nodded toward the open door. “Can I come in?” 
 
    “Yeah, sure.” Pulling her hands out of my grasp, Roanna walked into the apartment. “You want coffee? Everyone else is at the gym, I think, but whatever you need to talk to me about, I can discuss with them later.” 
 
    “Actually, it’s you I wanted to speak to, in particular,” Kin said, following her into the kitchen. 
 
    The place was a lot smaller than the one the Blondes had when they began playing at First Bass. After kicking Peyton out when her antics put the club in hot water, they had to find another place quickly. This one was less than half the size of the other, two bedrooms instead of four, and with only a single bathroom for four chicks to share. 
 
    The kitchen was barely big enough for the three of us to stand in, with a tiny fridge that even Aubree was taller than, and a stove. The coffeepot and a cheap microwave were the only other appliances, with a single row of cabinets and counter space separating the stove and fridge, with the sink halfway between. There wasn’t even room for a table in there, forcing them to eat in the living room. 
 
    I felt suffocated in the space with the two of them and stayed near the doorless archway between the kitchen and living room. 
 
    “I have a new song I just finished tweaking and thought of you. It will be perfect for your voice, and I think it will be something you might want to add to your normal set.” 
 
    Roanna’s hands paused in midair, inches away from turning on the coffeepot. Nervously, she flipped it on and reached for mugs out of the cabinet above her head. “I-I guess I could take a look at it. But I can’t agree to sing it without the others’ vote. All songs have to pass everyone’s approval before we perform it.” 
 
    “I know what happened after you did the last song, Ro,” Kin told her softly, sensing the other chick’s discomfort. Roanna hadn’t sung the last song again that Kin had given her after what transpired that night. No one ever talked about it, but I could tell she was still freaked out over it and feared it happening again. “This song isn’t like that.” 
 
    “Okay, but I still have to put it to a vote.” 
 
    “Understandable.” Pulling the folded sheet music from her back pocket, Kin placed it on the counter. “Just look it over and discuss it with the others. Give me a call to let me know what you think later.” Giving her a warm smile, she backed away. “Anyway, I need to get going. Lucy is expecting me.” 
 
    Kin glared at me as she passed by. “Good luck, dickhead.” 
 
    “Yeah. Thanks.” 
 
    Her eyes widened in surprise. “Huh. You actually know how to say that word. I honestly didn’t think it was part of your vocab.” 
 
    “Fuck off, Kin. Chill with being a bitch for like five seconds.” 
 
    “And there he is. Whoa, I was really scared there for a second.” Grinning, she walked away. 
 
    I waited until I heard the front door close before moving away from the doorway. Roanna was pretending to look over the song in her hands, but I could tell her eyes weren’t moving. She was waiting for me to make a move. Hating that she was so nervous around me now, and not understanding why, I snatched the music out of her hands and tossed it back on the counter. Cupping her ass in both hands, I pulled her into me. 
 
    “You’ve been avoiding me,” I murmured, touching my lips to the corner of her mouth. 
 
    “H-Have I?” she stammered. 
 
    “Why are you shaking?” I demanded, trying to keep my voice calm. Releasing her ass, I stroked a hand down her back, trying to catch her gaze but failing. “Ro, look at me.” 
 
    “I-I am.” 
 
    I caught her chin, but when I lifted it, she lowered her lashes. “Are you…scared of me?” 
 
    Her hesitation turned my heart to ice, but then she shook her head and I breathed a heavy sigh of relief. 
 
    “Then what’s wrong, sweet girl?” 
 
    Shaking her head again, she dislodged my hand before pressing her forehead into my chest. “I’m not scared of you. I’m scared…of this. Of what you make me feel. The other night… That kiss. It was pretty intense for me.” 
 
    I groaned at the remembered agony of just how hard I’d been right before her friends showed up. The kiss got out of hand, I could admit that, but I’d been in complete control. She had been enjoying it, had been close to coming just by grinding on me, and that was all I wanted at the time. It didn’t even matter to me that I had blue balls all fucking night. 
 
    “What exactly scared you?” I asked, needing to know what not to do next time to make her comfortable. “What didn’t you like?” 
 
    “I liked it all. That…” She huffed softly and whispered, “That’s what scared me.” 
 
    “Feeling good scares you?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    Before, when she first told me about the man who abused her, I wanted to find him and finish the job Aubree started. No man deserved to have a cock if he was going to hurt someone with it, especially a little girl like Roanna had been. But hearing her say she was scared of me making her feel good made me want to kill the sonofabitch with my bare hands. How badly did he hurt her to make her afraid of pleasure? 
 
    Knowing if I kept thinking about it, I would fly into a rage, I pushed the thought of him away. He wasn’t important. Only Roanna was. 
 
    I picked her up and sat her on the counter. Without my coaxing or asking, she spread her legs, letting me closer. “I’m going to ask you something, and it’s important that you’re completely honest with me. Okay?” 
 
    “Yeah,” she whispered. 
 
    “Have you ever touched yourself, Ro? Ever masturbated?” 
 
    Her cheeks reddened, but after a small hesitation, she finally shook her head. 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    She leaned her head back against the cabinet, glaring up at the ceiling so she didn’t have to meet my gaze. “Because I’ve never had that kind of urge. When Sicko Stan raped me, I was barely a teenager. It was like he killed all of those kinds of feelings and needs inside of me.” 
 
    “And the other night was the first time you ever—” 
 
    “Yes!” she cried before I could finish the question, her face flaming. 
 
    Fuck, my dick liked that answer a lot more than it should. Feeling smug that I could make her feel anything after what she went through, I kissed her. Just a quick brush of my lips over hers before forcing myself to lift my head. “That’s not a bad thing, Ro. You’re allowed to get turned on from just a kiss. Hell, I’m hard as a damn rock right now.” 
 
    “It never felt good when Sicko Stan did things to me, Sin. It hurt every time.” Her voice was so weak, I wanted to punch something. Preferably her abuser right in the nut sac. “The other night scared me so much because I wasn’t expecting to feel anything. Instead, I was on fire. Every part of my body felt the blaze.” 
 
    I brushed a few locks of hair back from her face. “That’s the way it’s supposed to feel, sweet girl.” 
 
    She covered her face with her hands. “I know, and I’m sorry.” 
 
    “What the fuck are you sorry about?” I pulled her hands down and kissed her again. “If you enjoyed it, there isn’t anything you should feel the need to apologize for,” I breathed against her lips. 
 
    “Sin,” she moaned, kissing me back. 
 
    “I want to make you feel good, Ro. I want to be the one who makes you come and shows you there’s nothing to be afraid of.” I brushed my nose against hers, dropping soft kisses on her lips. “Do you trust me?” 
 
    “In theory,” she whimpered, and I nipped at her bottom lip. 
 
    “Theories need to be tested, sweet girl.” I touched my mouth to the shell of her ear. “Will you let me test this one with you?” 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 16 
 
    Roanna 
 
    Why did his kisses have to be so intoxicating? 
 
    They weren’t even deep kisses, just soft brushes of his lips against mine. Teasing little caresses that made my brain shut down and my stomach tighten while my core flooded with liquid heat that had my hips inching forward, wanting that same contact as Friday night. That same pressure right in my center. 
 
    What had he asked? 
 
    Would I test this theory with him? 
 
    I didn’t know if I could, but his kisses made it impossible to think beyond the next sensation. The tingle of my skin as his breath caressed over my cheek. The sound of his exhale at my ear. The press of his fingers into my flesh. The scent of his body wash when I buried my face in his neck and gave his lips access to the tender spot where my shoulder and neck met. 
 
    “Trust me,” he rasped against my skin. “Let me show you there is nothing to be afraid of.” 
 
    I barely had enough brain power to nod, and then he was lifting me from the counter. My legs wrapped around his waist on instinct alone, and he carried me into the living room. He sat, with me still wrapped around him, and kissed me again. This one wasn’t nearly as soft as the others, but they went straight to my head, making me dizzy from how delicious they were. 
 
    His hands stroked up and down my sides, his thumbs brushing over the sides of my breasts through my sleep shirt, making me acutely aware I wasn’t wearing a bra. With my legs still wrapped around his waist, my core was exposed. My thin pajama pants, minus panties beneath, offered little protection from the massive bulge now pressed against my center through his jeans. 
 
    Between his kisses, his caressing hands, and his hardness flexing against me, I didn’t know what to focus on more. My entire body was burning, and I wasn’t sure how I wasn’t already a pile of ash in his lap. 
 
    I pressed my hips down, seeking deeper contact with his bulge, and we both groaned. Lifting his head, he caught my ass in both his hands, pressing me closer. “Does that feel good?” 
 
    Still gasping for breath, all I could do was nod. 
 
    His fingers squeezed, massaging each handful. “Are you starting to ache?” I nodded again. “No, Ro. Give me the words. Tell me, are you starting to ache?” 
 
    “Y-Yes,” I moaned. 
 
    “Where?” 
 
    “You know where,” I panted. 
 
    “Show me,” he commanded. 
 
    “Here.” I ground my drenched core into him. There was no way he couldn’t tell just how wet I was. My pajama pants were already soaked. 
 
    “That feels so damn good, baby,” he growled, his head falling onto the back of the couch, his eyes closing to half-mast. 
 
    “Sin,” I whined, wanting his lips back on me, his hands teasing my breasts again. 
 
    “I know, sweet girl, but you’re the one in control here.” His hands fell away from my ass. “Rub against me. Make yourself come like this.” 
 
    Even though my core was its own inferno, need and want gnawing at me like a nagging hunger, I hesitated. I thrived in the spotlight, but right then, I knew what stage fright was. I felt clumsy, my hips suddenly not sure what to do. 
 
    I pressed my hands to his chest as embarrassment began to replace my need. 
 
    I didn’t want to be in control. Sicko Stan always made me be the one to touch him, the one who “initiated” everything. And back then, to my innocent mind, he was able to use that against me. If I touched him first, then I was the one who wanted it. It meant I wanted him to touch me. 
 
    It took a lot of therapy before I understood just how twisted up he had made me about sex and control. 
 
    “Ro?” Sin’s head lifted, his eyes scanning my face. 
 
    My lashes lowered so he couldn’t see the sudden tears that were stinging my eyes. “I-I liked it better when you were kissing me,” I whispered. 
 
    “Yeah?” He cupped my chin. “Just when I was kissing you, or was it when I was the one in control?” 
 
    “Both.” 
 
    His fingers threaded through my hair, tightening at the roots. “Is that what you want? For me to kiss you and make you feel good? You want me to touch you, sweet girl?” 
 
    I nodded, still keeping my lashes lowered. 
 
    “Ro,” he said warningly. “Give me the words.” 
 
    “Yes,” I moaned when he tipped my head back and skimmed his lips over mine. “I want you to kiss me. I want to feel good. I want you to…touch me.” 
 
    The hand not in my hair trailed down my body, cupping first one breast, playing with the hardened nipple, before squeezing the other. I arched my back, offering up my chest for him to play with. “You like that. What if I touched you here?” His hand flattened against my stomach and slid lower until he reached the top of my pajama pants. “Do you want that, Ro?” 
 
    “I…I don’t know,” I answered honestly. 
 
    Slowly, his hand molded to my core, staying on the outside of my clothes. His thumb touched my clit, causing sparks to flash outward from my center. Then he was cupping me right where I ached the most. 
 
    “Is this okay?” His voice was tight, like he was having trouble controlling it, but there was nothing but gentleness in his gaze when he looked up at me. His thumb glided over my clit again, and I found myself mewling like a damned cat at the intensity of the pleasure shooting off inside. “Do you like this?” 
 
    I nodded, but I gave him the verbal response he wanted. “Yes. I l-like that, a lot.” 
 
    “Keep your eyes on me. Don’t look away.” 
 
    That seemed physically impossible. Each brush of his thumb over my clit, his fingers over my center, made me want to close my eyes to savor the pleasure. 
 
    “You want my lips too?” he asked, pulling my head down to his, so our mouths could merge. His tongue teased my bottom lip. “You want my tongue in your mouth while I finger you?” 
 
    “Please,” I whimpered. “This feels so good, Sin.” 
 
    “Are you scared?” 
 
    I shook my head. “No. Not right now.” 
 
    “Because I’m kissing you?” He sucked my bottom lip into his mouth while his thumb strummed my clit like I was one of his guitars. “Because you know I won’t hurt you?” 
 
    “Both,” I sighed into his mouth. “I…I trust you.” 
 
    “Ro.” 
 
    “Sin, you’re talking too much,” I complained. “Just kiss me.” 
 
    With a growl, he turned us on the couch. My back hit the cushions, and he followed me down, kissing the breath out of me. His hand went back to my core, still staying on top of my clothes, his fingers playing me just as expertly as he did his bass. I pressed my hips up into his touch, wanting him closer, my core walls clenching for something…more. 
 
    I clutched at his back, my nails slicing into his flesh in an attempt to hold myself to the earth. Hungrily, his mouth left mine and trailed down my neck, his teeth scraping over my skin along the way. His free hand lifted my sleep shirt then started to push down my pajama pants. 
 
    Then his fingers were on me, with no clothes between his touch and my sex. The contact was a hundred times better than grinding on his lap, a thousand times better than when my pajamas separated us. His mouth latched on to my right breast, sucking the nipple into his mouth, engulfing the entire thing like he was trying to swallow me whole. 
 
    I grasped his head, holding him to me as I lifted my hips, thrusting against his hand. 
 
    “Sin,” I cried boldly. “Put one inside me, please!” 
 
    His middle finger thrust deep inside of me, and suddenly I was flying over a cliff into an ocean of pure, uncontrollable bliss. I swallowed my scream, my head twisting on the couch as my core quivered under his continued ministrations. 
 
    There was no way to measure how much time passed before I was able to open my eyes again. Sin was lying on top of me, the side of his face pillowed on my bare breasts. He was still rubbing my pussy, not really sexually, more petting me—soothing me—and it was only making me wet for him all over again. I could feel the way his cock pulsed against my inner right thigh through his jeans, but he wasn’t trying to free himself. Nothing he was doing seemed to be about his pleasure, only my own. 
 
    “Don’t…you want—” 
 
    “Fuck yeah, I do,” he groaned, kissing between my breasts. “But I’m not going to. This was about you.” Lifting his head, he kissed me. One of those softer kisses again, not the soul-drugging ones that made my toes curl. “I wanted to show you there was nothing to be scared of. Are you?” 
 
    “Scared?” 
 
    His hungry eyes locked on to mine, and he nodded. 
 
    “No,” I whispered. “That was too amazing to be scared of.” 
 
    A smug grin tilted up his lips. “Good. Now, please, for the sake of my sanity, go put on some real clothes so I can take you to get something to eat. If we stay here any longer, I’m going to fuck this up.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 17 
 
    Sin 
 
    “What else do you want?” I asked Roanna as we stood at the counter at the movie theater later that evening. 
 
    Earlier, I’d taken her to lunch, where she devoured some vegan tofu wrap thing, and I suffered through some kind of meatless sandwich that I smothered in sriracha. Even then, it tasted like crap. Afterward, I talked her into spending the rest of the day with me, but getting her to agree wasn’t nearly as hard as I expected it to be. She texted Aubree to let her know I would bring her home late, then put her hand so trustingly in my own and asked if we could walk on the beach. 
 
    She could have asked me to walk into hell right then, and I would have. 
 
    For her. 
 
    Only ever for my sweet girl. 
 
    Now we were about to watch a movie. There was a line of at least twenty people behind us that I was holding up because I kept asking Roanna what she wanted to eat. Each time, she would nibble on that damn bottom lip, glance up at the menu or down at the candy selection, and ask for something else. 
 
    So far, we had a huge tub of popcorn with extra butter, fully loaded nachos, three selections of candy, a glass of wine, a beer for me—thank fuck this place served alcohol—and a large Diet Coke for her when her wine was finished. 
 
    “I’m good,” she said. “I don’t know how we’re going to eat all of this without bursting.” 
 
    The kid behind the counter started putting all our stuff on a tray, and I handed over my credit card to the manager-looking guy who had been taking our order. I took the card back, handed Roanna her wine, and picked up the tray. It was so full, I had to carry it with both hands, making me grumpy because I couldn’t hold her hand as we headed for the right theater. 
 
    Another kid was taking tickets, and we waited for our turn. “Grab the tickets for me, babe,” I told her, turning just enough so she could pull the tickets out of my back pocket. 
 
    Her fingers brushing over my ass through my jeans made them tighter as my cock hardened and strained against the zipper. Thank fuck she didn’t linger. After earlier, the least little touch was liable to make me explode then and there. 
 
    In the correct theater for our movie, some action/mafia/hitman thing she said she was dying to watch when I asked what movies she liked, I noticed the theater was already half full. This theater had assigned seats which we’d picked out when I bought the tickets on their app. Glancing up, I immediately spotted ours. 
 
    And the three douchebags already sitting beside them. 
 
    Preppy assholes in their J. Crew jeans and polos. Their hair was styled in that “I just got out of bed” pretty-boy messy way. They were drinking and giggling like little bitches. From the looks of them, they could have been anywhere from eighteen to twenty-five. But with the beers in their hands, I figured they were at least twenty-one, or this place couldn’t spot a fake ID for shit. 
 
    Roanna led the way, murmuring, “Excuse us,” as she moved past them. The aisle was wide enough to make room for the reclining seats, so she didn’t have to squeeze by any of them. My hands clenched on our tray as their greedy eyes raked over her from head to toe, taking in her windblown blond hair, her still-swollen lips from where I’d kissed her right before we left my car, simple but snug T-shirt that molded over her tits, and the tight as fuck jeans that cupped her perfect ass. 
 
    She sat, taking the seat farthest away from the group, putting her glass of wine in the cupholder and pushing the button to recline her chair enough that her legs were elevated. 
 
    I placed the tray on her lap, pulled off the jacket I’d brought so she could cover up if she got cold, and sat beside her. 
 
    “Comfortable?” I asked her, taking a nacho covered in cheese and jalapenos. 
 
    She nodded, grinning up at me. 
 
    “What?” I licked my lips. 
 
    Her soft thumb brushed over the corner of my mouth. “You have cheese right here.” Lifting her hand, she showed me. 
 
    I caught her hand and sucked the cheese off her thumb, watching as her eyes darkened with pleasure. “Thanks, baby.” 
 
    “Y-You’re welcome,” she murmured breathlessly. 
 
    The theater lights lowered as the trivia game on the screen disappeared to show the first trailer. More people filed in, and the seat on the other side of Roanna was taken. Some guy with his girlfriend. He put the girlfriend beside Roanna, who smiled at her in greeting. 
 
    “Good to see I’m not the only girlfriend in here,” she told Ro. “I really don’t mind these movies as long as the lead guy takes his shirt off a few times.” 
 
    Roanna laughed softly. “I’m the one who wanted to watch this one, so I’m in it for all the action. But the shirtless scenes in the trailers may have sealed the deal for me.” 
 
    “Right?” the other woman giggled. 
 
    “Babe, don’t talk the whole movie,” her boyfriend groaned. “You’re gonna get us kicked out again like last time.” He met my gaze over the top of their heads. “This one has never met a stranger in her life.” 
 
    “But you love me anyway,” she cooed at him. 
 
    “Not when you get me kicked out before I can watch my movie, woman.” 
 
    “I made it up to you,” she purred. “Tell me it was worth it.” 
 
    His arm went around her shoulders, pulling her head to his chest before kissing her. “It was beyond worth it. Now hush, babe. Let the pretty girl watch the movie with her man.” 
 
    “I knew you thought she was pretty.” 
 
    “And you’re beautiful. Be quiet before I spank that fine ass.” 
 
    Grinning at their affectionate bickering, Roanna leaned in closer to me. “They remind me of Jace and Kin.” 
 
    I nodded. “A little.” 
 
    Yeah, they did seem a lot like Jace and Kin—before the summer tour. Now, Kin was pissed at Jace, and Jace had his head up his ass. Remembering the argument I’d seen between him and some blond chick back in Miami, I wondered if he had cheated on his girlfriend. If maybe he still was. He’d been acting shady ever since that night, but we weren’t close enough for me to get in his business like that. 
 
    By the time the movie started, Roanna was shivering. I wrapped my jacket around her arms like a blanket, and like magic, she pillowed her head on my shoulder. 
 
    “Sin?” 
 
    I kissed the top of her head. “Yeah, babe?” 
 
    “Thank you for today,” she said. “It has been the best day I’ve ever had.” 
 
    “Then we’ll do it again tomorrow,” I promised her. 
 
    Her head lifted, and even in the dimness of the theater, I could see her blush. “A-All of it?” 
 
    I wasn’t sure if that was apprehension or excitement in her eyes. “Whatever you’re comfortable with. All you have to do is ask, and I’ll give you anything you want. Just don’t shut me out again. All right?” 
 
    “I’ll try.” 
 
    I kissed her, soft but quick. “Watch your movie, sweet girl.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    The lights came back up before the credits were even finished rolling, but I just sat there, not wanting to disturb Roanna until I had to. 
 
    I must have tired her out all day because she fell asleep two-thirds of the way through the movie, before she got to see the main guy with his shirt off. 
 
    Glancing down at her sleeping on my shoulder, her arms snuggled around mine, her legs tucked up under her, I thought she looked adorably innocent. Her mouth was slightly open, a soft snore coming from her, and all I wanted was to bundle her up and carry her back to my place. Sleep with her in my arms all night, just like this. 
 
    I’d never slept in the same bed all night with a woman before. It never held any appeal before, but right then, I wanted to hold her all night more than I’d ever wanted anything in my entire life. 
 
    The douchebags to my right were still in their seats, rowdy and clowning around. They had gone back to the concession stand multiple times for new beers and barely watched the movie because of it. Now, the lightweights were drunk and starting to get disruptive. 
 
    Not wanting to put Roanna in their drunken path, I carefully nudged her awake. “Ro, hey. We should get going, sweet girl.” 
 
    She lifted her head slowly. “Is it over?” she slurred adorably, making me grin. 
 
    “You missed what’s-his-name shirtless. And it was a shower scene, of all things.” 
 
    “Your chest is better-looking anyway,” she grumbled sleepily, then gasped, her eyes snapping open wide as if she couldn’t believe she’d just said that. 
 
    Laughing at how cute she was when she blushed like that, I brushed a quick kiss over her lips and stood. Picking up the tray, I balanced it in one hand and intertwined our fingers on the other.  
 
    As she stood, I guided her toward the exit. With the other couple already gone, we went that way instead of past the preppies still horsing around in their seats. 
 
    The theater had filled to capacity by the time the movie began, making it slow to exit even though we’d waited for a little while before getting up. It didn’t help that another movie was letting out at the same time as well. 
 
    As I tossed our trash, Roanna danced from one foot to the other. “I have to pee so bad,” she groaned. 
 
    “Go,” I urged her. “Just push through these assholes.” 
 
    She bit her lip, considering it, then nodded. “Okay. I’ll try to hurry.” 
 
    “The line will be long. Just take your time.” I glanced toward the men’s room once we were in the corridor outside our theater. “I’m going to make a pit stop too. Meet me by the front entrance when you’re done.” 
 
    “Who says ‘pit stop’?” she teased. 
 
    I winked down at her. “I grew up in Bristol.” 
 
    “What does that have to do with it?” 
 
    “One word, NASCAR.” 
 
    “Huh. I didn’t take you for a redneck,” she said with a sly grin. 
 
    Laughing, I kissed the top of her head. I loved that she was teasing me, that even after letting me touch her earlier, she wasn’t being shy now. If I was being honest with myself, I’d been afraid I was moving too fast with her. I took a huge chance, but I needed to prove to her that pleasure wasn’t something she should ever be afraid of. 
 
    “Go to the bathroom. I’ll see you soon.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    I stood there, making people walk around me as I watched her slide past other moviegoers to get to the bathroom. Once she was inside, I turned for the men’s room. 
 
    The line was long but moved fast. After washing my hands, I headed for the women’s bathroom instead of the front entrance as we said, knowing she was probably still waiting in line. 
 
    Another movie was letting out. It must have had a full house as well, because there were over two hundred people pouring out into the corridor. Grunting when someone bumped into me, I pushed my way through the crowd toward the women’s bathroom. 
 
    “Get the fuck off me!” 
 
    Hearing Roanna’s voice, that note of fear threading through it, propelled me into a higher gear, and I was suddenly jerking people out of my way in my rush to find her. 
 
    “Hey!” someone complained as I jerked them back so I could move around them. “Watch where you’re going, asshole!” 
 
    “Aww, come on, beautiful. You know you want to come out with us. I promise you’ll have fun,” I heard someone jeering and recognized the voice as one of the preppies from the movie. “I’ve got some coke and some Oxy back at my place. You can get high with us and suck our dicks.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t suck your dick if you paid me a hundred grand, sleazeball. Get your hands off me!” 
 
    They were touching her. 
 
    I saw red. 
 
    They were dead. Every single one of them. I was going to stomp them all into the ground. 
 
    “Don’t play hard to get, baby. You know you want us more than that loser you’re with.” 
 
    Finally, I saw the top of her head. The three guys had her surrounded right outside the women’s bathroom. It was obvious she was in trouble, and not one motherfucking person was trying to help her. They walked widely around the group, men and women alike, watching the scene transpire between the rich assholes and the terrified woman. 
 
    “I said, don’t touch me,” she yelled in one guy’s face, pushing him back. The other two only moved in closer, crowding her personal space even more. 
 
    I was only a few yards away now, but there were still at least thirty people between us. I bulldozed through them, grabbed the first preppy I came to, and planted my fist in his face. “She said don’t fucking touch her, motherfucker.” He fell on his ass, making people scatter back like ants. 
 
    As drunk as they were, the other two were slow to react. I pushed the next one up against the wall, punching him in the stomach so hard he bent over, puking on his five-hundred-dollar sneakers. 
 
    “Sin!” 
 
    Turning at the warning in Roanna’s voice, I caught the third guy’s fist as it came at my face, and I twisted his arm behind his back. Grabbing his product-filled hair, I snapped his head back. “You touch her again, and I’ll fucking break your neck.” I pushed him against the wall. He didn’t have time to catch himself, and his face hit the wall, hard. 
 
    Several people gasped as he fell back, blood pouring from the gash on the bridge of his nose. He stumbled, tripping over his friend on the floor just as security appeared. 
 
    I pulled Roanna into my arms, running my eyes over her to look for any visible signs she was hurt. Her face was pale, her entire body shaking. Around us, people were recording us, snapping pictures with their phones. They hadn’t bothered to help Roanna when she needed it, but they’d probably videoed the whole damn thing. 
 
    “Sir, you’re going to have to come with us,” one of the guards said. 
 
    I pulled my phone out of my pocket and hit a number. It rang twice before her voice filled my ear. “What do you need, Sin?” 
 
    “Just wanted to let you know I’m probably going to be on TMZ in about twenty minutes,” I informed her. 
 
    “Do I want to know why?” Emmie asked after a heavy sigh. 
 
    “I might get arrested.” 
 
    “That doesn’t explain the ‘why,’ dude.” 
 
    “I just kicked three guys’ asses. They were harassing Ro. They’re lucky they aren’t dead.” 
 
    There was a short pause on her end before her voice was in my ear again. “Tell me where you are. I’ll be there within the hour. Lucky for you, I’m still in the city with my husband.” 
 
    I told her the name of the cinema where we were just as two of the security guards put their hands on my shoulders. I shrugged them off, kissed the top of Roanna’s head, and released her long enough to pull my jacket off again and wrap it around her shoulders. Taking her hand, I gestured to the guard who appeared to be in charge. 
 
    “Lead the way,” I told him. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 18 
 
    Roanna 
 
    The cops came. An ambulance was called. One of the guys needed stitches; the gash on his nose was deep and hadn’t stopped bleeding. 
 
    I sat in a chair in the cinema’s security office, a cup of tea loaded with sugar in my hands, warming my numb fingers. Sin stood behind me. Not speaking. Staring through the cops as Emmie ripped everyone in the room a new asshole. 
 
    The security footage had already been played, showing the three guys harassing me—touching me. Showing Sin beating all three of them up like it was nothing. And then when they were no longer a threat, his arms holding me against him so tenderly it nearly brought tears to my eyes. 
 
    “Miss,” one of the uniformed cops asked quietly now. 
 
    “Ro,” Sin said close to my ear. “He’s talking to you.” 
 
    “Do you want to press charges against these three?” 
 
    I didn’t even look at the three guys in cuffs sitting on the floor against the wall. One would have to go to the hospital for the stitches. Another had a bruise on his jaw. The entire room smelled of the vomit still on the other guy’s shoes and clothes. 
 
    Sin did all that. He took on all three of them. 
 
    He saved me. 
 
    Again. 
 
    “I…I don’t know,” I told the man. “Would it even matter if I did?” 
 
    “We can arrest them for assault since it clearly shows that they put their hands on you, but…” 
 
    “But they’ll be out by the end of the night, and it really won’t make a difference,” I finished for him. 
 
    “Most likely, miss. This one—” he nodded toward the three, but I didn’t look to see which one he was indicating “—is some judge’s grandson. Or so he keeps saying.” 
 
    “I don’t give two fucks who his granddaddy is,” Emmie snarled. “If she wants to press charges, I will personally make sure they stick.” 
 
    “But then they will press charges against Sin,” I protested. 
 
    She shrugged. “Probably. It wouldn’t be his first arrest, though, and I’d have him out in an hour.” 
 
    “No,” I said, putting the cup down and standing. “I won’t press charges if they swear not to press charges against Sin.” 
 
    “Ro, don’t fucking worry about me. I’ll be fine.” He cupped my elbows, looking down at me with searching eyes. “I have Emmie to get me out of this. They won’t be able to do much anyway because there’s video proof I was saving you.” 
 
    “I don’t care.” Tears filled my eyes, and I wasn’t able to blink them back before one spilled over. “I can’t stand the idea of you going to jail.” 
 
    “Ah, sweet girl,” he groaned, pulling me against him. I felt his lips kissing my hair, heard his deep inhalation. His breath made me shiver as it brushed over my ear when he blew it out. “Whatever she wants, Emmie. I’ll stand behind her choice,” he told her resignedly. 
 
    The room was quiet for a long moment with the exception of one of the three preppies groaning like he was dying. Probably the one who needed stitches. He’d been nothing but a whining little pussy ever since the other guards brought them in. 
 
    Finally, Emmie spoke up, but her voice was so full of frozen rage it freaked me out a little. The fire-breather was spitting ice at everyone in her path now, and that was scary as fuck. “Fine,” she said. “But I want their names, phone numbers, and addresses. She may change her mind. There’s no time frame for her to press charges if she does, right?” 
 
    “There is a two-year statute of limitations on assault,” someone told her. 
 
    “I want their information.” 
 
    “Ma’am, we can’t give you—” 
 
    “Dude, just make it easier on yourself and give her whatever she wants,” Nik Armstrong advised from where he was leaning against the wall by the door. “I’m tired, and I’ve got to be at the studio by eight in the morning to start laying down tracks for a new album. You’ll be making my life easier, and hopefully, you won’t see her again. If you’re lucky.” 
 
    “We can’t just give her personal information, Mr. Armstrong. That’s a violation of privacy.” 
 
    “That girl won’t press charges against me anyway,” one of the preppies snarked. “She shouldn’t have been coming on to us if she didn’t want—” 
 
    “Baby girl, get this shit dealt with before I end up being the one arrested,” Nik snapped. 
 
    “Just his name,” Emmie told the cops. “You would have to give me that much anyway if we wanted to file a restraining order. Give it to me, and we can be out of your hair.” 
 
    I heard a piece of paper being torn. “Here,” someone said. “That’s all three of their names. Take it with my blessing.” 
 
    I lifted my head and met Sin’s eyes. “Can we go now?” I choked out. 
 
    “Of course.” He glanced at Emmie over my head. “You got this?” 
 
    “You know I do. I’ll be in touch.” 
 
    Linking his fingers through mine, he walked me out of the security room and through the cinema. Outside, the cops’ two cruisers were parked right in front of the building. A camera flashing a few feet away had me gasping in surprise as the paps made themselves known, and Sin tucked my head down as we walked to his car. 
 
    It wasn’t until we were in traffic that I began to relax a little. 
 
    His hand clasped mine as he stopped for a red light. “You okay?” 
 
    I shrugged. “I am now.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Ro. I never should have left you.” He exhaled with frustration. “I should have gone with you.” 
 
    “This isn’t your fault,” I rushed to assure him. “We both needed to go to the bathroom, and it wasn’t like you could go with me. They were waiting when I came out.” 
 
    “You should press charges.” 
 
    “Not happening.” 
 
    “Because of me? I told you not to worry about that. Emmie can handle anything that might happen if they try to file charges against me.” 
 
    “I don’t even want to think about you in a jail cell,” I whispered, looking out the passenger side window without seeing the scenery. 
 
    My phone went off, and I knew who it was before I even looked at the screen. 
 
    “Hey, Aubree,” I greeted in a tired voice. 
 
    “Sin beat the fuck out of three guys for you. That is beyond hot.” 
 
    I closed my eyes, pressing my head into the seat. “So it’s already on TMZ?” 
 
    “It’s everywhere,” she confirmed. “It’s the number one item trending on social media right now, actually. I’ve seen the same video from about ten different angles already. I’m kind of pissed I wasn’t there to see it live.” 
 
    “Can we talk about this when I get home?” 
 
    “Yeah, I’m just checking that you’re okay. And to have you tell Sin that I’m impressed with how he made that second douchebag puke so easily.” 
 
    I lowered the receiver to relay the message. “Aubree says good job making that guy blow chunks.” 
 
    His lips twitched with amusement. “Glad to provide some Monday night entertainment.” 
 
    “Anyone get arrested?” Aubree asked. 
 
    “No. I didn’t press charges—" 
 
    “Why the fuck not?” she exploded before I could finish. 
 
    “Because they could have turned around and pressed charges against Sin,” I told her calmly. “I’m not talking about this right now. I’ll be home soon.” 
 
    “Fine,” she grumbled with a sigh. 
 
    I hung up and dropped my phone into my lap, returning my gaze back to the passenger window. 
 
    At the next red light, Sin’s fingers tangled in my hair. I turned, already anticipating his kiss, and met him halfway. It wasn’t one of the usual soft kisses or the hungry devouring ones. This was different on every level. His free hand cupped the side of my face as his lips teased over mine, making me promises I didn’t understand. 
 
    A honk behind us had him lifting his head. The light was green now, and the car behind us was impatient for him to get moving. 
 
    “Don’t shut me out.” 
 
    I swallowed hard. “I’ll try.” 
 
    That was all I could promise him right then. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 19 
 
    Sin 
 
    “Do I want to know what happened last night?” 
 
    I grunted at the sound of Kassa’s voice in my ear. I’d picked up my phone when I saw Gray’s number, but I should have known it would be her. “If you saw the videos circulating on social media and all the entertainment news channels, you already know what happened.” 
 
    “Oh, I’ve seen plenty of those. Jace just said the Tainted Knights page is flooded with them too. I was more curious as to what happened before all of that took place.” 
 
    “Not really in the mood to give you the rundown, Kas,” I told her. “You need anything else?” 
 
    “Are you with Roanna?” she asked me point-blank. 
 
    “If you’re asking if she is at my place right now, then no. If you’re asking if she’s mine, then fuck yeah, she is.” I scrubbed a hand over my jaw. “Satisfied?” 
 
    “Immensely,” she said with a small laugh. “I didn’t think the day would come when Tate Sinclair would have a girlfriend. Honestly, I didn’t think there were still any women left you hadn’t already fucked or fucked over.” 
 
    “Ha-fucking-ha,” I muttered. “I’m hanging up now.” 
 
    “To go pick up your girlfriend?” she teased. 
 
    “Bye, Kas.” I disconnected the call to the sound of her laugh. That sound had been missing lately, ever since her miscarriage. As annoyed as I was with her, I was still glad to hear it. 
 
    Groaning, I got out of bed, needing a shower before I went over to Roanna’s. 
 
    Less than an hour later, I was knocking on her door, breakfast in hand. 
 
    Aubree opened the door for me, her brows rising at the drink carrier full of cups of coffee and the box of pastries I’d picked up on my way over. “That a bribe to let you in?” 
 
    “If it needs to be.” 
 
    She stepped back. “Ro is still asleep. She didn’t get much rest last night.” 
 
    Pushing the box into her hands, I put the drinks on the coffee table in the living room and headed for Roanna’s bedroom. I hadn’t wanted to leave the night before, but the other three more or less kicked me out no sooner than we walked through the door. 
 
    “Let her sleep,” Aubree tried to argue when I headed for her room. 
 
    “I will,” I told her but kept walking. “Eat the bear claw and shut up.” 
 
    The room was small, barely enough room to walk with the two twin beds and a dresser. Roanna was lying on her side, one arm tucked under her pillow, the other draped over her stomach. The covers were low on her hips, showing me that her sleep shirt was riding up, revealing a few inches of bare stomach. 
 
    Kicking off my shoes, I pulled my keys, wallet, and phone out of my pockets and tossed them onto the floor beside them. Then I did the only thing I wanted to do and climbed into that small-ass bed behind her. 
 
    She stirred as I put my head on her pillow. Her lashes lifted, and she smiled sleepily up at me. “Hi.” 
 
    I kissed her forehead. “Go back to sleep,” I told her, wrapping my arms around her and pillowing her head on my arm. 
 
    Roanna sighed, closed her eyes again, and fell right back to sleep. 
 
    Burying my nose in her hair, I inhaled deeply. The scent of her shampoo soothed something in me, and I closed my eyes, letting the peace of having her in my arms relax me enough so I could sleep too… 
 
    “Sin?” Roanna’s sweet voice murmured, her body squirming against me. 
 
    My eyes squinted open. There was still sunlight coming through the thin curtains over the window, but that didn’t tell me what time it was. Looking down at Roanna, I saw that she was wide awake now, and I was holding on to her so tightly she could barely move. 
 
    “I really have to pee,” she told me, her lips tilting up in a small smile. “I tried to hold it, but it’s been a while since I woke up.” 
 
    “Hell, sorry, babe.” I released her, and she kissed my chin before jumping up. 
 
    When she left, the door stayed open. From the living room, I heard London and Genesis bitching at each other. Leaning over the side of the bed, I grabbed my phone to check the time. I’d gotten there close to eleven. It was now after two. I’d slept that long with Roanna in my arms, and it had been the most restful sleep I’d had in forever. 
 
    Lying back, I checked the few texts I had. Two from Emmie saying she had those douchebags from the night before right where she wanted them. Something about knowing the biggest rival of the judge who was the grandfather of the one whose nose I busted. She’d gotten a copy of the surveillance video from the cinema and was turning it over to the guy so he could use it as leverage in an upcoming election. 
 
    Emmie was cold-blooded when she wanted to be. 
 
    I liked that shit. 
 
    She could make all three of them pay in more ways than just sending them to jail for a few hours. There were more creative methods of giving Roanna her pound of flesh where those guys were concerned than beating it out of them. 
 
    My manager knew exactly how to do that. 
 
    Roanna returned, flipping on the overhead light as she crossed the small room and lay down beside me. As tiny as that damn bed was, she had to lie on top of me for us both to fit, making me like her bed even more. 
 
    Her hair spread across my chest as she rested her ear over my heart. Wrapping her arms around my middle, she snuggled closer, letting out a relieved sigh. “I’m glad you didn’t get up. I wanted to lie here for a little longer.” 
 
    “Aubree said you didn’t sleep well last night.” I kissed the top of her head, my hands rubbing up and down her back. “You should have called me. I would have come back and slept with you.” 
 
    “Aubree snores.” 
 
    I laughed. “Then we could have taken the couch.” 
 
    She lifted her head. “Really? You would have done that?” 
 
    “For you.” 
 
    “Because I’m so special?” 
 
    Threading my fingers through her hair, I pulled her head down until her lips met mine. “Because you’re the best thing to ever happen to me,” I told her when I ended the kiss. “Because I want you to be happy and safe. And mine. I want you to be mine more than anything else.” 
 
    Her lashes lifted slowly, her kiss-swollen lips curling into a smile. “Right now, I’m all three of those things.” 
 
    “Only right now?” Her brows rose. “Maybe I want you to be mine forever. Can you promise me that?” 
 
    “I …” She licked her lips, her gaze lowering to my chest. “I don’t know. Forever is a long time.” 
 
    “It doesn’t feel long enough sometimes.” I pulled her head back down to my chest. “It’s definitely not long enough for what I want with you.” 
 
    “What do you want with me?” she whispered. 
 
    “Everything,” I answered honestly. “But right now, I’ll settle for this.” 
 
    “I’m hungry,” she said after a quiet minute passed. Her stomach growled, and my stomach echoed the sound. Giggling, she lifted her head. “Sounds like I’m not the only one. Come on, I’ll feed you.” 
 
    She climbed off me, pulling her nightshirt down over her panties. My hands itched to pull her back down, to roll her under me and make her come like the day before. But I didn’t want an audience listening to those goddamn little mewling sounds she made when she was coming on my fingers. 
 
    “I brought coffee and pastries earlier,” I told her as I sat up. 
 
    “Yummy. Knowing those three, there won’t be any coffee left, but they will have saved us one or two pastries.” 
 
    With her tugging on my hand, I stood. Leaving my keys, wallet, and shoes on the floor, I followed her out into the living room. Aubree, Genesis, and London were all sitting on the couch watching television. They barely lifted their heads when I sat down on the end beside Aubree. 
 
    “I checked on you guys twice,” she commented, handing me the box of pastries. “I almost thought you were dead, you were sleeping so deep. I guess kicking three guys’ asses wore you out.” 
 
    I grunted and picked one of the cherry-filled pastries still in the box, leaving the chocolate-filled croissant for Roanna. 
 
    “What are we doing tonight?” Genesis asked, sounding bored. “I want to go dancing.”  
 
    “No thanks,” Roanna called from the kitchen. “You guys can go, though.” 
 
    “Let’s at least eat dinner together, then,” Genesis complained. 
 
    “Somewhere fun,” London suggested. “Maybe that bar and grill two blocks over.” 
 
    “You just want to drink your dinner,” Genesis said with disgust. 
 
    “And you just want to whore around,” London shot back. “Shut the fuck up, slut. Go suck a dick, and get out of my face.” 
 
    Roanna appeared, holding two coffee cups. “I’m not going anywhere with either of you if you’re going to talk to each other like that.” Handing me a cup, she started to sit on the floor, but I pulled her onto my lap, careful not to spill hot coffee on either of us. 
 
    “What’s with you two?” I asked, knowing I would probably regret it. “Can’t you get along for five minutes? You two are worse than when Kin’s stepmom and Angie are in the same room.” Which was like an explosion ready to happen. I was still surprised they hadn’t attacked each other at Kin’s high school graduation. 
 
    “Shut up, Sin,” Genesis snapped. 
 
    “You don’t know shit,” London growled in my direction. 
 
    I met Roanna’s gaze, brows raised at how united they suddenly seemed. “They’re frenemies,” she explained. “More enemies than friends most days, though. But mess with one, and the other will slit your throat.” 
 
    “You gonna let them slit my throat, sweet girl?” I asked, kissing her lips. 
 
    “Barf,” London grumbled. 
 
    Roanna flipped them off. “No,” she answered me. “I’ll save you from them.” 
 
    Aubree flipped through the channels, unconcerned with the bickering of the bassist and guitarist. “Dinner or not?” she asked no one in particular. “Because I have no problem eating a bowl of ramen and spending the night in my pajamas.” 
 
    “I’ll cook,” I announced, not in the mood for more bitching from those three. 
 
    Four pairs of surprised eyes gawked at me. 
 
    “You can cook?” Roanna asked in disbelief. 
 
    “You can’t?” 
 
    She shrugged. “Eggs and toast. I can boil noodles for spaghetti and heat up a jar of marinara. And my ramen is pretty good.” 
 
    “Yeah, okay. I’m definitely cooking now.” Opening an app on my phone, I ordered all the groceries needed. “Alfredo with broccoli—and chicken for those of us who like a little protein. Garlic knots. Wine. Beer.” 
 
    “Dessert?” Roanna asked hopefully. 
 
    “I’m no good at desserts. I’ll order you some cheesecake and have it delivered,” I promised. 
 
    “How do you know how to cook?” Aubree inquired, her eyes still wide. 
 
    “My mom. She figured I eventually would have to feed myself, and she taught me everything from scratch. Including the bread.” I checked out of the grocery app and paid with a swipe of my thumb. “Everything will be here in an hour.” 
 
    “Ro, your man can make homemade garlic knots,” Genesis groaned. “I think I’m a little in love with him.” 
 
    “Hands off!” she growled in the other girl’s direction. 
 
    The entire room went silent, and Roanna gasped, realizing what she’d just said. Pink filled her cheeks, but she didn’t say anything else. Laughing at how adorable she looked, and the hint of jealous possessiveness in her beautiful eyes, which made me want to howl at the freaking moon, I kissed the top of her head. 
 
    Beside me, Aubree snickered. “Keep your mitts off the merch, Genesis.” 
 
    Genesis snorted. “He’s not my type anyway.” 
 
    “You have a type?” London quipped. 
 
    “Yeah, I don’t fuck around with the guys my friends are in love with.” 
 
    Every nerve in my body was suddenly standing at attention, and I waited, practically holding my breath for Roanna to deny it. 
 
    “Shut up, Genesis!” she hissed. 
 
    That wasn’t a denial. 
 
    My chest filled to capacity, splitting at the seams. Roanna didn’t know it, but in that moment, I’d never been so happy in my fucking life. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The next few days flew by, and Thursday arrived in the blink of an eye. All week, I’d been with Roanna. 
 
    All week, her three bandmates had tagged along. We hadn’t been alone since Monday, and I was itching to get my hands on her without being interrupted before I could get my sweet girl off again. 
 
    I arrived at First Bass ten minutes before the Blondes were supposed to take the stage. Roanna made me rehearse with her enough times this week that I was confident in performing with her. She would have made a kick-ass music teacher if she ever wanted to change careers. Although, I hoped she didn’t. My goal was to have her band opening for mine on our next tour. Maybe performing at the same festivals in the spring. Being on the road with my girl sounded like a sweet deal to me. 
 
    Using the back employee entrance, I walked to the green room. The door was already open when I got there, the two security guys standing at attention as the Blondes laughed inside. Stepping into the room, I was surprised to find them still not ready. 
 
    Roanna was at the vanity in nothing but her bra and panties, finishing up her makeup, while the other three walked around in varying stages of nudity. 
 
    “Why the hell is the door open if you’re almost naked in here?” I demanded as I slammed the door behind me. Jealousy was eating me alive as I imagined the two guards at the door seeing my girl in nothing but her fucking underwear. 
 
    “Because it’s hot in here,” Aubree told me calmly, walking around me to open the door once again. “The AC isn’t working right. Harris said someone is coming to fix it tomorrow. No one but you comes back here anyway, and those guys out there are decent enough not to look inside the room.” 
 
    I had to admit it was hot in there, but I couldn’t think straight with Roanna walking around nearly naked, her tits barely contained in her goddamn bra, and two fucking guys right outside the door able to look in and see what was mine and mine alone. 
 
    “Ro, put some fucking clothes on,” I ordered. 
 
    She turned on the little vanity chair, her brows lifted at me. 
 
    Blowing out a heavy sigh, I gritted out, “Please, put some clothes on.” 
 
    Smiling, she jumped to her feet and reached for the shirt draped over the back of one of the couches. 
 
    “I don’t think I’ve ever heard him use that word in the entire time we’ve known him,” London commented as she took Roanna’s spot at the vanity to touch up her eye makeup. 
 
    “It’s a small miracle, that’s for sure,” Genesis said with a laugh, pulling on her boots and zipping them up. 
 
    “No one would believe us if we told them,” Aubree said. 
 
    I thrust my hands into the front pockets of my jeans, glaring at the three of them without saying a word. They laughed and finished getting ready. 
 
    Roanna buttoned her jeans then slid her arms around my waist. Her hair fell back over her shoulders as she smiled shyly up at me. “Don’t be grumpy,” she murmured. “I’m all covered up now.” 
 
    “Give me a kiss, and I’ll be less grumpy,” I bargained. 
 
    She rolled her eyes, but she stood on tiptoes to brush her lips over mine. I pulled my hands out of my pockets to lock her against me, deepening the kiss. When I lifted my head, her lipstick was smeared, but I was in a considerably better mood. 
 
    “Go fix your lips,” I commanded. “You go on in less than five minutes.” 
 
    Beaming, she hurriedly fixed her makeup then pulled on her boots. “Our song isn’t until the very end,” she told me as she finished zipping up her knee-highs. “You can grab a beer or something if you want.” 
 
    “I’m good.” I didn’t want to be far from her, and I didn’t like to drink until after I performed. I wasn’t affected by stage fright, and I didn’t need the liquid courage of booze to get me pumped up for a set. I knew what I was doing at every given moment when I was onstage. Just because my role had been changed for the night, and I was singing rather than playing the bass, didn’t mean anything. I was confident. 
 
    When the Blondes took the stage, I stood with the security team who kept the crowd back. 
 
    I knew my friends were all present in the audience. I hadn’t let any of them know what I was doing with Roanna tonight, yet, by chance, they were all in attendance. Even Cash was upstairs already with his best friend, Caleb. They would all probably give me shit about singing with her, but I didn’t give a damn. It was going to make her happy, and that was all that mattered to me. 
 
    I could hear her sing a million times, and I would never get tired of it. She cast a spell over me and everyone around her when she opened her mouth. No one could look away; no one could hear her and not be moved. Not even the security guards who were supposed to be doing their job, protecting her and watching for danger, could bring themselves to take their eyes off her for more than a minute at a time. 
 
    Roanna caught my gaze, gave me a saucy wink that she wouldn’t have dared do anywhere but onstage, the place where she thrived. 
 
    Just that tiny, flirty little gesture and I wanted to pull her off there, carry her into the back, and kiss her until she was begging for my mouth on her pussy. I didn’t want to rush her, and I wouldn’t, but fuck I couldn’t wait to have her coming apart for me again. 
 
    This chick was mine, and fuck, but I wanted to claim her in every way. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 20 
 
    Roanna 
 
    The instant I pulled Sin onstage with me, the rest of the world seemed to fade away. The lights, the people, the noise around us—with the exception of the music. All of it was gone. All I could see was his face, that sexy as hell confidence that was so full of smugness, I wanted to kiss him until we were both desperate for more. 
 
    The lyrics left my mouth on instinct, as if they were a physical part of me. And when it came for his verse, when his voice was filling the entire building and I was falling deep into his eyes, the music possessed both our souls. 
 
    Rehearsals the last few days told me we would be dynamite together like this. The actual experience was life-changing. His voice blended with mine when the verse called for it, almost as if we were made to harmonize together. 
 
    Sin put just as much emotion into the song as I did, maybe more. If something happened and there was no more Tainted Knights, he could easily go solo. 
 
    As the last verse hit, I lifted my hand. He pressed his palm to mine. His was at least twice as big as my own, his fingers swallowing mine up when he interlocked them together. My heart was racing, my soul singing just as loud as my voice had been, and I knew in that moment I was lost. 
 
    I love him. 
 
    I didn’t know how or when or even why, specifically. 
 
    All I did know was that he was it. The one everyone waited a lifetime to meet, just to relinquish their heart, their soul, their entire fucking being to. 
 
    The lights went down the second the last chord was played, just as I’d discussed with the tech team upstairs. It was the perfect way to end this show, give the crowd this song with Sin as a surprise, and then let them decide if it was as magical for them as it was for me. 
 
    Standing there on that dark stage, my heart racing, my body trembling, I waited for them to make their decision. 
 
    Less than a second later, the entire club erupted. The screams, the applause, the pure energy coming from the whole place shook the building on its foundation. 
 
    Sin jerked me against him, his lips brushing over mine in one of those soft, soul-searing kisses. It was over before it even began, and then we were following the others off the darkened stage, back to the green room while the crowd was still going crazy over that last performance. 
 
    Outside the door, he pressed his lips to my ear. “Hurry, sweet girl. I need you.” 
 
    A shiver slid down my spine, and hunger clenched in my core. Biting my lip, I rushed to change while he stayed outside. 
 
    “Ro, you leaving?” Genesis asked as she pulled her shirt over her head. 
 
    “Y-Yeah,” I told her, breathless as I exchanged my sweat-dampened shirt for a clean one and my jeans for the yoga pants I wore earlier. 
 
    “Call us if you need us,” Aubree advised, blowing me a kiss as I put my feet in a pair of flip-flops, grabbed my gym bag, and started for the door. 
 
    Sin was pacing in front of the green room door, his fingers working through his hair as he waited, making the two guards anxious just watching him. I walked up behind him, wrapping my arms around his middle and pressing my face into his back. He shuddered, his breath leaving him in a pained groan. 
 
    I kissed his shoulder through his T-shirt before stepping back. He took my hand, and I practically had to sprint to keep up with his long strides out to his car. 
 
    He opened the passenger door for me, taking my gym bag off my shoulder as I sat down. Seconds later, he was behind the wheel, and I felt like I was going to combust from the heat in his eyes when he leaned in to kiss me again. 
 
    “Come home with me,” he pleaded. “I won’t do anything you don’t want. Just let me hold you. Kiss you.” His lips touched my neck. “Let me lick your pretty pussy, Ro.” 
 
    “O-Okay,” I stuttered out, more from the excitement of knowing the pleasure he was going to give me than apprehension. 
 
    After my past, I should have been terrified of anything sexual. But there was a big difference in what Sin made me feel compared to Sicko Stan. 
 
    Sin made me feel wanted, achy, greedy for more. 
 
    Most of all, he made me feel like he would give up his own life to protect me. 
 
    Sicko Stan made me feel scared—of everything. He gave me pain, and I knew he would have taken my life to save his own. 
 
    It helped that they looked so different, too. Sicko Stan was a short, middle-aged man the last time I saw him, with a receding hairline, a potbelly, and teeth so bad I could smell his breath from three feet away. 
 
    Sin was physical perfection. Over six feet tall, thick muscles, hard abs. His short, dark hair felt like silk when I ran my fingers through it. His brown eyes reminded me of Dr. Pepper when he looked at me like he was ready to devour me. 
 
    Like he was doing now. 
 
    I blinked. We were in the garage of his apartment building. I had no idea how long we’d been there, but it couldn’t have been long because Sin was just sitting there, his eyes tracing my face like he was trying to memorize every feature. 
 
    “You’ve been awfully quiet over there, sweet girl,” he murmured as he leaned in close, his upper body stretching across the console. His breath smelled sweet, enticing me to open my mouth and let him taste me. 
 
    “I was just thinking,” I told him honestly, my eyes on his lips. 
 
    “Tell me.” 
 
    “You’re kind of beautiful,” I breathed. 
 
    He stopped no more than an inch away from kissing me and stayed there. I lifted my eyes to meet his, curious as to why he wasn’t attacking my mouth like I was desperate for him to. 
 
    Sin cupped the side of my face, his thumb brushing over my tingling bottom lip. “You’re the beautiful one, Ro. Every inch of you, inside and out. I don’t know how I got so lucky to have gotten the chance to meet you, to be a part of your life. But fuck, I’m thankful.” 
 
    I turned my head, pressing my lips into his palm. “Sin. Take me upstairs.” 
 
    Still, he hesitated. “Maybe I should take you back to your place. We can just watch a movie, and I’ll fix you something to eat. We don’t have to—” 
 
    I cut him off with a kiss. It was the first time I’d ever initiated one, the first time I was ever brave enough to show him that I loved his mouth on mine—on any part of me. It was adorable that he was nervous. He didn’t want to rush me, that much was obvious, and I loved that he was so concerned about me. 
 
    When I pulled back, his lips followed me. The back of my head touched the window, and he deepened the kiss, devouring my mouth just as I wanted him to. 
 
    “Fuck. Fuck. Fuck,” he groaned and jerked away, his head pressing back into the seat. Several seconds passed, his breathing labored, before he turned to look at me with those dark brown eyes. “Nothing else is going to happen. I’m going to eat you until you scream my name, and then I’m taking a cold fucking shower.” 
 
    Biting my bottom lip to keep from smiling, I nodded. My thighs squeezed together at just the image of Sin’s head between my legs, licking my core until I came on his face. 
 
    I stood with Sin’s arms around my waist as the elevator filled up with the other people waiting in the garage. I pressed back into him when another couple stepped too close. I felt more than heard his groan as it vibrated through my back and straight down to my core. I shifted, rubbing my ass over his erection bulging in his jeans. 
 
    His fingers flexed on my sides, biting into me in a silent plea to stop. Hiding my grin from the others, I shifted again, rotating my ass in a circle, his hard cock rubbing against the seam of my ass. 
 
    Oh shit, that felt good. I was soaked just from teasing him like that, turning myself on in the process. 
 
    His breath hissed against my ear as he bent to kiss my neck. “Keep that up, and I’m going to spank this beautiful ass,” he threatened. 
 
    “Sorry,” I told him innocently. And did it again. 
 
    “Ro,” he growled. “Please. I’m only so strong, baby.” 
 
    I didn’t want him to be strong, though. I wanted him to be weak for me, just as I was for him. 
 
    Before I could tease him again, the elevator stopped on his floor. 
 
    As soon as we were in the hall, he twirled me around to face him. His lips met mine hungrily at the same time he lifted me up. I wrapped my legs around his middle, and he gripped my ass with his hands. Still kissing me, he carried me down the hall then pressed my back against his front door. 
 
    He shifted, pulling his keys out of his pocket and unlocking the door while keeping his lips locked on mine. Then we were inside, and he was slamming the door closed with a kick of his foot. 
 
    I lifted my head, out of breath and aching for his touch. “Bedroom,” I pleaded. 
 
    “Too dangerous. The couch.” 
 
    “Sin,” I whined, pressing my core against him greedily. “The bed. Please.” 
 
    “Fuck,” he groaned, but he changed direction and carried me straight into his bedroom. 
 
    His room was pretty clean for a guy. No clothes on the floor, his bed made. I had two seconds to be impressed before he was dropping me on the end of the bed and pulling my shirt over my head. Pushing me onto my back, he stripped me of my yoga pants and panties easily, leaving me in only my bra. 
 
    Sin fell to his knees, and I didn’t have time to feel embarrassed before his mouth was latching on to my clit, sucking on the bundle of nerves as if he were starving. It felt so good, my eyes actually rolled backward in my head. I bucked my hips up against him, wanting more. 
 
    Strong hands held me in place while his talented mouth drove me crazy. 
 
    “Goddamn, you taste good,” he grunted against my core. “I fucking love your pussy, baby.” 
 
    “Oh God,” I whimpered. “I’m close.” 
 
    “Already?” His tongue twisted over my core, then stabbed into my center. 
 
    The world began to spin and my thighs shook as he triggered a chain reaction. My inner walls clenched around his tongue as my release sent me flying through the atmosphere. 
 
    “Fuck, you’re beautiful when you come for me like that,” he groaned. 
 
    I lifted my heavy lids and saw he was watching me. “Sin,” I moaned. “Come hold me.” 
 
    “I can’t just yet, sweet girl.” He kissed the inside of my thigh. “Let me go take a quick shower, and I’ll be right back.” 
 
    “No.” Reaching down, I wrapped my fingers around his wrist and tugged. “Come hold me now.” 
 
    “Baby,” he growled. “I’m about to go off in my jeans. Just give me a minute.” 
 
    “Sin,” I whispered. “I don’t want you to take a cold shower. Or jerk yourself off in there. I want to make you feel as good as you just made me.” 
 
    He shuddered. “I don’t want to fuck this up. It would kill me if I scared you.” 
 
    I lifted his hand and pressed it to the center of my chest, right over where my heart was beating. For him. “Does it feel like I’m scared right now?” 
 
    “I promised I wouldn’t rush you, Ro.” 
 
    “No one is rushing anyone,” I assured him. “Please, Sin. I want this. I want you.” 
 
    He closed his eyes, and I knew he was going to give in. “I didn’t bring you here for this, I swear to you.” 
 
    “No, I know you didn’t,” I agreed. “But maybe I came here for this.” 
 
    Sin’s eyes snapped open, and there were so many emotions swirling around in there, I couldn’t get a read on him. But his voice, when he spoke, was tight with suppressed hunger. “Are you sure that you want this?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Ro, give me your words.” 
 
    “Yes, Sin. I want this. I want you.” 
 
    “I don’t want to lose you,” he said, looking away. 
 
    “Sin…” 
 
    His gaze found mine again, and my breath caught at what I saw there. I loved him, but maybe he loved me too. 
 
    That was all I needed to see to know this was exactly what I wanted. “I’m on the pill,” I told him bravely. 
 
    His throat bobbed as he swallowed. “I just had a checkup a few weeks ago, and I haven’t had sex without a condom since I was a dumbass teenager. I’m clean.” 
 
    I sat up, unsnapped my bra, and dropped it at his feet. Completely naked, I should have been embarrassed as hell. Instead, I enjoyed the way Sin’s eyes ate up the sight of me totally bare for him. I scooted back to the middle of the bed, leaning back on my hands. 
 
    “Take your clothes off,” I commanded. “I want to see all of you.” 
 
    His hands shook as he stood and pulled his shirt over his head. His jeans went next, leaving him in only his boxer briefs. 
 
    Holy shit, Sin really was beautiful. Every inch of him was male perfection. 
 
    And he was mine. 
 
    His boxer briefs molded over his erection, and I couldn’t contain the appreciative gasp that left me. He was huge. Nine inches of thick cock hung to the right. I wanted to touch him, feel his hardness under my fingertips. 
 
    But when I reached out for him, he stepped back, shaking his head. 
 
    “I’ll go off in your hand within two pumps.” His voice came out all gravelly. He pressed his knees into the mattress, crawling up the bed until he was between my thighs. “Spread your legs for me, sweet girl. Let me lick your delicious pussy again.” 
 
    I did willingly, eagerly. 
 
    My fingers twisted in the covers as his mouth drove me crazy. I lost the ability to think as he flicked the tip of his tongue over my clit hard and fast, his fingers working inside of me. First one, curling and uncurling, hitting a spot that had never been touched before but had the ability to make me see stars. 
 
    Soon, he was adding a second, stretching them apart inside me, preparing me for him. My hips lifted off the bed, seeking a deeper penetration. When he added a third, I cried out his name, seconds away from coming. 
 
    He pulled his fingers free and lifted his head. His mouth glistened with my juices, and he licked his lips as he pushed his boxers down his legs, kicking them off before wrapping his fingers around his shaft and positioning it right at my center. 
 
    I had a moment of apprehension, not because I was remembering the past, but because Sin was fucking huge. He was going to slice me in two with that thing. 
 
    Slowly, inch by inch, he eased into me. Three fingers hadn’t been enough to stretch me in preparation for how thick he really was. It didn’t hurt, but it wasn’t comfortable either. His hips pressed forward until I was taking as much of him as I could at first, and then he stopped. 
 
    His arms shook as he held himself over me, sweat dripping down his brow, onto his nose, and he clenched his eyes closed. “Baby, you squeeze my dick so good,” he groaned. “This is pure bliss right now. I don’t want to move.” 
 
    My body was starting to get used to his now, my walls contracting around him, causing zings of pleasure to fire off deep inside of me. 
 
    He opened his eyes. “You okay? Am I hurting you?” 
 
    I cupped his face in both hands. “No,” I told him honestly. “Your giant cock feels amazing now.” 
 
    Sin grinned. “You’re good for my ego, sweet girl.” 
 
    “Just telling you the truth.” I moaned when he started to pull out and then slid back into me, going deeper than before. “Mm, that feels so good.” 
 
    “I won’t last much longer, Ro.” He kissed between my breasts, his tongue licking up one side until he reached my nipple, and he bit down just hard enough to make me cry his name in pleasure. “Come for me, beautiful. I want to feel this sweet pussy milking me before I fill you up.” 
 
    His thumb found my clit as he rocked into me again, circling and flicking over the bundle of nerves, driving me crazy. I lifted my legs, helping him drive another inch, filling me to capacity. 
 
    “Goddamn,” he gritted out. “You’re wrecking me, sweet girl.” 
 
    “Sin,” I whimpered. “I’m going to… Oh God!” 
 
    “Yes!” he shouted, his jaw tensing. “Ro, come for me, just like that. Fuck, just like that.” 
 
    My legs wrapped around him as he pumped into me faster, his thumb rubbing my clit rougher. I was so close, barely hanging on. 
 
    Sin kissed me, one of those soft, loving kisses that made my head spin and my heart melt. I shattered into a million pieces, and with his next thrust, he bellowed my name against my mouth. “Ro!” 
 
    I felt his release pour into me, watched as the pleasure flooded his face. His eyes locked with mine, letting me see everything he was thinking and feeling. It was intense to watch, maybe even more so than the orgasm he’d just given me. I saw what he felt for me blazing out of those dark eyes, and I melted for him all over again. 
 
    The words were right on the tip of my tongue, but I bit down on it to keep them from slipping free. I didn’t know why I couldn’t say them after sharing something so amazing with him, but I held back. 
 
    Those three words held a lot of power. 
 
    Power I wasn’t ready to hand over. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 21 
 
    Sin 
 
    Roanna sighed softly in her sleep and turned onto her side, pressing her perfect ass right against my cock. Ready to play again, the damn thing stirred, wanting deep inside her sweet haven once again. 
 
    Swallowing a groan, I kissed the back of her head and tightened my arms around her middle. I was still sweating over giving in to her, terrified like I’d never been before of losing her because I let my cock talk me into surrendering. None of this had been in my plan for tonight. I only wanted to get her alone, make her come on my tongue, and then spend the rest of the night just holding her. 
 
    I didn’t regret it, though. As scared as I was that she was going to wake up and hate me for this, I was feeling too fucking good to regret giving her what she wanted. Sex was good even when it was bad, but it was never as good as it was with Roanna. I had nothing to compare with how amazing I felt right then because nothing—not one thing in my entire goddamn life—had ever felt like this. 
 
    The sound of my phone going off had my eyes snapping open just as I was drifting off to sleep. Groaning, I released her and hurried to find my jeans so I could grab my phone before it woke her up. 
 
    Seeing Gray’s name on my screen, I muttered a curse and walked naked into the living room to answer it. 
 
    “What?” I growled as I shut my bedroom door behind me. 
 
    “Holy shit, bro. Why didn’t you tell me you could sing like that?” my best friend demanded with a drunken laugh. “Jace is over here sweating bullets that you’re going to take his place and we’re gonna kick his ass out.” 
 
    I snorted as I dropped down onto the couch. “No, he’s not. I don’t want his place. I’m happy right where I am.” 
 
    “If you’re deep between Roanna’s legs right now, then I know you’re happy.” 
 
    “Shut the fuck up, dickhead,” I growled at the same time he groaned in pain, and I heard Kassa scolding him. 
 
    “Ouch, Kas! That fucking hurt, babe.” 
 
    “Good!” she snapped at him. 
 
    “Shit,” he grunted. “I gotta go. She’s pissed at me.” 
 
    “You’re lucky it was her hitting you. If you said that shit to me and I was beside you, your ass would be on the floor right now.” 
 
    “Like you haven’t said the same shit about Kas—” 
 
    “I haven’t. Fucking ever. I have more respect for her than that. You should learn some too. Go sober your ass up before I come find you and knock your teeth down your throat, douchebag.” I disconnected and tossed the phone onto the coffee table. Leaving it there, I walked back into the bedroom just as Roanna started crying. 
 
    “I don’t want to be here,” she whispered, shifting restlessly under the covers. “I don’t want to be here.” 
 
    It took a few seconds for me to realize she was dreaming. I climbed into bed behind her, wrapping my arms around her. “Ro, baby wake up.” I kissed her cheek, and she jerked back. 
 
    “I don’t want to be here!” she sobbed, sounding so scared and heartbroken, my pulse started racing. Whatever she was seeing in her dreams, I wanted to fucking destroy for her. 
 
    “Ro!” I shook her shoulders, and her eyes finally blinked open. 
 
    She was shaking, glancing around the darkened room with pure terror on her face. “S-S-Sin?” 
 
    I kissed her forehead. “It’s okay, sweet girl. I’m here. I got you. Nothing’s going to hurt you as long as I’m around.” 
 
    Slowly, she began to relax, and I moved to lie beside her. She turned so she was able to pillow her head on my chest and hug my waist. I stayed quiet, letting her get her head straight while I rubbed her back. If she wanted to tell me about it, that had to be her choice. I wouldn’t make her tell me if she wasn’t ready. 
 
    “It’s the same dream every time,” she whispered once her shaking finally stopped. “And it’s so scary because…it’s a memory.” 
 
    I kissed the top of her head, telling her without words that I was there, that I was listening. 
 
    “Almost every night, for months, Sicko Stan would come into my room. I hated it. I hated—hate—him. But…as long as he was coming into my room, that meant he left the other girls alone, y’know?” 
 
    “Yeah, baby. I know. You wanted to protect them.” 
 
    “Yeah.” She blew out a tired sigh. “Genesis and London were already living in the house. The week before, he’d tried to go into London’s room, and she puked all over him. Her ability to puke on command came in handy that night. It saved her, and he didn’t try again. I was kind of jealous of her after that.” 
 
    “The dream—is that the night it stopped? Is that when Aubree and the others saved you?” 
 
    After a small hesitation, she nodded. “He came into my room, and I was so tired, so sick of everything. I kept crying, begging to be anywhere else but there. He was drunk, though, so he didn’t seem to care that I was screaming. Maybe that got him off or whatever, I don’t know, but he didn’t seem too worried that I would wake up the other girls or even his wife. Normally, he would put his hand over my mouth if I started crying.” 
 
    My gut clenched as those visuals filled my head. Fuck, I wanted to kill that monster with my bare hands. 
 
    “His drunkenness made him rougher, and he hurt me that night. I was…bleeding.” Her arm tightened around me, her face burrowing in my chest. “He laughed because he thought I was pregnant and that he was killing the baby. Getting rid of the proof of what he’d been doing to me.” 
 
    “Were you?” I choked out. 
 
    “No,” she whispered and shivered at the bad memory. “I was lucky, I guess.” 
 
    I was relieved. 
 
    That she hadn’t had to go through the trauma of a miscarriage like Kassa had. 
 
    That she hadn’t had to carry that monster’s spawn inside of her when she’d already been through so much. 
 
    That she didn’t have to associate having a baby with the man who stole so many other things from her. 
 
    “But even though I told him I wasn’t pregnant, that I got my period, he wouldn’t believe me. He started hitting me, and that got him… Yeah. He was on top of me when the girls came in, screaming so loud the neighbors heard and called the cops. Genesis and London grabbed him by the arms and pulled them behind his back so hard, he screamed in pain. It woke up some of the other girls, and they came running to see what was going on. By then, Aubree had already cut him, and there was blood everywhere. It was hard for the medics to figure out what was his blood and what was mine when they tried to clean me up.” 
 
    “I don’t like those three most of the time, Ro,” I told her honestly. “But I will always tolerate them because they saved you.” 
 
    She lifted her head, tears glistening in her eyes. “Thank you. They’re my soul sisters. They mean everything to me. If it weren’t for them, I’m pretty sure he would have killed me that night.” 
 
    I cupped her cheek, wanting to kiss her so damn bad, but afraid it would make her uncomfortable after reliving all those bad memories. “I’m sorry that happened, baby. I hate that you had to go through any of it. If I could change it for you, I would.” 
 
    Her hand covered mine. “I know you would. I wish I could change what happened to you with your stepmom, too.” 
 
    Not wanting to think about Brandi when I had perfection in my arms, I pulled Roanna back down on my chest and kissed the top of her head. “Try to sleep, Ro. I’ll be right here if you have another nightmare. I’ll protect you.” 
 
    But as much as I didn’t want to think about my stepmom and the ugly past, my mind couldn’t push any of it out. For the longest time afterward, my dad had acted like he hated me. Like it was my fault his wife got bored with him and decided to turn me into her sex toy. 
 
    For years, I thought it was my fault, too. 
 
    It took a while before I could admit to myself that what she did was the definition of statutory rape. Guys didn’t get raped—or so I’d told myself. I was willing; she didn’t do anything I didn’t want her to—again, that was what I told myself. She was in her twenties; I was a horny fifteen-year-old with sex on tap whenever I wanted it. 
 
    I hated her, and I showed her how much every time I fucked her. It only made her want me more. She liked how rough I was, how I only seemed to want to hurt her even as I was getting off inside her. It was sick, and I began to hate myself for it. All the shit I’d pulled in the past seemed like child’s play compared to how I started acting out. 
 
    I wanted someone to notice that I wasn’t okay, that I didn’t want to go home because I couldn’t stop what happened when Brandi touched me. I lost control. I fucked her even when I tried not to. When I locked the door and turned up the music so I didn’t hear her out in the hall, telling me how good I was at licking her cunt, she would find a way to get the door open and, within minutes, be on my dick. 
 
    And because my cock got hard for her, I thought it was my fault. I didn’t think of myself as a victim because I didn’t know I was one. 
 
    I didn’t want to be one. 
 
    Then Dad caught us one night after she snuck into my bedroom. I was asleep and woke up to her on me, my cock already hard and inside of her. I shouted for her to get the fuck off me, not realizing what time it was or that Dad was home. 
 
    Or maybe I did and just wanted it over with. 
 
    I still wasn’t sure. 
 
    But Dad was suddenly in the doorway, watching his wife ride my cock even as I was yelling at the bitch to get away from me. 
 
    I’d never seen him get so pissed, never seen him raise a hand to Mom or even Brandi before that day. But he grabbed her by the back of her hair, pulling her off me, and throwing her across the room. He told her to pack her shit and get out, and I almost cried in relief that night because she did. 
 
    It was over. 
 
    I didn’t have to worry about coming home because she wouldn’t be there anymore. 
 
    I could sleep. I could do whatever the hell I wanted, and she wouldn’t be there to jump me anytime she wanted. 
 
    But Dad stopped talking to me after that. For years, we were like strangers living in the same house. We never ate together, barely grunted at each other in passing. And I was okay with that. Because even though I thought it was my fault, I knew it was his fault too. 
 
    It wasn’t until later, when the high school had an assembly on rape, that I realized what Brandi had done was considered statutory rape. That even if I was willing, I was too young to give consent. But I kept quiet, not even telling my two best friends. 
 
    Who would have believed me anyway? 
 
    I was a guy. 
 
    Guys don’t get raped. 
 
    At least, that was what everyone thought. 
 
    Besides, it would have been embarrassing as hell. I would get laughed at, and then people would call me a little pussy because I’d let Brandi fuck me. Maybe she would cry rape too, because I’d never been gentle with her. There were times I even left bruises on her. 
 
    No fucking way was I going to give her a chance to turn the tables and for me to end up behind bars because of that damn bitch. 
 
    So I let it rot inside me, pushing the memories down until they were just dark shadows that tried to creep back in and suffocate me. But when I met Roanna, I didn’t let myself think about the negatives of admitting what Brandi did to me. All I wanted to do was show her she wasn’t alone. 
 
    And maybe—just maybe—I’d wanted her to believe me and not laugh. 
 
    My sweet girl wanted to change that for me just as much as I wanted to change it for her. 
 
    “Ro,” I whispered her name. “I love you, sweet girl.” 
 
    She sighed then began to snore softly. 
 
    Grinning, I tucked her closer and shut my eyes. “You are the best thing to ever happen to me,” I said quietly, giving in to sleep. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 



Chapter 22 
 
    Sin 
 
    Lifting my beer to my lips, I watched as Roanna inspected the small slice of steak I’d cut off my New York Strip and placed on her plate. 
 
    After I woke up to her curled against me like a well-satisfied cat, we spent the entire morning in bed. Around noon, I finally forced myself to get up and feed her, but not before showing her just how huge my shower was and how good it felt to ride my cock with the heat of the water spraying down on us. 
 
    I took her home after lunch, but only so she could change her clothes and grab an overnight bag. 
 
    Now we were having dinner, and she was completing her part of our little wager. I sang her song with her; now she had to eat a piece of meat. 
 
    With a heavy sigh, she finally picked up the steak with her fork and slowly brought it to her lips. 
 
    Before she could put it into her mouth, I grasped her wrist and brought the fork to my lips. Chewing the perfectly grilled beef, I winked down at her. 
 
    “But I promised,” she started to protest. 
 
    “You looked like it was physically hurting you just thinking about eating that, sweet girl.” I leaned in closer, touching my lips to her ear. “Suck my cock later, and we’ll call it even.” 
 
    Pink filled her cheeks, but excitement filled her eyes. “O-Okay,” she breathed, leaning into my lips as I kissed my way down her neck. 
 
    Under the table, I touched her bare leg, stroking the inside of her thigh with my thumb. I’d never seen her in a dress before. When she stood up, the hem barely covered her ass, pulling eyes to her and driving me crazy with jealousy. As we’d walked through the restaurant earlier, I’d been tempted to knock out half the other patrons just for looking at her. 
 
    That was my ass to look at, my legs to have wrapped around my waist, and my pussy to slide into later. 
 
    Forever, if I had anything to do with it. 
 
    But as soon as we were seated in the booth in the back, I took full advantage of the length of her skirt and slid in beside her so I could rub my rough fingers over her silky smoothness as much as I wanted. 
 
    “You ready to get out of here?” I asked, biting into her earlobe, making her breath hitch. 
 
    “So ready,” she moaned. 
 
    Lifting my head, I singled the waiter for the check. A minute later, the black book was placed on the table. Pulling a few bills from my wallet to cover our meal and a tip, I grabbed her hand and pulled her out of the booth with me. 
 
    Outside, I handed over my valet ticket before turning her in my arms to kiss her senseless. 
 
    My phone ringing had her stepping back, a shy smile on her kiss-swollen lips. “You should answer that.” 
 
    Exhaling heavily, I pulled out my phone. Seeing Kale’s name, I grunted and answered. “Yeah?” 
 
    “Gray and I are headed out. Want to grab a few beers with us?” 
 
    I stroked my hand down Roanna’s back. “I’m out with Ro.” 
 
    “Bring her. Santana and Kassa are coming too.” 
 
    I pulled the phone back from my mouth. “Babe, you up to having drinks?” She nodded. “Yeah, okay, Kale. Text me where you’re going, and we will meet you there.” 
 
    As the attendant pulled up my car beside us, I opened Roanna’s door for her. She climbed in, and I bent to kiss her before going around to tip the guy waiting with my door open. The minute I pulled into traffic, I was reaching for her hand, entwining our fingers and resting them on my thigh. 
 
    Never one to like being touched, I couldn’t seem to stop touching Roanna. 
 
    Gray and Kale were already at the club they texted me they were going to when we arrived. They stood at the bar, girly drinks in one hand, beers in the other, watching as Kassa and Santana danced with each other several feet away. 
 
    From the look of it, they were putting on a show for my friends and having a good time doing it. The two of them kept checking to see if their guys were watching, giggling as they drove Gray and Kale crazy. 
 
    Roanna stepped up to the bar, ordering us both beers. I boxed her in, an arm on each side of her, my lips on her neck until the bartender placed the bottles in front of her. When she started to pull money out of her purse, I handed over my credit card, telling the guy to start a tab for us. 
 
    Glancing back at me, she rolled her eyes and tossed a five-dollar bill on the bar top for a tip. Grinning, I brushed my lips over hers before finally turning to my friends. “What are you two dumbasses doing?” 
 
    “Keeping an eye on the girls, man,” Kale grumbled, his eyes like Gray’s, glued to the dance floor. “They said we can’t dance with them and are making us hold their drinks. Haven’t been here ten minutes, and I’m ready to get out of here.” 
 
    One song faded into another one, and their girlfriends finally left the dance floor to join us. Seeing Roanna with me, the two women pulled her into a group hug. “You have killer legs,” Santana told her enviously, already tipsy, making me wonder what the fuck she was drinking or if the party had started somewhere else. “Fuck, I want to be you when I grow up.” 
 
    Roanna laughed. “Thanks?” 
 
    Kassa swallowed the last of her drink and grabbed both Santana’s and Roanna’s hands. “Come dance with me!” she commanded, but she paused in front of Gray to kiss him. “You stand right there and watch. Don’t take your eyes off us.” 
 
    Hunger darkened his sand-colored eyes. “Whatever you want, little butterfly.” 
 
    Roanna looked nervously back at me as Kassa dragged her to the center of the dance floor. The place was getting crowded, and she hadn’t had enough to drink yet to be comfortable with the number of people. I nodded to her, promising her with my eyes that I was there if she needed me. 
 
    By the end of the first song, however, she was relaxed enough to dance with the other two. She laughed with them, moving her amazing body to the beat of the music, proving to me again that it wasn’t just her voice that could hypnotize me. 
 
    The next song the DJ played was slower, sultry, and Kassa pulled the other two closer, her eyes going straight to Gray with a saucy little smirk. 
 
    “Fuck,” Kale hissed out, his fingers clenched around his beer bottle and Santana’s pink drink. 
 
    “I’m about to cut this night short.” Gray groaned and tipped his beer back. 
 
    I leaned back against the bar, watching the show the three of them were putting on for us. They were teasing us, driving us crazy with the way they were grinding against each other. My hands itched to get them on Roanna. I was with Gray; this night was about to be over. We’d just arrived, but I was ready to take Roanna home and fuck her until she begged me for mercy, payback for the torture she was unleashing on me now. 
 
    My gaze was on her and only her, so I didn’t see the two guys who were behind them at first. It wasn’t until one of them put his hands on Roanna’s hips and started pushing his crotch into her hips that I even noticed him. 
 
    When I saw his hands on her, my vision clouded with red. Roanna and the other two stopped dancing, and the second guy moved between Kassa and Santana. 
 
    “He’s dead,” Gray snarled, dropping the drinks on the floor when the guy leaned in to Kassa to say something, and Gray stepped in the pile of shattered glass and booze before storming through the crowd. 
 
    Roanna pushed the guy away from her just as I started moving toward her. The guy laughed and tried to grab her waist, pulling her against him as he started dancing again, and she stomped on his foot, making him squawk in pain. Beside her, Kassa and Santana were both tearing into the second guy from what I could hear. 
 
    Even though I’d moved first, Gray reached them before me, bulldozing over people. He pushed between the girls and grabbed the guy by the shirt, fisting his hand in the material as he got in the guy’s face. 
 
    “Gray!” Kassa yelled at him, tugging at his arm. “Calm down. There’s no reason to start throwing punches.” 
 
    My hand slid around Roanna’s waist, and I pushed the first guy back. “Keep your hands to yourself, motherfucker, or you will only be able to drink soup through a straw for the rest of your life.” 
 
    The guy backed away, his hands raised and a stupid grin on his face. “Sorry, man. Didn’t know she was with you.” 
 
    Kassa finally got Gray to release the other guy. “Let’s go!” she ordered when he took her hand, dragging him toward the nearest exit before he could change his mind and start a brawl. 
 
    Kale was already pulling Santana toward the bar, and I followed. He motioned for the bartender to close out their tab and put his girlfriend in front of him, keeping himself between her and the rest of the club. “Did you have fun, doll?” he asked with a laugh, kissing the tip of her nose. “You like nearly causing a riot?” 
 
    “Depends,” she said with a sassy grin. “Did it turn you on?” 
 
    He leaned down to whisper something in her ear that had her giggling and turning red. 
 
    I tucked Roanna in beside them, signing my name on the credit card slip when the bartender placed both our bills in front of us. “You okay?” I asked at her ear. 
 
    She smiled up at me over her shoulder. “I’m good, but I’ll be better when we get back to your place.” 
 
    I pressed my hard-on into her hip. “Me too, sweet girl.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 23 
 
    Roanna 
 
    I folded my sweat-soaked shirt and placed it in the laundry bag so it wouldn’t make the rest of the clean clothes in my gym bag smell. My face was flushed from the show earlier, and my throat was on fire like it always was after singing for a solid hour, only times ten. 
 
    I felt like hell, could feel a damn cold already trying to drain me, but I didn’t want to ruin the rest of the night. Not when I was spending it with Sin at his place. 
 
    For the past four months, Sin and I had been inseparable. I slept at his house at least three times a week, which would have been more if it were up to him. Hell, after that first sleepover, he took me shopping so that I would have my body wash and shampoo at his place. More and more of my things were ending up at his apartment. If I didn’t miss my friends so much and need a few nights with them, he already would have had me moved in with him. 
 
    And I was seriously thinking about it. 
 
    When his bandbrothers went back East for Thanksgiving and Christmas to be with family for the holidays, he stayed behind with me. It was the best Christmas of my life. 
 
    Fuck, it’d been the best four months of my life. 
 
    The nightmares had slowed down until, lately, they had been complete no-shows, making sleep sweetly peaceful. Especially when I got to sleep in Sin’s arms. 
 
    “Hey,” Genesis said as she walked into the green room. She had a beer in her hand and a frown puckering her brow. “Did you know the TK assholes are going to Vegas this weekend for Harris’s bachelor party?” 
 
    I shook my head, zipping my bag. “Nope. Haven’t heard anything. Why?” 
 
    She lifted her brows at me, as if she thought I’d lost some brain cells or something. She wouldn’t have been wrong. As drained as I was feeling, my brain seemed fogged up. “Ro, your man is going to Vegas this weekend. Without you.” 
 
    “No way,” I laughed, but it came out sharp and lacking any trace of humor. “He would have told me if he were going.” 
 
    He told me everything. Fuck, we were practically attached at the hip, and even though I was worried I was smothering him, he was the one who chased after me if I tried to give him some space. 
 
    Still, he would have told me about a trip to Vegas with his bandbrothers for a bachelor party. 
 
    Wouldn’t he? 
 
    Suddenly I didn’t know and my confidence in him—my trust—was starting to slip. 
 
    It wasn’t that I didn’t want him to go… 
 
    Scratch that. 
 
    I didn’t want him to go, but I wouldn’t have stopped him. 
 
    Yet he hadn’t said a single word about it. 
 
    If it was even true. 
 
    Shit, I was getting all worked up, and I didn’t know if he was actually going or not. Genesis wouldn’t lie to me, but she could have heard someone just bullshitting around. Just because they said the Tainted Knights guys were going didn’t mean all of them were. 
 
    Because Sin wouldn’t do that to me…? 
 
    Damn it. 
 
    Angrily, I slung the strap of my bag over my shoulder and marched out the door without a word to either of my soul sisters. 
 
    “Ro,” Aubree tried to call after me, but I was too upset to pause. 
 
    My boots clicked on the hardwood floors as I stomped through the club, avoiding any and all of the hundreds of people still in attendance who tried to approach me. The majority of them were drunk at this point in the night, and I wasn’t about to let one of those dumbasses fuck with me. 
 
    My hair bounced as I stormed past Tiny, who was standing at attention in his normal spot in front of the stairs that led up to the VIP floor. “Hey, Ro,” he greeted. “You okay?” 
 
    “Tiny,” I half growled over my shoulder. “I’m good,” I lied. 
 
    Good was a huge overstatement. I was feeling like total shit, and now I had to find out if my boyfriend had been keeping stuff from me. 
 
    Sin had driven me to the club earlier and said he would wait for me upstairs after the show since Gray and Kale were coming tonight and wanted to hang out. I figured we would all go out for dinner together afterward with Kassa and Santana. 
 
    It wouldn’t have been the first time we’d gone on a triple date. I liked both of the other two TK members’ girlfriends, and we always had a good time when we were all together. But just because we hung out when our boyfriends did didn’t make us besties. 
 
    I knew exactly where they would be. It was as if the back corner of the VIP floor was their own personal sanctuary within First Bass. Two couches and two leather chairs were pulled together so they were facing each other with plenty of walking space between them. Sin was sitting in one of the chairs, while Gray and Kassa took up one of the couches and Kale and Santana occupied the other. The two chicks, total opposites in appearances, were laughing as they chatted. The guys were sitting close to each other, leaning forward so they could talk quieter. 
 
    As if they had a fucking secret and were giggling little bitches at a sleepover. 
 
    My nostrils flared as I stomped over to them. 
 
    Gray saw me first, and amusement filled his sand-colored eyes. I saw his lips move, and instantly, Sin snapped his head around. He jerked to his feet, meeting me long before I could reach their group. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” he demanded, his hands catching my elbows as concern knitted his brow together. “Are you okay?” 
 
    I shrugged off his hold. “You’re going to Vegas tomorrow?” 
 
    “Fuck,” he groaned, his eyes filling with dread. “Sweet girl,” he began in a soothing voice that normally would have had me melting against him. 
 
    “I’ll take that as a yes. Why didn’t you tell me?” I demanded, feeling tears sting my eyes. 
 
    “Because I knew you would be upset,” he said with a grunt, trying to grab my arms again. 
 
    I stepped back. “The only reason I’m upset right now is because I had to hear about it from someone else the day before you’re leaving.” 
 
    “I was going to tell you later tonight,” he assured me. 
 
    “How was that conversation supposed to go, huh? You were just going to fuck my brains out, and while I’m half asleep, tell me you are going to fucking Vegas for a bachelor party?” He opened his mouth, but I cut him off. “Or were you just going to leave a note saying ‘See ya Monday, sweet girl’?” 
 
    “Ro—” 
 
    “Will there be strippers? You planning on getting a lap dance? Maybe the party is going to be at one of those bunny ranches.” 
 
    His eyes narrowed on me. “Now you’re just being stupid, baby. You know I wouldn’t do that to you.” 
 
    “Stupid?” I whispered, hurt. The threat of tears was growing more and more with each passing second. “Yeah,” I said with a nod. “Stupid to think this was something special to you and that we didn’t have secrets.” 
 
    “Ro, goddamn it.” He caught me around the waist, jerking me against him roughly. “There aren’t going to be any strippers or bunnies or whatever else your damn mind is trying to come up with right now. It’s just a weekend of drinking and gambling with my friends. Nothing else.” 
 
    “And yet you didn’t mention it once.” I pushed him back. “Go. I hope you have fun.” 
 
    Turning, I stomped back to the stairs. 
 
    “For fuck’s sake, Roanna!” he growled from behind me, following me down the steps. “I was going to tell you.” 
 
    “Doubtful,” I snapped. 
 
    I was nearly to the bottom when he tried to grab my arm again. I jerked away from his touch, only to miss the next step. 
 
    “Ro!” Sin’s fingers grazed my arm as I felt myself begin to fall. 
 
    Tiny caught me before I could face-plant on the floor. “You okay?” he asked, noting the tears that were glazing my eyes. 
 
    I gave him a tight smile. “Thanks for the save,” I told him. “I probably would have broken my face. Can’t damage the goods. Then no one will ever come back to see the Blonde Bombshells.” 
 
    His lips tilted up. “Doubtful. Even with a broken face, you would still look good, Ro.” 
 
    Sin took advantage of me being distracted with the head of security to lift me up and toss me over his shoulder. I was getting tired of him carrying me off like that whenever we had an argument. His arms tightened around my legs, making it impossible to kick him like I wanted to. 
 
    He got three feet before I pushed his beltless jeans down over his ass, making them fall to his knees. The group that was just coming into the club stopped behind him, gawking. 
 
    I smacked him on his ass, thankful he was wearing boxer briefs. “Put me down before you fall, asshole.” 
 
    “Keep it up, sweet girl. I’ll kick these damn jeans off and walk out of here bare-assed if I have to,” he warned. 
 
    “Whatever,” I muttered, calling his bluff. “Your keys are in your pocket. You won’t leave them behind.” 
 
    “Didn’t say I was leaving them. Just that I would walk out of here bare-assed if I have to.” He moved aside so the group could get by. 
 
    As one of the girls passed, she paused and helped him pull his jeans up. I watched as the brunette got close, her hands touching what was mine. 
 
    Fuck no. 
 
    I squirmed, kicking her in the chest with one foot. She jerked back. 
 
    “Oops, sorry. Not sorry,” I snarled at her. “Get the fuck away from my boyfriend, slut.” 
 
    “Jeesh, I was trying to help. Chill out, bitch.” She rushed off before I could kick her again. 
 
    Laughing, Sin carried me out of the club. His car was parked in the back lot with all the other employees, so he walked around the building, taking the side alley to avoid the crowd still waiting to get in. “Your jealousy is adorable, babe.” 
 
    “Stop laughing at me,” I yelled at him, beating my hand against his jean-covered ass. “I’m pissed at you, and you think it’s funny.” 
 
    Reaching his car, he opened the passenger door and set me down. Crouching down in front of me, he took one of my hands in his and brought it to his lips. “I don’t think it’s funny that you’re pissed at me. It’s cute that you wanted to tear that chick’s head off just for helping me out.” 
 
    “No one asked her to put her nose in our business,” I grumbled. “Her hands were on you, and you didn’t say shit.” 
 
    “She helped me pull my pants up so I wouldn’t fall and drop the most precious thing in my world.” He leaned in, kissing the corner of my mouth. 
 
    I pulled my head back after the first contact, needing to stay coherent so I didn’t give in. He’d hurt me tonight, something I had been sure Sin would never do. 
 
    “For someone who is so precious to you, you sure know how to make her heart ache,” I told him, turning away so I didn’t have to look at him. 
 
    “Ro,” he said with a long exhale. “I didn’t know how to tell you. I want to go, but I didn’t want to upset you.” 
 
    “You failed that mission pretty spectacularly.” Pulling my hand free, I crossed my hands over my chest. “All you had to do was tell me when you first decided you were going. Instead, you didn’t say jack shit.” 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    I tossed my hair out of my face. “Take me home, Sin. I’m tired.” I suddenly felt weak and exhausted. I didn’t even want to be around him right then. I just wanted to go home, take a long, hot shower, and curl up in my bed. 
 
    “Are you still coming back to my place?” he asked, hopeful. 
 
    “You still going to Vegas tomorrow?” I was more than a little hopeful myself. 
 
    “Yeah, I am.” 
 
    I shook my head. “Then no. I want to go home. You either drive me, or I’ll go with the girls. I don’t really give a fuck how I get there right now.” 
 
    “Don’t be mad at me,” he muttered, still not moving from where he was crouched beside my seat. “I’m just going drinking with my friends, Ro. I’m going to blow some money on booze and the poker tables. I’ll be back Sunday night.” 
 
    I shrugged, dropping my head back against the seat. “Have fun,” I choked out, my throat killing me. 
 
    “Babe, don’t be like this.” 
 
    “Like what?” I demanded, fighting tears. “Hurt? Upset that you kept this from me? Sorry, I can’t turn it off at your command. It doesn’t work like that. Go. Have fun this weekend. But don’t expect me to be okay about it.” 
 
    “You have girls’ nights with the Blondes all the time, Ro,” he reminded me. “I don’t get pissed at you.” 
 
    “And I tell you about it well in advance, dickhead. I’m not mad you’re going out with your fucking friends. I’m mad you didn’t say anything for what—weeks?” His silence only pissed me off more. “Months? You’ve been planning this for months and didn’t say a word. Nice.” 
 
    “Fine. You don’t want me to go, I won’t fucking go.” He tried to cup my face. “I’ll stay home, and we can stay at my place all weekend. Just stop being mad at me.” 
 
    “Oh, fuck you! You think I even want to be around you right now?” I slapped his hand away. “Just take me home.” 
 
    Standing, he raked his hands through his hair. “Fuck!” he bellowed and walked around to the driver’s side. 
 
    I closed the door and put on my seat belt, kicking my gym bag out of my way with the same aggression I wanted to use to kick him in the face. 
 
    As soon as he pulled into traffic, he reached for my hand. I let him take it, let him place it on his thigh and rub his fingertips over the back of it. His touch, even when it was this innocent, felt so damn good. 
 
    I wasn’t ashamed to admit I was addicted to the feel of his skin on mine in any shape or form. I’d gotten so spoiled from it, most nights I couldn’t even sleep until he’d spent hours rubbing my back. I never had to ask, making me think he was just as addicted to touching me as I was to his hands on me. 
 
    “I really won’t go if you don’t want me to,” he told me as he stopped for a red light a few blocks away. 
 
    I closed my eyes, turning my head to the window so he wouldn’t see the tear that spilled down my cheek. “No. I want you to go.” 
 
    “I’m sorry I didn’t tell you. I just didn’t want you to tell me no.” 
 
    “You’re a grown-ass man, Sin. You can do whatever the hell you want. It just would have been nice to have a heads-up.” 
 
    He lifted my hand to his lips, kissing my palm. I clenched my eyes shut, equal parts hot and cold at the soft touch of his mouth on my flesh. Sin had this ability to make me crave him, and I allowed myself to fall deeper and deeper for him. 
 
    Now, I realized just how much control I’d given him over me. 
 
    I thought telling him I loved him would give him too much power, but now it was glaringly obvious he had it regardless. 
 
    I felt almost a physical pain as I started putting up all the walls I’d let him tear down. Fuck, I’d helped him take a wrecking ball to a few of them, but it was time to rebuild. 
 
    “Stop it, Ro,” his dark voice commanded. 
 
    “Stop what?” I choked out. 
 
    “You’re shutting me out again.” 
 
    He was right, but there was no stopping it. 
 
    I stayed quiet the rest of the ride home. As soon as he stopped the car, I was grabbing my bag and jerking the door open. I just wanted to sleep for the next few days, forget he was going to Vegas—without me—and would be doing things that could put our relationship in jeopardy. There were plenty of brunettes in Vegas he could fuck all weekend long. 
 
    I was unlocking the door to the apartment building when Sin wrapped his arms around me from behind. “When I get back Sunday, I’ll pick you up. Be ready.” 
 
    “Monday will be better,” I countered. “You will be tired from your flight and partying all weekend.” 
 
    His lips pressed against my ear. “Be ready Sunday evening, Ro.” 
 
    “No. I’ll see you Monday.” Removing the key from the lock, I pulled away from him and pushed the door open. “Enjoy your trip,” I muttered, stepping inside. 
 
    “Ro,” he growled from behind me. 
 
    “Bye, Sin.” 
 
    By the time I got on the elevator, my head felt like it was about to split open. My throat was still burning, and I felt like I was freezing. Wrapping my arms around myself, I punched the number for my floor and closed my eyes. 
 
    As I stepped into the apartment, my phone lit up with a text message. 
 
    Sunday. 
 
    Rolling my eyes, I went into the bathroom and opened the medicine cabinet. There was a half-full bottle of NyQuil from when Genesis had a cold two weeks before. Grabbing it, I twisted off the top and swallowed a huge mouthful before recapping it. 
 
    Taking the bottle with me to my room, I tossed both it and my gym bag on my bed and stripped before going back to take a shower. 
 
    By the time I got back to my room, the NyQuil was doing its job, and I felt marginally better and was practically asleep on my feet. I face-planted on the bed and reached blindly for my phone. 
 
    There were no more texts from Sin, but Aubree had sent one. 
 
    You okay? You didn’t look so good when you left. Did you fight with Sin? Want me to come home? 
 
    Dashing at a few tears that were leaking from my eyes, I turned off my phone and tossed it on the floor. I didn’t want to talk to or see anyone, not even my soul sisters. I just wanted to sleep the entire weekend and forget this night.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 24 
 
    Roanna 
 
    The next time I opened my eyes, it took a few seconds to figure out why my entire body ached. I groaned as I turned over in bed, only to wish I hadn’t. My throat was on fire. 
 
    Whimpering at the pain, I pushed back my covers and slowly sat up on the edge of the bed. 
 
    Aubree wasn’t in her own bed, but there was proof she’d been there recently. The covers were tossed back. She normally made it after she had breakfast, so I knew she’d come home the night before. 
 
    My head was pounding, and with my throat feeling the way it did, I knew I needed to get some prescription meds before I lost my voice and couldn’t sing next week. Groaning at the expense, because I didn’t have freaking insurance, I put on a pair of sweat pants and a thick hoodie and walked into the living room. 
 
    London and Aubree were sitting on the couch eating bowls of cereal, but their heads snapped up as I walked into the room. 
 
    “Fuck, babe!” Aubree was on her feet, her cool hand touching my brow. “You have a fever.” 
 
    I could only nod because it hurt too much to talk. 
 
    “Give me five minutes, and we’ll take you to the urgent care.” 
 
    London was already running into her shared room with Genesis. “Get up, lazy ass. Ro needs to go to the doctor.” 
 
    “What’s wrong with her?” I heard the other Blonde slur seconds before I heard someone trip over something. “Shit! London, you filthy pig. Pick up your dirty clothes, and put them in the hamper. I nearly broke my fucking neck.” 
 
    “Too bad you didn’t,” London snapped. 
 
    Feeling dizzy, I dropped down onto the couch and waited for them to get dressed. Aubree was ready in less than two minutes. She came out of our bedroom, pulling her hair into a messy knot on top of her head then went down to the other bedroom. “Hurry the fuck up, and stop your bitching at each other. Ro is sick, and she doesn’t need to hear your shit today.” 
 
    Coming over to the couch, she offered me my phone. “You left this on the floor in our room.” 
 
    I took it but tossed it onto the coffee table, shaking my head. 
 
    “Guess you don’t want to call Sin and tell him you’re sick, then?” 
 
    Shooting her a glare, I shook my head again. No way was I calling him. He would probably think I was faking just to keep him home all weekend anyway. 
 
    Even if I wanted to be cuddled up against him with him rubbing my back. 
 
    “He’s really going to Vegas?” I swallowed painfully and nodded. “Fuck. He’s a douchebag, babe. But if he knew you were sick, he probably wouldn’t go.” 
 
    I lifted a hand, signaling for her to stop, and shook my head adamantly. 
 
    “Okay, it’s your choice. I won’t put my nose in it.” 
 
    The urgent care was overflowing with people when we walked in. Kids crying, people coughing so hard, it was a wonder they could actually breathe, some guy throwing up into the blue plastic baggie he’d been given. It was crazier than the ER, but at least I could afford—barely—this place. 
 
    It took forever, but I was finally given a strep test, which came back positive, and they wrote me a prescription for an antibiotic. There was a pharmacy across the road, and Aubree took it in to get filled while I tried to nap in the back seat of the car. 
 
    Three hours after leaving the apartment, I fell onto my bed and pulled the covers up over my head. 
 
    Minutes later, Aubree walked in, my meds in one hand and a bottle of Gatorade in the other. She handed over both, asked if I was hungry, then promptly left when I flipped her off. Food held no appeal. Not only because my stomach was a freaking mess, but the idea of food touching my throbbing throat was enough to make me sweat. 
 
    It was bad enough swallowing the antibiotic. Once I had it down, I grabbed the NyQuil that was still on my bed from the night before and took another big mouthful. Pulling the covers up over my head, I let sleep take me and prayed the meds would work so I didn’t have to go back to the doctor for a different antibiotic. 
 
    “Ro.” 
 
    Lifting my eyes, I saw it was dark outside my window, and Genesis was leaning over my bed, her phone outstretched. “Sin said he hasn’t been able to get hold of you, so he called me. Do you want to talk?” 
 
    I shook my head, pushing her hand away. “Go. Away,” I gritted out, making my throat hurt more than it already was. 
 
    “Ro!” I heard Sin yelling my name from the receiver. At the sound of his voice, I wanted to cry. I ached to have him hold me, to baby me, and to just love on me. But I wasn’t about to ruin his weekend. If he’d been so desperate to go he hadn’t even told me about it, I wasn’t going to be the reason he cut his weekend short. “Just talk to me, goddamn it.” 
 
    Snatching the phone out of her hand, I ended the call and then blocked him. “Now leave me alone,” I whispered. “And if he calls anyone else, don’t fucking answer.” 
 
    “Shouldn’t I at least explain to him you’re sick and that’s why you’ve turned into a cranky bitch?” 
 
    “Gen!” I hissed. “If you don’t leave me alone, I’m going to cough in your face and give this shit to you. Go. The. Fuck. Away.” 
 
    “He’s calling me now!” London yelled from the living room. “What should I do?” 
 
    “Don’t answer it,” I groaned. “And leave me alone.” 
 
    Genesis sighed exasperatedly, tucking the covers up around me. “Fine. Fine. You just rest. Don’t worry about anything else.” 
 
    As she walked out, closing the door behind her, I heard London asking her if Sin and I broke up. 
 
    “Don’t know. She’s not really able to talk much.” 
 
    Their voices became muffled as she moved away from the closed door, and I shut my eyes. The NyQuil was still holding strong, and I fell back to sleep almost instantly, too tired to worry about Sin and his trip or my soul sisters gossiping about me out in the living room. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Saturday came and went in the blur of bathroom trips, forcing down more meds, and sleeping. I vaguely remembered Aubree threatening to take me to the hospital for IV fluids if I didn’t start drinking the Gatorade she kept bringing me and I kept ignoring in favor of sleep. I drank half a glass, and she seemed satisfied enough she didn’t bitch at me much afterward. 
 
    Sunday, my throat didn’t feel nearly as bad, and my headache had faded. 
 
    After a shower, I walked into the kitchen in search of something to eat. I hadn’t eaten in over forty-eight hours, so I was freaking starving. 
 
    Heating up a can of vegetable soup, I then took my bowl into the living room and found something to watch as I ate slowly. The heat from the soup felt good on my still-aching throat, and I found myself drinking the broth from the bowl in search of more of that same soothing warmth. 
 
    I was draining the last from the bowl when there was a knock on the door. No one else was up, so I put the bowl on the coffee table and stood. A glance through the peephole showed a guy in a brown courier shirt and khaki pants. 
 
    It was Sunday. Who the hell sent packages on Sunday? 
 
    Frowning, I opened the door a few inches. “Yeah?” 
 
    The guy looked from me to the clipboard and the thick envelope in his hands. “Looking for Roanna King. I’ve got a package for her.” 
 
    I opened the door a little more. “That’s me.” 
 
    He thrust the clipboard at me. “Sign here.” 
 
    I scribbled my name on the bottom of the page. As soon as I handed it back, he put the envelope in my hands. “Have a good day,” he said, tipping his chin before walking away. 
 
    I waited until he was on the elevator before shutting the door and turning the envelope over in my hands. 
 
    The return address was from a private investigation firm based in downtown LA called Lewis and Son Private Investigating, Inc. My name was right under it, with my address along with “Urgent” and “Important Documents” stamped in red. The envelope wasn’t heavy, but there was something thick inside of it from the feel of it. 
 
    Curiosity getting the better of me, I tore it open as I sat on the couch. At least a dozen pictures fell facedown on my lap, and I instantly felt on edge. Fingers trembling, I gathered them into a pile before turning them over. 
 
    The first picture was of Sin, standing with Gray, Kale, and Cash outside of some building. From the dark sky above and the flashing lights from the surrounding buildings, I knew it had been taken in Vegas. Sin had a grin on his face, telling me he was having a good time. From the looks on the other three’s faces, they were all enjoying themselves. 
 
    I smiled at the picture, glad he was getting to hang out with his friends. I still might have been upset he hadn’t told me, but I wanted him to be able to go out with the guys and relax. 
 
    The next picture was obviously taken from a longer distance than the first but with a good enough lens that I was able to make out exactly who was in the picture and what was going on in the background. I could see each face perfectly. Cash, Jace, Harris, Kale, Gray, Caleb. And right in the middle of them was Sin. They were in what looked like a private box, the picture taken from an angle below, making me think they were on a second floor while the photographer was on the first. 
 
    They were all drinking bottles of beer, laughing, playing around or on their phones. But on the stage in front of them was a brunette sliding down a pole in nothing more than her thong. 
 
    And of course, Sin’s eyes were glued to her as he lifted his beer to his lips. 
 
    The next picture showed Harris standing up, and Sin leaning forward to slip money into the stripper’s panties. 
 
    I quickly flipped to the next picture. Harris was walking toward the door, and Sin was leaning back on the huge sectional, his lids heavy, desire or drunkenness shining out of his eyes as the brunette smiled down at him. I couldn’t tell which. 
 
    In the next picture, his beer bottle was raised as if he were chugging the last of the contents, and the stripper was off the stage, standing right in front of him and Cash. 
 
    Two more pictures showed the same thing, but when I lifted the next one, my heart dropped into my stomach with a sickening thud. 
 
    The stripper was sitting in his lap, and I didn’t need to see the next one to know she was grinding on his cock. 
 
    Not able to stomach looking at more, I threw the entire stack of pictures on the floor. They scattered across the carpet. Pissed and with my heart hurting, I stood, only to nearly slip on one of the pictures. Righting myself, I glared down at the sight of Sin’s face inches away from the brunette’s bare tits. 
 
    Enraged, I picked up the envelope the pictures came in and stomped into my room where my phone was. Turning it on, I was instantly bombarded with over twenty texts from Sin. The last one came in at just after two that morning. 
 
    I’m drunk and wishing you were here. Fuck. I miss you, sweet girl. 
 
    “Was that before or after you had her practically humping you, asshole?” I growled at my phone’s screen. 
 
    “Huh?” Aubree asked groggily from her bed. 
 
    “Nothing,” I snarled. 
 
    Ignoring the rest of his texts, I did a quick search on the private investigator who sent me the pictures. Less than ten seconds later, I had his number and was calling. 
 
    Pacing out into the living room, I waited for someone to answer. 
 
    “Lewis and Son,” a deep voice barked. “This is Barrie Lewis.” 
 
    “Are you the Lewis or the Son?” I snapped. 
 
    “I’m the Lewis,” he answered with amusement lacing his voice. “What can I do for you, ma’am?” 
 
    “I got a present from you this morning,” I informed him. “My name is Roanna King, and I want to know why the fuck you sent me those goddamn pictures.” 
 
    There was a pause on his end during which I heard him shifting papers. “Ah, yes. Miss King. I was hired on your behalf by a…hold on…a Judge Blaylock. The judge said he was a friend of your father’s and that he was worried your boyfriend was cheating on you. One of my guys spent the entire weekend following him around Vegas. I didn’t see the pictures myself, ma’am, but from what my guy tells me, he got plenty of proof that your man has indeed been stepping out on you.” 
 
    Judge Blaylock? 
 
    Who the fuck was that? 
 
    I didn’t know who the man was or why he was in Sin’s and my business. 
 
    Those pictures were my worst fear, the one thing I hadn’t let myself think about since Sin and I had started seeing each other, but it had been at the back of my mind the entire past four months. 
 
    During that time, I’d begun to relax, thinking maybe I really was enough to hold Sin’s attention and he wouldn’t cheat on me. 
 
    Once again, it was being tossed in my face that I’d given him way too much fucking power over me. 
 
    “Miss King?” Barrie Lewis’s voice asked with concern at my ear. 
 
    “I’m still here,” I gritted out. 
 
    “I’m sorry my guy couldn’t reassure you that you had a good man, Miss King.” His voice actually did sound regretful, but it did nothing to ease the tightness in my chest. “But I see this kind of thing every single day. People can’t stay monogamous to save their lives. Lucky for you there was someone who had your back and let you see how this guy really is before you got in too deep.” 
 
    I was already in too deep. 
 
    But even as hurt as I was, I couldn’t let those pictures float around out in the universe. Whoever this Judge Blaylock guy was, he could very well have his own copy and use them to make Sin’s life uncomfortable. Sin and the other Tainted Knights were rising celebrities, and trashy magazines would be all kinds of greedy to take those pictures off the judge’s hands. Kale had been hit sideways by a single picture of him at some stupid party the band’s road manager set up. 
 
    I was pissed, there was no doubt about that, but I loved Sin too much not to do something to try to stop this before it got ugly. 
 
    I blew out a pained breath. “Mr. Lewis, you sound like a nice enough man, but you’re not coming across as all that bright. I have no idea who Judge Blaylock is. I’ve never even met the man as far as I know. And honestly, my mother never knew who my father was. So I’m more than a little confused why this man took it upon himself to have you investigate my boyfriend, regardless of what you found.” 
 
    A stunned silence filled my ear before he choked out, “I think we should meet to discuss this, then, Miss King.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 25 
 
    Sin 
 
    I rolled out of bed with the mother of all hangovers. 
 
    Between the whiskey tasting the night before followed by a shit-ton of beer, my head and stomach were equally trying to kill me. Beside me, Cash was snoring so loud it was a wonder the walls weren’t shaking. 
 
    With Lucy’s bachelorette party joining ours at the strip club the night before, Cash and I had ended up sharing a room because the other rooms in the suite were occupied by couples fucking like rabbits all night. 
 
    A long, hot shower later and I was coherent once again. 
 
    And missing Roanna. 
 
    I searched my stuff, looking for my phone, and finally found it tangled in the covers on the bed under Cash. Shoving at his shoulders, I tried to wake him up. “Get up, man. We got a plane to catch in a few hours.” 
 
    Groaning, he lifted his head. “When Gray has his bachelor party, remind me not to drink so much all weekend.” 
 
    “Yeah, I need that reminder myself.” Scrubbing a hand over my face, I tried to turn on my phone, only to realize it was dead. Muttering a curse, I found my portable charging brick and plugged it in, my stomach tossing as I waited for my phone to juice up enough so I could check to see if I had any missed texts or calls from Roanna. 
 
    There weren’t. 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    She was still pissed. 
 
    All weekend, she hadn’t taken any of my calls or responded to any messages. Her damn friends wouldn’t even answer so I could find out if she was okay or not. The one time I did get Genesis to pick up, Ro had hung up the phone before I could even speak to her. 
 
    “Hey.” I nudged Cash with my foot when he started snoring again. “How many flowers do you think it will take for Roanna to forgive me?” 
 
    His face was pressed into his pillow, so his voice was muffled. “What did you do?” 
 
    “Didn’t tell her I was coming with you guys. She didn’t know until Thursday night.” 
 
    “That was kind of shitty of you, dumbass.” He lifted his head, his face pinched as he thought about my question regarding the flowers. “I don’t know. A few dozen at least, I figure.” 
 
    I found the website for the local florist close to Roanna’s apartment. It was open even on a Sunday, so I placed an online order for three dozen red and white roses. It was the first time I’d ever sent flowers to anyone, so I struggled for a few minutes with what to write on the card. Deciding to keep it short and to the point, I went with “I’m sorry, sweet girl” and ended it with a heart emoji and my name. 
 
    She was supposed to get it before my plane even landed at LAX, so I hoped she would be glad to see me when I got to her place later. 
 
    Everyone was slowly getting up and eating the buffet-style breakfast someone must have ordered beforehand. Platters of scrambled eggs, breakfast meats, hash browns, and French toast were set up. Needing the grease to combat my roiling stomach, I loaded down a plate and sat at the huge dining table the guys and I had played poker at Friday night. 
 
    Kassa and Gray were already sitting there with Kin and Jace. I sat between the two chicks who seemed to be just as hungover as I was. 
 
    “Good thing you drove,” Jace told his girlfriend, feeding her a bite of bacon from his own plate. “You don’t look like you could handle being up in the air today, baby.” 
 
    “It’s your fault,” she grumbled, chewing slowly. “What kind of shit was that we were drinking when we got back here last night? It was so smooth I didn’t even notice I drank so much of it.” 
 
    “That’s because it was a twenty-five-year-old scotch,” Gray informed her. “Harris’s dad called the bar where we did the whiskey tasting yesterday and bought us each a bottle as a memento.” 
 
    “Yeah, well, Jace only has about a third of his bottle left.” She pushed her plate away then folded her arms on the table and laid her head down. “Kassa, no whiskey at your bachelorette party.” 
 
    All the blonde could do was groan in agreement. 
 
    I listened and watched them in silence as I ate my breakfast. When the bachelorette party showed up at the strip club the night before, I started missing Roanna even more. Lucy would have invited her if I’d asked, but that would have meant actually telling Ro about my trip to Vegas before I was ready. 
 
    In hindsight, I should have stopped being a pussy and told her. Then I wouldn’t have to go home to a pissed-off girlfriend, and I could spend the next few days lost in her, where I’d wanted to be all damn weekend. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I was walking out of LAX with Cash a few hours later when my phone rang. 
 
    Hoping it was Roanna calling to tell me she’d gotten the flowers and she forgave me, I was disappointed to see it was actually Emmie. 
 
    Cash glanced over at my phone as we stopped to grab a cab. “What did you do?” he laughed when I didn’t answer immediately. 
 
    “I didn’t do shit. I was with you all weekend. Did you see me do anything I shouldn’t?” 
 
    “Point taken. Better answer it before she starts breathing fire again.” 
 
    Cursing under my breath, I swiped my thumb over the screen and lifted it to my ear. “Hello?” 
 
    “Good, you’re on the ground. I’ve been trying to call you for about an hour but figured your phone was on airplane mode.” Her voice as cool, clipped, but I couldn’t tell if she was pissed at me or not. “Come to my office. We need to talk.” 
 
    “Can it wait? I’m on my way to see my girl,” I told her. 
 
    “No, it can’t wait. Not even an hour. Come straight up to my office as soon as you get here. We have a situation regarding our friend Judge Blaylock.” 
 
    It took me a second to place the name, but when I did, I stiffened. “What the fuck does he want? I thought you took care of him and his whiny little bitch of a grandson.” 
 
    “We can discuss that when you get here. Hurry your ass up.” 
 
    “Emmie—” But she’d already hung up on me. 
 
    Cash was holding the door open to the cab he’d hailed for us. “Problems?” 
 
    “Fuck if I know,” I muttered, tossing my carry-on in the trunk and climbing in beside him. Leaning forward, I gave the driver Emmie’s office address even as I pulled up Roanna’s contact information. It rang twice before going to voice mail. 
 
    At least her damn phone was on now. She’d had it powered off all weekend, and I’d been pushed straight to voice mail every time. 
 
    Gotta go to Emmie’s office for a second. I’ll stop by your place when I’m done. Missed you, sweet girl. 
 
    I hit send on the text and almost immediately saw that she read it, but I waited in vain for her to reply. 
 
    Emmie’s office was closer than Cash’s apartment, so I was dropped off first. 
 
    Even though it was late afternoon on a Sunday, there was a security guard sitting at the desk when I walked in. Seeing me, he gave me a nod in greeting and pointed to the elevators. “She’s expecting you.” 
 
    “Yeah,” I grumbled. “The woman’s got a stick up her ass today.” 
 
    He grinned in agreement as I stabbed the call button for the elevator. “When doesn’t she?” 
 
    “Fuck if I know.” 
 
    Most of the floor Emmie’s actual office was on was dark, but I knew the place pretty well and found my way without having to turn on the lights. Her secretary wasn’t at her desk, so I knocked before opening the door when she yelled for me to come in. 
 
    Pushing the door open, I took two steps inside and stopped in my tracks when I saw Roanna sitting in one of the chairs in front of Emmie’s desk. Beside her, a short but fit guy in his late forties sat with a stack of files on his lap. 
 
    Emmie waved me in when I just stood there eating up the sight of Roanna. Her face was pale, her lips cracked, and she was wearing those damn Nightmare Before Christmas pajama pants that always made her ass pop, with a matching themed hoodie. Her hair was pulled up into a messy knot on top of her head as she flipped through her own stack of files. 
 
    “Barrie Lewis, meet Tate Sinclair.” The guy lifted his head, smiling grimly in greeting before pulling a few pieces of paper from the top file on his lap and offering them to Roanna. 
 
    She took them and scanned them, pretending I wasn’t even in the room. 
 
    “What’s this about?” I demanded, crossing to Roanna. She hadn’t looked at me once since I walked in. Crouching down beside her, I touched her leg. “Hey, what’s wrong?” 
 
    Her fingers clenched around the files in her hand, and she stared straight ahead as she spoke. “Did you have a good time?” 
 
    “It was a fun weekend, but I missed you. I wished you were with me the entire time.” I rubbed my hand up the back of her calf, feeling her tremble, and my heart jumped in triumph that she couldn’t hide her reaction to me. 
 
    “Good,” she said with a nod. “Glad it was fun.” 
 
    “We have a situation, Sin,” Emmie stated, pulling my eyes to her. “Judge Blaylock has been having you followed.” 
 
    “And?” What the fuck did that have to do with anything? “I haven’t done shit to be ashamed of or that could hurt the band, so what’s the problem?” 
 
    My manager picked up a stack of papers from her desk and offered them to me. Pissed I had to move away from Roanna, I straightened and took them from her. It wasn’t actually a stack of papers, but pictures, almost half an inch thick. Pictures of me and the guys. 
 
    At the strip club. 
 
    Goddamn it. 
 
    I flipped through them, my stomach knotting more and more with each one I saw. 
 
    Cursing, I threw them back on her desk and pulled Roanna up from her chair. The files on her lap fell to the floor, scattering papers in every direction. I cupped her face, my fingers shaking as I tilted her head up so she had to meet my gaze. “That stripper came over, and Cash was being an ass. He told her to give me a lap dance. Those damn pictures don’t tell the whole story. They don’t show when I pushed her off me and told her to leave me the fuck alone.” 
 
    “Okay,” she said calmly. 
 
    Too calm. 
 
    Why wasn’t she yelling at me? Why wasn’t she more upset? If the roles were reversed and it were me being blindsided with pictures of someone grinding on her lap, I would have been tearing the place apart in a jealous rage. 
 
    “Those pictures were delivered to Roanna earlier today,” Emmie informed me. “Mr. Lewis here was hired on her behalf by Judge Blaylock to follow you around and find proof that you were stepping out on her.” 
 
    That goddamn bastard. He couldn’t touch Roanna or me because Emmie had friends in high places, so he was trying to sabotage our relationship. 
 
    “I didn’t. The only reason we were at that damn club was because of Harris and Lucy.” I dared to take my eyes off Roanna long enough to look at the redhead. “Something they said you set up.” 
 
    She nodded. “I did, and I don’t need any details about anything that happened concerning Lucy. I would much rather keep those images of my niece out of my head, thank you.” 
 
    “No one has any of those images but Harris,” I assured her. 
 
    “Maybe you should tell us what was going on in those pictures. I can’t tell if you were just really drunk or…yeah. From what Lewis has told us, only his man and Roanna have a copy of the pictures, but just in case I suddenly get calls from the vultures, I need to have at least a little of the truth to tell them.” 
 
    I turned my gaze back to Roanna, still cupping her face, still unsettled by her calmness. “I was drunk. We went to a bar before the club, and I overdid it during the whiskey tasting Jace set up. Then when we got to the strip club, I drank a lot of beer. By the time those pictures were taken, I was fucked up. But I didn’t touch her, Ro.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    That damn word again. But hearing it again, I noticed her voice sounded hoarse. I stroked a thumb over her bottom lip. It was cracked pretty badly, and her complexion was off. “Are you sick?” 
 
    “I’ve had strep throat all weekend. I just started feeling better this morning.” 
 
    “Baby, you should have told me. I would have come home and taken care of you.” 
 
    She shook her head. “Which was why I didn’t tell you. You wanted to go to Vegas with your friends, and I wasn’t going to be the reason you didn’t.” 
 
    “You’re more important than a stupid trip,” I said, pressing my lips to her forehead. 
 
    “If I may?” I stiffened at the sound of Lewis’s voice for the first time. Looking over at him, I saw he was shuffling the files in his hands. “Sorry to interrupt, but I had a feeling you were about to grab your girl and go, sir. Judge Blaylock asked me to put a full file together on you, Mr. Sinclair. Luckily for us both, I hadn’t turned it over to him yet.” 
 
    “Shit,” I muttered, knowing what he’d probably found from my past. Roanna already knew about Brandi, but no one else did except for Dad. 
 
    “My guy was able to locate and speak by phone with a Mrs. Brandi Sinclair. After discussing your run-in with the judge with Mrs. Armstrong, I think it’s safe to say no one wants anything from that conversation falling into the man’s hands.” 
 
    “I’m going to kill him,” I seethed. 
 
    “There was also mention of a boy,” Lewis continued as if I hadn’t spoken. “There was a question of paternity in which you were ruled out as the father after a DNA test. But based on the fact that there was a question who fathered the child, I gather that would create a media field day all its own.” 
 
    “Emmie,” I gritted out. “I want the judge to go away, or I’m seriously going to kill the old fuck. It’s bad enough that he was trying to put my relationship with Ro in jeopardy. Now he’s digging into my past and stirring up things I will commit murder to keep there if that’s what it takes.” 
 
    “I’m already on it,” she assured me. “Lewis here is good at his job, as are his employees, but I have my own guy on retainer. I did a full background check on the judge and his grandson after what happened at the movies that night. Seller is meticulous. I have so much dirt on Blaylock, he will be begging for mercy by the time I’m finished with him. Looks like he didn’t get the message last time when I turned over a little of what I have on him to his rival. But that was just the tip of the iceberg.” 
 
    She pulled something from her desk and handed it to Lewis. “This is a nondisclosure agreement.” As he signed it, she handed him a check. “This is for your services. Give the judge his money back or not, I don’t care, but this is for the work you did.” 
 
    The man barely put up an argument over the money and was out the door minutes later. The entire time, I just stood there, holding on to Roanna. She was stiff as a board in my arms. Those walls I tore down were back up, reinforced and encased in steel. 
 
    Fuck that. 
 
    I’d take a blow torch to them if I had to. 
 
    I couldn’t lose her over this. 
 
    I wouldn’t lose her. 
 
    Ever. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 26 
 
    Roanna 
 
    Sin pulled my car into its regular parking spot and turned it off. 
 
    “I wish you would grab a few things and come home with me,” he said as he handed me the keys. 
 
    I shook my head, knowing if I went home with him, I would give in, and I still didn’t know how I felt about those pictures of him with the stripper now that I had an explanation. I wanted to believe him, but my trust had already taken a beating when he didn’t tell me he was going to Vegas. A few days would be needed to digest everything. 
 
    “I’m still not feeling myself,” I told him. “I need to rest so I can sing Thursday.” 
 
    “Even more reason for you to come home with me,” he argued, cupping the left side of my face, his eyes imploring me to give in. “Let me take care of you, Ro. We can just lie in bed for the next few days, and I can rub your back.” 
 
    “I don’t need you to take care of me,” I choked out as I pulled my head back and reached for the door. 
 
    He was out of the car and around to my side before I could even close the door. “Baby, I know you’re pissed, but I swear to you, nothing happened. Ask Cash or any of the other guys. Fuck, ask Kin. You know she won’t lie for me.” 
 
    “I know.” But I wasn’t going to ask Kin about it. If I was going to trust him, I needed to be able to do so with my heart. I either took his word for it, or… 
 
    Something painful clenched in my stomach just thinking of the “or.” 
 
    Or we broke up. 
 
    I was upset, my heart hurting and my head clouded with the events of the last few days. I just wanted a little time to sort through my emotions before I did something I would regret, damn it. 
 
    Pushing up onto my tiptoes, I kissed him. “I believe you when you say you missed me. I missed you too. But the last few days are all jumbled up in my head, and I’m still getting over this damn strep. Just give me a few days, Sin. We can talk then.” 
 
    His arms snaked around my waist as he pressed his face into my neck. “If I leave you alone that long, you’re going to break up with me,” he muttered in a rough voice. “I know I fucked up not telling you about the trip, but I swear to God, I won’t do that shit again, sweet girl. All weekend, you were all I could think about. Please, just… I don’t know… Just don’t break my heart, Ro.” 
 
    Tears blurred my vision, and I clenched my eyes closed. “Breaking your heart will only break mine too,” I whispered emotionally. 
 
    He blew out a shuddery breath. “I’m so fucking sorry.” Pulling back, he touched my face with fingers that trembled. “I love you, Roanna. Forgive me.” 
 
    The air was suddenly stuck in my throat. Had he really just said that? 
 
    Those same words I’d struggled to keep contained for months fell so easily from his lips, sounding so perfectly right, they made my heart sing. 
 
    “Y-You love me?” 
 
    His brow furrowed. “You didn’t know? Baby, I tell you every night.” 
 
    I shook my head. “Maybe in your head you tell me, but I’ve never heard you say those words out loud.” 
 
    “I thought you were just pretending to be asleep so you didn’t have to say it back. But I’ve told you hundreds of times.” He rubbed his thumb over my cheek. 
 
    “Maybe start telling me before you fuck me into a coma instead of after,” I suggested with a grin, happiness making it feel like my entire body was glowing. 
 
    “Fuck, I’ll tell you every hour of the day. I love you, sweet girl.” He brushed his nose against mine. “Before I met you, the world seemed gray. There was no color, no warmth. You make everything better just by being mine.” 
 
    I melted against him. Just a moment before, my heart had been aching, cold and empty. Now, it felt like there was a flame in the middle of my chest. Who knew three little words could be so powerful? 
 
    “Sin—” 
 
    “I’m sorry I didn’t tell you about the trip. I’m sorry you saw those pictures.” 
 
    “Sin—" 
 
    “I’ll make it up to you, I promise you I will.” 
 
    “Sin!” I cried his name when he kept interrupting me. 
 
    “What?” he said with the beginnings of a cute pout. 
 
    “I love you too.” 
 
    All the oxygen seemed to rush out of him out once. “Really?” 
 
    “Yes. I’ve loved you for so long, but I was afraid of saying it out loud. When I’m with you, the past doesn’t have a hold on me anymore. You make everything better, no matter what’s going on in my life. And for someone who tends to be a complete bastard at times, you make me feel like I’m the only person in the world who matters.” I pressed my hand to the center of his chest. “I want your whole heart, because you already own mine.” 
 
    His heart began to pound harder under my fingers, his hand covering mine. “Please come home with me. I’ve been aching to hear you say you love me for months, baby. Now that you have, it’s taking every ounce of willpower I have not to press you up against this damn car and slide into you.” 
 
    “I-I need to grab my things,” I told him, anticipation making my legs turn to jelly. “I have to get my meds and a change of clothes.” 
 
    “Let’s go, then.” 
 
    Laughing happily, I let him take my hand and hurry me inside. 
 
    Upstairs, the others were up and eating Mexican takeout when we walked in. “Where did you go?” Aubree demanded as she looked up from her burrito covered in queso. 
 
    “Just had to take care of something for Sin,” I evaded, not wanting to pull them into the whole thing with Judge Blaylock. “I’m going to spend a few days at his place.” 
 
    “Yo, Sin,” London said with a grin. “You have really good taste in flowers.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” I demanded, pausing on my way to my room. 
 
    “Take a look in the kitchen.” 
 
    Curious, I walked into our tiny kitchen and stopped at the sight of the huge bouquet of white and red flowers in a vase with a logo on it from the florist a few blocks over. Sin walked in behind me, a smirk on his handsome face as I grabbed the white card from the middle of beautiful flowers. 
 
    I’m sorry, sweet girl. <3 Sin 
 
    “Do you like them?” he asked, wrapping his arms around me from behind and touching his lips to my temple. 
 
    I nodded. “They’re gorgeous. Thank you.” 
 
    “You’re the first chick I ever sent flowers to. I didn’t know what to put on the card, so I’m hoping it’s enough to show you just how sorry I really am, babe.” 
 
    I leaned back into him. “If you ever keep anything else from me again, I’m going to let Aubree kick your ass.” 
 
    I felt his lips turn up in a grin as he kissed my neck. “Noted, sweet girl. Now, hurry. I need you.” 
 
      
 
    Sin 
 
    Hours later, I sat in bed with Roanna’s head in my lap. Her hair was spread over my legs as I rubbed my fingertips up and down her bare back. Her eyes were closed, but from her breathing, I could tell she wasn’t asleep. 
 
    I was enjoying the feel of her under my fingers and the peaceful silence of the apartment as I replayed the moment she confessed she loved me over and over, savoring her presence. 
 
    I was a lucky bastard to have her love me. 
 
    “I’m hungry,” she said with a yawn as she turned her head on my lap. 
 
    I grabbed my phone. “What do you want?” 
 
    “Don’t care as long as we don’t have to move from this spot,” she said with a contented smile, her back arching like a cat as she pressed against my stroking fingers. “I love your touch. Can we just do this the rest of the week until I have to go to work?” 
 
    “Whatever you want, sweet girl,” I promised, drawing circles on her shoulder as I flipped through the list of her favorite takeout menus saved to my phone. “You want that vegan Thai burger you like so much?” 
 
    “That sounds really good. With sweet potato tots?” 
 
    “Yeah, babe.” Distractedly, I made an Uber Eats order before tossing my phone on the nightstand and bending to kiss the shoulder I was still rubbing. “We have an hour before the food gets here,” I murmured as I trailed my fingertips down her bare back and over her ass. She was completely naked, but I’d put on a pair of sweats after my shower earlier to wash away the stickiness of my flight. 
 
    She made a soft mewling sound when I dipped my fingers between her thighs. “Is that enough time?” she teased, lifting her head for a kiss. 
 
    “Babe, a lifetime isn’t enough time for what I want, but it’s plenty for me to make you come a few times.” I licked at her bottom lip before sucking it into my mouth. 
 
    Roanna pushed me back and climbed to her knees, straddling my lap. Kissing me, she skimmed her fingers down my chest, tracing over my abs before lifting the waistband of my sweats and wrapping her silky fingers around my throbbing cock. With her on me like this, taking charge and stroking my dick, she was my own personal goddess to worship. 
 
    “We have to use a condom,” she said with a pout. “My antibiotics could cancel out my birth control, so we have to be careful.” 
 
    “Shit,” I groaned. “I didn’t know that.” 
 
    Her brows lifted as she caressed her thumb over the head of my dick, massaging the liquid already weeping from the slit into the tip. “Why is that a problem? I figured you had a hundred boxes stashed somewhere here,” she said with a grin. 
 
    I grabbed her by the ass and rolled her under me. “Because I tossed them all when you became mine. I didn’t need them because you’re on the pill.” 
 
    Her eyes lit up. “Got rid of temptation, huh?” 
 
    I glared down at her. “No, silly woman, because I had no use for them. The only temptation I have is spread open for me right now.” I pressed my cock between her pussy lips, rubbing the tip over her clit and making her breath hitch. “Guess I’ll just have to come on your stomach. I’ll pick up a box of condoms tomorrow.” 
 
    “Oh my God,” she moaned, writhing under me as I teased her with my cock. “Sin, that feels so damn good.” 
 
    “You’re so wet for me, Ro,” I groaned as I kissed between her tits. “Fuck, you make me ache for you, baby.” 
 
    “I want you in me,” she sobbed when I had her close to the edge. 
 
    “Not tonight, sweet girl,” I told her regretfully. “I want you all to myself for a while before we go making any babies.” 
 
    “Babies?” she choked out, her thighs trembling as she fought off her orgasm. “We’re going to have babies?” 
 
    “If you want them.” I bit into her shoulder, using one hand to stroke my cock against her harder. Fuck, I was going to go off soon, come all over her stomach and tits. “It’s cool with me if you don’t, though. As long as I have you, I don’t need anything else.” 
 
    “Sin…” She gasped for breath. “Are you… Wait, please. I’m going to come, and I need to think.” 
 
    I lifted my head so I could grin down wickedly at her. “No thinking. Just come for me.” 
 
    “But… Oh Jesus … Mm, I really like when you do that.” 
 
    “That’s it, sweet girl. Come for me.” 
 
    Her nails bit into my back, her head thrashing on my pillow. And then she was crying my name as her body began to convulse with her release. Her pussy flooded with her cream, and I rubbed my cock in her juices as my balls tightened and I came all over her. 
 
    I fell on top of her, trying to catch my breath and kissing her neck. 
 
    “Sin,” she whispered. “The way you were talking just now…” 
 
    I pushed up on my arms so I wasn’t crushing her and met her gaze. “I’m going to marry you one day, Roanna King. One day, fuck knows when. But one day, I’m going to put a ring on your finger, and you’re going to say yes. Because I can’t fucking live without you.” 
 
    She was quiet for a long moment before her lips tilted up in a shy little smile. “Okay.” 
 
    There was that damn word again, but this time, I liked hearing it. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 27 
 
    Roanna 
 
    Yawning, I reached out blindly for Sin, missing his body snuggled up against my own. Feeling only cool sheets, my eyes snapped open, and I looked around the empty bedroom with a pout. 
 
    From the living room, I could hear the TV, and I glanced at the clock on the nightstand. It was past eleven in the morning. Crap, I needed to eat and take my meds soon. Getting up, I piled my hair up on my head and took a quick shower. When I was done, I grabbed one of his shirts out of his closet and pulled it on, forgoing panties. I’d brought several changes of clothes with me the night before, but I was more comfortable in his clothes, and I knew he liked seeing me wearing his T-shirts. 
 
    Unpinning my hair, I combed my fingers through it as I walked barefoot out to the living room. 
 
    Sin sat on the couch, shirtless with a huge mug of coffee in his hands and an amused smirk on his face as he watched television. 
 
    “What’s so funny?” I asked as I sat down beside him. 
 
    He lifted his arm, and I accepted the silent invitation to come closer, putting my head on his chest and hugging his waist. “Emmie has been busy. She called me about an hour ago to turn on the news, and I’ve been entertained ever since.” 
 
    I looked at the flat screen, unsure what kind of entertainment he could be getting from watching the news. I hated the news. It was depressing, scary at times, and there was rarely anything good to report. But right then, there were flashing cameras and police surrounding an older man who was in what appeared to be an expensive suit walking out of a courthouse in cuffs. 
 
    “Who is that?” 
 
    “That would be Judge Blaylock. He just got arrested for a list of felonies I don’t even understand but keeps getting longer every time they talk about him.” I felt him kiss the top of my head. “It seems the judge has been dealing under the table. He presides mostly over custody cases, and he’s been taking bribes to rule in favor of whichever parent is willing to pay the most for their kids.” 
 
    “Is that really a big crime?” 
 
    “He could serve serious time for that, from what they keep reporting. But even if he doesn’t, he’s just lost his reputation and will be removed from the bench.” 
 
    “Good,” I grumbled, glaring at the man on the screen now. His face looked gray, his eyes bloodshot, and the way his shoulders were hunched forward appeared as if he were holding the weight of the world on them. 
 
    That man tried to make me break up with Sin. Tried to fill my head with lies that the man I loved had cheated on me. 
 
    Maybe I should have thanked him, though. 
 
    Because this whole thing had made Sin confess he loved me. Even if he had been saying the words regularly, I’d never heard them. It also made me realize that I did trust Sin. Because even as pissed as I’d been when I first saw those pictures, I didn’t automatically assume he’d cheated on me. They upset me, but I’d still been clearheaded enough to think about fixing the possible media freakshow for him. 
 
    “Hey,” Sin said, and I lifted my head. He kissed me, one of those knee-weakening soft brushes of his lips over mine. “What do you want to eat? I need to feed you so you can take your antibiotic at noon.” 
 
    I shrugged. “I’m okay with cereal.” 
 
    “I only keep that shit for you. You know that, right?” 
 
    I laughed but nodded. “I know. My baby likes to spoil me.” 
 
    He cupped the back of my head, his eyes drilling into mine. “That’s the first time you’ve ever said that. You never call me baby.” 
 
    “I never said I love you before last night either,” I reminded him. “But I do, Sin. So much it scares me.” Tears filled my eyes, and I tried to blink them away. “Don’t break my heart, mister, or I’ll let my soul sisters break your legs.” 
 
    His jaw clenched as he rubbed a thumb under my eye just as a tear spilled free. “I love you, Ro, and that terrifies me. Not just because I’ve never loved anyone before, but because you have the power to destroy me. So, don’t break my heart, sweet girl. Because I can’t survive without you.” 
 
    Sin brushed his lips over mine again before pushing to his feet. “Cereal?” 
 
    “Not yet,” I whined, pulling him back down beside me. He fell against the cushions, and I moved so I was straddling his lap. His eyes flared when my bare core was exposed and my heat pressed against his already hard cock. “Promise me something, here and now.” 
 
    “Anything.” 
 
    “Promise we won’t have secrets from each other ever again. No matter how big or small, even if it will hurt, we tell each other everything.” 
 
    He nodded. “I promise, baby.” 
 
    I bit my lip, my mind going back to something Barrie Lewis had said the night before. “The private detective guy said you had to do a paternity test.” 
 
    He groaned, shrugging his shoulders. “I didn’t ever want to tell anyone about that, but yeah. Not long after Dad kicked Brandi out, she got pregnant. The time frame was close enough that I could have been the father. When she split from the guy she moved in with not long after the divorce, she tried to say their kid wasn’t his. It was years later, I was nineteen, and she showed up saying I was the kid’s father. It was scary as fuck, Ro. I was sweating bullets, praying I didn’t have to put up with that bitch for the rest of my life. I’d never thought about being a dad, but I sure as hell knew I wouldn’t want to be one to her spawn.” 
 
    “But you weren’t?” 
 
    “Nope. I got lucky, I guess. The baby was the new guy’s, some accountant, I think. I don’t remember. Didn’t care as long as I wasn’t the father. She had to share custody of the kid, and I was able to breathe easy again. Worst two weeks of my life.” 
 
    “I’m sorry you had to go through that. You had to relive her abuse all over again.” I hated that for him. 
 
    His head fell back onto the couch. “Yeah… I didn’t tell my dad about the DNA test.” 
 
    My heart ached at the look on his face. “You two never really talked about what happened?” 
 
    “To talk about it would mean he would actually have to speak to me, sweet girl. I haven’t had a real conversation with him since before he caught Brandi on top of me that night. I haven’t seen him or even gotten a call from him since I moved out here. He hates me for fucking his wife.” 
 
    “He’s an idiot,” I growled, dislike for the man coating my voice. 
 
    A smile teased at Sin’s lips. “It’s okay, baby. I hate him just as much. He picked her over me a long, long time ago. The day he left my mom for her was the day he stopped being my dad in my eyes.” 
 
    The way his brow pinched when he spoke of his mom broke my heart. “Do you think she would have liked me? Your mom, I mean.” 
 
    His hands stroked down my back and cupped my bare ass. “Sweet girl, she would have adored you, if for no other reason than you can make me smile even when I want the rest of the world to disappear. She would have taken one look at you and fallen just as fast and hard as I did. You two would have been best friends within an hour, tops.” 
 
    “You think so?” 
 
    He kissed my forehead. “I know so.” Tapping me on the ass, he lifted me and placed me back on the couch. “Sit tight. I’m going to fix you some cereal, and then I gotta go to the drugstore really quick.” 
 
    I grinned up at him. “Just a small box. We won’t need the condoms after I’m finished with my meds.” 
 
    “Babe, we’re gonna need a huge box, because other than you going to work Thursday night, we aren’t leaving this goddamn apartment.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Epilogue 
 
    Sin 
 
    The rocking of the tour bus was kind of soothing. The click-clack of the tires as we powered down the interstate was an oddly peaceful sound. 
 
    The sexy little Blonde rocker snuggled into my side in the roost that had become our home over the past few weeks made it paradise. 
 
    Tainted Knights’ first headlining tour started back in December. My dream of the Blonde Bombshells touring with us as our opening act had been made reality, and every other night, I watched my sweet girl take the stage with her band and hypnotize more and more fans. Their social media following was in the millions now. Their popularity was becoming just as extreme as ours, and Natalie Cutter was already talking about getting them back into the recording studio to produce a second album so it was ready by the end of the summer. 
 
    The only downside was that Kin was also touring with us. 
 
    She and the Blondes shared a bus, while Tainted Knights had their own, but I rarely joined my bandbrothers on our bus. Mostly because I couldn’t sleep without Roanna’s sweet ass pressed up against me. 
 
    “Sin?” she sighed softly in her sleep before yawning. 
 
    “Yeah, sweet girl?” 
 
    “I’ve been meaning to ask you.” She snuggled closer, her thigh lifting over mine, making my already semi-hard cock wake up completely. “Will you sing with me on our next album?” 
 
    “Whatever you want, babe.” 
 
    I felt her smile against my bare chest. “Will you love me forever? Because that’s what I want the most.” 
 
    I tucked her closer and kissed the top of her head. “Forever isn’t nearly long enough, Ro.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Playlist 
 
    “lovely” by Billie Eilish & Khalid 
 
    “Sing Me to Sleep” by Alan Walker 
 
    “Avalanche” by Nick Jonas ft. Demi Lovato 
 
    “Bad Things” by Machine Gun Kelly & Camila Cabello  
 
    “Close My Eyes Forever” by Device ft. Lzzy Hale 
 
    “A Little Braver” by New Empire 
 
    “Might Not Like Me” by Brynn Elliott  
 
    “I’m a Mess” by Bebe Rexha  
 
    “With or Without You” by Eva Under Fire 
 
    “Get Lucky” by Halestorm 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Coming Soon! 
 
    Tainted Forever—January  
 
    Angel’s Halo: Forever Angel—February 
 
    Saving Our Love (A Collection of Novellas featuring: Linc, Jenna, Mieke, Kenzie, Caleb, and Nate!)  
 
    The Rockers’ Legacy 
 
    Holding Mia 
 
    Needing Nevaeh  
 
    Loving Violet 
 
    Savoring Lyric 
 
    Hating Piper  
 
    Wanting Shaw 
 
    More to be announced!  
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