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  Dedication


  


  This book is dedicated to the people that I love most in the world. M.C.A.Z.L, you make me laugh and I wouldn’t be who I am today without you. “We’re an unusual family.”


  


  Prologue


  


  I was in no fucking mood to perform.


  I was hung-over, or possibly still drunk, from a weeklong bender. I woke up this afternoon with three chicks in my hotel bed, not a great way to start the day. I know most people think that sounds like hitting the lottery, and I admit the girls were hot, but the fact is, I hate waking up with people I don’t know. Combine that dislike with the fact that there were actually three people I didn’t know in the bed, my brain felt like it was on fire, I couldn’t remember what fucking city I was in and I was starving and you get an idea of why the morning sucked.


  On top of all that, my dick felt like it went twenty rounds with a bull that hadn’t been gentle. In spite of the fact that I counted seven used condoms on the floor, I knew that I hadn’t come. That isn’t unusual; I don’t come with groupies, sluts or people I don’t know. Since I haven’t fucked the same girl two nights in a row in a few years, I’m used to it. As a rule, I survive by making myself come after the girls are gone, but clearly I didn’t take care of business last night and my package was paying the price.


  The day continued to be shit and I wound up being late to sound check. My limo driver was an annoying prick that had talked about himself the entire way to the stadium and I was ready to commit by the time I got there.


  Still, I felt like shit that I was late, so I came in fully prepared to apologize. Fortunately for me, our bassist wasn’t there and since no one knew where he was, my tardiness was overlooked. Our tour management tried to keep the three of us that were there calm by having an assistant go out to pick up food. The Philly cheesesteak I was handed was my clue that we were in Philadelphia. By my calculation, that meant I was three more months away from the end of this tour, and every one of those days seemed like it would stretch out for an eternity.


  Our bass player still hadn’t shown by the time we finished eating and our moods weren’t improving. Sound check was a major bust, but luckily, we had a dressing room filled with booze. Our tour rider stipulated a fully stocked bar at all of our shows, and this one didn’t disappoint. With some hair of the dog, I was back to functioning normally in no time at all.


  Unfortunately, I got a little too drunk, and that’s why I was in no fuckin’ mood to perform. It didn’t help that the entire band was pissed at our bass player- now known as ‘the asshole that shows up twenty minutes before a show’. We were all pretty wasted, but it didn’t escape my notice that he was on something a hell of a lot stronger than alcohol.


  The roar of the crowd as the lights went down in the stadium didn’t fill me with joy the way it used to, and that pissed me off too. Where had I gone wrong?


  I took the stage in a rage, mad at the world, mad at our management, mad at my band, but mostly, I was mad at myself. I wasn’t the man that I wanted to be, and I knew that if I kept going the way that I was, my life wasn’t going to be worth shit. Life was only getting shorter and I wasn’t happy. Come to think of it, I hadn’t been in a long time. Not since our band got sucked into the machine and became a commodity instead of a musical act.


  I grabbed the mic aggressively and gave the appearance of rocking, but I was phoning it in. I was in no mood to sing and had already mentally given myself a pass to fuck off since I knew it wasn’t going to be a good show.


  All that changed about four minutes in when I looked down into the front row and locked on to a pair of beautiful chocolate brown eyes. The girl was young, but she was stunning. She was singing along and smiling, and that made me feel like shit. She was there to rock, and there I was, phoning in a shit show.


  Something about her, I can’t even explain what, had me sick to my stomach even thinking about letting her down. She deserved better than whatever pathetic version of myself that I’d become. I used to really care about the fans and the experience, but for the last few years all I cared about was drinking, fucking and trying to feel something.


  Staring into those eyes, I pulled my shit together and gave two and a half hours of a performance that was easily my best in years. I sang almost exclusively to her because I wanted to bask in whatever the connection between us was.


  Unfortunately, she didn’t get older during the show. When it was over, it was over. My best friend and the guitarist for my band ribbed the fuck out of me as we left the stage after the encore, asking if I was going to give “jailbait” a backstage pass. I wasn’t that big of an asshole, and I shook my head in the negative. “Nah man that would be too fucked up, even for me.”


  Grinning at me he said, “Dude, you should have seen yourself. I think that girl was your fucking Priscilla.”


  His yapping was giving me a headache because I didn’t know what the fuck he was talking about.


  “Dude, what does that even mean?”


  “You really need to get your rock n’ roll knowledge beefed up because you should know this without asking. If we’re ever on Celebrity Jeopardy and we lose because you don’t know something this obvious, I’m going to kick your ass. Anyway, I’m talking about Priscilla Presley. You totally went all Elvis over a teenage girl.”


  His words embarrassed me, mostly because they were true. After telling him to fuck off, I got blackout drunk to forget the impossible connection I’d felt to a fucking teenager. I’d guess she was somewhere between sixteen and eighteen, but my brain said eighteen was a real stretch.


  The next day I woke up feeling like shit again, only this time, I took stock of my situation and was honest with myself. I realized that I had to change the way I was living. I couldn’t remember why, but I knew, down to my bones, that I needed to do better, to be better. I hadn’t always been like a drunken robotic dildo. I wanted to be worthy. Worthy of what, I couldn’t say, but that was how I felt.


  I didn’t remember shit from the night before, but my band was happy to fill me in once I snapped out and demanded to know why everyone was calling me Elvis. Nothing they said sparked my memory. I could just barely remember eyes the color of melting chocolate, but that was all.


  The name Elvis stuck for about six months, but I never got my memory back from the night that changed the path I was on forever.


  


  Chapter One


  


  The last ten years of my life were devoted almost entirely to my band, Renegade Saints. The four of us together were lightening in a bottle, and that had made us all richer than we ever dreamed. We were just kids when we got signed, literally, but the trajectory to the top happened at breakneck speed.


  The guitarist of my band, Cole, has been my best friend for as long as I can remember. In truth he’s a lot more than that. Our parents lived next door to each other, and they had us within two months of each other- Cole being the older of the two of us. We went to the same daycare and stayed with my grandparents on nights that our parents went out. Cole has always called my grandparents Gram and Pop because they’re the only grandparents he’s ever known.


  Cole's dad was a studio musician who recorded with a ton of big musical acts in the eighties. It was his influence that had Cole picking up a guitar when we were four. He could play better than most anyone I'd heard by the time we were ten, and today he's world renowned for a skill that's right up there with the best of the best.


  My dad is a voice over guy. His voice was heard on hundreds of commercials while I was growing up. To this day, he keeps right on working, even though he doesn't need to. Where Cole got his musical skills from his dad, I got my vocal abilities from mine. Little did our parents know that by living next to each other, they were creating a recipe for one of the biggest selling bands of all-time.


  Cole is the sibling I never had, and I’m the same person for him. My mother was diagnosed with leukemia when I was five and the entire foundation of my life changed. For two years, she was subjected to one treatment after another as she got weaker and weaker, her body giving up the fight before any of us were near ready to let her go. At one point when she was hospitalized for twelve weeks, I’d lived with Cole and his parents. It was during that time that I’d started singing along when he played guitar. At first, it was a lark, but later it became a way of life.


  Making music with Cole gave me something to hold onto when my mother died and my father got lost in his grief for a while. Losing my mother changed my life, and I think of her every day. My father has always been my rock, and other than the few months after her passing where he went off the rails, he’s been the best father I could have ever asked for. He encouraged all of my musical talent and helped push Cole and me forward.


  By the time we were twelve, Cole and I were writing songs together. Two years ago, we were stunned when a private collector offered my dad two hundred thousand dollars for the notebook containing the lyrics from our pre-teen writing sessions after a photo of the book was included in an article about us in Rolling Stone. My dad keeps everything, and the offer didn't even turn his head. The notebook is still ensconced in his safe. He swears that he's just keeping it in case he needs "rainy day money." My dad’s a joker, because there is no way he’s ever letting that book go.


  Cole and I met our drummer, Gavin Wilde, in sixth grade. The three of us were hell on wheels, and I feel sorry for every teacher we ever had. In addition to rocking, we excelled in general bad-assery and practical jokes. Our formative years set a precedent for the debauchery that ensued once we hit the big time, of that there is no doubt.


  The final piece of the Renegade Saints puzzle came together when we met our bassist, Tyson Allen, in ninth grade. We knew fifteen minutes into our first jam session that we were meant to be a band, and we spent the next three years working on that. We spent so much time devoted to the band that it's really a wonder that the four of us graduated high school, but by the skin of our teeth, we managed it.


  Our drive to be heard has become the stuff of legend. We played anywhere and everywhere that we could, for anyone that was willing to listen… and even some who weren't. The four of us wrote songs by the dozen, completely devoted to the idea of our band. During our senior year, we bought a used moving truck for the dual purpose of hauling our gear to shows and hiring ourselves out as movers during the week to earn cash.


  Once we had enough money under our belts to pay for studio time, we picked what we considered our three tightest songs and went in to record. What we came out with was something we were all proud of, something we stood behind. Bands like The Foo Fighters, Alice in Chains, Cheap Trick, The Beatles, Pearl Jam, Soundgarden, and U2 heavily influenced us, and I think our first songs reflect that. Most people say that our music is unique and doesn't really reflect anyone that came before, but we're all about giving credit where credit is due. We were influenced for sure, whether people want to acknowledge it or not.


  Cole's dad passed our demo CD out to everyone he came into contact with at the studios. Within weeks, the local DJ for a morning rock show was playing our song, "Now the Rain" on heavy rotation, and when fans went crazy for it, other stations followed suit. Cole and I were nineteen and Gavin and Tyson were eighteen when we got signed. Our debut CD, "The Unknowns" dropped seven months later, and things went wild after that. To date the CD has sold twenty-one million copies and is one of the biggest selling albums of all time.


  A lot of shit went down in the years between the release of "The Unknowns" and now. As hard as it is to believe, it's been a decade. The first four years after the release of that album were brutal, and a lot of ridiculous shit happened to each of us. At some point, we all started coming undone, caught up in the race for more success, more parties, more sex, and more bullshit. We lost ourselves, plain and simple. Drugs, alcohol, near-death experiences, sex with strangers and bad behavior became part of lives in a way that none of us ever could have predicted, and it almost destroyed us all.


  You can come from the best family in the world, and millions of people can love you and sing your songs back to you word for word, but when you're in the machine, all you do is sell, sell, sell. People think its glamorous and that all your dreams have come true, but what they fail to understand is that it becomes a nightmare. The dream that’s held up as an ideal is just that- a dream. The reality if far from glamorous and involves taking a lot more shit than you would believe.


  Fame can be a form of torture, no matter what people think. Being on the road for years at a time, even with people you consider brothers, is one of the loneliest forms of life imaginable. For three hours a night you’re held up and loved by your fans and everything is great. When you’re on the stage it’s loud and in your face. Then you get off the stage and the silence is deafening. Security and safety concerns keep you in a bubble, and it’s very surreal. Everyone wants a piece of you, but no one knows who you really are. For a long time, none of us knew who we really were, and it’s only in the last few years that we’ve begun to evolve into fully formed people rather than rock star pricks.


  Since the day we hit it big, it has been impossible to maintain relationships. Any of us that tried to have one, failed.


  One of the worst parts of fame is missing your family when you’re on the road. No one who hasn't been there can really understand what it's like to wake up every morning wondering where in the world you are, or how disconcerting it is to finally be able to go home only to see all of the things that changed while you were gone. In a lot of ways, it's like living your life from behind a curtain. Fame becomes a prison of your own making, and unless you make drastic changes, you can get trapped in that jail cell forever.


  To that end, the band unanimously came to a decision. We are going on a goodbye tour to celebrate the ten-year anniversary of "The Unknowns." It will be a big thank you to all of our fans for their support over the years. We aren't old, but we aren't getting any younger either, and fame doesn't hold any appeal for us anymore. It's a cold bed partner, and not what we want to keep doing for the rest of our lives. At heart, we're all just regular guys who want to grow up and have real homes instead of the cold mausoleums we each bought when we made it big.


  We quietly started our own label, Unknown Records, and our plan for the future is to continue to help create music, just in a new way. After six months of searching, I thought we had finally found the band we've been looking for to launch the label. I was pretty damn sure before we walked into the club they were playing in, but seeing them live had sealed the deal.


  They were called "The Chaps" and the four of us had flown in from LA to Philly to check them out in person. The band was the real deal, and their music was amazing. They had a super-tight sound, and I knew that this was the band we needed to launch our label. The rest of the guys agreed, and after the show, we headed back into their dressing room to meet them in person.


  It was during our meeting backstage that their lead singer mentioned that they'd recently had some amazing band photos done. “I’m talkin’ Annie Liebovitz type shit man,” he said. I was really just being nice when I asked if I could check them out, but when he thrust his laptop at me a few minutes later, I had to look or I would have seemed like a dick.


  Gesturing to the screen he said, "The chick that took these pictures is fucking smoking. There are a few pictures of her in there with us, and they are definitely the best pictures we've ever had done. We’ve been using this picture on our website and in our promo mailers and the responses have been epic."


  Looking at the picture he was pointing to, my mouth went dry. Something about her seemed so familiar, but I couldn’t put my finger on what. Calling her “smoking” was a serious fucking understatement. In the photo, the girl was lying naked, wrapped around a guitar. The band was behind her, each of their faces shown in profile. It was a black and white photo, and it made you feel like you were right there. It was very rock-n-roll, and totally hot. I loved it.


  Checking the web address, I noted it for future reference before starting to click through the pictures. I was seriously impressed by her work. She had totally managed to capture to spirit of the band as a whole and as individuals, and I really liked it.


  When I was through looking at all of the pictures, I went back to the first one that she was in. It was hard to tell for sure because she was lying down, but I'd guess her to be on the shorter side of the spectrum. Her curves required no guessing. She had them in spades, and her figure was mouth wateringly hot. Her hair was blonde, her cheekbones were amazing, and her lips made me a little wild. Because the picture was black and white, I couldn't tell what color her eyes are. If I had to guess, I'd say a rich brown. I couldn’t believe how hard I was studying her because I hadn't put that much thought into a woman, ever.


  The longer I stared at her, the more I wanted to meet her. Staring at the web address again, I memorized it so that I could go back and look at the rest of the stuff she had on there when I got to my hotel room. If the rest of her photos were anything like what I had just seen, I’d found a photographer our coming tour.


  


  


  Chapter Two


  


  Flinging open my bedroom door, I started screaming. "Jessica! Get your skinny ass out here! I need to talk to you immediately!”


  I giggled when the bedroom door next to mine opened and my roommate emerged with a mock glare. “Damn you hooker, you just made me fuck up my nail polish. Now it looks like I had a seizure while painting! This better be good!”


  I was so excited that I couldn’t contain myself. Instead I yelled, “I just got hired to take the official tour photos for the Renegade Saints!"


  Letting out a loud scream and a cheer, Jess grabbed me in a bear hug. "Holy shit Tessa! I'm so fucking proud of you!" I was pretty fucking proud too, and the two of us jumped around and screamed like fools for a few minutes.


  Renegade Saints are one of the hottest bands in the world, and landing the gig to take the official pictures for the tour that coincides with the tenth anniversary of their first CD, "The Unknowns" was going to be a huge boost to my photography career.


  When I got the call from their manager, John Benner, offering me the job, I almost passed out. I've only been out of art school for two years, and I'm a total unknown. After stumbling all over my words and saying as much to him, he laughed.


  "That's the whole point. If you know anything about the guys and how the band took off, you understand why they choose to use new talent whenever they can. Flynn saw a series of photos that you'd taken of The Chaps. After seeing the photos, he saved your web address and shared it with the band and me. We did a little research, saw a ton of other things from your portfolio, and that was that. The jobs yours if you want it. What do you think?"


  What I thought wasn't acceptable to say in the course of a professional conversation. Holy shit! Flynn Rand liked my photos? I was blown away. Flynn Rand! He's the hottest singer on the planet, and I've been a fan since the moment I heard their first single, "Now the Rain" on the radio when I was in junior high. Back then my bedroom was covered in posters of Flynn Rand, Dave Grohl from The Foo Fighters and Chris Cornell from Audioslave. Looking at those photos was what inspired me to choose photography as a career. I couldn't believe that of all the people in the world, it was Flynn Rand that though I had talent.


  Clearing my throat, I tried to sound professional. "I'd be delighted to take the job Mr. Benner. It goes without saying that working with Renegade Saints is an amazing opportunity."


  "That’s great Miss Hamilton. Flynn was adamant that you were 'the one' for the job, and I know this will make everyone very happy. I see that at the current time, you self-represent, but I'd suggest hiring a lawyer to go over the contract that I'm going to send over to you by courier. You should have it by tomorrow afternoon at the latest. The first tour meeting is being held in two weeks, in LA. You'll get all of the info on that, along with the tour dates and deadline lists in the contract package tomorrow. After I've got your signed contract, my secretary will contact you to make flight and hotel arrangements for you. You'll also be hearing from the tour manager, Joe Martin. He'll need a list from you of things that you need for the road, and his team will provide your tour credentials. The tour kicks off six weeks after the all hands on meeting, and you'll need to have your passport ready for the three weeks we’re in Europe toward the end of the tour. I’ll look forward to seeing you in LA at the meeting. Good day Miss Hamilton."


  I hung up the phone in a state of shock, blown away by what just happened. I was going on tour with Renegade Saints! Flynn Rand liked my work!


  My body was buzzing with excitement and I was about to burst. I needed to share with Jess right away, and that's when I ran into the hallway screaming and made her mess up her polish job. For the record, she was right. It was totaled, unless she told people she’d purposely been painting her nails while she was running from a pack of dogs.


  We spent a ridiculous amount of time dancing and giggling before finally flopping down on the floor to get our breathing under control. Poking me in the side Jess asked, “Oooh… do you think Flynn will sing to you again once you’re on the road with him?”


  Palming my forehead, I blushed from the tip of my head to the bottom of my feet. Six years ago when I was seventeen, Jess and I were fortunate enough to get front row seats at a Renegade Saints concert. That night I was the lucky girl in the front row that Flynn sang damn near every song to. Only Jess knows that that night quickly became the one memory sure to make me crazy horny in less than ten seconds.


  Rolling over onto my side, I smacked her arm. “Jessica! Don’t bring that up again. I can’t have that in my head when I’m working for him. I’d make the biggest ass out of myself!”


  Giggling, she pinched me in the arm. “That night would be pretty hard to forget Tessa, especially since I bought the video of it for you from eBay and we’ve watched it at least a hundred times together- eighty of those times being in the months following the show. We’ve been to over a dozen Renegade concerts, and that will always be the one that sticks out. Don’t worry- I won’t tease you about it anymore. Best friend promise.”


  Once I had myself calmed down, I called my parents to share the news.


  As expected, my dad thought it was the coolest thing he'd ever heard. I grew up in a house that was filled with music, rock music to be specific, and my dad loved Renegade Saints. "That's awesome Tessa Belle! I'm so proud I could bust. I can't believe my baby is going to be taking pictures of the biggest band in the world. I can't wait to tell all my friends!"


  My mom asked for a lot more detail than my dad had, and I filled her in on what I knew. Like me, she was blown away that Flynn Rand was the one that find me. "My goodness Tessa! That's so bizarre. I think you wrote Mr. and Mrs. Flynn Mason Rand on every piece of loose paper you got your hands on during your freshman year of high school. That it was Flynn, of all people in the band, to have discovered you is too funny. I'm so proud of you honey! You're living your dream."


  After hanging up with my mom, I groaned in embarrassment at the reminder that I'd been all but obsessed with Flynn when I was younger. Hell, everyone I knew had been obsessed with Renegade Saints back then. They came out of nowhere, a bunch of kids only a year out of high school that got enough money together to record some songs. A local DJ in LA had started playing their song, "Now the Rain" on heavy rotation, and within two months they had a record deal. They released "The Unknowns" a few months later, before any of them were legally old enough to drink, and the rest was history.


  I was thirteen the first time I heard Flynn sing, and I was hooked from the first. MTV was still playing music videos back then, and Jess and I never missed a countdown when Renegade Saints were on the charts.


  All of the Renegade Saints guys are smoking hot. Cole Hayes is the lead guitarist, an Adonis with fingers like Eddie Van Halen. The drummer for the band, Gavin Wilde, has a buzz cut and an attitude that screams, "I'm here to dominate you." Bassist Tyson Allen is one of the hottest rockers alive. He plays the bass like it's a drum set, all wild and crazy, but his face looks like it should be on the cover of Vogue.


  And then, there's Flynn Rand. Even a decade later, I still know his stats by heart. He's six feet tall with shoulder length black hair, wild amber eyes, lips like a dream and a body that doesn't fucking quit. The first time I ever masturbated, I was fifteen and I'd been listening to Flynn's voice while staring at a picture that a fan had taken of him. He was shirtless, sweaty and singing to the crowd. As long as I live, I'll never forget staring at the V cut of the muscle that led to his groin as I came. The bulge on display in the jeans he wore in that picture got me off for months.


  Hell, who am I was kidding? It was still getting me off today. It’s a crying shame that no one has ever gotten me as turned on in real life as the fantasy version of Flynn did. It only got more intense after the night of the infamous ‘Flynn Rand sang TO ME’ concert. That was number one in my fantasy file, the remembered intensity of his gaze on me a guarantee that I’d get off.


  Other than that one night at the concert, life had handed me a shit sandwich where arousal with men who were in the room was concerned. Did that sound bitter? What the hell… I guess I am bitter. I was still dealing with the after effects of my break up six weeks ago from the world’s biggest asshole, and it’s totally coloring the way I look at men. I’d been dating Lee for two months when I made the decision to have sex with him. I’m twenty-three, and was dog ass tired of being a virgin. I kept waiting for someone to turn me on as much as pictures of Flynn used to, but it never happened. It’s my own fault that I compromised and wound up having sex with someone who sucked in bed. To say it was a big disappointment is an understatement, but I figured I’d come around… hopefully literally.


  I really thought that Lee was a decent guy, but I couldn’t have been more wrong, something I found out in the most humiliating of ways. Six weeks ago, we’d gone to a wedding with a bunch of his friends. The wedding was held in Jersey City, and we’d stayed up there. We rented a series of rooms that were connected, and we all had a great time at the wedding. I’d had a little too great of a time, and when we got back to the hotel room, I started puking. I puked a few times and then fell asleep, waking up a few hours later dehydrated and thirsty as hell. As I was making my way across the room to the mini bar, I’d heard the telltale screams of some loud sex.


  A quick glance around our hotel room indicated that Lee wasn’t there. I don’t remember if I walked to the open door because I was looking for Lee because I was suspicious or not, but what greeted me when I looked through the door was a nightmare. There was literally a pile of bodies on the two queen beds and the floor, all completely naked and engaged in different sexual acts. When my eyes landed on Lee, my jaw dropped. He was flat on his back with his “best friend” Mary sitting on his face and his friend Ben’s wife, Hillary, riding him. It was like a scene from a bad porno movie… or, my worst nightmare.


  What happened after that was a disaster. When I yelled, Mary climbed off Lee’s face so that he could see me. He didn’t bat an eyelash and I struggled not to vomit in disgust at how disrespectful it was that he was looking at me like I was a fucking idiot while his face was covered in Mary’s juices. I fully expected him to apologize, but that didn’t happen. Instead, he yelled at me for interrupting and told me to loosen the fuck up and join in, or keep the stick up my ass and get the fuck out.


  I was mortified. It was embarrassing to be treated that way, and it didn’t help that I heard people laughing when I slammed the door shut. I was packed and out of the room within five minutes, needing to put as much space between me and the deafening sounds of the pile of bodies in the room having wild sex.


  The front desk took my appearance in their stride, and quickly had me checked into a new room. Once I was in the new room I called Jess and woke her up, laying the whole story out for her. We made plans for her to get me the following morning, and once I was off the phone, I curled up in the bed and cried. Not because I was sad about my relationship with Lee coming to an end- in truth that was a relief. I was crying because I was angry and humiliated that I was such a chump that I gave away my virginity to someone who turned out to be the worst kind of person. It killed me that I was so gullible that I’d fallen for what was clearly his charade.


  Unbelievably, Lee called, texted and emailed me pretty steadily for the first few weeks after the break-up, even though I had made it abundantly clear that I would never touch him again.


  He even had the nerve to tell me that it was something he and his friends did all the time and that he’d hoped that by getting me drunk enough I’d loosen up and join in. “I was actually trying to help you. You’re a beautiful girl Tessa, but you’re about as sensual as a Dr. Seuss book. I hoped I could fix that for you.”


  Yeah, talk about a slap in the face. Being told I was a dud on top of everything else made me feel like a giant loser in addition to having shit taste in guys.


  I’d never been very loose around Lee; he was right about that much. Just like every boyfriend I’ve ever had, he didn’t measure up to the sexual feelings that Flynn Rand had evoked in me when my hormones started coming to life. The only difference between Lee and the others was that I was dumb enough to have sex with him.


  My problem had always been Flynn and people not measuring up to how hot I could get just looking at him. I know that Flynn is dangerous to my libido, and I'm going to need to quickly get my shit together and perfect my poker face before I meet him in person. As things stand now, I'd dissolve into a puddle of liquid at his feet and beg him to touch me, just so I could see if the reality was even in the same neighborhood as the fantasy. That would be a horrible idea because in all likelihood, the problem is mine.


  There are people who don’t enjoy having sex, and I seem to be one of them. I do just fine by myself, but when I do anything sexual with anyone else, it’s just a letdown. The only person I’ve ever felt sexually charged by is Flynn. My taste in men being what it is, I’m betting he sucks in bed. I started to laugh when I told myself that the bulge I’ve lusted over for years is probably nothing more than a few tube socks rolled together.


  


  


  Chapter Three


  


  I hadn’t stopped thinking about the photographer since I saw that picture of her with The Chaps. When I got back to my hotel that night, I’d spent hours on her website looking at all of her photos. She had an incredible eye, and each picture told a story. Had I seen her work without seeing her as well, I’d still have wanted to hire her.


  I’d been to the site an embarrassing number of times since the first night that I bookmarked it. She had a series of black and white self-portraits that I just couldn’t stop looking at. She was beautiful, no doubt about that, but she also looked familiar. I could never quite shake the feeling that I’d met her before, but I was positive that I hadn’t. I would have remembered a girl like that. She seemed different, more authentic than what I was used to. I saw incredible depth in her self-portraits, and I wanted to know more about her. What was her personality like? What did her voice sound like?


  In just a few hours, I’d have my answer when I finally got to meet her for the first time. I was pumped for the tour general because this is a huge deal for us, but I was also ridiculously excited about seeing her in the flesh. Still, I needed to keep my eye on the ball so that I was professional and on point because there was so much to focus on with the band in the coming months.


  Since this will be our last tour, we agreed to let it be filmed as a documentary. We’ll also have a biographer with us who will be compiling information for a band autobiography that will be released in conjunction with the film and a live CD. It’s a big goodbye, and it will take just over a year from start to finish. Four months on tour, then six months putting the CD, documentary and book together followed by two months of publicity. After that, we’re free.


  I don’t know what normal life will look like, but I’m excited about it. We’ve all spent the last six years getting our shit back together, and now it’s time to move forward. For a long time, each of us went completely off the rails. Tyson had gotten heavily into drugs, and the rest of us were drinking, fucking, and taking risks with our personal safety. We sold CD’s by the million, but the quality of our work definitely suffered. Out of the ten songs on our third CD, there are three that we willingly play today. The rest is pure crap. We were totally phoning it in.


  I was the first to start to get my shit together after an epic blackout in Philadelphia. The next day I’d woken up with a new nickname and the certainty that I had to be better than I was. At the end of the tour, our manager sat us all down and told us that if we didn’t ALL get healthy, there wasn’t going to be a band left. Three of us went to ground in our hometown while Tyson went to rehab. We all got our shit under control before coming back together six months later to record our fourth album. The difference between the third and fourth CD’s is like night and day.


  It was during the making of that CD that the four of us started talking about getting out of the game. The whole rock star thing is an experience that we've both loved and hated, but fame isn’t what any of us care about. Each of us wants a real life. We all agree that we didn’t make all of this money to spend the rest of our lives anchorless and miserable.


  The other thing we all agreed on is that we didn’t want to quit the music business entirely. We got started on this ride because we love music, and now we’re going to take what we’ve learned in the past decade and put it to work with our own label. The contract with our first act was signed yesterday. They’ll be in the studio in a few weeks, and then they will be opening for us on the last leg of the tour.


  Everything is moving forward perfectly, at least professionally. As usual, I haven’t been successful finding anyone I want to spend a significant amount of time with. At the beginning of our ride to the top, I fucked everything that walked- and even a few that couldn’t. I liked enjoying myself with women, but I would never let myself go inside of one. I'm like a fucking machine, there to make them come like crazy, but I don’t come myself until they’re gone. My biggest fear is that it’s become such an ingrained pattern that I’ll never be able to have a normal sex life.


  I know people think that it's weird that I don’t come with chicks, and I guess it is. I’ve never found anyone that I wanted to share that part of myself with, not that I didn’t enjoy the sex. I give enough of myself away without offering that up too. The sexual portion of touring life has always been insane, and I definitely enjoyed it in years past, orgasm or not. The world was a sexual buffet, and the entire band ate from it daily, sometimes many times a day with different people each time, for years.


  We stopped doing crazy shit with multiple groupies at a time when we all came back together after the six months off. These days our tours are cleaner, healthier and less debauched. That's not to say that we don't all still dip our wicks into hot women, including some groupies, but it isn't a thrice-daily occurrence anymore. I like to think that although I'm highly sexed, my palette is being refined with time.


  I'd be lying if I didn't admit that I have no idea what a relationship would look like. My only girlfriend was Mary Stevenson back in high school and that didn’t count because it was a nightmare. Yeah, we were together for two years, but I still fucked other girls, she fucked half the football team, and it wasn't like we were going to get married. I often wonder if I'm capable of being in a real relationship. I feel like I've totally missed that experience, and sometimes it seems like it's not destined to happen for me.


  What I’m looking for is an actual connection. I haven’t found anything like that yet, and I don't know if it's possible, but I keep hoping. I can’t help but wonder if the little photographer and I will have any chemistry. I now know that her name is Tessa, and I think it suits her. It’s a beautiful name, just like her. My dick certainly likes the look of her, because I’ve spent the last few weeks jerking off with images of her in my mind. Until I meet her, there’s no way of knowing if she’s the real deal. For all I know, she has a high-pitched voice, a boyfriend and she loves to crochet dog sweaters.


  I can’t wait until tonight when I get to meet her and see what she’s really like.


  


  


  Chapter Four


  


  I hadn’t been to LA since my senior year in high school when my parents surprised me with a graduation trip to see Metallica. I loved it then, and I love it now. It was as beautiful as ever, and I was soaking up the atmosphere like a sponge. I could definitely see myself living here someday, and it was possible that after I photographed the Renegade Saints tour that I would be able to do so sooner rather than later.


  Already the difference between working with unsigned acts and a worldwide sensation was hugely apparent. My flight in was first class, and they’d put me up in a one-bedroom suite at The Mondrian. Talk about beautiful! After arriving late last night, the suite was like a warm hug.


  The group “All-Hands On” meeting wasn’t scheduled until tomorrow, but tonight there was an informal “meet and greet” for all the people involved in the tour at some house up in the hills. I’m to be ready to go by six-thirty, and a town car is picking me up. The packet I’d received with all of the travel instructions had advised me to wear something sophisticated.


  Jess and I spent an entire day shopping before finding an absolutely perfect red sheath dress that falls an inch or two above my knees and leaves one shoulder bared. I’m pairing a drop dead sexy pair of strappy silver stilettos that wrap around my ankles with it, and I thought the look was going to be just right.


  Since I had free time, I decided to make good use of it down at the hotel pool. When in LA do as the natives do, and soak up the sun. I lucked out and got a lounger right near the edge of the pool. After applying sunscreen, I put my sunglasses on and settled in with a good book.


  About twenty minutes after I’d gotten comfortable, someone came to the edge of my chair and stood over me. “Oh hey, you’re the photographer!”


  Pushing my sunglasses up on my head, I raised my eyes to find a really hot guy standing over me. Tall, blonde, buff and beautiful, he was hotter than any Abercrombie model I’d ever seen. I could do so many things with a camera and his face. Nodding my head, I stared at him. “Yes, I’m the photographer… and you are?”


  Smacking his forehead, the cutie dropped down on the chair beside me. “Ack! Sorry. I’m Ian Monroe, the bands biographer.”


  We shook hands before he continued. “I saw your website. Everyone was abuzz about the photos of you with that band that the boys just signed. I have to tell you, as hot as you were in those pictures, you look even better now, and you’re not even wearing any make-up! If I didn't already have my eye on someone… honey, you’d be beating me back with a stick.”


  I immediately liked Ian. He was sweet and funny, and he didn’t seem to have any filters. Just the type I like to hang around with. We were going to get along great.


  We wound up spending the rest of the afternoon together shamelessly sunning ourselves and talking about the tour. Through Ian I found out that we would also be travelling with a film crew and a recording crew. This tour was going to be a huge blow out, and I was quite excited.


  I asked what the guys were like to work for, and was happy when Ian said that they were all very cool and down to earth. “Of course, they’re totally letting me see where all the skeletons are buried for the purposes of the bio. Normally I have to push people to open up, but they were totally ready for it. Between you and me, I think this might wind up being the best thing I’ve ever written. It has best-seller written all over it.”


  It seemed like this tour was going to open a lot of doors for a lot of people, myself included. Thinking back to what their manager said, I understood that the guys really did think that it was important to farm good talent.


  I felt comfortable with Ian, and I really enjoyed spending the day with him. I was relieved to know that I'd have cool people to hang with while we were all on the road.


  We parted ways just after four-thirty, and after eating an early dinner, I set to getting ready. After showering and blowing my hair out, I styled it in loose waves. I kept my make-up simple, light eye shadow, mascara, and the barest hint of blush. I finished the look with a red lip-gloss that matched the dress. Once I was satisfied with my face and hair, I put on my red strapless bra and matching thong before slipping into my sheath dress. After putting on the silver stilettos, I stepped back to survey myself in the mirror. Smiling, I turn this way and that as I took in the full effect. I thought I looked the part, and I was very happy with my choice of dress. I tried not to focus too hard on the fact that I kept wondering what Flynn would think of my outfit. He probably wouldn’t even notice what I was wearing.


  Looking over at the clock, I saw that I had a few minutes to spare before I needed to head down to the lobby for my ride. Sitting down on the loveseat, I began taking a few deep cleansing breaths. So far I’d been remarkably calm, but now that I was about to meet Flynn for the first time, I needed to get my game face in place. It would be beyond embarrassing to stammer and genuflect like some groupie freak, and I had no intention of doing so. I was also mentally preparing myself for him to be a disappointment. Nothing ever lives up to the fantasies that are created in the mind, and nothing was ever going to be as intense as the night of the concert when he sang to me. I started laughing as I reminded myself that he totally had to be stuffing his pants with tube socks when he was on stage.


  After checking myself over one more time, I grabbed my clutch and headed to the lobby to wait for the town car. I didn’t have to wait at all, because as I exited the elevator I saw a driver holding a tablet with my name on it. Making my way over to him, I introduced myself. He introduced himself to me as well, telling me his name was Frank and that he would be my driver for the next few days.


  The drive to the house passed quickly, and before I knew it, I’d arrived at my destination. Taking one more deep breath, I centered myself before stepping out of the car. I couldn’t help the little grimace that flickered over my face when I saw the house. It was one of those giant ostentatious glass boxes, all sharp corners and steel. I knew it was some architect’s version of clean lines and beauty, but it was very sterile and cold. I’m guessing it cost more than I’ll make in my entire life, but I couldn’t live in something like that if you paid me.


  A woman who identified herself as “Pam; the party planner” opened the door to the glass palace. She handed my clutch off to a waiting assistant, and then escorted me into what I’d assume would be called a living room, even though the term would be very generous. Just like the outside of the house, it was extremely uninviting. Oh, sure, it was probably a designer’s wet dream, but it was so damn unwelcoming that I shuddered. Everything in the room had hard lines and edges. The chairs and sofas were steel colored rectangles and squares with not a throw pillow in site. You had to love this part of the LA scene, all about the aesthetics, never about the comfort level.


  There were several people already in the room, and I was relieved to see Ian. He was standing with a beautiful girl in a black bodysuit. She had an exotic look that paired well with Ian’s California boy appearance. I couldn’t help but see them through my camera lens. It’s a professional hazard. As I was heading over to where they were, Ian saw me and held out his hand to pull me into their space. “Tessa, this is Devon Bannister. Devon is directing the documentary that’s being filmed of the tour. Devon, this is Tessa Hamilton. Tessa is…”


  Waving him off, Devon smiled and held her hand out to me. “I know who just who you are! Flynn showed me your website. Your pictures are amazing. The one of you with the band was unreal. I’ve been so anxious to meet you to discuss your vision for photos and mine for the film so that we can work it all out together. Once the tour starts there will be some days that you’re shooting where I’ll have my crew there to interview the guys and capture everything that happens. I also have an idea of what I want to movie poster to look like, and I’m hoping you’ll love the idea as much as I do.”


  I couldn’t help but smile at what a whirling dervish Devon was. We were going to get along great. I relaxed a bit more, happy that I’d really liked both of the people that I’d met today who were going to be sharing the road experience with me for the next several months.


  Accepting a glass of champagne from a server carrying a silver tray, I started to get into a conversation with Devon about her idea for the movie poster. Before she could share her vision, I felt the air in the room shift. Nothing about Ian or Devon changed, but I could feel the difference in a big way. Smiling over my shoulder Ian said, “Hey Flynn! You haven’t met Tessa in person yet, have you?”


  Reminding myself to breathe, I held it together beautifully when Flynn stepped next to me for Ian to introduce us. At least I did until Flynn met my eyes for the first time in six years and then took my hand in his.


  For a moment time stood still and there wasn’t anything or anyone else in the room. Hell, there wasn’t even a room. It was just Flynn and I. Not Flynn Rand, hotter than hell singer, but Flynn Rand, the man. And what a man he was. I had a hard time remembering that I’d seen his face, looked into his eyes and heard his voice before, and I was alarmed that in seconds I was wet.


  No, not just wet, drenched.


  The sound of Devon’s throaty laugh pulled me back from wherever it was that I’d gone, and I smiled up at Flynn with what I hoped was a normal expression as opposed to an, “I’m so hot right now that I’d like you to take me into another room, bend me over and take me as hard as humanly possible” look.


  He smiled back at me as his hand continued to hold onto mine, and while his face looked calm, the eyes looking back into mine were anything but. They were full of pure unadulterated, “I want to fucking pound you” lust, and I clenched my inner muscles so hard in response to that look that I almost came on the spot.


  Jesus Christ, I was a groupie cliché.


  What.


  The.


  Fuck?


  


  


  Chapter Five


  


  Even with only the benefit of a rear view, I knew without a doubt that it was Tessa. I could feel it. I could see that she was in conversation with Ian and Devon, but fuck if I cared. Now that I had her in my sights, I needed to meet her. If the front was as alluring as the back, I was going to need to work hard to keep myself in check for the rest of the night. She was wearing some sexy as hell red number, and I’d already decided she had the most delicious looking ass and legs that I’d ever laid eyes on. The strappy little fuck me heels that she was wearing started a cascade of images in my head, all involving hammering into her while she wore them, and nothing else.


  When Ian saw me, he gave me a smile and a head gesture to make my way over. As if I could stop from going! I was drawn to Tessa Hamilton as though she was an industrial strength magnet. Coming up directly behind her, I took in her clean fresh scent.


  Ian wasted no time in starting the introductions. “Hey Flynn! You haven’t met Tessa in person yet, have you?”


  I hadn’t, unless you counted the dozens of five alarm fantasies and dreams I’d had about her since the night I saw that picture. Taking a step closer, I stopped when I was standing at her side, holding my breath as she turned to face me for the first time.


  Fuck.


  ME.


  As amazing as the photos I saw of her were, the in-the-flesh version was a million times better. My brain catalogued a hundred different facts in less than ten seconds. She was probably five foot four without the shoes, she was a full B cup, and she wore a size three/four. I’d definitely earned my doctorate studying and examining the female form over the last decade, but for the first time it shamed me that I’d done all that without even thinking about it.


  When our eyes met for the first time, I lost time for a moment. What the fuck was it about her that was so familiar? I was positive now that I’d never seen or met her previously, because my reaction to her was so extreme that it was something I would remember had it ever happened before.


  I very seriously wondered if there was any scenario available that would make throwing her over my shoulder caveman style and running off with her to the closest bed for the next seven to ten days acceptable. Decorum prevailed and I reached my hand out to clasp hers.


  With that first touch I. Was. DONE.


  Ring the bell, sound the alarm, turn off the lights and lock the doors.


  Done.


  I’d easily had hundreds of women underneath me over the last decade, but never once did I struggle to continue breathing when I touched them. I was touching Tessa’s hand, not her body, and I shouldn't have been as affected as I was just from a simple touch.


  What the hell?


  We were both brought out of our silent study of each other by Devon giving a little laugh. Letting go of my hand, Tessa gifted me with the most heart-stopping smile I'd ever seen. There was the faintest trace of a flush on her skin, and her eyes… fuck. She was turned on too. If I didn't know that it had to be a complete impossibility, I'd swear she had been on the verge of a massive orgasm.


  I returned her smile with what I hoped wasn't a totally inappropriate "I want to superglue you to my cock for six to twelve lifetimes" look. It was time for me to say something… anything, but I was beyond flustered. If I could just remember why we were there right then, I'd have something to say. Finally, my brain clicked in and provided some information. Pictures! She took pictures. Pulling my mind out of the bedroom, I focused all of my attention on making a good impression.


  "Tessa, it's a pleasure to meet you. I was lucky enough to see your photos of The Chaps after one of their shows a few weeks ago. When I went to your website and saw the rest of your pictures, I knew had to have you."


  Oh shit, that sounded terrible! Real fucking smooth, moron.


  "I mean I had to have you join the tour. To be our photographer."


  When did I turn into a bumbling idiot? I was normally unflappable, but right then I sounded like a total douche. I was pretty damn sure that nothing I’d said really made sense. If the expressions on Ian and Devon's faces were anything to go by, I really looked like a total tool. Neither of them seemed to be able to believe what they were witnessing.


  All my concerns about my idiocy evaporated like cold water on a hot day when Tessa smiled and spoke. "It's a pleasure to meet you Flynn. I'm a fan of your work as well, and it's an honor to have been chosen to do this job. I promise not to let you down."


  Even her voice was hot. Watching her lips move was a carnal activity, and I envisioned her lips opening to suck me. Right then, I realized that I needed to put some space between us, immediately. There was no longer any question about my intentions toward her. I planned on pursuing her, but the way things were going right then, I'd be begging her to marry me before the night was over if I didn’t walk away.


  "I know you won't Tessa. I've studied your work, and I have full faith in your abilities. Unfortunately, I need to make my way around the room for a bit, but I'll find you later so that we can really talk. Enjoy yourself."


  Flashing another smile, I turned and looked for someone else to talk to. Anyone. Spotting Cole at the edge of the room looking in my direction, I made my way over to him.


  I wasted no time in filling him in. "Holy fuck Cole, you won't believe this shit. I just met the photographer. Remember how hot she was in those photos? She's better in person, and I just made a total ass out of myself because I was flustered. I almost dragged her to the nearest flat surface to fuck her. She's got me so out of my mind that I swear to god I think I’d come in about two minutes inside of her. Hell, that’s being optimistic. If she just talks to me while she’s naked, I’ll probably come without ever touching her. Me! I'm not even exaggerating. What the fuck!"


  Giving me a surprised look, Cole just shook his head. "Damn Flynn, it’s like that? That’s crazy unlike you. Maybe there's something in the water, cause I'm all caught up with Devon and Ian. He likes her, and I like them both. I don't think he swings both ways. Meanwhile, I have no idea if she likes either one of us. I'm totally mind-fucked too, brother."


  Clearly both of us had our minds on things other than business. Looking back to where Tessa was still standing with Ian and Devon, I noticed that all three of them had shifted so that the two of us were in their vision line.


  "Judging by the fact that they both watch you like a hawk, I think it's safe to say that they're both interested. Ian looks a little unsure to me, so if I had to take a stab in the dark, I'd say he's never been attracted to a man before. But there's no doubt in my mind that he is now. I'd actually noticed it for the first time earlier this week, but since you hadn't mentioned that you were attracted to him, I kept it under my hat. Devon, on the other hand, is much easier to read. She's not just attracted to you. She covets you. Quietly and with dignity, but she does it nonetheless. Good choice by the way. I like them both very much."


  Cole's smile spread quickly, like syrup covering a pancake. "God, I hope you're right. I'm going out of my mind over here. I've never been so hot for anyone, much less two people. For the record, you've definitely got the photographers attention. She hasn't stopped looking at you yet. You know what’s weird though? Something about her seems familiar to me."


  That threw me through a loop. Maybe we had seen her somewhere before and I was too fucked up to remember. I wanted to ask why he thought that, but our conversation was cut short by the arrival of our tour manager, Joe, and we spent a few minutes talking to him before spreading out to meet the few other people in the room that we'd not met yet.


  I hoped the rest of the introductions would be short and sweet so that I could make my way back to Tessa. I wanted to spend time with her.


  


  


  


  Chapter Six


  


  I was light headed for a few seconds after Flynn walked away. Ian was the one who broke the silence with a low whistle. "Holy shit Tessa! What the hell was that? You two just put off so much heat that I'm pretty sure I almost got burnt."


  Blushing, I tried to shake my head. Unfortunately for me, Devon was nodding hers in agreement with Ian. "Don't pretend you didn't feel that Tessa! I've never seen anything like it. You all but ate each other alive with your eyes. I wish I’d been filming that so that you could see it for yourself. That was unreal."


  Blushing, I could only nod. "Alright, I admit it. I was definitely caught off guard by how hot he is, and I was eating him with my eyes. But I'm pretty sure he gets that type of thing every day. He probably didn't even notice."


  Devon was shaking her head before I finished my sentence. "I've been taping with them for several weeks, and I've seen dozens of women, many of them as beautiful as you, make eyes at him. I've never seen him react like he just did. He wants you Tessa. Judging by the look he gave you, he wants you badly. The chemistry between the two of you is tangible. I know most people would advise against it, but if I were you and I had chemistry with someone like that… I'd fuck him six ways from Sunday."


  I had no response to that. God knows that I wanted to fuck him six ways from Sunday, but the fact remained that I didn’t do things like that. Also, according to the one and only man I’d ever been intimate with, I was less of a turn on than a Dr. Seuss book. Flynn was attracted to my exterior, but if it really came down to it I’m sure he’d be disappointed with my lack of experience.


  As I continued speaking to Devon and Ian, I noticed that the three of us had subtly turned so that we had eyes on Flynn and his band mate, Cole. While Cole was incredibly attractive, I was not harboring any desire for him. I was only thinking about Flynn, but it wasn't lost on me that Devon was looking at Cole like he was a filet mignon. A second later, I noted that Ian was also drinking Dillon in. He looked tentative about it, but he was definitely interested in him. That got an internal eyebrow lift from me, because I’d have sworn that when I walked over to them earlier, Ian and Devon had been eye fucking each other. How odd.


  After we were finished watching them speak for a few minutes, Devon and Ian took me around the room and introduced me to everyone. I met the engineer in charge of the CD recording and the stylist for the tour, along with several of the bands management team. Ian got the attention of the three band members I hadn't met yet and brought them over to perform the introductions. I liked Cole, Tyson and Gavin right away. Each one was down to earth and totally unaffected by celebrity. They remind me of the musicians I work with back in Philly, and that made me happy. No stuck up celebrity head trips to navigate.


  As the party was winding down, I wound up sitting on one of the ridiculously uncomfortable couches next to Devon, talking about all the people I'd met tonight. I felt him before I saw him, and when I looked up Flynn was making his way towards me. The look on his face was pure sin, and it left no doubt about he wanted. Immediately my core clenched as I went liquid all over again.


  Devon made her excuses and scurried away, leaving me alone with Flynn. He took the seat right next to me, and it took everything I had not to moan and beg him to take me. Anywhere, anytime, however he wanted me, even if it was on one of those ridiculously ugly sofas. Sadly for my libido I needed to remember that I was there in a professional capacity, and I needed to keep my legs closed.


  "It looked like you got to meet everyone tonight. What did you think?"


  Put at ease by the professional tone of his question, I relaxed. "I liked everyone very much. I can see that we're all going to get along, and I think you've chosen to a perfectly matched group of people to get everything you want out of this tour."


  Smiling, he nodded at me in agreement. "We're all really happy with the group we've chosen. We've had some pretty rough tours in the past, so we were very particular when we assembled this tours principal people. You were the final piece to the puzzle. We went through dozens of photographer portfolios, but nothing clicked until the night The Chaps showed us what you'd done for them. And now, you're here. Are you excited about going on a world tour?"


  Shaking my head in the affirmative, I laughed. "I'm really excited actually. I know it's going to be rough not going home for four months, but I'm ready for the experience. As thrilled as I am to go, I don't think I could do it for years the way you have all done. Of course, you're used to it I’m sure. It must just be a way of life now."


  He looked pensive for a moment before answering. "It's interesting that you would say that. We're making the announcement to all of you tomorrow afternoon, and later tomorrow on our website and at a news conference… but, this is our last tour. We're done. We all love each other, love the music, but we hate the grind of the constant touring. We've decided to grow up. We started a record label and The Chaps are our first signed act. As friends, the band will be together forever, but no more touring."


  I was stunned. I'd pre-judged Flynn and the guys as being rockers for life. Stories of the bands debauchery were legendary, and talking to Ian earlier today confirmed that they fucked way more people than the folklore claimed. It seemed I had put him and the other guys in a box they didn't belong in.


  "Wow Flynn. I guess I never really thought about how tedious it must have become. Here I am whining about missing my house for four months, but you can't really have been home very much at all for the last decade. That must have been really difficult."


  Giving me a surprised look he replied, "You weren't whining Tess. You were being honest. We don't get enough of that. Real life went on without us for the last decade, and we wound up being surrounded by people who enabled us and agreed with everything we said, even if we were wrong. Besides, you're right. The road sucks. Never going home sucks. Never having any kind of real connection sucks. We all just want to move on."


  He called me Tess. I heard every word he said, but what stood out the most was that he called me Tess. I've never allowed anyone to abbreviate my name, but for some reason I liked that he did it. It seemed intimate, like it was something between us. I knew that it was silly of me to think that way, knew that I was just being fanciful.


  The rest of the people in the house disappeared from my mind as I continued talking to Flynn. He was so easy to talk to, and our conversation flowed naturally. Still, the sexual tension between us was right there. If anything, talking to him was attracting me to him more.


  I startled when Pam the party planner interrupted us to let Flynn know that everyone had gone, and the wait staff was leaving as well. Jesus! We talked for so long that everyone left. Worse, I didn't even notice that people were leaving. It was like the previous two hours passed in a Flynn bubble. I was embarrassed thinking that my driver probably thought I was a total slut, in here doing the groupie grab ass.


  Jumping up from the miserably uncomfortable couch, I smoothed my skirt down. "I'm so sorry I monopolized your time like that Flynn. I'm going to go. I'll see you tomorrow at the meeting."


  When I went to walk around him, he stopped me with a touch to my knee that I felt everywhere. Standing up, he put his hand on my shoulder. "Tess, you didn't monopolize my time. If anything, I monopolized yours. I'm sorry. I'll take you back to the hotel now."


  That gave me pause. What did he mean that HE would take me back to the hotel? "What happened to my driver?"


  He looked embarrassed, which was my first clue that he'd let him go. "I told him to go hours ago. I'd always intended to be the one to drive you back."


  There were a million and one things I could have said at that moment. I could have asked a bunch of inane questions, but the truth was that I already knew the answers. He felt the pull that I did, and he wanted to spend time with me. The teenage version of me would have been on the floor in front of him genuflecting, but the adult version of me was skittish.


  It was as he walked me through the living room and into the kitchen toward a door that clearly led to the garage that I realized that the cold and unfriendly house belonged to him. The words were out of my mouth before I could hold them back. "Dear lord Flynn, this is your house?"


  Halting his steps, he turned to study me as he nodded. "Yeah… I bought it when we hit it big. What do you think?"


  Looking around, I tried to think of something positive to say. Unfortunately, the kitchen was as ridiculous as the living room. The cabinets were gray and accented with steel, and there was literally nothing comforting or inviting in the entire room. I assumed that the wait staff must have just cleaned it, but it was so horribly unwelcoming and sterile that I couldn't imagine a few dirty plates would have made it more home like. Turning to him, I said the only honest thing I could.


  "It's big."


  


  


  Chapter Seven


  


  She hated the house.


  It was alarming how relieved I was to know that. Tessa was the first person I'd met in years that wasn't bullshitting me just to get closer, and I liked it. I liked it a lot. I was starting to wonder if I'd had even one authentic moment in the last decade that wasn't with my family, my band mates or our manager.


  Delighted with her honesty and the feelings it evoked, I couldn't help but laugh. "Oh Tess, that's classic. I hate this house. Every girl I've ever brought here has gone on and on about how stunning it is, and it's the biggest fucking turn off. Buying this house was just one more thing that I did when I got money that was ridiculous. I was twenty and I thought it would be a great bachelor pad. I made the mistake of hiring the world's tackiest decorator and she just made it worse. I'm done here. I love the area though, so I’m thinking that I’m going to have the house demoed to have something built from scratch. Something homey that doesn't give me the chills when I walk in. My manager had a house built last year and it’s the most incredible thing I’ve ever seen. I’m going to set up a meeting with the firm that did his and have them build me something amazing."


  Tessa looked relieved that I wasn't offended. "That’s awesome! Building a house from the ground up would be an amazing experience. I’m glad you want something friendlier. I was thinking that whoever lived here had to be a really cold person, and that doesn't seem like you at all."


  Smiling at her, I turned and walked the rest of the way through the kitchen before entering the garage. Hustling to the passenger door of my black Cadillac STS, I hold the door open for Tessa to get into the car, enjoying her fresh scent and the feel of her as she brushed ever so gently against me before sliding into her seat.


  Just the hint of a touch from her and I was so hard that I could steer the car with my dick. How did she do that? I'd be annoyed if I didn't know that for sure that she wasn't trying to get me to fuck her. If anything, I got the impression she was reticent to explore our chemistry.


  In the last decade I’d never had to work at bedding the women I wanted. Whether because they were groupies, or because they were attracted to my money, seduction had been effortless. I’d actually worked harder to get rid of women than I ever did to attract them. Tessa wasn't all over me, and I just knew she wouldn't be throwing herself at me.


  Walking around the car, I realized that I was whistling. Something about Tessa made me feel really light. With a mile wide smile on my face, I opened the door and slid into the driver's seat. It was nice, being in the car alone with Tess. Our conversation flowed effortlessly, something I'd never experienced with a woman. Not even close. When I pulled into the front drive of the Mondrian, I was reluctant to let her go. It wasn’t a purely sexual thing either. As badly as I wanted to slide into her, I wanted to spend time with her just as much, if not more. Getting out, I briskly walked around the car to open her door for her.


  Once she was out, I threw my key at the valet and took the receipt for it. Tessa smiled at me tentatively, a little worry showing on her face showing for the first time all night. "You don't have to see me up Flynn."


  After taking her arm, I walked into the hotel with her. "Rumors to the contrary, I'm a gentleman Miss Hamilton, and I'm going to see you to the door."


  Her breathless little laugh was my only answer, and I relaxed. She wasn't going to push me away, and that made me feel really good. I followed her lead as she walked us through the lobby to the elevators. Just like in the car, it was just the two of us in the elevator. It was unusual to spend significant time alone not having sex with someone I was interested in. Everything about Tessa was unique and interesting to me, and it was a whole new experience. I liked it.


  We got to her suite too quickly, and I was less than happy to have the night come to a close. The wheels in my brain turned quickly, and I smiled at her. "Tess, would you have dinner with me two nights from now?"


  My heart almost stopped when I saw the look on her face. She wasn’t sure! What the fuck? I knew she wasn't one night stand material, but I hadn't read her as not being interested. Shit, did she have a boyfriend after all?


  Licking her lips, Tessa considered me for a moment before turning and sliding her keycard and opening the door to her suite. "Come in Flynn. We should talk."


  Damn. I'd been relationship free for over ten years, but I knew enough to realize that "we should talk" was NOT a good sign. She flicked on the lights as we walked into the sitting area and I took a seat on the couch. I enjoyed watching the graceful way that she carried herself, absolute beauty in motion.


  After sitting tentatively next to me she was silent for a minute before blurting out, "This is really embarrassing, but I feel like I need to give you an explanation. I'm a huge fan of the band Flynn. Worse than that, you've always been my favorite. When I was younger, the walls in my bedroom were covered with pictures of you, and only you, Flynn. It was never the other guys in the band. I spent a ridiculous amount of time fantasizing about you. I learned what getting turned on meant when I looked at you. The first time I had an orgasm, I was staring at a picture of you. So you see why this would be a horrible mistake.”


  I tried to follow her logic, but I was getting nowhere. Maybe the problem was that the blood in my body had coalesced in my dick when she said she had her first orgasm staring at a picture of me. I wasn’t turned off by any of that in the least. In fact, it was one more thing we had in common, because my last orgasm happened while I was staring at a picture of her, just a few hours ago.


  "I don't get it. Why does the fact that you liked me when you were a kid mean that we can't pursue our attraction now? You've totally lost me."


  Tess looked at me like I was completely daft. "Flynn, I'd be no better than a groupie or a stalker. Doesn’t it bother you out that I used to like you that much?"


  I couldn't help my grimace at her use of the words "used to."


  "No babe, it doesn't bother me at all that you’re a fan of my music. It also doesn’t bother me that you find me attractive. You have a completely backwards view of what a groupie is. A groupie is a totally different kind of fan that comes backstage specifically to fuck. They normally don't even care which one of us they get. There's a big difference babe. Just to be clear, by your definition, I might as well be a groupie for you. I've been staring at the photos you're in for weeks, and yes, I’ve jerked off to them. As for being a stalker… unless you’ve been following me or breaking into my house, I hardly think you qualify. I might qualify though, because I sought you out. So what does that make me? Believe me… I've been working overtime on one fantasy of you after another. If it makes you feel any better, my last orgasm happened while I was looking at you. We aren't different from one another Tess. Having a crush on someone you don’t know and have only seen in pictures is totally normal. But this… this is different. Don’t tell me you can’t feel it."


  She really seemed to consider what I'd said, but she still didn’t look sold. All I could think about was how badly I needed to kiss her, how much I hoped that a kiss would sway her decision. Sliding across the couch toward her, I gently pulled her into my arms. I had to tell myself not to yank her into my arms like a sex mad lunatic. The faint flush of her skin turned me on, big time. Threading my fingers in her hair, I closed the remaining gap between us and covered her mouth with mine.


  Right away, the difference was huge and noticeable. Turns out that there were kisses, and then there were kisses. This was the latter, and in a huge way. Our mouths moved together like they were made to. She tasted like champagne and her, and I couldn't hold in the growl that escaped from me. I was completely engulfed by Tessa and my need for her. It alarmed me a bit that I'd never felt such passion for anyone before, much less such all-consuming need.


  What was she doing to me?


  


  


  Chapter Nine


  


  When Flynn asked me to dinner, I thought I'd explode from the dueling thoughts that flooded my mind. One part of me was thrilled, and wanted to give a decisive yes. Flynn had turned out to be a really interesting man, and I loved talking to him. It was funny that I thought I'd be so conscious of the fact that he was one of the most famous rock stars on planet earth, not to mention being my own personal version of ecstasy, but I really didn’t feel that way at all until right then. Up until right that second, I was with Flynn the man. As soon as he asked me to dinner, I suddenly saw Flynn the rock star standing before me.


  That wasn't thrilling. I didn't want to be just another groupie stalker throwing myself at him, the type who only saw what they want to see, fucking him just to say that they fucked Flynn Rand. I decided that he needed to know why I was going to say no, and I'd brought him into my suite.


  When I laid it out for him and explained the situation, I'd expected him to be turned off. He didn't respond like that at all. Instead, he told me that being a fan or a groupie meant two different things. And, he still wanted to have dinner with me! Flynn's the hottest guy I've ever laid eyes on. No stage gear necessary. He's naturally hot, and I’m so hot for him that I can feel the arousal pulsing through my veins. The fact that I was so attracted to him for so long actually deters me from him, as opposed to making me want to throw my panties in his lap. If I met him at a party and knew nothing about him, I'd want him. It isn't his fame or his talent that attract me. It was him.


  Still, something held me back. It bothered me how pathetic I’d felt since the shit hit the fan with Lee. I didn’t have sexual confidence, and Flynn’s seen a million faces and fucked them all. He was used to a certain level of experience that I absolutely didn’t have, and for that reason I knew we would be a bad pairing.


  My brain was a riot of conflicting thoughts when he pulled me toward him. The feeling of his lips against mine made me feel like I'd combust. I was drenched before his tongue entered my mouth, and it only got more out of control after that. The taste of him was utterly intoxicating, and I was lost in it, along with the sensation of our tongues sliding together.


  Flynn had achieved mastery status in kissing, and I tried not to let it bother me that he'd gotten as good as he was by honing his skills on masses of other women.


  I didn't have time to reflect on that thought for too long because his mouth had given me a touch of amnesia. Had he kissed other people? Had I? I could no longer remember. Right at that moment, it was just the two of us.


  Holding my head firmly between his hands, he took me on the wildest ride I'd ever been on. Somehow, we fit. The heavy sounds of our breathing were punctuated from time to time by the sounds of us breaking apart to stare at each other before going right back to kissing. My soul was revealed, layer-by-layer, to him as our tongues danced in the most carnal ritual of all. I felt Flynn in an entirely different way than I'd ever experienced anyone before, and it melted me completely. The kiss continued, both of us unwilling or unable to stop.


  The sound of Flynn's cell phone giving him a message alert brought me back to reality with a thud. When Flynn finally pulled back, both of us were panting. Setting his forehead on mine, he groaned. "Jesus, Tessa! What the hell is this?"


  I shook my head as I continued trying to catch my breath. "I don’t know Flynn. I've never… it's never… I guess it's you."


  Chuckling, he smoothed my hair. "Well, I think it's you, and you think it's me so… it must be us, together. There’s chemistry here Tess, and it’s unlike anything I’ve ever experienced. I can see that you’re reticent about taking steps forward, but it would be a crime to walk away from this. I promise I won’t push you too far too fast, but I do want to get to know you. Don’t overthink it. Just say yes.”


  Every part of my brain was screaming at me to be cautious as I shook my head in the negative, but my mouth blurted out “Yes” anyway. Traitor!


  Flynn was clearly delighted by my response, and he quickly kissed me again before standing. I was a little daft just at that moment, staring up at the god like perfection that he was. It should be illegal for anyone to be that attractive. When my gaze dropped to his slacks, I almost cried out in shock. He was very turned on, and right then I knew beyond the shadow of a doubt that the bulge I coveted when I was younger was all Flynn, no rolled up tube socks involved. Shit.


  It was titillating and terrifying all at the same time. I wanted him so badly that I could almost taste it, but I could tell just by what I saw at that moment that he had to easily be almost double the size that Lee was. In addition to being crappy, sex with Lee hurt. I suspected that was because I was never wet enough, but what if it wasn’t? There really was such a thing as being too tight, and I know some people had problems accommodating larger sizes. I was in no way confident that I could take Flynn.


  When he held out his hand to pull me up, my heart was in my throat. Being assailed with feelings I’d never come close to experiencing before had me a bit loopy. It was going to be a lot to digest and assimilate. Of course, I didn’t really have time to process anything, because I’d be at a tour meeting with Flynn tomorrow and the night after that, we’d be at dinner together.


  Pulling me closer to him, he smiled at me as he gently ran his fingers down my cheeks. “I can almost see the wheels spinning in your head, babe. We’ll take it one day at a time Tess, I promise. Never anything more than you can handle. This is a magical thing, sweetness. Don’t shut me out. Give whatever this is a chance.”


  I nodded my head in trancelike agreement. I’m not even sure why.


  Pulling me into his arms, he covered my lips with his own again. Briefly, so briefly, he kissed me goodnight. I’d never have imagined that Flynn had it in him to be so tender, but he really was. With one more kiss on the lips, followed by another glide of his fingers down my cheek, he took his leave.


  “Sweet dreams Tess. I’ll see you tomorrow.”


  


  


  Chapter Ten


  


  The only thing that gave me the ability to walk out of Tessa’s hotel room was the certainty that she would shut me down forever if I pushed too hard. She was skittish, and I couldn’t ignore that. I didn’t want to make her uncomfortable, and I couldn’t risk losing the chance to explore the connection we had. I’d never experienced chemistry like that with anyone. Considering how many women I’d met in the last ten years, from all around the world, the difference with Tessa had to mean something. I’m not sure what it meant, but it was there. I’d waited for what felt like a lifetime to feel a connection, and now that I’d found one, I needed to tread carefully.


  Tipping the valet, I got into my car and started driving home. I needed advice on how to proceed, because I sure as shit didn’t know how to woo a woman. I’d never had to put any effort into getting girls, and I had no idea what being romantic would entail. Glancing at the clock on the dash, I saw that it was after one in the morning, which meant that it was too late to call my dad. I knew I could call Cole or any of my other band mates, but the truth was that they’d be as clueless as I was.


  Even though my mom’s been gone for over twenty years, my dad still talks about how much he loved her. He’s never remarried, and has told me countless times that he believes that that it’s never going to happen for him. “I had the love of my life son, and I don’t think it’s in the cards for me to feel that again.” He loves to tell me about the relationship he had with my mom, and that more than anything is why I know I can talk to him about Tessa. He’ll point me in the right direction.


  Of course, that will be after he picks his jaw up off the floor.


  Since it was so late, I had no choice but to go home and think about Tessa all by myself. I laughed when I pulled into my driveway, seeing the house as Tess must have. It really was cold and impersonal, and so uninviting. My dad had taken one look at it and asked if I had been hit on the head. “Flynn, this is one ugly as sin box. You’ll never be comfortable here.”


  At the time, I had been a twenty year old cocky as hell kid. I looked at the house and all I’d seen was how hot chicks were going to be dropping their panties when they saw my mansion. I wasn’t looking for comfort; I was looking to get laid. I wanted the pussy parade, a never-ending one-night stand. Mission accomplished, but dreams change and now the house had to go.


  My dad was right. I had never been comfortable here, not for even one night. Naturally it had taken me years to admit that, but once I let go of my ridiculously inflated ego, it was the first in a long line of truths that I’d confessed.


  It’s funny that no one I really care about likes the house. My grandparent’s think it’s atrocious and Cole’s parents hate it too. Cole and I both had taken a lot of shit from our families about the houses that we had both wound up in. His is right down the street from mine, and the fucker is hideous. It’s over the top ostentatious, and Cole hates it. He’ll know exactly what I mean about how awesome it is that Tessa dislikes my house.


  Walking through the house on my way to my bedroom, I chuckled as I really took a good look at my ‘home’. It was gray on gray on steel on gray. Every now and again there was a splash of white or black, but for the most part the entire thing was gray. Even the glass was smoked gray. There was no family or personal pictures in any of the formal rooms. My decorator had decreed that “things like that” were “gauche” and belonged in private areas. My office and my den were pretty much wall-to-wall photo displays of my friends and family, but they were the only two rooms in the house that had any personality. What the hell had I been thinking hanging onto this shithole for nine years?


  After spending time with Tessa, I needed to get myself under control. I was sporting a serious hard-on that really hadn’t banked down at all since I’d left her hotel. Turning on the jets, I stepped into my steam shower and started cleaning myself. My cock ached for her, more than it had when I’d just been looking at her pictures and had no idea what she sounded like. As I worked my shaft, I thought of nothing but her.


  I jerked harder as I remembered how she’d kissed. The girl knew how to use her tongue that was for damn sure. I’d had to restrain myself from begging her to lick me all over. I let out a moan when I imagined her hot little mouth tonguing my cock. Just the image alone made me work myself harder, my shaft glistening under the water as my fist shuttled up and down at a frenetic pace. I gripped harder as I pulled faster, and when I went over the edge, I came with her name on my lips.


  I climbed into bed still filled with thoughts of her, and I dreamt of her that night. I was up by eight in the morning. I knew that my dad would be home and awake, so after throwing on some clothes, I drove to his house. Whoever said that you couldn’t go home again didn’t have a great relationship with their family. The house I live in is a cube, but my father’s house has always been my home.


  Walking through the kitchen door unannounced, I found my dad standing at the counter making what was probably his third or fourth cup of coffee of the morning. I used to hound him about it mercilessly because I was really concerned about the amount of caffeine he consumed, but once he’d gotten his beloved Keurig, he’d taken to alternating between decaf and caffeinated. It was a small change, but it made me feel better.


  Anyone who has ever lost a parent knows the anxiety of worrying about the one that’s left. It never really goes away. It would be easier if I had brothers and sisters, but sadly, I don’t. It’s always been just my dad and me since my mom died. When I’m on the road, it’s my dad that I miss the most. He’s young, only fifty-one, and I often wish he’d get married again. At least that would give me the feeling that he had someone to look after him.


  He smiled at me when I came through the door, walking over to give me a hug. “This is a pleasant surprise son. It’s been a few weeks since you came over for breakfast. I’m about to make omelets and toast. You want some?”


  “You don’t even have to ask dad. Of course I want one of your omelets. Make it a double. I’m starving.”


  My dad’s omelets are up at the top of the list of my favorite things to eat. When I was a kid we used to do breakfast for dinner once a month, and it was always a favorite. Cole and his parent’s would join in and bring his moms banana peanut butter pancakes. Those nights were the best.


  Grabbing some tomatoes and mushrooms from the fridge, I set to chopping them as he took out a ham steak and started cooking it up. My mouth was already watering. Once I was finished chopping I stood by the stove and watched my dad finish cooking the ham.


  Glancing over, he raised an eyebrow at me. “Alright Flynn, you’re fidgeting. What’s going on?”


  Leave it to my dad to pick up on the fact that I was keyed up about something. Smiling at him I blurted out, “I met a girl. No, wait… that’s not descriptive enough. I met a girl that I really, really like. I’m here for advice on how to romance her. She’s different.”


  His head snapped back and his eyes widened as he turned his full attention to me. “Your mother must be hard at work up there to have achieved this miracle. I’ve been praying for this for years. Tell me all about her. Don’t leave anything out.”


  I smiled at the mention of my mom. He’d told me before that when he went to visit the cemetery he always told her to find me someone to love. I normally roll my eyes when he says it, but he’s been adamant about his desire to see me settled down. “I want grandchildren while I’m young enough to be the cool grandfather,” he always says.


  Taking a deep breath, I dove right into explaining Tessa. “She’s beautiful dad, so damn beautiful that she takes my breath away. And guess what? She hate’s my house! Absolutely loathes it. I put her on the spot and asked what she thought of it, and after a minute all she could come up with was that it was big.”


  That got a hearty chuckle from him. “Now that makes me happy. If you liked some woman that thought that place was beautiful, I’d be so disappointed. How did you meet her?”


  Once I started talking, it was like I couldn’t stop and while he was finishing making breakfast I told him every detail of how we’d met. (Okay… not every detail… I did conveniently forget to mention that we’d both admitted to masturbating to each other’s photos)


  Plating our food, we headed into the breakfast nook before taking seats. “She sounds delightful Flynn. She’s clearly not a groupie or a stalker. If she were guilty of being either, she would have made herself available to you last night, and she never would have told you she was fan. She also wouldn’t care if you thought she was a groupie. A good woman is hard to find son.”


  “I know dad, and that’s why I need your help. I feel like such a defective idiot, but I have no idea how to proceed.”


  Dad beamed at me, like I’d just told him I’d been nominated for a Pulitzer. “The very fact that you’re thinking about it tells me that you’re headed in the right direction. I suggest spending time with her actually getting to know her. Don’t go overboard with crazy dates at expensive restaurants. You need to talk to her, really talk to her, and listen to what she says. The way to a woman’s heart is through her brain Flynn, not her panties. Make good choices and remember that a real relationship won’t look like anything you’ve done before. You’ve had women throwing themselves at you for a long time, but none of that ever made you truly happy or brought you anything other than superficial contentment. It’s time to try something different. You want to get to know Tessa? Then you need to step outside of your box. What do you think would be a nice thing to do with Tessa that would make her happy?”


  The second he posed the question; I knew just what to do. My father was a genius! We spent the rest of the meal talking about my plan. We hugged as I left, and my dad reminded me that he and my grandparents would be at the press conference that afternoon to support us as we made the retirement announcement. It didn’t go unnoticed that I was excited about them meeting Tessa. I wanted my family to see what I saw in her. I just hoped that they would. I’d be crushed if they didn’t like her, or vice versa.


  


  


  Chapter Eleven


  


  I spent a restless night tossing and turning while I thought about Flynn. Or, I spent the night fretting about my response to him. By five in the morning, I’d decided that my reaction to him was purely due to the fact that I had been attracted to the idea of him for so long. It had to be a projection of my youthful lust for him. It just had to be. I was a twenty-three year old sexual novice, while Flynn was a twenty-nine year old sexual connoisseur. We couldn’t be more different if we tried. I was sure that when I saw him again at the meeting the attraction would have balanced out.


  Naturally that didn’t stop me from making sure that I looked good. We’d been instructed to dress casually, so I’d chosen white shorts paired with a periwinkle off the shoulder dolman top. My hair was pulled into a high ponytail and I was wearing an adorable pair of Steve Madden sandals. They had just enough of a heel to elongate my legs, but not enough of a heel to be over the top sexy or make people think I was trying too hard. After spritzing myself with my favorite perfume, I made my way to the lobby to meet my driver.


  Frank was a pleasant man, but I was glad that he was the silent type. Whether because it came naturally, or because it was an occupational necessity, his silence worked for me. I needed time to center myself before the all hands on meeting.


  It didn’t take us long to get to where the meeting was being held. I got out of the car nervous but excited about what the rest of the day would bring. I was smiling as I stepped into the building, and like a complete goof my smile only got larger when I saw Flynn standing just inside the door.


  A million tiny butterflies took flight inside of my stomach right at that moment. Right then I knew that the previous evening hadn’t been an anomaly. The attraction was real, and it wasn’t going anywhere.


  Flynn’s answering smile was a thing of beauty. He grabbed me in a gentle hug of welcome. He was so tactile that it threw me off. So far he was nothing like what I’d been expecting.


  “I’ve been waiting for you forever sweetness, but you’re more than worth the wait.”


  How did he do that? One look, one small breath, one sentence, and I came undone.


  Laughing nervously, I smiled up at him. “I’m sorry that I kept you waiting. I actually thought I was early.”


  Shaking his head he threw his arm over my shoulder and pulled me closer to his side as we started to walk. “That’s not what I meant baby.”


  Before I could ask for clarification, I saw that we were almost to the door that would lead us into the conference room so I pulled away from him before we entered. He frowned at me and looked miffed, but I just couldn’t walk in with Flynn wrapped around me. Everyone in the room would have been thinking that I was a huge slut if I’d walked in there like that. Christ, I’d only met him yesterday and I was working for him. After a lifetime of solid behavior, I felt as if I was really throwing caution to the wind as it was just by agreeing to go to dinner with him. Clearly, I liked him, but that didn’t mean that I needed to be the next notch on his rock star bedpost.


  When it came time to sit around the conference table, I expected him to sit with the rest of his band. Instead, he sat right next to me. Looking across the table I saw that Cole was sitting with Devon and Ian. I assumed that meant the band had never intended to sit together and that assured me that it wasn’t totally obvious that I had a crush on Flynn.


  At least that’s what I hoped.


  The meeting was amazing. It was great to be in a room full of such talent. A lot of the people at the meeting were surprised when the announcement was made that this would be the farewell tour for Renegade Saints, but that just made being chosen to take part in the experience that much more special. In some way or another we were all a part of music history and it was a huge deal. It was a lunch meeting, so we all ate and talked about plans for the tour. When lunch was finished and someone asked why the band had decided to retire, I knew what I had to do.


  Quietly standing from the table, I used the point and shoot camera I always had with me to start taking photos of the meeting. As always, I lost time when I was behind the lens. I got caught up in the moment taking picture after picture as I documented the occasion. My last shot was of Flynn. I caught him in an unguarded moment when he happened to be looking at me. The look that I captured was so intense that it caused my insides to turn to mush.


  Flynn was evoking feelings and desires that I’d never had before and it scared the shit out of me. I was still reeling from the Lee debacle and my confidence was at an all-time low. The worst part was that I didn’t even really care about Lee. I thought he’d seemed nice enough but he’d brought no passion out of me. I’d just assumed that was my lot in life and had decided to settle. Too bad I settled on an asshole. For all of that, his cheating stung. I’ve never felt like such a fool, and his verbal assault on my lack of sexuality was still fucking with my head. Flynn might be interested in me, but he wouldn’t be if he knew that I didn’t enjoy sex.


  It’s a well-known fact that Flynn and the other guys in the band don’t ever have girlfriends. Their debauchery has been well documented over the last decade. Sure, the stories have slowed down in the last few years, but every once in a while another one-night stand story leaks out to the press. Flynn might attract me more than Lee ever did, but they both share a love of casual and group sex that I don’t find appealing. I’m not against it per se, but it wouldn’t work for me.


  As the meeting came to an end, it was time for everyone to transition into another one of the conference rooms. The press had been gathering for the last hour, and it was time for the guys to make their announcement.


  Frank had been kind enough to bring my big camera bag in, so I got to work taking photos as the guys took their places at a table that was set up in the front. There were microphones and video cameras everywhere. Devon and her team were recording the event for the movie, and the two of us shared a smile. It was show time.


  Flynn spoke first, reading a prepared statement that the band had written together. A collective gasp of shock echoed through the room once he explained that this was their retirement tour. Once Flynn finished reading the statement, the floor was opened up for questions. It got loud after that as questions were thrown at them fast and furious. I found myself feeling bad for the band, because the reporters were relentless. Fortunately, the band took it in their stride.


  As the conference was coming to a close, Flynn joked to one of the reporters that the press conference pretty much illustrated the point of them retiring perfectly. “This isn’t normal,” he explained. “It’s been great and we’re more thankful than I can explain, but living your life with cameras and microphones in your face isn’t ideal. We appreciate everything, but being chased by photographers who want to know what you’re doing at all times sucks. Having no privacy sucks. When it comes right down to it, we’re just four guys who want to live normal lives. We lived the rock n’ roll dream. Now it’s time to move into real life. That’s our new dream.”


  Damn him. The more he talked, the more I liked him. He was smart and thoughtful, and his head wasn’t up his ass. I wondered what “real life” meant to him. The fairytale princess dream in my head whispered that maybe he wanted to settle down and have children, but the rational part of my brain reminded me that a decade long buffet of anything goes sex would be impossible to walk away from. They might want to be normal, but I doubted the four of them would ever really let go of the excess entirely. They were staying in the music business after all, and it was a well-known fact that it was an anything goes deal in LA.


  


  


  Chapter Twelve


  


  It was a relief that the press conference was over and the news was officially out. I knew that the next few days would suck. We’d be a story until the next big thing broke, and I knew that there would be cameras galore between now and then trying to document what we considered “normal.”


  As expected, I found my father and my grandparents sitting with Cole’s parents, so Cole and I made our way over to their area. We hugged and talked while the photographers and journalists in the room broke down. This core group of people was my family, the people that mean the most to me. I loved Gavin and Tyson as well, but more as best friends than as family. After my mother died, it was Cole’s mother and my grandmother who stepped in and became the dominant female forces in my life. I adored them both and I’ve always known that my mother would have approved of their influences on me.


  Looking around, I found Tess standing with Devon and Ian as she finished packing up her equipment. She had such a presence about her, a beauty that was far more than skin deep. With a wave of my hand I got her attention before calling out for the three of them to come over and meet the family.


  Aside from my high school girlfriend, I’d never intentionally introduced a woman to my family. I’d never even been tempted to do so. Sure, they’d met some of them, but it had always been something that happened if my family turned up at my house while one of the girls was there.


  When Tessa got close enough to me I reached out to take her hand. She pulled back nervously and shook her head at me. I tried not to be hurt, we’d only known each other less than twenty-four hours after all, but I felt the rejection like a kick to the nuts.


  Putting my feelings aside, I introduced her to my family. Her smile lit up the room as she laughed and conversed with the people I loved best. I puffed up with pride when I saw how taken my father and grandparents were with her.


  My grandmother asked her a million questions about what her dreams were for her photography, and Tessa answered them all with a smile. The two of them were going to be thick as thieves, I could tell that already.


  It was a relief that they were so taken with her. My family is very protective of me, and I have to admit that I’ve always been spoiled by their love and attention. My grandmother almost died giving birth to my father, so he’s an only child. I’m an only child because my mother passed away before she and my father could have any more children. They’d actually been trying for at least a year or so before my mother was diagnosed with cancer, but it never worked out. That meant that my grandparents and my father doted on me and were very protective. They had never made any secret of the fact that the rock star life was not what they ultimately wanted for me, and I could see that introducing them to Tessa had made them very happy.


  Clearly my grandparents were in the know about her, which meant that my dad had already started spreading the news. It occurred to me that with anyone else I’d be panicking, but because it was Tessa, I liked it. That was an interesting turn of events in and of itself. I was even happy that my family had immediately dispensed with the formalities and had insisted that Tess, Ian and Devon call my father Todd, my grandfather Mason and my grandmother Sylvia. The Hayes’ had also instructed that they wanted to be called by their first names, Janice & Steve. It was all very comfortable, and it felt right.


  I noticed that Cole was beaming, and that made me happy for him. Cole had taken a lot of shit for his sexuality, but I just wanted him to be happy. Contrary to popular belief, the fact that he liked both sexes didn’t make him a whore. It just meant that he needed something different.


  The meeting and the conference were over and I had no excuse to keep Tessa with me, but I was reluctant to let her go. Our dinner date wasn’t happening until tomorrow night but that wasn’t working for me. I decided to finagle my way into an evening with her and I figured I’d help make Cole’s life a bit easier too.


  “Hey, how about all of us meet for dinner? Everyone standing here is invited. It’ll be great.”


  I could see that Tessa, Ian and Devon were worried about accepting the invitation, probably because they thought they might be intruding. My dad and Cole’s parents saw that too, and they jumped right in and insisted that everyone go. It was agreed that Cole and I would pick Tessa, Devon and Ian up in two hours and that we would meet the rest of our family at a local Mexican restaurant.


  “Dress casual. By casual, I mean real casual. This is not some fancy wannabe Mexican food place. This is a down home authentic Mexican restaurant. We’re all going to eat far more than we should but trust me, it’s going to be well worth it” my dad said with a laugh.


  I had to laugh along with him because that was certainly true. Over the years we’d been known to spend hours at the restaurant. Their food was out of this world delicious and the margaritas were top notch.


  It pained me to let her go even just for a few hours, but I had no choice. I’d never wanted someone so badly, and it shocked me.


  Everyone went his or her separate way and I drove home with a smile on my face. I’d be spending another night getting to know Tess, and that pleased me to no end. If luck were on my side I’d be getting to kiss that incredible mouth again. I knew not to push her too far too fast, but kissing didn’t seem to be off limits.


  When I got home I found that I’d gotten a text message from my dad and I spent a few minutes texting him.


  Dad: I see why you like her. She’s lovely, inside and out.


  Me: She really is, isn’t she? Did Gram and Pop like her?


  Dad: Are you kidding? Gram’s already told us that you and Tessa would have beautiful children. Pop agreed.


  Me: Whoa dad. Slow your roll. I can’t even get her to hold my hand in public.


  Dad: You and I both know you wouldn’t have introduced her if you didn’t know this could be big.


  Me: True but it’s not me I’m worried about. It’s Tess. She’s not into me pushing too fast.


  Dad: I swear I love this girl already. You’ve had it too easy your whole life where girls are concerned.


  Me: Hey! Mary didn’t make it easy on me.


  Dad: Mary didn’t count as a relationship, and if you think she did… then you’re an idiot.


  Me: Ouch dad. Ouch.


  Dad: Fighting every day and breaking up every four seconds does not a relationship make.


  Me: I know, dad. I’m just kidding. You’re right. I don’t know anything about having a relationship.


  Dad: Son, you learned at the knee of the master. You’ve got it in you. Now you just need to access it.


  Me: Jeez dad. Inflated ego much?


  Dad: I worshipped your mother. Still do. That had to have rubbed off on you. But I was talking about POP, smartass.


  Me: I learned from you both, dad. I remember how you were with mom.


  Dad: That means a lot Flynn. I’ve got to get changed before I pick Pop and Gram up. If I’m not there on time Gram will tweet about it.


  Me: She scares me with that Twitter account. Last week she put up a pic of me naked in the bathtub when I was a baby. #myprecious I swear to god I choked when I saw it. All the gossip sites copied the pic too.


  Dad: Of course they did. Gram’s got a million followers. She takes her legion of fans seriously.


  Me: I swear to god its Gram that’s the real performer in the family. She’s a nut.


  Dad: That she is! But she’s the nut that you insisted on giving a computer and an iPhone to, genius.


  Me: I just wanted to be able to talk to her all the time! Who knew she’d get into trouble?


  Dad: It’s Gram. Of course she was going to get into trouble!


  Me: Now that you say it that way, I see what you mean. Ha! See you at dinner. I love you dad.


  Dad: Love you too, son.


  I spent some serious time getting ready and choosing my outfit. I’m a guy and I know that’s embarrassing, but I wanted to smell and look good for her. Yeah, it was that bad. I’ve never given a shit about looking good for anyone. We’ve got a stylist that takes care of our tour wardrobe, but in real life I really don’t give a shit. I’ve sure as hell never taken a shower, flossed, brushed my teeth, used mouthwash, shaved, dried my hair and then put on cologne to go on a date. Or, a non-date I guess, since it was a family dinner. In any case, I did it for Tessa and I hoped it would work for her.


  My drive to her hotel seemed to take entirely too long. I missed her. I can’t even explain why, but I did. I’d never been excited about seeing a girl. Even with my high school girlfriend, we’d been more of a thing because of proximity. Our ‘relationship’ had been one big piece of bullshit drama after another. We argued at parties, broke up every few weeks, cheated on each other and in two years never managed to have an in-depth conversation about anything. We were young and dumb, and our relationship reflected that. As my non-rock band friends have gotten into relationships I’ve always found myself being jealous, wondering what it would feel like to be so enamored of somebody. Now, I knew.


  When I stepped out of my car, I had some extra spring in my step. My heartbeat sped up when I saw Tessa sitting in the lobby waiting. She smiled when she saw me, but I’m pretty sure that I stared at her like a total idiot as she walked toward me. She had on a pair of khaki shorts, a black tank top and a pair of black converse sneakers. You’d think that casual attire would have made her beauty easier to handle, but it didn’t because she looked amazing. I’d never have guessed that a pair of converse sneakers would look so damn sexy that I’d have trouble staying calm. Who knew?


  


  


  Chapter Thirteen


  


  I was a nervous about going out with Flynn and his family. Not because I was nervous about his family, they were lovely. Flynn was too, but he was what made me nervous because it was him that made my heart skip beats. That alone scared the bejesus out of me. It had certainly never happened before.


  I felt Flynn’s presence before I saw him. I couldn’t help the shit-eating grin that broke out across my face when I saw his attire. We were dressed practically identically, and I found that hilarious. He was wearing a black t-shirt, khaki cargo shorts and a pair of black converse. People were going to wonder if we’d purposely coordinated, but I thought it was a good sign that maybe we really were compatible.


  He might have been dressed casually, but he was the most beautiful man I’d ever set my eyes on, bar none. There wasn’t anyone that even came close to Flynn’s beauty or magnetism. Even his walk was sexy, and I enjoyed watching him as he came closer to me. I had to remind myself that dissolving into a puddle in the hotel lobby would be frowned upon.


  When Flynn reached me he pulled me in for a hug, just like he had when I’d showed up for the all hands on meeting earlier in the day. I’d noticed that he had hugged his father, grandparents and Cole’s parents earlier as well, so I assumed he was just comfortable being affectionate. Another check mark in the positive column for Flynn as far as I was concerned. Lee had been the polar opposite of affectionate unless it was sexual in nature. I wished that I’d really noticed that before. Damn me for making such a foolish decision and giving Lee something that I’d never be able to get back.


  Apparently I’d tensed up when I thought of Lee, because Flynn pulled away and put his hand under my chin to tilt my head back. “Babe, what’s wrong?”


  Shaking my head, I sighed. “I’m sorry I just had an unpleasant memory. It’s nothing to worry about.”


  He didn’t just gloss over that or let it go. Instead he kept one finger under my chin as he stared into my eyes for a moment. Apparently whatever he saw there reassured him that I really was fine. He smiled at me as his mouth moved closer to mine, and I’m pretty sure I smiled back. I can’t be sure though because I was in a total Flynn-induced daze. He kissed me quickly and gently, and I melted against his chest. For just a second our tongues touched, and then it was over. Sliding his fingers through mine, he walked me out to his car. I couldn’t quite pinpoint the feeling that I was having, but it definitely wasn’t something I’d ever experienced before.


  Flynn might be one of the most famous voices in the world but that didn’t make him less of a gentleman. His parents had raised him with impeccable manners, and I appreciated it. He opened the passenger door for me and waited until I’d buckled my seatbelt before closing my door. As soon as the door clicked shut, I realized what the feeling that I was having was.


  It was the feeling of being safe and secure.


  It seemed so absurd to feel that way about someone I’d known for less than twenty-four hours, but that was how I felt. It occurred to me that while I liked the real life Flynn, I’d be meeting celebrity Flynn very soon. I knew that it was very unlikely that he’d maintain his gentlemanly behavior once the tour started and thousands of women were salivating and clamoring to do anything and everything to make him happy.


  I needed to maintain my walls in order not to get hurt when he inevitably turned out like every guy. He was a rock superstar for god sake, not a music teacher. I couldn’t judge him for that, because I couldn’t even imagine how that would warp a person’s perspective. Being able to have whatever you want, whenever you wanted it, would really give you unrealistic expectations about dating and women in general. I was nothing like the women he was used to, of that much I was sure. That thought was a real confidence killer.


  His car stereo was softly playing Pearl Jam, and I tried to relax and get into the music. Pearl Jam was one of my favorite bands, but I couldn’t turn my brain off. At the first red light, Flynn turned and looked at me. “What’s going on in that beautiful head of yours?”


  I knew there was no way that I could say that I was thinking that he was very likely a man whore and that I’d never measure up to the wild women that he ran with. Instead I shook my head and gave him a smile. “I’m just enjoying your music selection. Corduroy is one of my favorite songs.”


  Turning to me, he frowned. “Be that as it may, you aren’t sitting there thinking about the song. What’s wrong sweetness? Am I making you uncomfortable or something?”


  I emphatically shook my head in the negative. “No! Ignore my Flynn. I’m just being an idiot. It’s been a crazy couple of months.” I seriously needed to get control of myself. What the hell was I going to say to him if he pushed? ‘Sorry, I was sitting here thinking that you’ve had entirely too much sexual experience and I know you’ll be woefully disappointed if anything happens between us?’ Yeah, I couldn’t say that without sounding psycho. We’d just met, and that meant it would be nuts to spout things off like that. If I said any of that he’d probably think I was as crazy as Glenn Close in ‘Fatal Attraction.’


  The look on his face indicated that my words weren’t making him feel much better, but when I smiled he had no choice but to let it go. We spent the rest of the drive to the restaurant talking about his family. I asked a million questions and he answered them all. By the time we pulled into the restaurant parking lot I felt like I had a good idea of the family dynamic.


  When Flynn parked, I moved to open my car door. Touching my shoulder, Flynn smiled down at me. “My grandmother would smack me silly if she thought I wasn’t opening doors for you. You don’t want me to be punished, do you?”


  He was so much different than I had expected. For all of his fame and wild lifestyle, he really was a gentleman. I smiled up into his handsome face when he opened my door and I shivered when he took my hand in his again. As we started to walk, I tried to pull my hand away. Stopping dead in his tracks, Flynn looked at me.


  “What the hell, babe? Why is it not okay to touch you? You seemed okay at the hotel, but you pulled away before the meeting today and now you’re pulling away again. Does touching me bother you?”


  He couldn’t have been more wrong about his touch bothering me. I actually found it comforting and soothing. I felt comfortable with Flynn in a way I never had with anyone else before.


  “It’s not that at all. I pulled away before we walked into the meeting today because I didn’t want the entire room to think I was throwing myself at you. I tried to pull my hand away now because I don’t want your family to think that, either.”


  Grabbing both of my hands, Flynn pulled me closer to him. “Babe, my family already knows about you. I was at my dad’s house at the ass crack of dawn this morning yapping about the amazing girl I met. Believe me they don’t think you’re throwing yourself at me. They’re happy Tess, happy that I met somebody normal. They’d never have agreed to dinner if they didn’t like you. No one is going to raise an eyebrow that we’re holding hands sweetness.”


  I surrendered totally, smiling shyly at him as he started guiding me into the restaurant. The restaurant was packed, but the hostess recognized Flynn. “Your family is in the back,” she said with a smile. I took that to mean they came here a lot.


  I understood better by what she meant when she said in the back when we entered a private area. Everyone was already seated around the table, and I smirked when I saw Devon sitting right in between Cole and Ian. There was a story there; I just knew it.


  Flynn’s father had saved us two seats next to him, and he and Flynn’s grandfather stood to hug and greet us both. Flynn’s Gram stayed seated, but we both hugged and kissed her before saying hello to Janice and Steve. Flynn was particularly affectionate with Janice and his Gram, something that made me smile. He’d said in the car that Gram and Janice were his favorite women, and I could see that.


  As much as I knew about Flynn from reading band articles when I was a teenager, I didn’t really know anything personal about him. I could see that his dad wasn’t married now, but I wondered if he’d ever remarried or if he was dating. He was a really handsome and funny man, a lot like Flynn’s grandfather, Mason. The three of them were ridiculously attractive, and Flynn’s Gram had something beautiful about her that drew the eye. I found myself wanting to take her picture to try and capture what made her so unique. She had such a love of life in her eyes that I swear it radiated off of her.


  We ordered an insane amount of food, but Todd swore that we were going to eat everything. “Just wait, when we stand up the plates will be empty.”


  We’d all ordered margaritas, even Flynn’s grandparents. I loved margaritas but didn’t often order them back in Philly. My favorite part was the salted rim, and I moaned in appreciation when I took my first sip. “This is, hands down, the best margarita I’ve ever had. It’s perfection!”


  When I looked up at Flynn, I found myself locked under the most intense look I’d ever been on the receiving end of, more intense even than the night of the concert. His eyes were pure panty melting lust, and I got lightheaded for a minute. We were at a dinner with his family and he was looking at me like he was going to eat me. He shocked the hell out of me when he leaned forward, wrapped his hand around my neck and pulled me in for a quick kiss, the tiniest touch of his tongue against mine, just like he’d done in the hotel lobby. I could feel myself blushing as he pulled back. When I looked at his family to apologize, they were beaming at us. Thank god that crisis was averted.


  


  


  Chapter Fourteen


  


  I was like a kid on Christmas morning sitting next to Tessa at dinner. I’d never brought anyone to something with my family and friends before and it felt monumental. Hell it didn’t just feel that way; it was that way.


  My Gram was quite enamored of her, I could tell. Janice also had an ear-to-ear smile, and I knew that was because she liked Tessa, Ian and Devon. Janice and Steve have always been great about Cole’s sexuality, but it has bothered her that Cole has never had a real relationship with either sex. I think it was fairly obvious to everyone in the family that he was about to try to embark on a relationship with both, and that made us all happy.


  Gram and Pop stole the spotlight at the table, as usual. The two of them were absolutely hilarious, and being with them was always made me happy. I missed my family terribly when I was on the road, and I was glad that this coming tour would be the last time I’d be away for an extended period of time.


  Leaning forward, Pop addressed Tessa. “How long are you in town?”


  Even though I already knew her answer, I hated it.


  “I’m here for two more days. I’ll be back a month after that, which is one week before the tour kicks off here.”


  Fuck that was terrible. I couldn’t imagine not seeing her for a month. We were just at the start of whatever we were going to be, and I wanted… no, I needed her to be there. I’d never needed a woman before. It should have scared the shit out of me, but honestly, I loved it.


  Pop jumped in right at that moment with and shared some details about his courtship with my Gram.


  “Sylvia and I grew up in Boston. I was a steamfitter and my job took me all over the place. I met her just nine days before I was due to leave for a two month job in Arizona.” Grabbing my Gram’s hand, Pop smiled and kissed her cheek before turning back to Tess.


  “I hated the idea of the distance because I knew, literally the moment I laid eyes on her, that Sylvia was it for me. I was afraid that she’d find someone else while I was gone, but it turned out to be the best thing that could have happened. We talked on the phone once a week and wrote letters every day. That time apart let us get to know each other differently than we would have had we been living near each other. It was beautiful. By the time I came home, I knew Sylvia better than anyone in the world, and she knew me the same way. When I was leaving for those two months, I thought we’d never get through it. Fifty-three years later, I see the error of my thinking. We were twenty-year-old kids who didn’t know a damn thing about being in a relationship. That time apart helped us. Six months later we were married, and the rest is history. I love this woman more than life itself, and those three months helped me realize that. I’m one lucky son-of-a-gun.”


  Staring at my Pop I couldn’t help but smile. My dad was right. I had learned at the knee of the master. Pop definitely knew about romance and keeping a relationship alive. My grandparents were in there seventies, but were still frisky. Like, seriously frisky. They cuddled, held hands, kissed in public and had no qualms telling my dad and I not to come over if they were planning to “make whoopee.” No joke.


  Gram basically glowed while Pop spoke. “You really are a silver tongued devil Mason Rand.”


  Oh crap. They were going to get frisky right at the table. While the rest of us were used to it Tessa, Ian and Devon weren’t. I hoped they weren’t going to have an issue with it. Mary used to tell me that my grandparents were disgusting old perverts. It was just another thing that she and I disagreed about. I thought my grandparents were awesome, and I found tremendous satisfaction in how in love they still were.


  Instead of looking disgusted, Tessa was teary eyed. Turning to me, she smiled. “That’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.”


  Reaching under the table she grabbed her little camera from her purse. In seconds she was snapping pictures of my grandparents, and I felt myself falling for her a little bit more. She took pictures of everyone at the table, including some family shots of me with my family and Cole with his. I noticed that she went out of her way to get some pictures of Cole with Devon and Ian, and that touched me as well. Tessa was very, very thoughtful. I liked that a lot. A whole lot.


  Gram asked Tess for her camera and then she took a few pictures of us together. I couldn’t wait to get a look at those. Gram asked Tess to forward the photos to her and Tess took down her email.


  “I’ll get them to you right away Sylvia,” she said with that beautiful smile of hers.


  Gram couldn’t have been more thrilled. “You’re an absolute joy Tessa. I can’t tell you how happy I am to see my Flynny-boy with a good girl. That’s all any of us have ever wanted.”


  Tessa looked like a guppy as her mouth opened and closed and she tried to think of something to say. “Sylvia, we’re not… I don’t know if… Flynn might not want…”


  Grabbing her hand, I pulled it to my mouth before pressing a kiss on her palm. Looking her straight in the eye I told her the absolute truth, and I didn’t whisper. Fuck it all, I wanted everyone to know that she meant something. “I want, babe. Don’t even question that.”


  At that point Tessa just gaped at me and said nothing. It was like she’d been struck speechless. Luckily Gram plowed on.


  “I always wanted a granddaughter. Heck, I wanted a few. I wanted a large family, something really big. Mason and I were hell bent on having a little army of our own. Mason was a twin, but his sister passed away when they were babies and I was an only child, so we both wanted a big family. Unfortunately, there were complications when I had Todd, and it caused me to hemorrhage. Additional children were out of the question, but that was fine because god blessed us with the best son in the world. Then Todd met Rachel. They knew each other for six hours before he came home and told me that she was it for him. They were both just nineteen years old and I know most people were stunned that they got so serious so fast, but when you meet your soul-mate, you know. We could all tell, too. It was impossible to be with them and not see how connected they were. When they got married two months later, Mason and I finally had a beautiful daughter. I knew that girl was going to give me a gaggle of grandchildren. She gave us our perfect Flynn, and he’s been the light of my life since the day he was born and his chubby hand reached out and touched my finger. We spoiled him rotten, but he was such a wonderful child. Through Flynn we got Cole, and I love him as one of my own. Todd and Rachel had been trying to have another baby, and I was so excited that my family would be growing. I just knew granddaughters were in my future. And then, our Rachel got sick. My son lost the love of his life, my grandson lost his mother, Mason and I lost the daughter of our hearts and we all lost the chance to have a bigger family. Todd never remarried because he never found anyone that made him feel the way Rachel did. You can call me an old fool, but I’ve prayed every day that Flynn would bring home someone for us to love. I just know that we were meant to be a bigger family. I’ve always felt it. I’m counting down the days until this stubborn ass gives me some great-grandchildren to love. Flynn’s twenty-nine years old and you’re the first girl he’s ever introduced us to. Let me enjoy the moment, sugarplum.”


  My Gram broke my heart with that explanation, completely ripped me open. I hated the thought of the people I loved hurting, and I knew that only having one son and one grandchild wasn’t all that she wanted because she had so much more love to give. I felt bad though, because I knew she had to have made Tessa uncomfortable by saying all of that.


  Instead of being uncomfortable, Tessa turned to my Gram and pulled her in for a hug. “That was beautiful Sylvia. You’re an amazing woman, and I just know that your future great-grandchildren are going to adore you.”


  We were past the twenty-four hour mark of knowing each other by that point, so it was pure insanity that I spent the rest of the time at the table imagining Tessa pregnant with our child.


  Our dinner lasted for almost three hours. Everyone had a wonderful time, and we all laughed and ate entirely too much. Tessa, Devon and Ian all fit in, and Cole looked like the cat that ate the canary. I figured I had the same look on my face.


  Hugs and kisses were exchanged as we made our way to the parking lot to leave. Tessa told Gram that she’d email her the photos as soon as she got home and Gram reminded Tess to follow her on Twitter. Gram couldn’t seem to believe her ears when Tessa told her she wasn’t even on Twitter.


  “What? My goodness Tessa, you’re behind the times! You must make an account. Everyone does the Twitter these days sugarplum.”


  My father and grandfather both hugged Tess, telling her that they wanted to see her at dinner in the week she was here before the tour started. Dad also told her that she needed to come over for breakfast to eat one of his omelets.


  It was very clear to me that my family didn’t just approve of Tessa, they really liked her and they were welcoming her with open arms.


  It was just after eight but the night was still young. I didn’t want to take Tess back to her hotel and just drop her off. I wanted… no, I needed… to spend more time with her. A lot more time.


  


  


  Chapter Fifteen


  


  I was in deep shit.


  Like, knee deep, no paddle and there wasn’t any way out.


  Flynn’s family was perfection. I liked them all, particularly his Gram. But most of all, I adored Flynn.


  Like an absolute idiot, once his Gram planted the idea in my head about Flynn giving her great-grandchildren, I sat thinking about how beautiful it would be to carry his babies. Yes, I know that makes me nuts. I barely knew him and I was wistful about the idea of a child with Flynn’s eyes holding my hand and asking me for butterfly kisses.


  Getting into the car with him was like being enveloped in a sensual cocoon. It was just the two of us and it felt like we were alone in the world. The Foo Fighters were on the car stereo, Dave Grohl was singing Everlong, and my heart was beating out Flynn’s name. When he reached over and took my hand in his, I flushed from head to toe.


  I kept trying to snap back into reality, repeatedly reminding myself that he was Flynn Rand, ridiculously famous love ‘em and leave ‘em singer. The reminders didn’t work for shit.


  I needed to talk to Jess, wanted her to burst my bubble and bring me back to planet Earth. I’d texted with her a bunch of times since I’d gotten to LA, but had never divulged what was happening with Flynn. I planned to but I wanted to do it face to face. That left me in la-la land with no anchor in the real world. What was happening with Flynn couldn’t be real.


  When we got back to my hotel, Flynn came up to my room. I expected him to kiss me, but instead he asked if I wanted to watch a movie. It was so normal that I couldn’t refuse. I didn’t want him to leave, even though I was scared shitless.


  It was my brilliant idea to watch the movie in the bedroom. “Don’t think I’m being forward or anything, but that daybed couch thing is too small for both of us to sit comfortably. I’m stuffed from dinner and want to spread out. We can hang on the bed like it’s a big couch.”


  We held hands as we watched “Horrible Bosses” and the two of us laughed like idiots through the whole thing. When I was with him like that, I forgot about the whole celebrity thing.


  Once the movie ended, Flynn asked if I’d mind watching another one. I was tired but I didn’t want him to leave so I said yes. We chose “The King’s Speech,” and during the movie he pulled me against him so that I could curl up under his arm. He smelled so amazing that my mouth actually watered. Who smelled that good? A man’s smell had never gotten to me before, but with Flynn it was making me crazy. I rested my head on his chest and before I knew it the sound of his heartbeat had lulled me to sleep.


  The light streaming through the windows woke me up. It looked to be just after dawn and I was stunned to find that Flynn and I were completely entwined. My head was still resting on his chest, my left arm was underneath his shirt resting against his stomach, his arms were wrapped around me and our legs were wrapped together. Somehow we’d slept the whole night without ever even getting under the covers. That was a shocker. I always needed a blanket of some sort to keep me warm, but just being wrapped in Flynn’s arms had me toasty and comfortable.


  I was dumbfounded by the fact that I’d stayed up against him all night. The few times that I’d slept with Lee, I’d awakened to find him glaring at me and ready with a list of all my nighttime infractions. “You move to fucking much,” he’d say. Gah. Looking back I am so humiliated that I gave that asshat my virginity. There was nothing remotely worthy about him.


  My heart beat like a drum in my chest from the feeling of Flynn’s solid abs under my hand. I knew I was playing with fire, and ever so gently I began to remove my hand. I let out an involuntary gasp when Flynn grabbed my wrist. “I love your hand right where it is,” he rasped. “Go back to sleep baby.”


  Whether because of his words or because I was still drowsy, I snuggled into him again and let my eyes drift shut. The steady rise and fall of his chest sent me back to sleep in no time at all.


  The next time I woke up Flynn was gently running his fingertips over my cheek and was raining kisses on my face. It felt lovely, but I snuggled in closer to his chest, earning a chuckle from him that I felt reverberate under my cheek.


  “It’s time to wake up sweetness. It’s after ten.”


  You could have knocked me over with a feather. I couldn’t believe that we’d slept so long and so soundly. Sitting up, I pushed my hair back and tried to wake up. I groaned when I saw Flynn because he looked crazy hot.


  Knowing that I must look like a hot mess, I jumped from the bed and hauled ass to the bathroom. One look in the mirror confirmed what I already knew; I looked like a mile of rough road. My hair looked like I’d just taken part in an orgy and my eyes were puffy. I also had a horrific case of morning breath thanks to the awesome Mexican dinner the night before. After brushing my teeth, I jumped into the shower and scrubbed up before throwing on a robe and going back into the bedroom.


  Flynn had gotten up and was out in the living area on the phone, which gave me time to throw on panties, shorts and a tee shirt. I walked out into the living area when I was finished and when he saw me he held out his arm and gestured for me to go to him. My stomach was one big butterfly as I walked to him. Smiling, he put his arm around me and pulled me against his chest. He continued talking as I burrowed into his side and tried to get my heart rate under control. Concluding his call, he kissed the top of my head.


  “I’d love to kiss you right now but my breath is not pleasant. I just ordered us room service. Give me a few minutes to clean up.”


  “I never used the complimentary toothbrush. It’s on the tray in the bathroom.”


  Flynn laughed before giving me a high five. “That’s great news babe, cause I was afraid you were going to throw me out for stinking.”


  Watching him walk away made me weak in the knees.


  Like I said, I was in deep shit.


  


  


  Chapter Sixteen


  


  Waking up with Tessa was a revelation. I had a hard and fast rule about women: after the fucking, they were out. I hadn’t spent the entire night with a girl intentionally since I was in high school and I’d never (ever) wanted someone to curl up around me like an additional appendage. Sharing a bed with Tessa felt right.


  Our breakfast arrived and Tess let out a laugh when she got a look at all that I’d ordered, which was basically the entire menu. We were in the middle of eating when I made my play for the day.


  “After breakfast how about you pack a bag and stay at my house for the rest of the day and night. The house might be horrible but my pool is top notch. We’ll lie out and then later we can go to dinner. You’ll want to pack casual for that sweetness. What you wore last night would be perfect.”


  Tess hemmed and hawed all over the place before blurting, “Flynn, you’re moving too fast. I’m not going to have sex with you tonight. I don’t know what you’re used to, but I can’t be like that.”


  Ah, shit. I’d not been specific enough and now she thought I was trying to get into her panties. I totally wanted to of course, but I wasn’t stupid and I knew she wouldn’t be going for that.


  “No, babe, that’s not what I meant. I want you to spend the night, like what we did here last night. I want to hold you and wake up with you in the morning. No sex, I promise. I won’t do anything to make you uncomfortable sweetness. I just need you near me. Whatever I was used to, I know you’re different and that’s exactly what I want. Don’t push me away Tess. This is going to be something. Hell, it already is. Don’t start building walls.”


  Her hesitant smile was like the sun coming out after the rain. “Okay, I can do that. As soon as we’re finished eating, I’ll pack.”


  After breakfast, she packed quickly and then we were off to my house. Once we got there, I brought her to my bedroom and put her bag on the dresser. Her wide-eyed look of shock as she looked around the room made me laugh. Seeing it through her eyes showed me that it really was ass ugly. Letting out a chuckle I pulled her to me and asked, “What do you think of this room? Cozy, right?”


  She looked around and grimaced. Like almost every other room in the house, it was gray on gray. Pointing to the area rug that was in my bedroom sitting area she said, “Actually, that rug really ties the room together, man.”


  Oh. My. GOD.


  I started laughing and couldn’t stop. There was no question about it anymore. I was falling in love with this girl. She’d just quoted ‘The Big Lebowski’ to me. It was my favorite movie and none of the other girls I’d ever been with would have even known what it was, much less have been cool enough to quote it.


  “You’re the coolest girl on the face of the fucking planet babe! I knew you were awesome, but you know ‘The Big Lebowski’! That just gave you an infinity amount of cool points. Wait till I tell my dad and Cole. They’re going to shit. That’s our favorite movie.”


  Poking me in the stomach, she giggled. I loved the sound of that. “It’s me and my dad’s favorite movie, too. We actually went to Lebowski-fest in Seattle two years ago. It was awesome!”


  “Holy shit, there’s a fuckin Lebowski-fest? Why have I never heard of this?”


  Pushing back from me, she gave me a shit-eating grin. “Guess you don’t have enough cool-points, slick. Stick with me and I’ll have you whipped into shape ASAP. For the record, there are a few Lebowski-fests every year. You absolutely must go to one.”


  It was probably a good thing that she didn’t realize that I was already whipped. No one needed that much power so early in a relationship.


  “I’m totally going to look into this. I’m bummed that I didn’t know before. I want to take you, my dad, your dad, and Cole. Wouldn’t that be epic?”


  Pulling back, she gave a laugh. It sounded hollow and I just knew that meant she didn’t believe me. FUCK. Did she really think I was such a man-whore that I made random offers like that to any girl that happened to be in close proximity? I realized right then that I had a lot of work to do to woo Tess.


  I knew that she was worth all the work, so I’d be doing it all with a smile. Gesturing to my bathroom I said, “You can change into your suit in there. I’m going to run into the bathroom next door and throw mine on. I’ll meet you in the living room when you’re finished.”


  After giving me a smile Tess went to her bag and grabbed her suit. It was a turquoise two-piece and I knew right away that I was going to be struggling big time when I got a look at her in it. Grabbing my own suit for the closet, I headed into the guest bath to get into my swim trunks.


  While I waited for Tessa in the living room, I fooled around with my phone and checked my Twitter. I was all about communicating with fans of the band, but my Twitter account was really more about me keeping up with my Gram. I knew that I was biased, but I thought she was one of the funniest people on earth. I laughed out loud when I got to her timeline and saw that she’d tweeted that she was with Pop and was going to be playing with balls for the day – bowling balls, that is. The woman was the queen of the double entendre.


  Getting in on the joke, I responded to her tweet: Watch yourself around all those balls!


  I was still laughing when Tess entered the living room, but my laugh came to a full stop when I saw her standing before me clad in her turquoise bikini. I’d either done something to earn God’s ire and he was torturing me with the perfection in front of me, or I’d done something great in a former life and Tessa was my reward. Either way I had no intention of letting her go.


  The metal circles that held the suit together on each of her hips and between her breasts were hot as hell. My impulse was to go to her and kiss the ever-loving hell out of her, and I decided to do just that.


  I crossed the room in three strides and pulled her into my arms before sliding my lips over hers. She fit into my arms perfectly, even with the height difference. Her lips opened for me, allowing me to plunder her mouth. Nothing had ever felt so real or so right. I’d known that our kiss that night in her hotel room had been amazing, but I don’t think I really realized just how exceptional the way we came together actually was until we were completely wrapped around one another.


  Now I knew beyond the shadow of a doubt that I was in deep. For the first time in my life, I wanted everything that being that immersed in someone meant. I was holding on to Tessa, and I wasn’t going to let go.


  


  


  


  


  Chapter Seventeen


  


  Flynn could kiss. I can’t even explain how talented he was with his tongue or how intense the feelings were that he was evoking in me. I can only liken it to being caught unexpectedly in a storm and having to learn to swim.


  Flynn was in charge, and I was stunned to realize that I trusted him just enough to navigate us forward. I’d never given anyone such control over me, but I couldn’t seem to help myself where he was concerned.


  He devoured me with his mouth, the room filled with the sounds of us kissing and moaning. Rising on my tiptoes, I ran my fingers through his hair as I arched against him. It was probably the worst idea humanly possible to put Flynn and me together in a room as close to naked as we could be. So much of our skin was touching that it was hard to breathe.


  I felt us moving and instinctively knew he was taking me to the couch. The way he laid me down was so tender that it made my heart melt. He treated me as though I was spun glass and I was not accustomed to that. I’d always found guys to be pushy and overly aggressive, but Flynn wasn’t like that at all. I didn’t quite know what to think about that.


  Having him on top of me was even more intense than kissing standing up. There was no part of me that wasn’t touching some part of him and it felt ridiculously good. Better than any schoolgirl fantasy I’d had of him without a doubt.


  It was like awakening to an alternate reality. My body came to life in a way that I’d never experienced, and I clung to Flynn for dear life as he navigated us through the new strange land that he’d taken me to. I was breaking all of my good-girl rules, and I didn’t care.


  My legs were wrapped around him like a vise, and I couldn’t help myself from rubbing against him in a blatant attempt to tame the fire that was raging inside of me. I needed something more but I didn’t know what exactly that was because I’d never experienced this with someone else before.


  Lucky for me, Flynn knew. Pulling his mouth from mind, he stared into my eyes. “Tess… God, babe. You’re fucking amazing.” My breath hitched at the look in his eyes and the fire reflected inside. His head dropped to the base of my neck where he bit down and sucked in just as he ground himself against me. I let out a guttural cry as every nerve in my body came to full attention.


  I felt his hands at my neck as he released my bathing suit top and I shivered when the air hit my painfully erect nipples. I’d never had that happen before, had in fact assumed that my nipples weren’t a very sensitive area for me. Flynn proved that theory to be dead wrong. I watched in awe as his head descended to my breasts. I felt his breath as he looked at me and I was stunned to find that embarrassment was something that I wasn’t feeling right then. I’d always felt uncomfortable being naked- or damn near naked- in front of guys before. Sure, my experience of being naked with a man was confined to Lee and two other boyfriends who’d gotten as far as third base, but still.


  He kissed and licked every square inch of both my breasts and I writhed underneath him in wonder. The silky feeling of his hair as it brushed against my skin was so erotic that I was barely holding on. I let out an involuntary gasp of wonder when he took my left nipple into his mouth and laved it with his tongue. “Flynn!”


  My fingers were wrapped in his hair and I held him against my breast as I arched against his erection in search of relief. I moaned when he grabbed my hips in his hands as he started to grind against me. When his mouth went to my right nipple and sucked it into his mouth, I came with a cry of disbelief.


  It had finally happened- a man had made me come. I felt like throwing a party even as my body continued to shake beneath his as aftershocks rolled through me.


  I’d officially caught fire and it felt unbelievably good, but nothing prepared me for the four-alarm blaze that ignited when Flynn slid his hand into my bikini and touched my dripping wet core for the first time. Pulling back from me he sat up a bit and stared down at his hand as it moved beneath my bikini bottoms. It felt incredible, and I arched up into his fingers as he touched me. The expression on his face was so hot that I wished I had my camera nearby. He was picture perfect and completely in tune with my body in a way that even I never had been before.


  Lifting his head, he met my gaze and smiled. “Baby, can I take the bottoms off?”


  My breath caught even as I nodded my agreement. Within seconds, my bikini bottoms were gone and I was completely exposed to Flynn. He ate me alive with his eyes as he took every square inch of me in. Before I even had time to process his intent he was lifting my hips up and his mouth was just above my core. When he touched me with his tongue, I cried out in wonder at how fantastic it felt.


  He licked, sucked, and nibbled at me as I shook and cried underneath him. My hands were fisted tight in his hair as I held him to me, out of control and desperate for a release that only Flynn had ever been able to give me. The sight of his face buried between my legs made me cry out as I writhed against his tongue.


  When he slid his finger inside of me and started rubbing in and out, my body took flight again as I clenched around his finger and screamed out his name.


  I was all but in another world as he kissed his way back up my body and settled himself over me again before capturing my mouth with his again. It was shockingly hot to taste myself on his tongue, a reminder of what he’d made me feel. When he pulled back, I groaned and tried to hold him to me. Shaking his head, he let out a huge exhale. “I promised you no sex today, and I’m going to keep my word no matter how badly I want to join myself to you. It’s too soon, Tess. When we get there, babe, it’s going to be amazing. We’re so fucking worth the wait.”


  Who was this beautiful man and how did he know when to draw the line? I’d have given him anything in the heat of the moment, but he was right. It wasn’t time. I would have kicked myself in the ass later for having sex after knowing him for two days.


  Eyes serious and intense, he put a hand on either side of my face and looked at me. “I promise you that I’m not trying to fuck and run Tess, but you aren’t sure of that yet. You also don’t fully know that you can trust me. I know that I have to earn that trust. This isn’t a fling so it it’s not something that I have any experience with, to be honest. You’re different, sweetness. For you, I want everything to be just right.”


  Sweet Jesus, the man was melting my goddamn brain. I couldn’t help myself. I smiled at him and nodded my agreement. He didn’t push or say anything more; instead, he behaved like a perfect gentleman and bent to retrieve my bikini bottoms before helping me stand so that he could put them back on. He stayed bent before me as he pulled them up my legs and I watched him in wonder. It was ridiculously erotic watching Flynn redress me, and I grinned like a total moron when he placed a soft kiss on my stomach once he had the bottoms in place.


  I realized right then that I could so easily fall in love with him that it scared the shit out of me. I was in deep and falling fast.


  


  


  Chapter Eighteen


  


  Once I had Tessa dressed, I showed her where the pool was before excusing myself to the bathroom. I was so hard that it felt like I was made of granite and I needed to calm down. But more than that, I had to get a grip on my emotions. No one came close to Tessa, no one ever had. How scary was it to feel that way about someone I’d known for such a short amount of time?


  It blew my mind that if I’d not been interested in signing The Chaps that I never would have seen her photo and likely never would have met her. I’d essentially fallen for her the moment that I’d seen her picture and I didn’t know how to assimilate that. Nothing about that was rational, but being with her made me feel solid in a way that I never had. The whole situation was forcing me to reevaluate my position on fate.


  Once I left the bathroom, I spent a few minutes on the phone confirming the details of our dinner. I’d come up with something that I hoped she would really like. I’d taken my dad’s advice to heart because I agreed with him. Going over the top and taking her to some fancy ass restaurant wasn’t going to do it for Tessa, at least not yet. She’d write me off as a jackass if I did that, and I didn’t want that.


  I was pleased when I got out to the pool and found her floating on a raft. She looked comfortable and that made me happy. I needed her to feel at home wherever I was. Running across the flagstone pathway, I took flight and dove into the pool. Tessa’s delighted laugh rang through the air as I broke the surface just next to her raft. A feeling of pure joy that I’d not experienced before overwhelmed me, and I put my arms around her and pulled her under with me.


  We surfaced together, both laughing. Most girls would have pouted or been seriously pissed that I’d either fucked up their hair or make-up by pulling them under, but Tess didn’t give a shit. She was having fun, not trying to show me her best angle. I adored that about her.


  Catching me off guard, she jumped up and pushed me under by my shoulders. I spluttered as I came back up with a laugh. “Shit, Tess! I don’t know where you hide it, but you’ve got some muscle type strength, babe.”


  Shaking her head at me, she chuckled. “When I’m at home, I kick-box three days a week and run six days as well. I know getting on a treadmill at the hotels won’t be an issue, but I’m already trying to figure out what I can do to make up for missing a bazillion days in the ring while we’re on tour.”


  That. Was. AWESOME. Once again, Tessa exceeded expectations. I seriously thought she’d answer by telling me she did fuckin jazzercise or some shit, but it turned out she was in shape because she did real workouts that didn’t involve jumping up and down and following the commands of an instructor named Barbie.


  “Today’s your lucky day, babe. The workout fairy literally just fell into your lap. Cole and I do MMA to work out five days a week. We’ve hired a trainer to keep our asses in shape on tour. Devon’s already asked if she can use the guy as her trainer, so it wouldn’t be any problem to have him train you as well.”


  Tess beamed at me as if I’d just told her Wolfgang Puck was going to be cooking all of our meals for the length of the tour.


  “Flynn! That’s awesome! I was seriously worried that I was going to rage out at some point without my stress-relief outlet.”


  That made me shake my head and laugh. “Seriously, babe? Raging out? I don’t see it.”


  “Uh, yeah. I’m a normal person Flynn, and I get fired up about things. I’ve got a temper, but instead of blowing up at everyone, I work it out so that I don’t go on a one-woman smack-a-thon.


  Fuck me…. YES PLEASE. I heard every word she said, and the idea of Tessa fired up was a serious fucking turn-on. She was so passionate as it was that I couldn’t even fathom how hot she’d be if she was pissed off. I made a mental note to make sure to stick close to her if she looked like she was about to blow. I wanted to be around for that… as long as I wasn’t the person she was pissed at. I was all about reaping the benefits, even though I never wanted to be the person to cause the explosion.


  We swam and sunned ourselves for almost two hours, and I used that time to get to know her better. My life was more or less an open book, but Tessa’s wasn’t and I wanted to know everything. I found out that she was an only child, but that her parents had wanted it that way. They doted on her and were thrilled that she was going on this tour and living her dream. Her dad sounded like the shit to me to begin with because he liked ‘The Big Lebowski’. I’d never met a douchebag yet who liked that movie, but I’d met a ton who didn’t like it. Go figure.


  She was a bit more reluctant to talk about ex-boyfriends and I took that to mean that there was a closet full of love letters from a bunch of different assholes somewhere. Personally I couldn’t imagine ever voluntarily breaking up with someone like Tess, so I figured she’d probably done the dumping. She looked at me as if I’d grown a second head when I told her my theory.


  Turning seventy shades of red, she shook her head at me. “Yeah, negative. I’ve only ever broken up with one guy, and that was the last relationship I was in. I’ve always been the dumped as opposed to the dumper.”


  I took that in with a snort of disgust. The guys in Philly had to be total fuck-heads if they were dumping someone as gorgeous and overall awesome as Tessa was.


  “Were you dating idiots?”


  Her laugh sounded forced. “In retrospect, the answer is clearly yes. The reason they broke up with me was always the same though, so I know it was me that ruined things.”


  I’d seen her naked, so they weren’t breaking up with her because she had a mystery third nipple (I wouldn’t have cared about that) and she’d been crazy tight around my fingers so that meant she wasn’t sleeping with everyone who looked her way. She was smart, articulate and kind, so there was no way they were breaking up with her for being stupid, bitchy or boring. That left a few options that were a little alarming. I needed to know, so I asked her straight up.


  “Babe, don’t leave me hanging here. What the fuck were they breaking up with you for?”


  Where before she’d been red, now she was almost purple. Looking away from me, she took a deep breath and then blurted, “Because I don’t get turned on. I refused to have sex with any of them because they did nothing for me physically. I finally broke down and agreed to have sex with the last guy… and it was an epic fail. When I broke up with him, he told me I was about as sensual as a children’s book. Like the boyfriends before him, he said I was frigid.”


  I’d had no clue why she didn’t have success with relationships, but what she’d just told me was the last fucking reason on earth I’d ever have expected… and it was also ridiculously far from the truth about her.


  Grabbing her face with my hand, I forced her to look at me. “Tess, babe, that’s fucking bullshit. Did you, or did you not, just come twice just from foreplay? You’re about the furthest thing from frigid. Truth is you’re so fucking hot that my brain is still smoking. If those idiots didn’t take the time to get you there, that’s on them, not you. Moreover, how frigid could you be if you were able to make yourself come looking at pictures of me when you were a teenager? Frigid doesn’t just turn on and off sweetness. But if you’re with someone with no skill, it’s impossible to get turned on.”


  I saw that she wanted to say something, but she stayed frustratingly silent. I stared into her eyes, willing her to say something, but she held her tongue. When I couldn’t take it any longer, I demanded an answer. “Babe, I’m not blind, and that look tells me you’ve got something on tap waiting to come out of that beautiful mouth. Hit me with it. I want to know what you’re thinking.”


  She mumbled at first, but when I glared at her, she spoke up. “It’s because it’s YOU, Flynn. I’ve got no problem getting hot for you, and I never have. But that doesn’t mean I’m not frigid with everyone else.”


  I’d bet one-years worth of royalties from my first album that she’d be able to get off with someone else who had skill, but it hit me like a baseball bat to the head right at that moment that I never wanted that to happen. Like, ever.


  “Sweetness, as wet as you got for me, you aren’t fuckin’ frigid- far from it. You would be able to get there with someone else who didn’t suck in bed, but we won’t be putting that to the test. You’re on fire inside babe, but you just don’t know it. I do, and now I’m the lucky son of a bitch that gets to bring it all out of you. I’m going to make you come hard and often babe, and it’s never going to be a burden, I can tell you that right now. You’re so fucking hot that I could spend days pleasuring you and it wouldn’t be enough for me. You aren’t the only one here who’s hotter than they’ve ever been with anyone else, Tessa.”


  I realized that I was turning her on with my words when her pupils dilated and her breath started coming faster. Pulling her in closer to me, I stared into her eyes as I continued, “There are a thousand things we’re going to do to and with each other babe, and I’m looking forward to every one of them.”


  Grabbing her ass in my hands, I lifted her against me, sliding her down my torso until her face was at the perfect level with mine. “Gonne make you come again now, sweetness.” Her breathy gasp made my dick twitch in my swim trunks as my mouth covered hers and our tongues began sliding together.


  With her legs clamped around my waist, I slipped my hand into her bikini bottoms, finding her hot and wet. Frigid my ass.


  


  


  Chapter Nineteen


  


  It was a struggle to remember to continue breathing while Flynn kissed me and worked my drenched sex better than I ever had. I clutched at his shoulders and met him kiss for kiss as he rubbed my clit in circles. Pulling away from him I gave a keening cry as my orgasm hit.


  As I came down, he continued to rub ever so gently, taking special care not to touch my ultra-sensitive clit. I felt us moving through the water just before he lifted away from him and laid me on the raft I’d started out on.


  I was completely blissed out from my orgasm, while at the same time being stupefied by how easily he was able to get me there. Feelings his gaze on me, I opened my eyes to look back at him. I shivered when I saw how wild his expression was, and my core clenched from his look alone. I got goose bumps and let out a breathy sigh when he reached behind my neck to undo my bikini top. I maneuvered myself a bit so that he could unhook the back as well, and then I chuckled when he threw it toward the side of the pool.


  He turned the raft so that I was at his side and then he leaned over and kissed me. When he pulled away I whimpered, but his smile told me he wasn’t finished with me. The sound of his voice was pure liquid lust. “Babe, hands over your head. Hold onto the raft and don’t. let. go.”


  My heart started beating triple time as I followed his instructions. I watched in silence as he worked to get my bikini bottoms off and before I knew it, I was completely naked, laid out before him on display. Judging by the look on his face, he liked what he saw. A lot.


  “This beautiful body, sweetness? It’s made for pleasure. It’s singing to me, telling me what it wants and needs. Those other idiots you were with weren’t fuckin listening.”


  If I’d had panties on, they would have burst into flames. Lowering his head, he took my left breast into his mouth and sucked, hard. At the same time, his hand was gliding down my torso on a slow and leisurely journey that had my body humming. Lifting his mouth from my breast, he captured my mouth with his again. The kiss was tender, as if he was trying to convey something to me with it.


  I pulled away with a gasp and wrapped my hands in his hair when his fingers slid between my drenched folds. His response was a growly chuckle. “Hands, babe. Don’t move them.”


  Once again, I put my hands up over my head, gripping the raft as he slid his finger in and started thrusting in and out. He kept his eyes on mine as he worked his finger inside of me. I groaned when he pulled his finger out; then gasped when he traced my lips with said finger.


  He was wicked, sin incarnate as I watched him lift the finger from my lips before sucking the finger into his own mouth. I struggled to remember to breathe as I tried to wrap my brain around how sexual he was, and how much I liked it.


  “You taste salty and sweet all at the same time. Lick your lips baby, and tell me your little pussy doesn’t taste like pure heaven.”


  The way he watched me indicated that he was waiting for me to lick my lips, and hesitantly, I did. I’d tasted myself before, of course, but this was different. Wetter, hotter… better.


  Eyes glazed with liquid lust, he nodded at me. “Never loved the taste of someone before baby, but with you, I would willingly drown in it. I’m going to devour you Tessa, from the inside out, and you’re going to come so many times that you’ll forget there even was anyone before. Focus on us babe. You and me together is all that will ever matter.”


  His fingers slid into my folds again as he bent over and licked my navel. He gently bit my tummy just as he slid two fingers into my sex and started to thrust. Involuntarily my eyes closed and I started seeing stars behind my eyelids. When his thumb started rubbing my clit, I lost it. My body went taut, my toes curled and my hands locked behind my head on the float as I shouted my release.


  I floated on a cloud of Flynn-induced nirvana as I slowly came back to reality. He continued to stroke his fingers over my body, a form of post-coital adoration that I had no experience with. He was so different than anyone I’d ever known, and it worked. God, did it work.


  Reaching my hands up, I placed a hand on either side of his face. “Thank you, Flynn. That was beautiful. I don’t know how you do it, but I love that you do.”


  The look he gave me had me ready to go all over again- his words making it that much harder to breathe normally.


  “Babe, just wait until I’m inside of you. I’m going to fuck you hard, long and deep. The things we’re going to do together are going to blow your mind.”


  Holy. Fucking. Bluntness.


  I had another mini orgasm from that sentence alone.


  


  


  Chapter Twenty


  


  After depositing Tessa in the master bathroom so that she could get ready for our date, I’d hauled ass to one of the guest bathroom showers to take matters into my own hands. Literally. I’d never needed to come more than I did after spending part of the day tonguing Tessa’s perfect pussy and bringing her to orgasm. My own orgasm was quick and fiery, not surprising considering that I’d been on the edge all day.


  We met up again in the living room almost an hour after we’d parted. I’d been sitting on the couch waiting for her for about fifteen minutes, anxious to be with her again. I didn’t have experience with missing women, but already I understood that there was no way that I’d be able to wait weeks to see her once she went back to Philly. It just wasn’t going to happen.


  She looked downright edible in her jean shorts, white tee and a pair of white converse. Her hair was styled into two hotter than hell braids that made her look fresh and crazy fuck-able. I was in deep and getting deeper by the minute with her.


  Crossing the room, I pulled her into my arms for a hug and a thorough kiss. Her lip-gloss tasted like strawberry and it was sexy as hell. As I went to embrace her, I noticed that the only make-up that she had on was a hint of mascara and the lip-gloss I was busy removing with my own mouth. Make-up free, she was still hotter than any woman I’d ever laid eyes on.


  Once we were able to pull back from each other, we headed off to our destination. After making a quick pit stop to pick up the supplies I’d ordered, it didn’t take us long to get where we were going. When I was talking to my dad, I realized that what would mean something to Tessa would be taking her somewhere that she would be able to see something beautiful and take pictures. I’d chosen a lookout point high up in Malibu canyon that gave us the perfect vantage point to eat dinner and watch the sunset. I had been there before a few years ago on a photo shoot with the band, and when it came time to think about where to take Tessa on our first date, it immediately popped into my mind.


  The look of pure joy on her face made me feel like I was taking a victory lap after kicking Mike Tyson’s ass in a one round total knockout. It turns out that when it mattered, I did know how to be romantic.


  “Oh, Flynn! It’s beautiful up here. The smell of the sage and the breeze from the ocean is unbelievable.”


  Damn I was pretty fucking please with myself. This was a date that she was going to remember, and for all the right reasons.


  We spread out the blanket that I’d brought to lay our picnic dinner out on, and then I ran back to the car and collected all of the pillows that I’d brought for comfort. I laughed out loud when I imagined the look of horror my decorator would have if she saw that the comforter and pillows from one of my guestrooms were now thrown on top of the grass. Oddly enough, they looked more inviting on the grass than they ever had in my house. Go figure.


  We unpacked the rest together. I’d gotten roasted chicken, mashed potatoes, macaroni and cheese, salad, broccoli with cheese, a variety of mini cakes for dessert and a bottle of chardonnay.


  “Holy hell Flynn- how many people are you trying to feed here?”


  I had to chuckle at that because she was right. What she didn’t yet realize was that when I was hungry, I was ravenous. Right then I was starved for her, and I had no problems substituting that need with food. “Just you and me babe. Just you and me.”


  With a laugh, she gestured to the feast that was spread out before us. “Methinks that you’ve got a love of carbohydrates Mr. Rand.”


  “I am very guilty of that charge. Cheapest and easiest foods are all carbs. Before our first CD came out, we lived on potatoes, ramen noodles and bagels. You’d think we wouldn’t like all that stuff now, but it’s like it got into our blood.”


  Nodding her head at me, she smiled. “I understand completely. Those were my college apartment staples. Oh, and easy mac. Can’t forget easy mac. I’m pretty sure God made that on the seventh day and kept it a secret until the people at Kraft figured it out. There is nothing, and I mean nothing, quite like the taste of that magical powdered cheese.”


  That made me laugh because it was true, easy mac is the shit. Carbs are my default food choices, but for years I’ve had one groupie slut after another bitching at me that I needed to “refine” my palette. I’m pretty sure that if the other guys and I sat down and tried to track how many women had offered to “home cook” for us, we’d be in the thousands. Chicks always like to pretend to care about our health and well-being. What they’re really interested in is the fame and our bank accounts.


  “I agree. I’m not saying that there aren’t other amazing foods out there, but if we got nuked tomorrow, I’d survive in a bunker on ramen noodles and easy mac with a smile on my face.”


  Nodding her head in agreement Tess added, “Throw in a lifetime supply of cherry Pepsi and you’ve got yourself a bunker buddy.”


  That caused me to laugh so hard I almost choked. My biggest addiction was cherry Pepsi, but it was a closely guarded secret because the band did commercials for a competing brand. All the other guys were hooked on that brand, but I’d stayed true to my cult-like love for cherry Pepsi. As part of our contract with the brand we did commercials for, I couldn’t drink anything but their stuff in public. This meant that for the last five years, my assistants have been stocking my garage with cases of cherry Pepsi on the sly since I’m not even allowed to buy it myself.


  “Babe, cherry Pepsi is my true love. Fucking nobody knows that, so keep it on the down low. I’d be in breach of contract if that got out. I’ve got the rest of this tour to get through before I’m allowed to drink what it is that I like.”


  Smiling at me, Tess put her hand over her heart. “I promise to keep your secret safe.”


  We dug into our dinner with gusto, and I was happy to see that, just like the night before, Tess wasn’t weird about eating in front of me. One of my pet peeves about girls is the constant and ridiculous need to put on the, “I don’t eat much,” bullshit routine. If I wanted to date a rabbit, I would. When I’m breaking bread with someone, I want to see that they’re enjoying the meal.


  As we ate, Tess asked me questions about my family and Cole’s. Normally I edit a lot of what I say to people, purely because I don’t like people digging into my life for their own bullshit reasons. I knew Tessa wasn’t asking me questions so that she could sell my life story to a tabloid so I answered every question honestly and in detail. I wanted to tell her everything anyway. To my way of thinking, that was how real relationships were supposed to evolve. I noticed that she got teary eyed when I talked about my mom, and that touched me.


  “My mom was amazing. She was beautiful, smart, and so goddamn funny. She used to read me books but she’d change the words to really funny stuff. She and I lived to make each other laugh. My dad called us Laurel and Hardy. Once a month we’d have pajama day in the house. We’d all stay in our pajamas, watch movies and eat junk. Those days were the best. She tried to keep that going until the very end, even when she was too tired to stay awake for an entire movie and she couldn’t force down any food. To the bitter end she was the best mom a kid could have asked for.”


  It had been so long since I’d talked to anyone that wasn’t already ‘in the know’ about my mom, and it felt good to share that with Tess. I lay down on the blanket and settled my head on her thigh as I talked. The feeling of her running her fingers through my hair was both comforting and relaxing. It anchored me to her, and it felt so damn good.


  “She sounds amazing Flynn. I love that she was untraditional and fun. That’s totally in keeping with what your dad and your grandparents were like at dinner last night. Your father is a really great guy. Do you think he’ll ever remarry?”


  Blowing out a frustrated breath, I shook my head against her leg. “You have no idea how badly I wish that he would, but I don’t see it happening. He adored my mother, and his position on relationships is that if he doesn’t feel as passionately for someone as he did for her, there’s no point in bothering. He was solidly single for the first few years after her death, but over time, he started to date again. I’ve met a few, my grandparents have as well, but no one has ever gotten him to want to take it to the next step. It’s a shame, because my dad really is the type of man that should have had more kids. He’s amazing, and I’m not just saying that because he’s my dad. It drives me crazy that he’s fifty-one and has given up on finding love again. I hate thinking of him being alone for the rest of his life.”


  Tessa’s fingers traced my cheek as she sighed. “I think it’s beautiful that you love your dad so much that you wish he’d find someone to love. He’s not old by any stretch of the imagination, and you never know… he could still find someone. Don’t give up hope.”


  Lying there with my head in Tessa’s lap and her fingers tracing my face, I got why my dad knew so quickly whether a relationship had the possibility of going anywhere or not. I used to think that he made the decision to quick, but now I understood. When it was there, it was REALLY there. My feelings toward Tessa were coming on fast, and I knew that we were headed somewhere special; a place I’d never been. How funny that I’d thought it would take months to grow into that feeling with someone. The truth was light years away from what my expectation had been.


  Looking out at the view, I realized that the sun was getting ready to set. Sitting up, I grabbed Tessa’s hand in mine. “See that babe? That’s why I brought you here. Grab your camera and snap away. I know you’re going to love this.”


  The quick kiss that she dropped on my lips before she got her purse told me all that I needed to know. I chose well when I’d brought us here. I watched with a smile as she started taking photos. I could tell that she was completely absorbed in what she was seeing, and I was delighted to see that. The setting sun left her in silhouette in front of me, a vision of perfection that stilled my beating heart. Reaching into my pocket for my iPhone, I snapped a dozen photos of her taking pictures of the sun as it set. As I snapped my last photo, she turned to me and smiled. Her timing was perfect, and I captured the joy on her face.


  “It’s perfection Flynn! I love it!”


  She was right; it was perfection. The photo I’d gotten of her made my insides go soft, and I set it as the photo for her listing in my address book. As I finished, she called me to the edge to watch the end of the sunset. She had one of those cameras that had a flip screen so that you could see yourself for self-portraits, so she turned us so that our backs were to the sunset and put her face near mine as she snapped a few photos. Catching her off-guard, I cupped her cheek with my hand and kissed her. She managed to take a few more pictures as we kissed, and I couldn’t wait to see them. We broke apart breathing heavily as we smiled at each other like idiots. Turning back to the view, we watched the rest of the sunset together in silence; the only sound the hum of her camera as she finished taking photos.


  We packed up our gear together as we laughed that I’d had to use the flashlight app on my phone in order for us to see since I’d forgotten to bring a real flashlight with us. It took two trips to get everything into my car, and once we were packed up we headed back to my house.


  When we got home we both decided to shower since we’d spent hours outside. Although we’d been sitting on a blanket, we both felt like we wanted to freshen up. I was seriously in love with my shower, so I opted to let Tessa go first so that I could shower after her. My guest room showers were nowhere near as amazing as the shower in my bathroom, so it was worth the wait.


  It was wildly erotic to be in a space that she’d recently been naked and wet in. The air was scented with her shampoo and shower gel, the smells I’d come to associate with her. It was intimate to be showering where she had just been, and I liked it a hell of a lot.


  We’d decided that once we were finished showering, we’d cuddle in bed and watch a movie or two. My breath caught when I walked into my bedroom and found Tessa curled up on top of the comforter in a Guns n’ Roses tee shirt and a pair of white sleep shorts watching Hoarders. I’m obsessed with the damn show, and as soon as I saw that it was on, I sprinted across the room and threw myself on the bed.


  “You like Hoarders?”


  She chuckled as she nodded her agreement. “I more than like it, and it’s kind of embarrassing but I can’t stop watching! This show and How Clean is Your House on the BBC are my secret addictions.”


  This got a loud laugh out of me. “Holy shit, that’s fucking hilarious. I love those two British ladies! The filth they find in that show blows my mind. My dad and I have seen every episode. I was so bummed when it got cancelled, but that doesn’t stop me from watching the reruns like a total addict. Have you seen the one where the lady lets her birds have free reign of the house and they shit everywhere?”


  Giving a fake gag she said, “Oh my god, that one was epic. It was so nasty! I can’t believe you like that show too. No one I know has ever even heard of it. Things like Hoarders and How Clean is Your House are my type of reality TV. I have no interest in scripted dating shows or watching toddlers win plastic tiaras, but give me a pint of ice cream and a Storage Wars marathon and I’m a happy girl.”


  With an exaggerated growl, I got up and straddled her on the bed, pulling her hands over her head and holding them trapped in mine. “Keep talking baby, cause you’re turning me on big time.”


  Her beautiful flush and the quickening of her breath had my dick twitching in my cotton pajama pants. Fuck the TV; watching her was my favorite past time, hands down.


  


  


  Chapter Twenty-One


  


  The second Flynn straddled me I forgot there was a television in the room, much less that it was on. All thoughts of Hoarders were long gone. My sole focus was Flynn; hot and beautiful on top of me. He was stunning, a descendant of the Gods, and he was quickly becoming something to me that I was both excited about and terrified of at the same time.


  Wrapping my arms around his shoulders I smiled as his head came down to mine. As I was coming to expect, his kiss completely melted me. Our tongues danced in each other’s mouths, the taste of Flynn more addictive than even my favorite dessert. He had me melting underneath him, mindless and wild. The entire world faded away when his mouth was on mine, the certainty that nothing else mattered making thoughts that weren’t of him impossible and unnecessary.


  I yelped when he thrust against me, his cock hitting my aching sex in just the right spot. I was wet and getting wetter by the second, my body doing what came naturally as it made itself ready to take him inside. I knew I’d said that I wasn’t going to have sex with him but right then, I desperately wanted to.


  Pushing at his shoulders with my hands, I broke our kiss so that I could look into his eyes. My heartbeat sped up even more when I saw the look on his face. It was lust mixed with something else that I couldn’t identify, but it made me feel desired and safe to explore him. While I had him off guard, I shifted my weight and pushed him so that we rolled over. It wasn’t fair that I’d had four massive orgasms over the course of the day while I hadn’t touched him at all, and I was about to make up for that.


  He groaned when I sat up and wiggled on top of him, but his eyes told me that he wasn’t making that sound because I hurt him. Looking into his eyes, I told him, “It’s my turn to get to know your body. I want to touch you like you’ve been touching me. Will you take off your clothes?”


  His little growl made my pussy clench, while his nod of agreement made me flush from head to toe. Climbing off his lap, I stood next to the bed, holding my hand out to help him up. We stared at each other in silence as we both stripped. I devoured him with my eyes, licking my lips as I stared at his beautiful chest. Sexy doesn’t even begin to describe it.


  It was when I looked down at his erection that I gasped, my hand involuntarily flying up to cover my mouth.


  Jesus.


  Fucking.


  Christ.


  He was enormous. That first night in the hotel room when I saw his arousal through his pants I’d figured he almost double Lee’s size. My estimate had been way off; he was much, much bigger than Lee was length wise, and twice as wide. Without conscious thought, I dropped to my knees in front of him and touched him with my hand.


  “Fuck! Tess… Ahhh babe, you’re so fucking perfect.”


  I just shook my head as I traced his length from base to tip with my fingers. I was looking at true perfection, touching it with my hands. His cock was stunning, a visual banquet that made my sex weep and my heartbeat accelerate. Fisting both hands around him, I groaned when I realized that I couldn’t quite close my fist because he was too big. Both hands didn’t encompass his length either, because there were two or three inches that were still uncovered.


  I’d never wanted to touch or explore a cock before, but with Flynn, I needed to. Leaning forward, I licked the tip with my tongue. I heard his moan from above me, but I was too enchanted by his cock to look up. He wasn’t saying a word, but his cock was all but begging me to suck it and I wasn’t about to let it down. Scooting forward, I wrapped my lips around the head and started licking and kissing the tip.


  When I sucked the tip into my mouth, I heard Flynn’s growl and it made my nipples throb painfully as my sex clenched. “Baby, we need to get on the bed. That hot mouth of yours is making me crazy and my fuckin’ legs are about to buckle.”


  Before I had time to think he was lifting me in his arms and setting me on the bed. Climbing on, he looked at me as he traced my face with his fingers. “Where do you want me babe?”


  Smiling at him, I patted the bed and said, “On your stomach. Lay down.”


  I loved that he did what I asked him to do without any kind of argument. The few times I’d tried to do any exploration with Lee, he’d told me I was annoying because I didn’t “know what the fuck I was doing.”


  Flynn didn’t seem to be having any issues with my skill level. If anything, he looked like he was as desperate for me to touch his body, as I was to do so. My mouth watered looking at his naked form. There wasn’t an inch of his body that I didn’t want to explore. I decided to start at the bottom and work my way up from there.


  I gently ran my nails over the bottoms of his feet, smiling when I heard his sexy growl. I massaged and kissed my way up his legs, stopping when I got to his delectable ass. I’d never been much for a man’s ass, but Flynn’s ass deserved its very own Facebook page. I traced it with my fingers before I leaned in and started to kiss and lick my way around his beautiful cheeks. After I’d finished exploring there, I placed a kiss at the base of his spine before tickling it with my tongue. His entire body shivered beneath me, and I did it again and again as he shifted and ground into the bed each time I did it.


  “Oh fuck… Tess!”


  Yep, I’d found one of his sweet spots, which was good to know for future reference.


  I kissed my way up the rest of his back, stopping at the back of his neck to scratch him gently with my fingers before giving him a few gentle love bites.


  “I’m finished back here, so it’s time for you to turn over.”


  His face was a mask of pure pleasure as he complied, and I gave myself an inner high-five that I was turning him on.


  Once again, I started at the bottom and worked my way up. He cried out when I licked his inner thighs, and I watched in wonder when his cock leaked pre-cum when I scratched my fingers gently over his stomach.


  Fisting the base, I began licking his cock. I found that he went especially wild when my tongue traced the vein that ran along the underside of his shaft or when I tongued the tip. Opening wide, I started to take him into his mouth for a proper blowjob. He was taut as a bowstring below me and his breathing was harsh as I began to suck him. As I sucked, I worked the bottom of his shaft with my fist. I gloried when he fisted his hands in my hair and groaned. It was such a turn on to know that he was enjoying it. I’d never thought the sound of giving someone a blowjob would be arousing, but I was discovering that it was making me unbelievably hot. My sex was on fire, and every slurp and suck I made as I worked his shaft made me wetter.


  Catching me by surprise, he sat up and flipped me onto my back before getting on top of me. “Babe, I’d fucking love to come in your mouth, but tonight I want us to come together. Not going to go inside babe, but I am going to ride your clit.”


  I whimpered then cried out when he put his cock on top of my ridiculously drenched sex and started sliding back and forth. Holding onto his biceps, I stared into is eyes as he thrust back and forth. There was something about him being on top of me that was making my heart flutter in my chest funny, but right then I was too far-gone to focus on it. Pulling him to me, I wrapped my arms around his shoulders and began kissing the hell out of him as I held on for dear life while he thrust back and forth. It felt amazing, but I wanted him inside of me more than I’d ever wanted anything else in my life.


  Pulling away from his mouth I yelled, “Oh, God, Flynn! Fuck me! I need you inside.”


  I almost died when he shook his head in the negative. “No sweetness. I promised, and I’m not letting you down. Wanna be deep in this pussy babe, filling you with so much come that you can’t keep it all inside, but tonight isn’t the night.”


  I shivered and cried beneath him, desperate to come but needing something more than just the friction against my clit. “Please! Oh Flynn, please, please, please. Put. It. In. I’m begging! I need… I can’t… PLEASE! Fuck me!”


  He growled as he captured my mouth with his again, but he didn’t fuck me. Instead, he thrust two fingers inside me and fucked me with them instead of his cock. He moved his fingers in time to his thrusts against my clit. It felt so good, my pussy clenching around his fingers as he slammed them in and out at a breakneck speed. Within seconds, I was screaming as my body hit orgasm at a million miles an hour. One orgasm led right into another when he pulled his fingers out and then pushed back in with three fingers, harder and tighter than before.


  “God! Fuck Tess… Such a tight little cunt. Grip my fingers babe and come again. You feel fucking amazing.”


  My keening wail as I came again was met with a yell of Flynn’s as his cock erupted on my clit, the force and the heat of his orgasm causing me to tremble and shake beneath him as his fingers continued to fuck me until my own came to an end.


  Rolling over, Flynn pulled me on top of him and rubbed my back as I came back to earth. His heart thundered under my head, his body slick with sweat. As I regained some semblance of reality, I realized that I was also drenched with sweat. I’d never gotten sweaty during any kind of sexual encounter before, but with Flynn, it seemed natural. The combined scent of the two of us together was beautifully erotic and comforting all at the same time.


  Clasping my hands together on his chest, I settled my chin on them and looked up at him. He smiled down at me, his look one of adoration.


  Smiling tentatively at him I said, “I wanted you to take me, Flynn. I would never have been angry or held it against you if you’d complied. I hope that isn’t what held you back.”


  Pulling me further up his chest, he kissed me before settling me into the nook at his side and wrapping his arms around me.


  “I know you wanted me to, and don’t think for one second that every fiber of my being didn’t want to join with you completely right then too. I wanted to babe, but I need to be the man that is worthy of you more. You need to know that I will always stay true to the promises I give you.”


  I didn’t know what to say to that. I was completely done in, overwhelmed, and touched in a way that I never had been before. The silence stretched for a moment as I tried to form words. Kissing his neck, I snuggled in closer to his side. “I already know that you’re more than worthy.”


  Rubbing my shoulders he said, “That means everything to me sweetness.”


  Disentangling himself from me, he stood from the bed. My heart dropped to my feet as I wondered if he was about to leave or get weird. Instead, he went to the bathroom and got a warm washcloth to clean me off with. I knew that with anyone else, I’d have felt really uncomfortable about that level of intimacy, but with him, it felt really lovely.


  Climbing back into the bed, he got us under the covers and then pulled me against him to snuggle. I’m pretty sure I was asleep before he’d finished wrapping his arms around me.


  


  


  Chapter Twenty-Two


  


  The next morning we woke up late. At my request, we showered together. I lovingly washed every beautiful inch of her, and she returned the favor by washing me as well. When she finished with me, I sat her on the bench and dropped to my knees so that I could make her come with my lips and my tongue while I jerked myself off. As I came, she bent over and rubbed the tip of my cock to gather my cream. I watched in awe as she lifted her fingers and sucked them into her mouth, my only response a tortured groan. Leaning forward I dropped my head into her lap and tried to get myself under control as she gently scratched my back. She was ruining me for anyone but her, and she didn’t even realize it.


  I could feel it as it happened, and I knew I’d never be the same. She was wrapping herself around my mind and heart, working her way into a spot in my soul that I was coming to understand was there just for her.


  Tessa was blissed out after the shower, but I was an uptight mess. The clock was winding down on our time together, and a glance at it showed that I needed to have her to the airport in less than three hours. Did it fucking figure that I finally found an amazing girl and now three thousand miles were going to separate us? There was no fucking way that I was staying away from her for four weeks, but we were going to miss a lot of time together no matter what I did.


  Once we were both dressed I took her to brunch at a local hole in the wall that I ate at all the time. I’d considered taking her to my dad’s for lunch omelets, but I didn’t feel like sharing her, which was another first for me. Normally I didn’t give a shit who was around, and I generally liked people to distract the girls I was with so that they wouldn’t cling. With Tessa, I wanted to be off the grid so I threw my cell phone in my glove compartment because I didn’t want anything to disturb us. We had a great meal together and as I was coming to expect, the conversation flowed perfectly.


  All too quickly, brunch was over and it was time to take her back to the Mondrian to get the rest of her luggage. The drive to LAX passed by in the blink of an eye, and the next thing I knew, I was dropping her at the curb. Gone are the days when you can take your friend to the gate and hang out until their plane is ready to depart. Now, you drop and run. Suddenly, I deeply hated that shit. Why the fuck couldn’t I linger with her?


  Throwing on my LA Kings hat and a pair of sunglasses, my handy ‘don’t notice me’ disguise, I got out of the car and took her luggage out.


  After I tipped the valet for getting her bags onto his cart, I pulled her into my arms for a kiss. Time stood still as we devoured each other, our kiss fierce and desperate. Clearly, neither of us wanted to separate from the other. I was so keyed up that I almost punched the valet in the face when he discreetly coughed to break us apart.


  “I’m sorry sir, but they are going to ticket you if you don’t move your car. This area is for drop off only. You can’t dilly-dally.”


  Letting out an aggravated sigh, I stepped back. Keeping my eyes on hers, I smiled as I rubbed her lips with my thumb.


  “Call me when you get home. I’m going to miss you like fucking crazy.”


  Smiling shyly at me, she ran her fingers over my cheek. “I’ll miss you too. I’ll call as soon as I get home.”


  With one last quick kiss, she was gone. My heart hurt as I watched her walking away, a sight that I didn’t enjoy in the least. I was brought out of my reverie when a cop pulled up behind my car and honked. With a shake of my head, I got into my car and left.


  At the first red light, I checked my phone to find that I had four messages. The first one was from my manager, while the last three were from my dad. He didn’t sound like himself at all. Not upset, exactly, but completely shattered. All each of his messages said was that he needed to talk to me right away, and preferably in person. I panicked as I imagined the worst. What if he was sick, or if one of my grandparents was hurt? My palms started to sweat as broke damn near every law of responsible driving to get to my dad’s house as quickly as humanly possible.


  The sight of his Mercedes in the driveway calmed me down a bit, but I was still a nervous wreck.


  I was out of my car the second I had it in park, running into the house at top speed.


  “Dad? Dad! Where are you?”


  My steps came to an abrupt halt when I found him in the living room. He was sitting on the couch with his elbows propped on his knees, his head held in his hands. I’d not seen my dad so undone since my mother died, and it scared the piss out of me. My heart was beating so loud that I’m surprised the room wasn’t shaking with the vibration.


  “Shit, dad, what’s wrong?”


  He jerked his head up, surprised to see me standing over him. That scared me even more than how dejected he seemed, because I’d made a lot of noise coming into the house. Whatever he needed to tell me, it was serious. My mind was operating at warp speed as I tried to prepare myself for what was coming. I didn’t know what I’d do if he told me he was sick, or if something was wrong with my grandparents.


  “Oh Flynn… I’m so goddamn sorry.”


  “Dad, you’re literally scaring me to death. What the hell is going on?”


  Shaking his head and wiping his eyes, my dad gestured to the spot on the couch next to him. “You need to sit down son. I need to tell you something.”


  I dropped onto the sofa like it was the electric chair. He was scaring the bejesus out of me.


  “Dad, are you sick? Gram and Pop, are they okay?”


  Grabbing my hand, he squeezed. “We’re all fine, everyone is healthy. I’m sorry- I should have said that in my message. That’s not what this is about.”


  That calmed me down, but not as much as it needed to. Serious health issues not withstanding, something was still upsetting my dad, and I needed to know what that was.


  “I need you to listen to me son, and don’t ask questions until I’m finished. If you’re angry, you can yell at me then. Just let me get this out.”


  Well, that didn’t sound encouraging. I nodded my agreement, even as I wondered why my dad would think I could ever be angry with him.


  “It was agony to watch the love of my life die, and I don’t think there was anything anyone else could have done or said to help me prepare for what that did to me inside. Every day for two years, I watched Rachel get weaker, watched the cancer eat away at her body. Do you remember that there were times we couldn’t share a bathroom with her or really touch her much because of the chemo? That was a bitter pill to swallow. I lived to touch that woman, and then that was taken away. I saw the end coming for her and I knew nothing we did was going to make any difference. I live with that guilt every day- wondering if I’d been able to appear stoic if she would have stopped letting them dose her with things that were killing her from the inside out. We left no stone unturned and no treatment avenue was unexplored. I would have thrown myself in front of a truck to save her, given up my own life in return for hers, but cancer didn’t care about that. It took her anyway, and it left me behind to live a life without the woman I loved more than life itself. Part of my heart went down into that grave with her. If it hadn’t been for you, I’d have done something drastic so that I could be with her again. The fact that you were a living reminder of our love kept me alive. If I’d been a better man, that would have been enough. Instead, I went off the fucking rails.”


  I had no idea where he was going with all of this, but he was really freaking me out. As a rule, my dad didn’t really curse in front of me, especially not the F word. That alone meant that he was really upset.


  “I basically left you with Gram and Pop for about three months. I was drowning Flynn, and I swear to God, I regret that every day of my life. I let my wife down by being a shit father to the only part of her I had left. I should have been thanking God that at least I had a piece of her to look at forever, but instead I focused on what I didn’t have. I was crazy angry, bitter, and drunk. Luckily for all of us, Gram sat me down and gave me the business. Pop also gave it to me with both barrels. By the time they were finished with me, I had no delusions about what a pathetic waste I was becoming, or about how heartbroken your mother would be about how much I was letting you down. They scared me straight, and our lives benefited greatly from that. I’ve spent the years since trying my hardest to make up for that lapse in my sanity, and until today, I thought it wasn’t something we were ever going to need to discuss.”


  Taking a deep breath, he plowed on. “John brought a woman here to talk to me this morning. She’s the sister of a woman that I hooked up with after your mother died. What happened back then was nothing meaningful at all- just a sexual relationship. It went hand in hand with the drinking. I just was so fucking desperate to be touched again, to feel anything that wasn’t agony. Today I found out that my shit judgment led to that woman getting pregnant. She had twins, Flynn. I’ve got two daughters who are almost twenty-three. Or, I think I do. The woman, her name was Connie, was loose. She’s dead now, and so is the man that they thought was their father. The woman that John brought here today, Sandra, has raised the girls for the last twelve years. Sandra has requested a paternity test before we take this any further, but she also said that the girls have my eyes and that she’s pretty damn sure that they’re mine.”


  Well, fuck me running, sideways. I could have sisters? I couldn’t tell if my dad was happy about that or not, but what I did know was that I wasn’t mad at him in the slightest. He was staring at me now, so I knew that he wanted to know my reaction.


  “Dad, I’m not mad at you, that’s ridiculous. Right now I’m trying to figure out how John got involved, and how you’re feeling about all this? If they’re yours, do you want to meet them?”


  He looked so upset, and I wondered what was bothering him about that. My dad loved being a father, and I couldn’t believe that having two more children would be any kind of a burden to him.


  Taking a deep breath he asked, “Would it be okay with you if I wanted to meet them?”


  Christ on a crutch, he thought I would be pissed if he wanted to meet them! He couldn’t be more wrong. “Jesus! Dad, of course it would be okay. You’re acting like you just told me you were in jail for murder. You’re my father and I love you. I know better than most about using sex and alcohol as numbing agents. Personally, if they are yours, I’d like to meet them. The call is ultimately yours, but that’s how I feel.”


  Before I even had that sentence finished, my dad had his arms around me tight. “I love you so much, son. I can’t tell you how relieved I am that you’re okay with all of this. I was scared that I was going to lose you, too.”


  He meant lose me like he had lost my mother, only emotionally instead of physically, and the knowledge that he had been scared of that gutted me. Hugging him hard, I told him how I felt. “Dad, you’re tops in my book, no matter what. You’re the best dad in the world and you’re never going to lose me, ever. I love you dad.”


  The two of us spent the next few minutes hugging it out and getting our shit together. I’m not ashamed to say that a few tears were shed, but being the men that we are, we kept it to a dull roar.


  When we finished our male bonding, dad explained the rest of the story to me. The aunt of the girls that were likely my father’s daughters was the VP of Hart International, the firm that had built my manager’s house, hence John bringing Sandra to my dad’s house. Apparently, the whole sordid tale about my dad and the woman- who had turned out to be married- had come out just a few days ago because someone was threatening to blackmail the Hart family with the information. My dad was most upset that the blackmailers were threatening to release a video of him having sex with the twin’s mother. He feared that it would hurt me, because that’s what the blackmailers were relying on. The truth was that I didn’t care about the tape as it related to my career; I only cared about my dad.


  “I’m going to give my DNA tomorrow for the paternity test. Will you come with me?”


  “Dad, of course I’ll come with you. In fact, let’s hang out tonight. I’ll spend the night and we can leave from here in the morning.”


  The look of relief on his face told me that he needed that, and that made me feel better.


  


  Chapter Twenty-Three


  


  My flight home sucked. I felt like I was leaving a part of me behind in LA, and I wanted to kick my own ass for thinking that way. I didn’t like being melancholy and I never wanted to be that annoying girl who listened to sappy love songs and bemoaned being separated from her man. Besides, I wasn’t even sure Flynn was my man. We’d only know each other for a matter of days. From that standpoint, I knew that being apart was the right thing to do. We needed to be apart to figure out if how we felt when we were together was real.


  By the time I’d gathered my luggage from the carousel, I had myself pretty well under control. I tried to call Flynn but got no answer, so I decided to try him later. Jess was at the curb waiting for me, and I hopped in with a smile. It was good to be back with my bestie, and I couldn’t wait to share everything that had happened to me over the last few days with her.


  After picking up hoagies from our local Wawa, we headed back to our apartment. Jess went to the bathroom and I quickly texted Flynn.


  Me: I’m home, safe and sound.


  Flynn: Good. I miss you so much baby. Call you soon.


  I felt like a total idiot for being sad that he wasn’t going to call me immediately.


  Me: Okay, talk to you then.


  He didn’t respond to that text, and I was left feeling uncertain. In the few days that I’d spent with him, Flynn had been downright chatty. Suddenly he was going radio silent on me, and I couldn’t help but think that it was a classic case of ‘out of sight, out of mind’. Apparently I’d been fascinating to him while I was nearby, but the three thousand mile distance had clearly dampened his enthusiasm.


  Jess came bounding back into the room with a huge smile, throwing herself down on the sofa with a giggle. “Alright, tell me everything! What was it like hanging out with rock n’ rolls gods? Did you love it there? What was Flynn like in person? Did you want to do him?”


  I’d come home so excited to tell her about everything, but now I felt like a groupie loser. Instead of telling her the truth, I downplayed the whole thing. “Flynn was nice. The entire band was nice. Very down to earth. I learned all about my tour responsibilities and I’m so excited about the whole thing. Of course I loved it in LA, can’t wait to get you out there Jess. You’re going to love it.”


  After swallowing her mouthful of food, Jess frowned at me. “That’s it? He was nice? Six years ago, he eye fucked you for almost three straight hours and now he was just nice? What a letdown!”


  I smiled to cover the pain in my heart, looking down at my hoagie in the hopes that she wouldn’t see any traces of how I really felt in my eyes.


  “It wasn’t a letdown Jess. They were all great and I’m very excited about this tour. The highlight was all the great people that I met who will be working on the tour too. Some of them were crazy hot. You would have been in heaven!”


  One of Jess’s favorite past-times was talking about hot guys, and my diversion tactic worked. She spent twenty minutes grilling me about all the guys that I’d met, and she didn’t ask about Flynn again for the rest of the night.


  After we ate, I headed to my room to unpack and go to bed. I also decided to torture myself and transfer all of the photos I had taken during my trip onto my computer. There were hundreds of photos to go through, but the ones that I pulled out and made a special file for were from my time with Flynn. The picture that I’d taken of us kissing on that bluff in Malibu was so beautiful that it made my heart hurt.


  I spent an hour cropping and touching up the photos that I’d taken of Flynn and his family the night of our dinner. The photos that his Gram had taken of the two of us together were painful to look at. It felt like that had happened eons ago instead of just days. Once I was finished editing, I put them all in a zip file and sent them on to his Gram, along with a friendly email telling her that I would see her the night of the first show on the tour next month.


  After that, I curled up in my bed and spent the next four hours struggling to get myself to sleep. I missed being in Flynn’s arms, missed the feeling of security that I felt when I was with him. Eventually I fell asleep, but it wasn’t restful.


  The days after I got home blended together, one after another, without another word from Flynn. I tried to look on the bright side as I steeled my resolve and did what I had to do to move on. For those few days in LA with him, I’d lived the dream. That was something, right?


  I channeled my sadness, and later my anger, into fortifying myself for the tour. It would be uncomfortable to see him day in and day out for four months, but I needed to stay level headed and professional so that my career didn’t suffer. There was no other alternative.


  Once again, I’d learned the hard way that my taste in men was ridiculously bad. I’d started to let down my walls with Flynn, had secretly begun to believe in the fairytale. The way I felt now was a solid reminder that shit like that didn’t exist.


  Flynn had talked a good game, but his actions spoke louder than his words. He had the attention span of a toddler and once I was out of sight, I was also out of mind. He’d clearly moved on to the next girl, and I bet this one put out without any weird sexual issues getting in the way.


  On the sixth day of my post fairytale existence, Flynn got around to texting me.


  Flynn: Hi sweetness. I’m missing you terribly, wishing you were here or I was there.


  I didn’t text him back. He sent three more texts over the next four hours.


  Flynn: I miss you. Call me when you get this.


  Flynn: You really need to keep your phone on you babe. Text me.


  Flynn: Tess, where are you? I miss you like crazy.


  I didn’t know what he expected me to say or how he thought I was going to proceed. He’d completely ignored me for days, and I wasn’t up for pretending that didn’t hurt. I was trying to decide what to do when Jess burst through my door with her iPad in hand.


  “Holy shit Tess, did you see TMZ today?”


  I hadn’t but that wasn’t a surprise. I was struggling to remember to check my email, much less having the wherewithal to surf the web for gossip.


  Waving her iPad in front of me, she gestured to the screen. The pain I felt when Flynn didn’t text was nothing, absolutely nothing, compared to how I felt when I saw the picture that was on the screen. In the photo, Flynn was standing at an outdoor café with his father, his grandparents, some tall blonde guy and a beautiful blonde haired girl. Everyone was laughing and Flynn had his hand on the girl’s stomach. He was beaming into the girls face, and it was clear that he was thrilled. The headline above the photo read: RENEGADE DAD!


  Holy. Fucking. Shit.


  Flynn was having a baby.


  I’m not sure how I got Jess out of my room, but I managed to do it without raising her ‘something is wrong’ alarm. That was surprising considering that something was really, really wrong.


  As I sat there trying to process everything, I heard my text alert.


  Flynn: I really need to talk to you Tess. I have news I want to share.


  I was furious and disgusted. Why had he gotten involved with me at all if he already had a girlfriend? What was his family playing at that night at dinner? They’d acted like they were so happy to meet me, but the photo on TMZ very clearly showed that they genuinely loved the girl that Flynn had gotten pregnant. Gram was getting her wish for a great-grandchild, and it tore my heart in two.


  Grabbing the phone, I sent him a quick text back in the hopes that it would shut him down.


  Me: I’m too busy to talk. I heard your news, no need to let me down easy. It’s no big deal. Congrats on your baby! See you when the tour starts.


  After that, I turned my phone off and then I called my cell phone carrier and had my phone number changed entirely. I didn’t want to hear from Flynn anymore, ever. I’d work the tour and then I’d forget he existed.


  I spent the rest of the night pretending to read a book, and as soon as it was an acceptable time to go to bed, I bid Jess goodnight and went to sleep. I was too depressed to stay awake and pretend that I wasn’t depressed that I’d fallen for Flynn’s bullshit.


  By the next morning, I was starting to feel like I could breathe without feeling like there was a razor blade in my throat. Jess and I were in the kitchen drinking coffee when there was a pounding at the door. Jess, much perkier than I in my current state, jumped up and ran to open the door. Her gasp when she looked through the viewer and saw who was at the door was my first clue. My next was the sound of his voice when she opened the door.


  “Please tell me Tessa’s here.”


  Fuck me, and fuck my life. He flew all the way out here to talk to me. The hits just kept coming.


  Jess let him in, her eyes wide as she stared at him. My eyes met his and as usual, the connection was right there. Even knowing he was having a baby with another girl, I still felt for him what I’d never felt for anyone else. We stood there staring at each other in silence for a minute and I couldn’t look away.


  Finally, Jess’s strangled inhalation pulled my attention from Flynn. Meeting her gaze, I realized that she knew something was going on. There was no way for her not to know, not now that she was in the same room with us. Her eyes told me she had questions and that I would be answering them. With a sad shake of her head, she left the room.


  Turning back to Flynn, I gasped when he came and pulled me into his arms. It killed me being up against his body like that, touching him and inhaling his scent. I started to pull back, but he didn’t let me go. He held me tighter, forcing me to look up at him. “Babe, it’s not what you think. That girl in the pictures on TMZ is my sister.”


  Did he think I was new here? I’d just spent the better part of a week with him, talking about our lives. I knew for a fact that he didn’t have a sister. This was, hands down, the most pathetic excuse for douchebag behavior that I’d ever heard.


  Shaking my head in disgust, I pushed against his chest.


  “Jesus Flynn, on top of everything else, you’re a liar. Let me go!”


  Holding me tighter, he looked me dead in the eye. “I swear on my father’s life Tess, that girl is my sister. We just found out this week that my dad fathered twins almost twenty-three years ago. I’ve got twin sisters. I’m sorry I didn’t text baby, so sorry. My dad has been a fucking wreck and I’ve been staying at his house. There were DNA tests, we needed to meet the girls, my grandparents had to be told, and then they had to meet them. Needless to say, it’s been a dramatic couple of days.”


  I wanted to believe him, wanted it to be true, but I was terrified. I froze in his arms like a statue.


  “Sweetness, I fucked up. I. Fucked. Up. I should have called and explained this before. Shits been out of control and I’m guilty of putting everyone else but you and me first. I needed my dad to be okay, needed to deal with what was going on. I never stopped thinking about you, not for one minute. I missed you like crazy babe. Wanted you with me in the worst way. When you texted me back last night and then changed your fucking number, I hauled ass to get to you. Don’t throw us away Tess, I’m begging you.”


  I believed him, I did, but I was also scared shitless. The past week had cut me to the quick emotionally, and it hurt like hell. That was how I felt after being wrapped in him for less than a week. How much worse would it be to open myself up completely for however long this lasted? To me, it felt as though it would be emotional Russian roulette. I couldn’t put myself in that position.


  


  


  Chapter Twenty-Four


  


  It felt like my heart was in a fucking vise. How fucking dumb was I to let the drama of the last week stop me from keeping in touch with Tessa? The distance had made me miserable, and the effect of it on her made me feel like the biggest asshole on the planet. Her uncertainty about our future was written all over her face.


  Pulling her to me, I cupped her face in my hands. “I’m not above begging Tess, at least not where you’re concerned. So here I am, begging you, not to walk away from us. Give me another chance to prove to you that we’re worth it and I promise you, I won’t fuck it up. You’ve got me in the palm of your hands baby. Don’t throw me away.”


  Closing her eyes, she shook her head and let out a sad sigh before speaking. “You hurt me Flynn. I’m not jaded or experienced enough to deal with your lifestyle. I feel like a total moron standing here admitting that to you, but I’m not sugarcoating it, so there it is. You need someone to accept that you’re a free agent, someone who can be accessible on command at your whim and who will understand when you don’t make any attempt at contact. I’m not that girl and I never will be. To be perfectly blunt, I wouldn’t want to be, either. That’s a recipe for a bullshit relationship and I want no parts of it. You and I aren’t on the same page. Clearly there’s an attraction between us, but that doesn’t mean it needs to be explored. Chemistry isn’t always enough to overcome the obstacles between two people. I’m thankful to you for showing me that I could enjoy being sexual, and I will always cherish that. But the fact is, we don’t go together and we never will. On a positive note, I’m glad that this was all figured out before this went any further. We’re letting whatever this was go now, no hard feelings.”


  Letting her go, I started to pace as I fumed and tried to collect my thoughts. I couldn’t fucking believe the bullshit she was slinging at me, and I didn’t hold back when I responded.


  “Fuck that. Fuck every ridiculous thing you just said. How about instead of building that fucking wall of yours, you let me in? When have I ever given you the impression that I wanted you to be my beck and call girl? NEVER! I’ve told you time and again that what’s between us is very fucking real to me. I’ve shown you in every way that I can that I want to go all the way with this. I fucked up over the last week and I admit that, but that wasn’t because I didn’t value you, or because I thought I was a free agent. I’ve had serious family shit going on that came into my life like a fucking atomic bomb and I’ve been dealing with the fallout. I don’t see myself as free baby, because I’ve already jumped in, feet first, to what you and I have. You are the one in this relationship that’s sitting on the side of the pool clinging to a deflated life vest. The irony of the fact that you think that I don’t take what’s between us seriously but you are the one that’s taking the first available out isn’t lost on me. You changed your fucking phone number in a rage and my response to that was to get my ass on a plane to talk to you in person. I really don’t know how the fuck else you want me to demonstrate to you that I’m in this, but what I do know is that I’m not quitting on us, and neither are you.”


  When I stopped pacing, she was standing right where I’d left her. Her lower lip was quivering and I could see that she was struggling, so I went to her and pulled her into my arms. “Baby, we’re going to be fine. Give us a chance.”


  Shaking her head, she pushed me back. “I can’t.”


  Putting my hands on her shoulders I said, “It’s not that you can’t Tess, it’s that you won’t. Give me one good reason why you’re turning your back on something this fucking powerful?”


  Glaring at me, she tried to wiggle away from my hold. “I don’t have to have a reason. It’s enough that I’m saying that I can’t. I don’t want this.”


  I’d never wanted to put a girl over my knee before, but suddenly the idea of spanking the shit out of her stubborn ass held tremendous appeal.


  “Bullshit,” I roared. “Give me the real reason why you’re taking the nuclear option instead of giving us a chance!”


  Stomping on my foot, she pushed away as she yelled, “Because I’m fucking terrified of you!”


  Before I could respond to that, her roommate’s bedroom door flew open and she came running into the living room. Glaring at me, she grabbed Tess. “Tessa, do I need to call the police because this asshole scaring you?”


  This day just kept getting fucking better. Now her friend was going to think I was some creeper asshole who was trying to force myself on Tessa. Beautiful.


  Stepping away from the roommate, Tessa waved her hands in the negative. “No! God, no, Jess. What I just said had nothing to do with me being physically afraid of him. He would never, ever lay a hand on me. I’m sorry I scared you. Flynn and I will finish this discussion in my room.”


  Gesturing toward the hallway, Tessa motioned for me to follow her. Giving the roommate and apologetic look, I went and followed Tess to the bedroom.


  After closing the door behind me, she sat on the bed. I didn’t wait for an invitation to join her before I sat right down next to her. “Babe, what the fuck do you mean you’re terrified of me?”


  Running her hands through her hair, she looked away before she blurted out her answer. “I’m terrified of the way you make me feel. It’s been no time at all, Flynn, and I shouldn’t have cared as much as I did that you didn’t call. You make me feel things that I have no defenses for, and I know that if I let you in I’ll only get more attached.”


  Finally, we were getting somewhere real.


  “Sweetness, you aren’t alone here. It’s scary shit, what’s happening between us, and the reason it’s scary is because it’s for fucking real. You’re scared for your reasons and I’m scared because you’re pushing me away like it’s your goddamn job and I can’t lose you. Neither of us would be scared if we didn’t know that what’s happening between us is huge. Tell me what you need to do to make you feel more confident about this.”


  Sighing, she looked me in the eye and asked, “If I agree to this, what are we? Are we fuck-buddies? Are we exclusive? Will you tell people that we’re dating, or is dating to exclusive for you?”


  There wasn’t even a question about it anymore. Sometime soon, she was getting spanked for torturing me.


  “I swear to Christ babe, if you ever even hint to me again that what we are is fuck-buddies I’m going to put you over my knee, no matter where we are. First, we haven’t fucked. Second, we won’t be just fucking when we finally do go all the way. So sorry if you had your heart set on it, but my answer is no to fuck-buddies baby. We also aren’t just going to be dating. This is more than that. You want to know how far into relationship territory I’m willing to go? Let’s review my actions today and see if you can figure it out. I got on the first available flight out of LA after you changed your phone number and I realized that I was losing you. I was randomly selected for a body-scan and carry on search, I flew coach on a packed flight and I had a three-hour layover. I could have waited six hours to get on a flight that went straight through and had first class available, but I didn’t take that option because getting to you as quickly as humanly possible was the only thing I cared about. I was stuck on two different flights in aisle seats, which means I spent seven hours being slammed into by people walking in the aisles. When I got into the Chicago airport, I got recognized and chased because I didn’t have any security. I’m pretty fucking far into relationship territory with you babe, but to give it to you in no uncertain terms I’ll lay it out like this. From this second on, you’re my girlfriend and I’m your boyfriend. Yes, we’re fucking exclusive. If some asshole touches you, I’ll break his hands. And finally, fuck yes we’re telling people. Does that answer your questions?”


  Her mouth had opened in shock about a third of the way into my speech, and she continued to stare at me wide-eyed for a moment before collecting herself enough to speak. I was as patient as I’ve ever been as I waited for her response. At that point, my only hope was that I’d gotten it through that stubborn head of hers that I was with her all the way.


  “Flynn, don’t you think it’s too early for us to take that jump to being girlfriend and boyfriend? Dating is one thing, but…”


  My hand covered her mouth before she could say something else ridiculous.


  “Tess, babe, you’re talking bullshit. Too soon? You either feel it or you don’t. I feel it, or I wouldn’t be standing here right now. You feel it too you stubborn ass, or you wouldn’t have been as upset as you were. Answer this question. When you were with boyfriends in the past, at any point in time in the relationship did you feel like this?”


  Her answer was immediate and it put my mind at ease.


  “No. My stubborn ass,” she paused and smirked at me, “never felt anything like this.”


  That told me in no uncertain terms that we were on the same page.


  “I’ve never felt like this either. Nothing’s even gotten near it. I want us official. From here on out, I’m your man baby. And there’s no doubt that you’re my girl. Do you feel me?”


  I got my answer when she reached out and cupped my cheek with her hand and smiled at me. “I surrender.”


  Pulling her onto my lap so that she was straddling me, I smiled at her. “Good girl. Now give your boyfriend a kiss. He’s missed you something awful.”


  


  


  Chapter Twenty-Five


  


  I was still scared, but everything that Flynn said had broken through my barriers. The fact was that his point of view not only made sense; it also went a long way toward making me feel more comfortable with him. I wasn’t feeling things toward him that weren’t being reciprocated and that was huge. What scared me now was the certainty that I was going to have to make a conscious effort to keep from building any more walls.


  Being in Flynn’s lap again was both a relief and a torture. I wanted him so much that it literally hurt. The ache in my core had never been so pronounced or so extreme. Sliding my fingers through his hair, I rubbed against him in the most provocative of ways. When he growled low in his throat, my arousal drenched my panties.


  I couldn’t hold off another moment, so I didn’t. Dropping my lips to his, I sucked his lower lip into my mouth as I ground myself against his erection. A shiver went through me when he grabbed my ass in his hands and started rubbing me back and forth against him as his tongue slid into my mouth. This was no sweet lovers kiss. It was fiery and carnal, sexual to the extreme. He fucked me with his tongue and I took it and gave it right back.


  We kissed like that for an eternity as he worked me back and forth on top of him. I was on the razors edge, seconds away from exploding from the inside out and he knew it. Breaking our kiss, he looked into my eyes as he started to speak.


  “Fuck… babe. Your pussy is on fire. I can feel your heat through our clothes and it’s making me wild. If your roommate weren’t out there right now I’d have my cock out and buried balls deep in your beautiful cunt. I wouldn’t stop fucking you until I was positive that you’d still be able to feel me in you days from now.”


  An involuntary whimper erupted from my throat at his words. “I don’t care about her being out there. I just want you. I need you so much that it hurts.”


  Shivering, he shook his head. “I’m not making love to you for the first time worried about what your roommate can hear. I’m going to let you come right now, but then we’re going to go find a suite at a hotel for us so that we can explore each other. You’re going to get me tonight babe, every fucking inch, and I’m going to fuck you incredibly hard. Please fucking tell me you’re on the pill babe. I’ve never had sex without a condom and I’ve got the results of my tour physical in my luggage. I’m clean and I need to fill you with come.”


  The entire time he was talking, he continued sliding me back and forth. Burying my face in his neck I bit down hard as I came. Rather than taking the edge off, my orgasm made me ache for him more.


  “I hear you Flynn,” I moaned, “but I’m not going to be able to walk if you don’t fuck me now. I need you deep. I can’t even explain it… but I need it so bad I feel like I’m going to lose it. Please… baby… I need you. I’ll be quiet, but I want you here, in my bed. Give me that memory. Fill me with your come, I want it.”


  His groan and the look in his eyes told me I’d won.


  “Take your clothes off, put your TV on and turn up the volume so that there’s some background noise. Whatever happens here, you can’t scream.”


  I hit the button on my remote to turn on the TV as I was pulling my shirt over my head. I had my bra, yoga pants and panties off in less than sixty seconds, but I had nothing on Flynn. When I turned around he was hot, hard, naked and laying in my bed.


  His hot gaze devoured me as I approached the bed. As soon as I was within touching distance he tugged me onto the bed.


  “You’re so fucking wet I can see it on your thighs. You have no idea what you do to me Tess.”


  I was so desperate for him that I felt out of control. Fisting his erection, I glided my hand up and down as I met his eyes. “I need you Flynn, and I can’t wait.”


  He growled as he shifted us so that I was underneath him on the bed. Taking his cock in hand, he started to tease my clit.


  “Is this what you want Tess? You want me to slide inside of you and make you come until you can’t see straight? Make no mistake about it, that’s what’s going to happen. So it’s your call now, baby. Do you need foreplay or are you ready to be fucked?”


  My back arched as I whimpered. “Oh god… I’m so ready to be fucked.”


  He moaned as he pushed my legs back and lined himself up with my opening. I could feel my sex weeping onto the tip of his cock, and I keened.


  “Baby, you can’t do that. She’s going to know I’m fucking you if you make noise.”


  “Please… please… I don’t care. She’s my best friend, so it’s not like I wont tell her anyway. I’ve heard her with her boyfriends plenty of time. We’ve been in here for quite a while and she’s not stupid. Trust me, she thinks we’re already having sex. Take me Flynn, no more excuses.”


  Any last vestiges of his control snapped like a brittle twig. His pupils were so large that his eyes were almost black. “Put your hands behind your head and hold onto the headboard. I need you anchored to something so I can go deep. It’s going to be rough unless you tell me otherwise.”


  I had no pride, so I begged. “I want you deep and hard. Fuck me.”


  Gripping my ass, he held me still. “Don’t. Fucking. Scream.”


  I nodded as he slammed into me, and while I didn’t scream, I did cry out. I was too full, too aroused, too wrapped up in him, and it all felt too good for me contain it. I stretched to accommodate him even as he thrust into me with increasing speed. I was having a completely new relationship with my pussy, and it was fantastic. Right at that moment, we were more in sync than we ever had been.


  “You’re so fucking big!”


  His gaze had been on his cock as it pounded in and out of me, but now he raised his eyes to mine. “I’m not even all the way in baby. You haven’t taken it all yet, but you will. Hold on tight to that headboard sweetness, I’m about to go deep.”


  Holy. SHIT.


  He wasn’t deep already?


  Wrapping his hands around my thighs, he jerked me onto him hard. I felt the moment that he bottomed out, the feeling so intense I couldn’t hold it myself back. I bucked against him and cried out his name as I came.


  He didn’t slow up for a second, his pounding only getting more intense as I continued to come around him again and again. The bed was slamming into the wall and the mattress was groaning from the beating it was taking, but neither of us cared.


  “Do you fucking hear how wet you are? You’re so goddamn perfect.”


  Letting go of the headboard, I clutched his shoulders as he thrust. Both of us were out of breath, covered in sweat and wild eyed as we stared at each other.


  “Jesus! Flynn! I can’t stop coming!”


  “Fuck, Tess… you’re cunt is milking me so fucking good. You feel amazing. So fucking wet and tight, like nothing I’ve ever felt. I’m going to fuck you raw.”


  I clawed his back and bit his chest as I came again. He didn’t let up, didn’t slow his rhythm. I wasn’t quite sure how he kept it up, but I didn’t care because I’d never felt better in my life. I was gushing against him as he pounded me into the mattress so hard that I wondered if there would be an indent of my body to mark the spot forever.


  “God, fuck, Tess… you’re coming like mad. The rippling of your cunt and the flooding of your cream is So. Fucking. Good. How much more can you take?”


  I loved that even in the midst of what had to be the most intense lovemaking session of all time, he was still worried about my comfort.


  “Keep going, don’t stop. I’ll take it all!”


  His growly sound of approval spoke volumes as he pushed my knees against my chest and started to fuck me so hard that I saw stars as I came again.


  “Perfect little cunt. You’re so fucking beautiful… so amazing. You’re unmanning me. I can’t hold on Tess.”


  I shrieked as I felt him grow impossibly larger inside of me. My head whipped from side to side as I scratched my nails down his back and begged him to come in me.


  The first hot blast of his come set me off as if he’d pressed a detonator. I had no control over my responses and no connection to anything in the world except him. I couldn’t help the scream that I let out, but he didn’t seem to notice because he was yelling my name.


  He collapsed on top of me as I continued to spasm around his cock. He kept on thrusting, gentler now, as he got himself back under control. We were the only two people in the world, and it was beautiful.


  I wrapped myself around him to keep him inside when he went to pull out. Groaning, he kissed me gently before saying, “I don’t want to crush you.”


  Smiling at him I whispered, “I wouldn’t care if you did. Don’t pull out, you’re perfect where you are.”


  Laying his forehead on mine, he groaned. “Baby, I still want to be buried in your wet heat but… If you don’t let me out, I’m going to start fucking you again. I don’t want to do that because I’d like it if you could walk tomorrow. I’ve never had someone take it as hard as you just did, and I never wanted to fuck someone that hard before in my life. You make me crazy and I love it.”


  I squeezed my legs around his waist at the same time I clenched around his cock. “I want to come more. Keep going.”


  “Ahhh… fuck… Tess! Your pussy is so greedy. I’m never going to get enough. But you need to be punished. You were a bad, bad girl baby. I guarantee your roommate heard every smack of the headboard against the wall, and then you put the cherry on top by screaming at the end. We put on a show that I don’t think you meant to put on.”


  I clenched around him involuntarily as I gasped. He looked down at me in shock as my pussy creamed against his gently thrusting cock.


  “Holy fuck Tess… does the idea of that turn you on?”


  Letting go of my grip around his back, I threw my arm over my eyes. Dammit, now he was going to think I was a closet whore. I was totally humiliated. He pulled out gently and I shivered involuntarily from the intensity of the feeling.


  “Babe, look at me. Now.”


  I moved my arm and peeked at him. I knew that my cheeks were flushed red.


  “We need to be open with each other about what turns us on. Even I know that it’s a big part of being in a good relationship. What about what I just said made you wetter?”


  Swallowing hard, I took a deep breath and blurted out, “I’ve heard Jess having sex many times since we moved in together. I know it sounds gross, but it turned me on. Not that it was her- it’s the sound of the act in general. The bedsprings creaking, the headboard slamming into the wall, skin slapping against skin, cries of ecstasy… I tried not to, but it turned me on so much that I started looking forward to it, and eventually, I would masturbate when it would happen. But the entire time I felt like such a dud that my encounters never sounded like that. There was no passion, no frenzy and no loss of control. With you, there’s all of that and more. I’m no longer sad because I think I’m frigid. You make me feel so many things Flynn, and I’m not ashamed of any of them. I think what we just did was incredible, and the exhibitionist in me likes that someone heard.”


  


  Chapter Twenty-Seven


  


  Every time I discovered something new about her, I liked her more. Gliding my fingers up her leg, I smiled at her. “What you just said was a seriously hot babe, and it’s given me an idea. Let’s do an information swap. I’ll tell you something that turns me on and then you tell me something that turns you on. This bed is our bubble and we’re safe to share with each other baby, no judgment.”


  Propping herself up on some pillows, she smiled shyly at me. “No one has ever asked me before what turned me on. I like this. Okay, I’m in. But fairs fair- I just told you one of mine, so it’s your turn.”


  I changed my position so that I was lying on my side facing her before I said, “I like to listen, too. I would love to fucking pound you and make you scream while people listen. So yeah… what just happened worked for me.”


  Nudging her, I smiled. “It’s your turn, babe.”


  “Um… I’ve always had a fantasy about taking pictures and video while having sex.”


  Fuck yeah; my girl was kinky.


  “The most turned on I’ve ever gotten happened the first day I spread your legs and tasted you for the first time. Now I dream about going down on you pretty much every minute of the damn day.” I countered.


  Giggling she whispered, “I like to watch homemade porn.”


  “I think it’s incredibly hot that you like to watch porn, babe. That right there is my next turn on. Thinking of you watching porn while you think about me.”


  “Flynn, porn has nothing on you. If people in porn came as hard as I did when we just had sex, they wouldn’t accept money for it. Coming like that would be payment in itself.”


  Tugging her to me, I bit her neck. “Tell me your next turn on.”


  Blushing prettily she said, “I like the idea of two guys touching each other.”


  I was struck silent, not a peep coming out of my mouth. Beneath her chaste exterior beat the heart of a wanton and I cherished it.


  “I can’t believe you’ve got me admitting this stuff to you. Now you owe me an answer. I noticed you weren’t grossed out when I said I’d like to watch two men together. Have you ever kissed or done anything with a guy?”


  It was my turn to shift nervously, and I hoped the answer wasn’t going to freak her out since it involved my best friend. “Yeah, I have. Cole and I have had a few threesomes with chicks and we gave each other head a few times. That was in our younger days though. We haven’t fucked around in at least seven years.”


  Her eyes were huge and the look she was giving me said that she liked the idea of Cole sucking my cock. “Oh, my God, Flynn… That’s scary hot.”


  Leaning in and giving her a quick kiss, I pulled back and mock-glared at her. “You sneaky wench. You were trying to avoid telling me your next turn on! Spill it Hamilton.”


  Closing her eyes she blurted, “I’ve fantasized for years about watching you jerk off.”


  If I wasn’t hard before, that did it.


  “Goddamn Tess, I love that. But you know what would make that turn on even better?”


  Shaking her head she asked, “What?”


  I rolled over more, so that I was right on top of her before I answered, “Watching you masturbate at the same time.”


  The low moan that erupted from her was a serious turn on. “Babe, you feel my cock right now? That’s from me thinking about watching you make yourself come. Will you let me watch?”


  Taking a shaky breath she squeaked out, “Now?”


  Nodding, I smiled. “Fuck yeah. Now.”


  She considered for a few seconds before she nodded. “Yes. But you’re doing my part of the turn on, too. I want to watch you while you watch me. Fair is fair.”


  “That’s not gonna be a problem, sweetness. I’m so fucking hard right now that I could use my dick as a hammer. Do you use a vibrator?”


  Blushing, she nodded.


  “Do you want to use it now?”


  Another shake of her head was followed by a little laugh before she spoke. “No. It can go in the trash right now as far as I’m concerned. You totally ruined me for that thing.”


  Right at that moment, I felt so good that I wanted to take a victory lap around her bedroom. Sitting up, I took a spot at the end of her bed so that I was facing her. “Baby, lie back on those pillows and play with that pretty pussy for me. While you do it, keep those eyes on my cock while I work it for you.”


  Her sexy little fully body shiver was beautiful. Sitting forward, I slid two fingers inside of her soaking channel and coated my fingers in the mixture of her arousal and my come. She gasped when I did it, but I just smiled as I used it to lube my throbbing shaft.


  “Nothing hotter than having a part of you on me as I jerk my cock baby. Knowing that you’re so fucking wet for me makes me ache.”


  Her tongue darting out to wet her lips was incredibly erotic. I gripped my cock harder as I started to stroke and then I gave her an order. “Tess, fingers, pussy, now.”


  She complied, even as her eyes maintained their trance-like focus on my shaft as I worked it. Her pussy was shiny with a mix of new arousal and our combined come, and it was the sexiest thing I’d ever been fortunate enough to see. The sight of my come on her was a reminder that I had claimed her as my own, and the feeling that it evoked in me was pure euphoria. She was mine now, inside and out.


  Her fingers slid easily through her tiny patch of pubic hair as she spread herself and began lightly rubbing her clit with her fingers. She started to move her hips as she worked her clit, her body seeking more than just a gentle rubbing. Moaning, she slid two fingers into her tight cunt and started to thrust them in and out, all the while maintaining her eye contact with my cock as I jerked it.


  “You look so fucking beautiful baby, stroking that pussy and getting yourself all worked up. Do you see how hard my cock is for you?”


  Gasping for air, she nodded her head. Her fingers picked up speed as she worked them in and out of herself, and my fist was moving to that same rhythm as I watched her.


  “I can smell you babe, and let me tell you, that’s my biggest turn on to date. I could bury my face in you for days and breathe only you with a big smile on my face. That’s how I know we belong sweetness. I never wanted to literally live and breathe someone else before. You’re the only one to make me feel this way, ever.”


  Her shaking increased as the speed of her fingers plunging in and out did, and I watched in wonder as she slapped her free hand over her mouth as she came with a muffled cry that was the sound of my name.


  She was still coming as I pulled her fingers out and flipped her over onto her stomach, pulling her up onto her knees as I thrust into her. She was tight and wet, her cunt capturing me in a death grip as her orgasm continued to rip through her. Holding onto her hips, I started pile driving her at warp speed. The sheets were gripped in her fists, her cries escalating as she slammed herself back to meet my cock over and over again.


  The room was a symphony of fuck noises; both of us well past the point of coherent speaking. Once again the headboard was slamming into the wall and her poor mattress was groaning in protest, but neither of us cared or stopped.


  It felt fucking incredible; both of us in full rut as I pummeled her and she took it and gave it right back to me. Her pussy was flooding my cock with her cream and my hands were cramping from gripping her so tightly, but nothing had ever felt so right.


  Throwing her head back she shrieked my name, twice, as she came. The feeling of her cunt spasming around me hurtled me over the edge as well. I came yelling her name, my cock flooding her tight sheath as I marked her, again, as mine.


  I was so out of breath that I wondered if I was in danger of passing out. Pulling out of her, I flopped onto my back and focused on getting my shit under control. Tess straightened her knees out and dropped to her stomach next to me as she also tried to get her breath back. I still needed a connection to her even then, and I set my hand on her back to feel her breathing.


  I was in that twilight state between being asleep or awake when she rolled over and put her head on my chest. “You cheated. Next time, I get to watch you do that until you come.”


  I chuckled as my eyes closed and sleep claimed me.


  


  


  Chapter Twenty-Eight


  


  I woke up a little disoriented. Of course I knew where I was, it was my bedroom after all, but I felt different- deliciously sore and incredibly content. I remembered everything when I inhaled the scent that was uniquely Flynn and it made its way into my brain. For a few minutes I snuggled against his chest as I enjoyed the sound of his even breaths beneath my cheek. All too soon reality called, and I wiggled from his grasp and went to use the bathroom.


  After throwing on a tee shirt and a pair of sweatpants, I left my room in search of Jess. She wasn’t in the living room, so I headed down the hall to her bedroom. After knocking and getting the okay to enter, I went in and found her curled up with a book. Smiling, I plopped down on the bed next to her.


  Giving me a stern look she said, “Clearly the whole ‘he was nice’ explanation about your time in LA was bullshit. Am I right?”


  I felt my face heat as I nodded. “Jess, don’t be hurt. I wanted to tell you. When I came home it was my first order of business, and then everything went to shit and I was too embarrassed to let you know how stupid I’d been.”


  “Wait, you lost me. What do you mean you were embarrassed? What the hell is going on?”


  I spent the next twenty minutes bringing her up to date about the entire Flynn situation. Jess was my best sounding board, and I realized as we were talking that I should have told her from the get go, no matter how embarrassed I thought I was.


  She all but crackled with energy as I finished the story. “Oh my lord, Tess! That’s unreal. You’re officially going out with Flynn Fucking Rand?”


  I smiled like an idiot as I nodded my head. “Yes. I really, really, really like him Jess. He makes me feel things that no one else ever has. As a couple we feel so right. I’m crazy about him.”


  Raising her eyebrow at me, she chuckled. “No shit, Sherlock. If what you’re saying to me right now didn’t tell me that, the four billion screaming orgasms you had in the other room would have. I can’t believe the stamina he had. I was in full fucking swoon over here, and I’ll tell it to you straight cause I love you like that; I’m jealous as hell. I told you that you weren’t frigid you silly bitch! Always listen to your best friend dumbass, cause she knows best. And since I’m your bestie and I’ve been keeping you sane since Kindergarten, put in a good word for me with Flynn and see if he’s got an inside track on finding a guy who can go for as long as he does.”


  Smacking her on the arm, I shushed her with a laugh. “He’ll hear you, think we’re crazy, and leave me on the spot!”


  Flynn’s choked laugh as he walked into the room had me burrowing my head into the pillows.


  “Babe, I heard that and don’t worry, I already know you’re crazy. I like it and I’m not going anywhere unless you’re coming with me.”


  Lifting my head from the pillows, I smiled at him. He was perfection, sex on a goddamn stick walking around my apartment in a pair of jeans and a tee shirt.


  From beside me I saw Jess start fanning herself. “Jesus fuck me Christ. I’m going to need a fire hose to keep you two under control. The temperature in here just went up eighty degrees.”


  Flynn threw his head back and laughed at that. Once he had himself under control he stepped into the room and extended his hand to Jess. “I’m Flynn, Tessa’s boyfriend. My middle name is Mason- not fucking- but otherwise you had it right. And you’re Jess, the roommate and crazy best friend. I’ve heard a lot about you. It’s nice to meet you.”


  One of the reasons I loved Jess so much was that she was brash and didn’t hold back. She’s a ballsy beauty with a heart of gold and a sense of humor that doesn’t quit. Her response to Flynn was epic.


  Taking his hand, she smiled. “Well, until Tess walked in here and filled me in, I hadn’t heard anything about you. I had, however, recently heard a ton OF you, seeing as how you spent the better part of three hours making my best friend scream your name while you tried your hardest to nail her through her bed and into the apartment downstairs. You definitely deserve me giving you a middle name change to fucking. I’ve been to at least a dozen Renegade Saints concerts, but that was your best performance ever.”


  Flynn actually blushed at that, shaking his head as he chuckled. “Oh shit, should I be embarrassed right now?”


  Wiggling her eyebrows at him Jess replied, “Hell no! It was clear that you have nothing to be embarrassed about. You’ve made Tessa happy and that’s something to be proud as a peacock about. No one deserves it more than her.”


  All traces of humor left Flynn’s face. Staring at Jess, he shook his head in agreement. “I’m so glad that you’re on board with our relationship. Tessa is very, very special to me, and I want the people that love her to feel good about our relationship. There’s nothing I wont do to make her happy.”


  Jess beamed at him as he finished speaking, looking at him like he’d just given the perfect dissertation. “You’re off to a great start. If your actions match your words, you’re not going to have any problems with the people who love her.”


  Jumping from the bed, I made my way to Flynn’s side. Wrapping an arm around his waist, I leaned into his side and smiled up at him. After telling Jess that we’d see her later, Flynn and I made our way back to my bedroom.


  “Babe, I’ve got my bag down in the car. I’m here for at least a week, and I’d like to stay with you. How do you feel about that?”


  Holy shit. When Flynn went in, he went all in.


  “I’d love it if you would stay here with me.”


  “Good call baby. I’m going to run down and get my bag, and then I need to shower and I want you in there with me. You in?”


  Oh yeah, I was in. Of that, there was no doubt.


  When he came back into my bedroom I grabbed his hand and pulled him into my bathroom. Gesturing to the tiny stall shower I said, “I’m in, but we’re going to be plastered to each other the entire time. This is no Flynn Rand luxurious size-of-a-baseball-field shower.”


  He growled, literally. “Plastered to each other sounds pretty fucking luxurious to me, sweetness.”


  Yeah, it really did. We stepped into the shower together, laughing as we maneuvered this way and that to get clean without maiming each other in the process. Laughing at him, I poked his stomach. “It’s like a game of wet naked twister in here!”


  “Tess, wet naked shower twister with you is fucking hot. Sign me up for this every day and I’ll die a happy man.” Grabbing the detachable showerhead, he started spraying me with it as I laughed like a lunatic and tried in vain to get the showerhead from him.


  I was really becoming attached to him and all of the sides of himself that I was getting to know. Funny Flynn was a delight, sexy Flynn was a rollercoaster ride at the world’s best amusement park, and caring Flynn was my dream come true.


  We got out of the shower still laughing as we dried each other off. The difference between other guys and Flynn is huge, and I don’t just mean how well endowed he is. Something about him made me feel at peace, but I don’t really know how to explain why that is.


  Curling up naked on the bed, Flynn pulled me against him so that we were face to face. “That was fun babe. When it comes time to build the new house, I’m having a smaller shower built so that we can re-create that scene over and over again.”


  Smiling at him, I kissed his neck. “I’m amenable to that, Mr. Rand. But next time, it will be me holding the showerhead chasing you around the shower while you try to escape from me.”


  Brushing my still damp hair back, he kissed my forehead as he pulled me in closer. “Sweetness, you’ll never have to chase me. Whenever and wherever you want me, you’ve got me. I’ve already surrendered to you.”


  Kissing him back, I sighed and snuggled into him. “Tell me about your sisters. I want to hear the whole story.”


  He told me everything, and it was a doozy of a story. I felt terrible for Flynn’s father that he hadn’t gotten the opportunity to raise his girls, but it sounded like they were trying to forge a relationship now.


  “So what’s the deal with the people that are blackmailing your sisters family? Are you going to tell the press about the girls before they do?”


  Nodding his head, he laughed. “Yep. And rather than putting out a press release, we’ve decided to let Gram announce it on Twitter.”


  That cracked me up and I started belly laughing and couldn’t stop. “That… is…. Perfect!” I gasped between laughs. “I bet Sylvia is loving that she gets to tell her twitter friends first. I got on Twitter the night I came home to start reading her tweets and I laughed for hours. I can’t wait to see what hash-tag she uses to announce the girls. You know it will be hilarious.”


  He laughed along with me, the two of us having one of those uncontrollable laughter moments that can’t be planned but are always great memories.


  


  


  Chapter Twenty-Nine


  


  I was having a great time staying with Tessa in her apartment. It was amazing to spend time with her living a normal life, and I liked it very much. She took me to her kickboxing gym a few times to workout and I loved watching her get all sweaty. She had mad strength and it was a huge turn on.


  I’d really come to like her roommate and best friend, Jess. They were funny together and I could tell that Jess genuinely loved Tessa. Anyone who was as good of a friend to my girl as Jess was instantly became a friend of mine.


  We’d come down to my last two days in her apartment, but things were going along perfectly because I’d talked her into coming back to LA with me. Neither of us was keen to be separated, so it didn’t take much convincing for her to agree.


  This morning I woke up nervous because Tessa was taking me to brunch with her parents. My prior experience meeting the parents had been in tenth grade when I met Mary’s parents, and that mostly consisted of a series of grunts on my part. That wasn’t going to fly with Tessa’s parents, and I was worried about what kind of impression I would leave. She’d called her parents a few days ago and broken the news that she was dating me, so they knew to expect me at brunch this morning. She swore that they were fine with our dating and that they were anxious to meet me. I hoped that was a good sign.


  I’d forced Tessa to go with me to the mall the night before so that I could buy a pair of black dress pants and a button down shirt. She said that the restaurant we were going to wasn’t formal but it wasn’t casual either, and all I’d had was jeans, shorts and tees. Just like everything else we had done so far, it was fun to shop with her. Every day I could feel us falling into the comfort of a relationship more and more.


  I was dressed and ready to go, sitting on her bed as I waited for her to come out of the bathroom. It was a visual treat when she emerged, and I took it in with a groan. She was wearing a beautiful flowery summer dress that ended at her ankles, and it accented her in an amazing way.


  She stared at me for a moment before she crossed the room to me, stopping in between my knees as she laid her hands on my shoulders. “Oh honey, are you still anxious about this?”


  I’d never lied to her and I wasn’t about to start. “Just a little. Your parents are important to you, so they’re important to me. If they hate me, that’s going to be a hurdle I don’t know how to deal with.”


  She ran her fingers through my hair as she massaged my scalp gently. Bending down, she licked and then bit my lower lip before pulling back. “Flynn, they’re just like Todd. They’re only concern is that you make me happy, and you do. I’ve never been so happy. They’re going to be thrilled.”


  Wrapping my arms around her, I pulled her in tight and hugged her. “You make me seriously fucking happy too, babe. You have no idea.”


  Pulling back, she smiled at me. “I’m about to make you happier. You need to de-stress before we go to brunch, and I know just how to calm my man down.”


  As she spoke she dropped to her knees in front of me and began to work on freeing my cock. Just seeing her kneeling before me had me hard, but I didn’t want to be late. “Babe, if we’re late…”


  Sliding her tongue slowly up my shaft, she smiled. “Then you better come quick. I’m not leaving here without my appetizer.”


  Holy shit she made my dick swell. I came with Tessa every time, and it was never enough. I always wanted to be closer, to go deeper. I was drowning in her and I didn’t want to be saved. I handed myself over to what was happening between us without reservation.


  I inhaled roughly as she laved the tip of my cock with her tongue while at the same time she reached into my pants and began to massage my balls. One of the biggest turn-ons about being with Tessa was that she actually loved to suck my cock. She wasn’t doing it just to get me off. I knew without a doubt that she’d be incredibly wet just from having my dick in her mouth.


  “Get on your knees next to me on the bed babe. I’m going to fuck your tiny cunt with my fingers while you suck me.”


  She never let my cock out of her mouth as she complied. When she was next to me, I ran my hand up under her dress, wasting no time getting to the drenched panties that were covering her mound. Sliding my fingers in, I began to rub circles in time with the rhythm of her cock sucking. She dripped her warm honey onto my fingers as I rubbed, and her little moans were making my dick swell painfully.


  “Fuck, baby… you suck my cock better than anything I’ve ever felt. I’m going to come down that beautiful throat of yours. Swallow it all!”


  I came with a shout as I felt her cunt start to spasm against my fingers. She yelped around my cock as she came, but she didn’t miss a drop. When she’d finished swallowing, she laid her head down on my thigh and stared at me as she got her breathing back under control. Pulling my fingers out of her panties, I lifted them to my mouth and sucked her juices off. Her eyes were glazed as she watched me, and I smiled at her. “That’s right babe, I got my appetizer too. When we get home, I’m going to lick and fuck that beautiful cunt of yours with my tongue until you can’t take it anymore, and then I’m going to ride you until neither of us can see straight.”


  We made it to brunch on time but with only seconds to spare. Her parents were pulling into the restaurant parking lot at the same time we were. After helping Tessa out of the passenger seat, the two of us walked toward her parents.


  You know how they say if you want to see what your girl is going to look like in the future, you just need to look at her mother? Staci Hamilton was a mirror image of her daughter and age hadn’t done anything to take away from her appeal. Clearly, Tessa was going to age beautifully. Tessa’s dad Eric was a very handsome man in his own right. I saw a lot of them both in Tessa, and I liked them on sight.


  Once the introductions were exchanged we made our way into the restaurant and made our way to the table the waitress took us to. I was relieved that thus far no one had noticed who I was, and I hoped that would continue indefinitely, especially through brunch. I didn’t want Tessa’s parents to be embarrassed by a screaming throng of fans, and those types of situations happened fast. In my experience, the shout of one fan brought an additional twenty fans in under a minute. The first time it happened, I was overwhelmed. Later on, when I was in my asshole phase, I’d thought it was funny. These days I found it jarring and annoying. I loved my fans, but I hated the loss of privacy. On the other hand, I’d take a legion of fans over a few paparazzi any day.


  Brunch turned out to be amazing. Tessa’s parents reminded me of my dad, and that set me at ease. It was also obvious that the apple hadn’t fallen far from the tree. Tessa had her mother’s beauty and her father’s sense of humor. I enjoyed talking to them both, and especially dug how much they loved music.


  Tess was adorably mortified when her mother commented on how bizarre it was that the two of us were dating now considering that when Tess was younger, she used to write ‘Mrs. Flynn Mason Rand’ on every scrap of paper that came across her path.


  I loved the idea of her being Tessa Rand, but I knew it was way too early to tell her that. Putting an arm around her shoulders, I pulled her to me as I smiled into her eyes. “Aw babe, it’s cute! See, you were always meant to be my girl. Would it make you feel better if I started writing Flynn + Tessa on every piece of paper that I see?”


  Shaking her head, she groaned. “I swear to god, if this floor would just open up and take me now, I’d feel soooo much better.”


  By the end of the meal I’d talked her parents into flying out to LA for the opening and closing nights of our tour. It didn’t take much to convince them, which was great. It turned out that they loved LA, had even talked about moving there. Ultimately, they’d decided to wait and see what happened with Tessa’s career, figuring that if she wound up in LA they’d move there, and if she wound up somewhere else, they’d relocate there. I totally understood that, because my family would have moved anywhere that my home base was.


  Tess was thrilled that her parents were going to come out for the shows, especially since I’d already talked Jess into coming as well. It would be a great opportunity for Tessa to see the people that she loved before and after we got caught up in the tour. Our stop in Philly wouldn’t come until the second month of our tour schedule, so it would be an adjustment for her not to see them for so long. My goal was to always do everything I could to make her happy.


  I already knew that failing where she was concerned wasn’t an option for me. I was past the point of no return with her, and I loved it.


  


  


  Chapter Thirty


  


  I’d been in LA for more than a week, and living with Flynn exceeded all of my expectations. We got along perfectly. We made each other laugh out loud, we could talk about anything and our lovemaking was out of this world amazing. I felt like a woman like I never had before. He’d opened a whole new world to me, and it had changed me forever for the better. I’d come alive with him and it made me deliriously happy.


  The guillotine that hung over my head was my anxiety about the tour. Professionally, I was excited and I couldn’t wait. Personally, I’m scared to death that the exposure to the groupies and the anything goes sexual buffet that is offered on tour will pull him away.


  Today I’m meeting Flynn’s sisters for the first time. They’re coming over with his dad, his grandparents, their brothers, sisters-in-law and their aunt. Flynn and I spent most of last night making potato salad, macaroni salad, deviled eggs, fruit and vegetable platters, spinach dip and buffalo chicken dip. All that’s left for him to cook now are the hot dogs, burgers and chicken breasts.


  We’d also tried to make the house a little more comfortable. We both knew that it was an almost impossible task, but a trip through Bed Bath and Beyond meant that there were at least blankets, throw pillows and some candles in the living room. Our efforts didn’t yield huge results, but it gave the house a scintilla of comfort that it was sorely lacking.


  I was standing at the kitchen counter uncovering all of the food we made when Flynn stepped up behind me and wrapped his arms around my middle, pulling me back against him.


  “We work well together baby. Thank you for doing all of this with me. You’re incredible and it means the world that you’re here.”


  Laying my head back on his chest, I sighed. “I think you’re pretty damn incredible too, and I love being here.”


  I moaned as his hands started sliding up my torso and he buried his face in my neck and gave me a love bite. Settling his hand over my tummy possessively, he pulled me hard up against him as his other hand cupped my left breast. “Mm babe,” he whisper growled into my ear, “It’s only been an hour but I’m already strung out for you. I can’t wait till we’re alone again later and we can dive into our bed and not come out until tomorrow.”


  My knees turned to jelly and every nerve ending in my body caught fire. He was insatiable, and I was right there with him for the ride. Sliding my hand up behind his neck, I pulled his head down to mine and kissed him. The hand he’d had cupping my breast moved up to caress my face, and I melted into him like butter.


  “My God Tess, I can’t tell you how much I love having you in my life,” he said.


  We were interrupted by the sound of people clapping. Flushing with embarrassment, I pulled back from him. As embarrassed as I was to have been caught red-handed, I had to laugh when I saw Gram and Pop standing at the kitchen door applauding. Clearly, they were delighted to find Flynn and I being lovey-dovey.


  Sylvia was across the room to me in a flash, pulling me into a hug. “We missed you terribly sugarplum! I’m so happy to see you back here ahead of schedule. It’s my understanding that things are going incredibly well for you and my beautiful boy, not that I’m surprised. I knew from the moment I saw you two together that this was the real thing.”


  What I loved about Sylvia was that she had no filters. If she thought or felt something, she wasn’t going to hold it in.


  Before I had a chance to respond to her non-question, Mason was throwing his arms around me in greeting. “Better watch what you tell her Tessa-girl. This one’s chomping at the bit to see her little man standing at the end of an aisle waiting for you. You’d think having Dominique and Delilah in our lives would have slowed her down, but my Sylvia’s got granddaughter fever and she wants to mark you as one of her own.”


  I didn’t quite know what, exactly, I could say to that. I was aware that my mouth was opening and closing, but I wasn’t able to form words. Finally I settled on, “Um, I think it’s really early for that.”


  Sylvia grabbed my hand and pulled me from Mason with a laugh. “Oh sugarplum, there are none so blind as those who can’t see. It’s not too early dear, trust me.” Turning to Flynn she said, “Tessa’s going to make a beautiful bride, don’t you think?”


  I was mortified that she was putting him on the spot like that, and it took everything I had not to smack my forehead with my hand. I imagined that Flynn wanted to run from the room. Instead of running, he laughed. Grabbing me from Sylvia, he took my hand and lifted it to his mouth, opening my hand and settling a kiss on my palm before closing it and addressing his Gram. “No doubt about it, she’s going to be stunning.”


  I pretty much vapor-locked right then and there. Was Flynn agreeing with Sylvia that he saw marriage in our future?


  Giving a mental shake of my head, I laughed it off. Of course he didn’t mean it, he just said it because he was put on the spot. I was falling for him- hell, I’d already fallen- but the tour loomed like a black cloud. I knew that it was bound to change everything we had. It would shift our relationship for sure, and I feared that it would do irreparable damage.


  Thankfully the bell saved us when the front door chimed announcing the arrival of Flynn’s guests.


  Flynn’s dad was first through the door and he enveloped me in a big hug. Then things got overwhelming for a few minutes as I was introduced to everyone else. Flynn’s newly discovered twin sisters, Dominique and Delilah, were amazing. They were ridiculously beautiful but they also managed to be two of the most genuine people I’d ever been fortunate enough to meet. Todd was clearly enamored of his daughters, and it was a lovely sight. Flynn had filled me in about what a difficult life the Hart family had before their Aunt Sandra took over, and it really impressed me how down to earth, and well adjusted, they all were.


  Everyone except for Dominique had a significant other at his or her side. Flynn had already told me that she appeared to be single, so I’d expected that. The introductions moved on to Delilah and Dominique’s other brothers, Dante and Damien Hart. Those two pieces of prime eye candy were male model material, but just like their sisters, they couldn’t have been nicer. Dante introduced me to his wife, Sabrina, and then Damien introduced me to his fiancée, Brooke. Sabrina and Brooke were sisters, and the resemblance was obvious. They perfectly complimented their men, and it was clear to see that both relationships were in full bloom.


  Next I met was Delilah’s fiancée, Spencer. He was built like a Nordic God, and I had to remind myself to swallow as I took all of him in. I’d been told that he and the Hart boys were like brothers, and even though there was no physical resemblance, I could see similarities in the three of them, mostly because they all carried themselves the same way. There were women everywhere who would kill to be a room with this much male beauty, and I sure did enjoy it.


  Spencer was in full expectant dad mode and it was adorable. He had an eye on Delilah at all times, their movements so perfectly mirroring each other that it almost looked like they were synchronized.


  The last person through the door was Sandra Thomas, the Hart family’s guardian aunt. She was a lot younger than I’d thought she would be. I’d assumed that she was Todd’s age or older, but she was definitely a few years younger than he was. She didn’t look all that much older than the oldest Hart brother, and I marveled at what kind of inner strength she had to possess that she’d taken on five children without hesitating. She had to have been crazy young when she’d gotten custody.


  I noticed that she gravitated toward Todd, and I found that interesting. They sat together at dinner and he rarely left her side. The two of them definitely had chemistry. Reflecting on what Flynn had said to me about his desire for Todd to remarry, I thought that was a good thing. Sylvia looked thrilled every time she looked at them, so I knew that I wasn’t the only person that had noticed. Flynn caught me watching them at one point, and he smiled and gave a thumb’s up. Clearly he had noticed as well.


  Sylvia was in full great-grandmother mode, and she asked a million questions about how Delilah was feeling. She didn’t even look pregnant yet, but you wouldn’t know that by the way Spencer possessively caressed her stomach whenever the opportunity presented itself. He regaled the table with stories about the pregnancy book he was reading as Delilah shook her head and laughed as she told us all that he was starting to drive her nuts. “Since I told him that we’re having a baby, he’s woken me up every Monday morning to tell me what developmental stage the baby is in. Two days ago I found him on the computer buying a stethoscope so that he can listen to the heartbeat. The man’s gone mad!” She radiated joy as she told us that, so I knew that she didn’t mind at all.


  Just seeing how happy they were about the life they had created made me think about what it would feel like to have a baby that Flynn and I created together growing inside of me. Almost as though he knew what I was thinking, he reached over and took my hand in his. The look in his eyes as he smiled at me seemed to promise a million things, all of them dreams come true. If someone had told me two months ago that Flynn Rand would become the center of my universe, I’d have called them crazy, but here we were and he absolutely was my center.


  Flynn’s other sister, Dominique, seemed sad to me. She smiled and participated in the conversation, but I sensed that there was something going on with her. Flynn had told me that she was the more reserved twin, and I could see what he meant by that. She was lovely and had a beautiful personality, but she was definitely the harder nut of the two to crack.


  Sylvia was in her element, and it was obvious that she’d already decided that the Hart, Cross, and Tyler families were all now part of her own. It looked to me as though Dante, Damien and Spencer were eating up all the attention that she paid them all, and I assumed that was because they’d never experienced a grandparent before.


  As dinner progressed, I grabbed my camera and started taking photos. It was like a knee-jerk reaction to me, as necessary as water in order for me to feel right. I loved capturing a moment, especially when that moment was something that should be remembered. Sylvia squealed when she saw the camera and shouted out, “Sweetie, do you have a tripod?”


  “I sure do”


  “Wonderful! Can you set it up after dinner to take some pictures of all of us together as a family?”


  “Of course!”


  At the conclusion of dinner, Sylvia corralled everyone into the backyard so that we could take some pictures while the light was good. After we were all in place I set my timer and took twenty photos lightning fast. When I was finished, Sylvia dragged me into Flynn’s office so that she could see the photos. After choosing her favorites, she had me email them to her before she enveloped me in a bear hug.


  When we finished hugging I was surprised to see that she was tearing up. “Oh no, Sylvia! What’s wrong?”


  Shaking her head she grabbed a tissue and dabbed at her eyes. “Ignore me sugarplum, I always get like this in the weeks before they go out on tour because I’m a silly old woman. You’d think I’d be used to it by now, but I’m not. I’m going to miss you, Flynn and Cole terribly while you’re on the road. I shouldn’t complain- this is actually the shortest tour they’ve ever done, but it never hurts any less when they leave.”


  Wrapping my arms around her, I kissed her cheek. “I can’t imagine how hard it’s been to have had to do this time and again for the last ten years, but you’re right, this is the shortest tour they’ve ever done. It will be over quickly and they’ll be back before you know it.”


  Pulling back, Sylvia looked at me. “You’ll all be back sugarplum, not just my boys.”


  How I wanted that to be true, but my future with Flynn was uncertain at best. We felt rock solid now… but four months from today, who knew what would have happened.


  “Well, no matter what happens with Flynn and me, I’ll see you at the final show of the tour. That’s something to look forward to.”


  As she stepped away from me Sylvia waved her hand in front of my face. “Hello, Tessa? Earth is calling dear. You need to stop planning for the worst. You’re Flynn’s other half sugarplum, and you aren’t going anywhere, that much I can promise you.”


  I gave a smile that I hoped she interpreted as encouraging. I could only pray that she was right, because I knew there would be no coming back from the feelings that I had for Flynn. He rooted himself deeper in my soul by the hour and I knew that if it ever came down to it, I wouldn’t be able to walk away with my heart intact.


  As the night wound down Dante and Sabrina invited us all over to their home the following evening for Sunday dinner. Apparently it was a tradition in their family, and it was a good indicator of where things were going that they wanted to include the Rand’s in that group.


  Once everyone had gone, Flynn and I cleaned everything up before heading to his bedroom to shower. Our end of the day ritual of showering together had become a highlight for me, and for him as well, judging by how eager he was to get there each day.


  


  


  Chapter Thirty-One


  


  Being in the shower and having free reign to soap and caress Tessa’s body had easily become one of my favorite activities. There’s an intimacy between us that surpassed any expectation I’d had about what a relationship could or would be, and I treasure that. I now understood what the words, “with my body I thee worship,” meant.


  It’s funny how one person can change your entire life, shifting your paradigm in a nanosecond. When Tessa had been in LA the first time, I had known that we were headed somewhere amazing. But when she’d shut me down and changed her phone number, the panic I’d experienced made me realize that I was falling in love with her. Since then, I’ve only fallen deeper. Seeing how overjoyed my sister and her fiancée are about her pregnancy touched me on a very deep level. I’ve always wanted children, but I never thought I’d meet someone I’d want to share the responsibility of parenting with. Now that I’ve recognized Tess as the woman that I want to create a family with, my feelings for her are even more intense.


  My thoughts were derailed as her hands glided up my torso. Looking down into her eyes, I felt my heart skip a beat. Gone was the girl who had mistakenly thought that she was frigid. In her place was a woman who was discovering her body in a new way and who liked what she was finding. Tessa took great delight in exploring my body, puffing up with pride when she got the responses out of me that she wanted. I was open to all of her explorations, delighted by her appetite for me since it matched mine for her. We were insatiable for one another and it showed.


  I groaned as she turned and bent forward so that her sexy ass was plastered to me before she gave a little wiggle. “Jesus babe, you’re crazy fucking sexy.”


  Fisting my cock, I rubbed the tip up and down in her folds. She moaned and arched her back, looking over her shoulder at me with smoldering eyes. “Give me your cock honey, don’t make me wait.”


  She should’ve known that I wouldn’t go fast, and I tsk-tsked her as I slid the tip in slowly before pulling out equally as slow. “Babe, you should know by now that I’m not going to fuck you after ten seconds of foreplay.”


  “Foreplay was sitting next to you for hours thinking about how badly I needed you inside of me. I was a good girl, don’t I deserve a reward?”


  She moaned and tried to wiggle as I slid the tip back in and slowly retreated again. “Don’t you fucking wiggle babe. You’re going to get a fuckin’ reward, believe you me, but you’re going to get it when I’m good and ready to give it to you. Bend over, spread your legs wide and rest your hands on the shower wall.”


  My instructions were followed while I positioned the showerheads at the angles I wanted them. Dropping to my knees behind her, I ran my fingers up the sides of her legs, smiling as she moaned. Tapping her legs I instructed, “Wider.”


  She complied, her actions leaving her sex as the perfect angle for me to devour. Placing my hands on her hips, I leaned in and swiped the flat of my tongue against her. She moaned and shivered as I ate her, and my cock wept with the need to be inside of her.


  “You taste so beautifully sweet on my tongue baby. I’ll never get tired of this.”


  I went back to lapping at her as I slid two fingers into her tight sheath and began to pump slowly in and out. She was wet and wild against my fingers and my tongue, her breathing ragged and desperate.


  “Grind your pussy back and come on my face Tess. If you want your reward, give me that sweet cream.”


  I buried my tongue back in her wet heat and she lost it, grinding against my face as her pussy began convulsing against my fingers as she came with a wild cry.


  After getting up and taking a seat on the shower bench, I grabbed her hips and guided her back toward me. Holding her tight I growled, “Sit down and ride baby. It’s all yours.”


  With a cry of pure pleasure she sank down and seated me inside of her to the hilt. The friction of her slippery walls against my swollen cock was too good to describe. Her cunt was bathing me in her cream with every one of her downward movements, and my control was starting to evaporate.


  Holding her hips in a firmer grip, I began pulling her down on me harder and faster. She screamed as I pierced her harder, my cock lodged deep inside of her as I gave an extra bump and grind.


  "Fuck baby, you feel incredible. You're so hot and tight."


  Our connection was absolute, the moment pure perfection. She felt so fucking good against me, my cock delighted to have setup residence inside the hottest and most beautiful pussy I’d ever had the fortune of being within.


  Grabbing my hands in hers, she squeezed as we both held onto her hips as I worked her up and down with faster and faster movements.


  “Oh fuck, Flynn, you’re so deep. Come in me baby, mark me as yours.”


  “Tessa, fuck…. Tessa! I can’t hold on much longer and you need to come first. Come for me baby, fucking come on my cock!”


  With a keening wail she did just that, the contractions within her hot wet sheath taking me the rest of the way.


  “I’m going to come baby… fuck me… Tessa!”


  I came hard, pouring myself into her with a strangled cry. She reclined against me as I wrapped my arms around her and hugged her tightly. After a few minutes of recuperation, I kissed her shoulder as I helped her to her feet. “Let’s wash up and take this party back to our bed.”


  We made quick work of the second part of our shower and within a few minutes we were both dried off. Tess spent a few extra minutes in the bathroom drying her hair. While I waited for her to come to bed, I flipped on the TV to watch CNN. When she came back out, I watched with a smile as she went through her nightly body lotion ritual. These simple moments were some of the most precious to me. I had no previous experience with what it meant to share my life with someone, but with Tessa it was becoming as necessary as breathing.


  After she set the lotion on her bedside table- yes, I thought of it as hers now- I clicked the TV off and got comfortable while I waited for her to curl up in my arms. When she settled into her nook in my arms and I smelled the scent that was just hers, I wanted to have her again right then and there. I managed to reign myself in because I knew she had to be exhausted from all of the cooking and cleaning we had done, so I settled for what had become my favorite addiction; holding her in my arms.


  As usual I slept like the dead since she was in the bed with me. I woke up to the mattress rocking underneath me and the feeling of my shaft enveloped in slick heat. Opening my eyes, I found Tessa fully awake with my cock buried inside of her as she rocked back and forth and pinched her nipples.


  This was a side to her that I understood was new for her and I loved it. She was learning to take pleasure when she needed it, and it felt damn good that it I was the lucky bastard that she reached out for. She was beautiful in the pale dawn light with her back arched and her hair cascading down her back like a waterfall. She was the sexiest damn thing I’d ever seen and I was in awe of how this one girl managed to make me feel things that I’d never thought I would.


  My romantic thoughts came to a screeching halt as she clenched and unclenched against me at least a dozen times in quick succession. I let out an involuntary groan as she did it, before I smiled when she brought her head forward and looked down at me.


  Her face was flushed, her eyes glazed with passion as she smiled at me. “Just checking to make sure you’re awake baby.”


  “Buried in the sweetest most beautiful pussy I’ve ever seen, I’m sure as shit not sleeping through that, babe.”


  Another dozen clench and releases against my shaft had me breaking out in a sweat. The irony wasn’t lost on me that I used to be incapable of coming with girls, but with Tessa it took concentrated effort not to come too soon.


  Leaning forward she captured my hands in hers and held on as she picked up speed. Every one of her little clenches was bring me closer to the edge of my control, and I was barely holding on.


  “Fuck baby… you keep squeezing like that and I’m going to erupt!”


  Instead of slowing down or letting up, she went faster and clenched even tighter. Her breath caught, her back arched and her head dropped back as she came around me. I loved watching her come. I found it to be one of the most beautifully erotic things I’d ever seen. Letting go of her hands I clasped her hips and started thrusting up into her in mindless ecstasy as my own release claimed me.


  Dropping her head onto my chest, Tessa kissed the spot over my heart before laying her cheek against the same spot. I massaged my fingers gently through her hair, causing her to purr appreciatively against my chest.


  Looking at the clock I realized that this was the earliest we’d gotten up all week, and that meant we could catch my dad while he was making omelets. Nudging her shoulder I asked, “Babe, you hungry?”


  “Mm… I could eat for sure. What do you have in mind?”


  “I’m thinking you and I jump into the shower, throw on some clothes and head over to my dads. No joke, my dad makes the best omelets on earth. You’re not going to want to miss this.”


  She sat straight up with a laugh as my cock twitched inside of her. Pulling off of me she smirked at me. “Down boy, at least until after we’ve been fed.”


  Once we were showered and dressed, we set off for my dads. As we came to the end of my driveway, I was annoyed to see a bunch of photographers lying in wait. I gunned the engine and drove off, anxious to be away from that type of shit. There was an ebb and flow to the paparazzi, and when you did something that put you in the limelight- such as announcing that you were retiring- you woke the beast. I’d known it would start to get crazy again the closer we got to the tour, but I’d hoped it wouldn’t start this early.


  “Jesus Flynn, they know where you live?”


  With a frustrated laugh I answered, “Yeah. Babe, it’s LA. It’s easy for people to figure it out. This is the life here, and for the most part, I’m used to it. It sucks when shit happens like this, but most of the time they leave me alone. Once we all stopped drinking and fucking around, we weren’t as interesting to the gossip industry so we’ve had a good run these last few years. It only gets like this when we’ve got something going on with the band. This will settle down as soon as we get on tour, and once I’m just a boring music executive, it won’t happen much at all.”


  Poking me in the side, Tessa laughed. “You’ll never be a boring music executive.”


  My dad lived close so we were there in no time. There was a Lexus SUV parked in his driveway and I assumed one of his friends had also dropped in for omelets. Everyone that he knew understood that when you wanted an amazing breakfast, you needed to haul ass to his house before nine in the morning.


  After opening Tessa’s door for her, the two of us linked hands as I walked her down the side of the house and we entered through the kitchen door. I’d been raised as a gentleman, so I let her walk in first while I brought up the rear. When she stopped abruptly, I walked right into her with a grunt.


  Looking over her shoulder, I saw the reason she had stopped walking, and it took everything I had not to applaud. My dad and Sandra Thomas had clearly been kissing, and when Tess walked through the door they’d jumped apart like there was a fire. What really made me happy was that my dad was only wearing a pair of flannel pajama bottoms… and Sandra was wearing one of his tee shirts. It was obvious they’d only recently gotten out of bed, and I had to stifle a laugh. I never thought I’d see the day that I’d be cock-blocking my dad, but here I was, and that shit just happened. Sandra looked mortified and my dad looked upset about that, and that was the only reason I was uncomfortable. Otherwise, I was great with finding them like that.


  Wringing her hands in front of her, Sandra addressed me. “Oh my god… I’m so embarrassed. I’m sorry Flynn, Tessa. We were… I’m… Um… I’m late for something. I’m going to get dressed and go. Please, don’t tell your sisters about this!”


  With that, she turned and ran from the room. Giving me a ‘what the hell am I going to do’ look, my dad went after her. That left Tess and I to stare at each other wide eyed as we tried not to laugh. I’d sensed that my dad and Sandra were attracted to each other, big time, and I was pleased that they were acting on it. I knew my dad well enough to know that if he didn’t really have feelings for her, he wouldn’t be doing anything with the woman that was, for all intents and purposes, the mother of his daughters. He’d never take the chance that things would go badly if he wasn’t pretty damn sure they could go the distance.


  Turning to me Tess asked, “Should we go, or?”


  Shaking my head, I walked to the kitchen table and gestured for her to sit down. “No, it will just upset him if we leave, and it will make him feel guilty that he did something for himself. No matter how many times I’ve told him that I wish he would get married again, he still believes that it upsets me to see him with someone that isn’t my mom. My dad’s stubborn.”


  Gesturing to me, Tessa laughed. “So… the apple didn’t fall far from the tree?”


  “Busted, babe. So busted.”


  A few minutes later Sandra and my dad came back into the room. He was now wearing a pair of jeans and a button down shirt, while Sandra had changed into a summer dress. I couldn’t help but notice that my dad had a flowery overnight bag in his hand, and I knew that meant they’d planned to stay together. How cute was that?


  Standing from the table, I walked over to Sandra and smiled down at her. “Please don’t be uncomfortable about this. I’m actually thrilled about it. This is a good thing Sandra.”


  She looked relieved, and for the first time since I’d walked in, she smiled. “Really, you’re okay with your father and I getting together?”


  “Yeah! I think it’s great. I’ll bet you money that the girls will love this as well. They just want you to be happy.”


  Now she didn’t look so relieved. Instead, she looked anxious. “Flynn, you know your sisters weren’t raised normally… but none of us can really understand all of the things that they saw and heard. I give thanks every single day that something horrible didn’t happen to any one of those children. The five of them lived through hell on earth and had to fear for their physical safety every day. I made a promise the day I met them that I would never, ever behave like that, and that they’d always be safe with me. During the entire time they lived with me, I never dated because they needed to know that they came first. Too much of their lives were destroyed by my sister and her husband being promiscuous. I would never do that to my girls. Until I know for sure that Todd and I are solid, I can’t have this touching them. I’ve always been their only female influence, and I don’t want them to think I’m some kind of… anything like my sister or some… loose woman. I also don’t want them to feel like they are less of a priority to your father because of me.”


  “Sandra… no one thinks you’re loose. Dominique and Delilah both already know that you and my dad are attracted to each other. I know this because they mentioned it to me, and they were excited about it. To them, hell, to all of us, the two of you being together would be a good thing. They already love dad and they don’t think that they aren’t a priority for him. They know that they are. It’s obvious that they mean the world to him. You’ve raised some very smart, very kind girls. They just want their Mama San to be happy. Don’t put so much pressure on yourself.”


  My dad was nodding his approval at everything I’d said, and Sandra seemed touched. “Thank you for that Flynn, it means a lot. I’m glad to hear that the girls are okay with this. Just… give me a little time to figure out how to talk to them about this before you say anything, okay?”


  “Of course I won’t say anything. That’s for you and dad to do. Now how about instead of running off you stay and have omelets with us? Dad’s are the best, and they’re why I brought Tess over this morning.”


  “Ah, your father was bragging about his omelet skill. I take it they’re really good?”


  “They really, really are. Dad’s omelets are one of my favorite things to eat.”


  Turning to dad, she smiled. “Well now I have to taste one. Let’s do this!”


  We all worked together chopping vegetables while dad cooked bacon and sausage. When it came time for him to start making the omelets, we all sat down. According to my dad, the magic with the omelets only happened if put them together himself.


  Once he had plated the food, we all gathered around the table and dug in. Tessa and Sandra both made sounds of appreciation when they took their first bites. Gesturing to my dad I said, “You’d never suspect that this guy could make eggs taste like the best things on earth, am I right?”


  Breakfast passed quickly, and I was happy that Sandra had calmed down and enjoyed the meal. We all said our goodbyes and agreed that we’d meet up at Dante’s later. Tess and I left first, in order to give my dad and Sandra time to say their goodbye in private. It had been a great morning and I was lighthearted as we came out the side door and headed into the driveway.


  My good mood evaporated pretty quickly when I saw a few dozen photographers right outside my father’s gate. Questions were yelled out to me rapid fire, one after the other.


  “Did you know your dad had secret children?”


  “Is it true that your father has more hidden children than the two we already know about?”


  “Was your father cheating on your mother while she was dying?”


  “Are you sure those girls are really your sisters?”


  “Are you mad at your father for lying to you for all of these years?”


  I was used to the rude and intrusive questions, but my temper started to flair because they were talking about my father. Everything they were saying was total bullshit, but I tried to ignore them. That went to hell when they changed tactics and started yelling about Tessa.


  “Did you marry that girl?”


  “Is she knocked up?”


  “How many girls are you sleeping with right now?”


  “Do you have any illegitimate babies you’d like to tell us about?”


  “Is your girlfriend one of your groupies?”


  I threw open the passenger door to my car and hustled Tessa inside before I turned on the masses and spoke.


  “All of your questions are ridiculous. My father didn’t lie to me and my sisters aren’t a burden. I love my father, and I love my sisters. My girlfriend is not a groupie and she isn’t pregnant. I don’t have any children and my girlfriend is the only girl for me. If you have any other questions, call my publicist.”


  Stomping around the car I got in as one of them shouted, “Then whens the wedding Romeo?”


  Ignoring that shit, I turned the car on and floored it to the edge of the driveway. The smarmy fucks didn’t move quickly, they never do. Instead they banged on the car and took photos of Tess and I trying to drive away.


  Touching my dashboard display, I called my dad. He answered on the first ring.


  “Son, I’m so sorry. Sandra and I saw the commotion- I was going to come out but she said that would just make it worse for you and I saw the logic in that. Are you okay?”


  I gripped the steering wheel in anger as I answered. “Dad, stop it. I’m fine. There’s nothing for you to be sorry about. This is on me. If I weren’t famous, no one would give a shit. We’ll deal with it the way we always do. Don’t worry about it. I just wanted to make sure that you were okay- now I’m going to take care of Tess. I’ll see you tonight.”


  “I love you son.”


  “I love you too, dad.”


  After disconnecting, I turned to find Tessa watching me. She didn’t look any worse for wear, but I was worried about her nonetheless. I knew I had to be in danger of having a hysterical girlfriend on my hands.


  “Babe… fuck. I’m really sorry about all of this shit. I know that it’s hard to take. Just fucking bear with me though, all right? It won’t be like this forever, I promise you that.”


  Reaching out, she took my hand. “Honey, seriously? Don’t worry about me at all because I’m fine. I’m worried about you, your father and your sisters. How are you with all of this?”


  This was one of those moments when you learned something new and it changed your life. I’d never had a partner, never had a woman standing by my side when the shit hit the fan. I felt like an ass that I’d assumed for even a moment that she’d make it about her or get dramatic about what was happening.


  Stroking my thumb over the palm of her hand, I smiled to myself. The fucking lottery? Now I knew that I’d won it, twice. The first time I hit the big-time with my band. The second time, I met the girl of my dreams.


  “I’m good baby. Worried about my dad, pissed that my sisters are going to have questions thrown at them like that, annoyed that you’re being exposed to it- but on the bright side, I’ve got you here, so all that shits going to work out just fine.”


  Her soft sigh made my dick hard. “Holy hell Flynn, you have no idea how beautiful the words that come out of your mouth are.”


  I squeezed her hand tightly in mine as I replied, “Neither do you baby, neither do you.”


  


  


  Chapter Thirty-Two


  


  The throng of paparazzi that were at the gate this morning had only grown by the time we got back to Flynn’s house. I clenched my hand around his encouragingly as I said, “You said it yourself; this is temporary madness. Focus on that.”


  After he pulled the car into the garage and pressed the button for the door to go down, he turned to me with a wicked grin. “I’d much rather focus on you baby. Right now I’m focused on working my tongue all over your sweet pussy until you scream. Right here, right fucking now.”


  I sucked in a surprised breath as my sex clenched and my nipples pebbled. “Um, the paparazzi?”


  He gave me a feral look as he licked his lips. “They’re at the end of the driveway on the other side of a closed gate, the garage door is closed and the windows on the garage door are smoked. No one can see in baby.”


  “So… you want to do this in the car?”


  Nodding, he smiled. “You’ll see what my plan is. Get out and meet me at the back of the car. Be naked when you get there.”


  Stepping out of the car, I made quick work of taking off my clothes. It felt crazy dangerous to be having sex in his garage in the middle of the day with at least two dozen paparazzi standing at the end of the driveway, but I had to admit, it turned me on.


  Coming around the back end of the car, I saw he had the hatch open and the seats had been folded down. He was also naked. And God, the man was beautiful when he was naked.


  “Here’s what’s happening. I’m going to lay down and then you’re going to climb in and sit on my face.”


  I blushed from head to toe, looking anywhere but at him. I couldn’t do that. It was too much, too dirty, too scary.


  Putting his hand under my chin, he shifted my face up so that I had to look at him. “This isn’t some random request Tessa, and I don’t want you to tell me some ridiculous reason why this embarrasses you. There is no part of you that I don’t want, no part that I won’t take. I want that sweet pussy straddling my face and riding my tongue. If you can’t climb up and do it for yourself, then do it for me. Give it a chance- if you hate it, of course I’ll stop baby. What it comes down to is whether you trust me enough, trust in us enough, that you can try?”


  Well really, how could I say no to that?


  “Yes, I’ll try.”


  Running his hands down my arms, he planted a swift kiss on my lips. “That’s my girl. Now let me get in, and then you climb on.”


  I was nervous, but his enthusiasm was it’s own aphrodisiac. I shifted nervously as I watched him lay down, but when he held his hands out, I crawled in fast. I might have been scared, but I was no fool. Flynn’s tongue promised heaven, and I wanted to see that promise through.


  When he’d gotten me into the position he wanted me, he smiled up at me from between my legs.


  “You’re so perfect baby, and you don’t even realize it. I know you were worried, so I’m going to tell you something that I hope helps. This, right now, is true fucking beauty. I’ll dream about what you look like at this moment forever.”


  I moaned even before he wrapped his arms around my hips and pulled me down onto his mouth. His tongue traced spirals on my sensitive mound as his firm hands cupped my ass. He used his hold to guide me back and forth against his mouth, and my body started to shake when he held me in place and thrust his tongue as deep inside me as he could go over and over again. Sliding his right hand from my ass to my leg, he squeezed me and gestured for me to sit up.


  With a groan, I did just that, taking a shuddery breath when I saw that his lips were drenched with my arousal.


  Licking his lips, he smiled at me. “I’m adding fingers baby. Fuck them while I tongue this slick pussy.”


  I let out a little groan when he thrust two fingers deep inside of me. Even if he hadn’t told me to fuck myself on his fingers, I would have. The movement was involuntary, my body already seeking the release that only he could give me.


  “That’s my good girl,” he growled.


  Using the fingers he had inside of me in tandem with the hand he had at my waist, he guided me forward a bit and then went back to tonguing me. I was fast losing ground, my cries escalating as his fingers slid in and out and his tongue danced against me.


  When I looked down at him, I damn near lost it. His eyes were open and on me, and even with his mouth too busy to speak, I could see that he loved what he was doing. Any reservations that I had were now gone, and I let myself go entirely as I rode his fingers and his tongue.


  My heart pounded in my chest as I struggled to remember to breathe; my body merely an extension of Flynn’s magical fingers and tongue. The sound of his growly “Mmm” threw me into the stratosphere. My back arched and I slapped my palms against the roof of the car as I came with a cry.


  Pulling his fingers out of me, Flynn continued to gently tongue me. When I could see straight again, he helped me off of him and then laid me on my back.


  “Baby, there is nothing better than seeing you naked, that pretty pussy begging me to slide my cock in deep. Anytime, anywhere, you’re fucking mine.”


  I’d just come, but it didn’t matter. Nothing mattered but Flynn joining himself with me. I was so wet, so hot, that it was borderline painful and it caused me to whimper.


  “Shh, baby, I know, and I’m going to give you what you need. I’ll always give you whatever you need. Spread your legs and anchor yourself with your feet on the side of the car. This is going to be rough.”


  Spreading wide, I did as he had instructed. His eyes were pure heat as he came down over me and put his hands on my hips. “You want me to fuck you Tess? Tell me baby. Give me the words.”


  Grabbing his shoulders I looked him in the eye as I gave him the words he needed to hear. “Yes, Flynn, fuck me!”


  I yelped as he thrust hard and deep, my body igniting as he pounded at me relentlessly. He was right, it was rough, but it was also amazing. My back was chafing from the carpet that was on the back of the seats, but I didn’t care one bit.


  It was incredibly arousing to watch Flynn’s eyes as he thrust, his entire face a mask of ecstasy. His cock slammed deep over and over, the poor car taking such a beating that I could feel it rocking. Who knew that having him take me in a garage in his car would be so damn hot?


  I never took my eyes off of him as he pounded into me, even as my sex creamed and clenched. We were both making guttural noises and the air in the car carried the scent of the two of us together. The moment was a thing of pure beauty; almost an embarrassment of riches considering that just six weeks ago, I’d believed I would never have anything like it. Not for the first time, I wished I was recording and taking pictures of what we were doing so that we could watch it later.


  “I… have… no… fucking… control… with… you… Tess!”


  I gripped his shoulders tighter as I cried out, his words lighting the fuse that set me off. “Fuck! Oh God, ohmygod Flynn!”


  He didn’t let up as I came, if anything he went harder. My orgasm went on and on as he thrust in and out, his eyes boring into mine as he watched me come undone.


  “Fucking beautiful greedy pussy, always ready to go. I’m pulling out baby, and you need to follow me.”


  I made a sound of annoyance when he pulled out, but I knew he wasn’t finished. In seconds he was out of the car, and reaching out his hand to me, he pulled me to his side. Yanking me to him he kissed me hard, our tongues mating in a dance that only we knew the moves to. I lost track of everything, completely enveloped in everything that we had become as a couple. When he pulled back, I groaned, but then I smiled when he walked me to the front of the car and pointed to the hood.


  “Bend over and put your hands on the hood baby. Brace yourself and get ready. We’re both coming this time.”


  I complied with a moan, offering myself up to him on a platter. Stepping in between my legs, he ran his fingers up my back. I moaned from the feeling of his fingers and from the sensation of my tits touching the hood of the car. Shifting, I wiggled against him as I looked over my shoulder.


  “Take my Flynn. Give me what only you can.”


  Eyes clouded with pure lust, he pushed my shoulders down so that I was lying on the hood of the car. Coming in closer, he gently thrust inside, my name a whisper on his lips. I clenched around him as he began thrusting, my cries escalating as he began to thrust harder.


  I was spread across the hood of his car and I was pretty damn sure I was sweating just enough that I was probably going to stick to it, but I didn’t care. It felt incredible, and I loved it. I shivered when he bent forward and his front touched my back, and then I shrieked when his hips started jackhammering into me relentlessly. He knew that would finish me, and he didn’t have to wait long. Within seconds I was screaming as I came, grateful for the car beneath me that kept me from falling.


  The pressure of the car against my sex was like nothing I’d ever experienced before, and I continued coming as he continued pounding into me. It was one long, continuous orgasm that had me shaking and crying out again and again, begging for him to stop, then never to stop.


  Growling into my ear he instructed me to put my arms behind my back and clasp my hands together. I was so out of it that I’m not sure how I did it, but somehow, I did. He was totally in control now, my hands clasped together and held in his as he thrust away.


  He was like a madman, completely focused on fucking me into oblivion. I knew I was as close to incoherent as I’d ever been, my cries echoing off the garage walls as he fucked me so hard I wondered if I’d become a permanent car ornament.


  When he pulled back and started smacking my ass, I came again, clenching around him with a silent wail that became a loud moan when I felt his cock swell inside of me as he called my name when he started to come, my sex convulsing as I milked him of every drop.


  Releasing my hands, he set them on either side of me. I let out an, “oh!” as he slumped over me, his hot chest against my back as he laid his hands over mine and began to rain kisses on my shoulders and the back of my neck.


  “You’re my favorite and best lottery win baby.”


  I didn’t know what he meant, but it was a funny thing to say, so I chuckled. I shivered when he gently pulled out, and then sighed in pleasure as he lifted me into his arms and carried me through the house and into the backyard. I let out a laugh as he ran across the lawn and I realized his intent, just managing to catch and hold my breath as he jumped into the pool.


  When we surfaced he walked us to the stairs so that he could sit down and pull me onto his lap and into his arms.


  Rubbing my back gently, he smiled at me. “Figured we could use the cooling off baby, considering the fact that we just started a fire in the garage.”


  We laughed and swam for a few minutes before we made our way back into the house. As we were walking to his bedroom, it finally dawned on me to say, “Oh my god, I just realized! If the press knows about the girls, that means Sylvia must have tweeted something, right?”


  Flynn stopped dead in his tracks, smacking his forehead with his hand. “Of course! I completely forgot. Good pull, babe. Let’s go check it out.”


  Grabbing my hand, he pulled me down the hall to his office. Within moments he was signing into his Twitter, and he very quickly made his way to Sylvia’s page. We both gasped when we saw that she had tweeted one of the photos of us all together as a family last night, followed by a series of tweets that once you put them together read:


  #Overjoyed Amazing news my twit-friends! I finally have what I always wanted! As you can see from the new family photo, there has been a Rand family expansion! Todd has beautiful twin daughters and Flynn has an amazing girlfriend. I’ve also got two handsome Hart boys, a lovely Hart wife, a future Hart wife and my future grandson-in-law, Spencer. All this AND I’m going to be a Great-Gram in about five months. #LookOutDuggars


  Holy wow. When Sylvia said she was going to announce it, she wasn’t kidding.


  


  


  Chapter Thirty-Three


  


  Dinner at the Hart house was a loud affair, all of us joking and laughing as we ate. There were new additions to the Hart clan that night, Dillon and Leah Cooper. This Sunday family dinner was their first, as they had only just begun getting to know their family. It was all very complicated really, because while they were siblings to Dante and Damien, they weren’t related to Dominique and Delilah, but they were related to Spencer.


  Leah was lovely, an ethereal beauty really. She was super-sweet and very kind. She got along beautifully with Dominique, Delilah, Sabrina and Brooke, and they made sure to include Tessa in all of their conversations. They got along like gangbusters, which I could see made Dante in particular very happy.


  It also seemed to go a long way to ease Dillon’s nerves. He was definitely the more cautious of the Cooper siblings, not that I could blame him. I’d been told about his upbringing, and I couldn’t imagine how hard that had been on him. He’d lived his first year with the Hart’s before being put up for adoption with Leah when she was born. They’d been adopted together by a couple that had loved them both, but then tragedy had struck when Dillon was ten. The parents had been killed in a freeway shooting, and none of their family members wanted to raise children that weren’t related by blood. Dillon and Leah had been raised from then on in a series of foster homes. As if that weren’t bad enough, he was a widower.


  I liked Dillon a lot and so did my dad. In a surprise to no one, Gram and Pop had taken to Dillon and Leah immediately. I made a mental note to self to tell my dad that I was pretty sure Gram had grandchild fever and that we really needed her to slow down now. Dillon, Leah and Dominique were all single and I just knew Gram would be anxiously looking for mates for them.


  Although… I had my suspicions that Dillon had already found someone that he was interested in. Whenever he thought no one was paying attention, he watched Dominique like a hawk. Interestingly, she watched him whenever she could as well. Their interactions were strange. Something tickled at my brain every time I saw them together, but I’d yet to put my finger on it.


  My sister was a complicated girl. I had Delilah’s entire life story, backwards and forwards, but I can’t say the same thing about Dominique. She was the Alcatraz of information- nothing ever came out. I noticed that all of her siblings were keeping a close eye on her, and I wanted to know what that was about, but I was afraid to ask. I’d only just gotten her in my life, and I didn’t want to risk losing her.


  The highlight of the evening was watching my dad and Sandra together. They weren’t openly tactile, but anyone with a brain could see that they were becoming something, together. Sandra had piqued my curiosity earlier and I wanted to know more about her. I liked her a hell of a lot, had a ton of respect and admiration, not to mention gratitude, for her and all that she had done for her family, but I knew there was more to the story than what I’d already been told.


  As dinner was winding down, Spencer and Damien stood and asked for everyone’s attention. Spencer spoke first.


  “As you all know, I am literally losing my mind not being married to my beautiful fiancée. Delilah and I have decided to get married the weekend after next at our home in Malibu. I know it’s short notice, but we want to do this before Flynn and Tessa head out on tour. So please, everyone, be with us next week as we take this next step together. Now for the even more exciting news…”


  Laughing, Damien took over. “We’ve been all around this and have looked at every angle, but the truth is, Spencer and I are not patient men. We got engaged within twenty-four hours of each other, and we’ve been haggling ever since about who should get married first. Brooke and Delilah decided for us that we’re having a double wedding. So everyone really needs to get their party hats on, because we are doing this right.”


  We all erupted in applause, everyone shouting out that they would be there. Over the next few minutes I found out that only the people that were sitting around the table would be at the wedding because the Hart’s had decided on a family only tradition. I thought that was adorable, and my mind wandered as I thought about who Tess and I would have at our wedding. We wouldn’t get away with less than fifty people, of that I had no doubt.


  Of course, while I was getting all those details, my beautiful girl was taking pictures of it all. I’d come to love the view of her with a camera in front of her. She always had a look of intense joy when she was working with her cameras, and it was a turn on. And thinking of turn-ons, she had told me that she fantasized about taking pictures and video while having sex. I wondered if I’d be able to talk her into that, and soon.


  My fantasies were interrupted when she sat back down next to me and laid her head on my shoulder, linking her hand with mine.


  Squeezing her hand I asked, “You tired, baby?”


  “Mm, a little. Mostly I’m just happy. It’s been a great night. I’m going out with all of the girls tomorrow to go buy dresses for the wedding. I know that you’re in rehearsal all week, so is it okay if I take one of your other cars?”


  “Babe, what’s mine is yours. Take whatever you want Tess. You never have to ask. You’re at rehearsal with me on Wednesday, right?”


  I felt rather than saw her head nodding before she said, “Once I told John that I was in town early, he gave me the go ahead to start working now. I’ll be there all day on Wednesday taking pictures and going over things with Devon. Friday I’ll spend the afternoon with you after rehearsal, and then next week I’m with Tyson on Monday, Gavin on Tuesday and Cole on Wednesday.”


  Leah had heard that part of our conversation, and she turned to ask questions. “Ooh, you get to take pictures of them all individually?”


  Looking at Leah, Tessa nodded. “What a hardship, right? It’s like a dream assignment. Four beautiful and talented men forced to endure my lens. Of course, my favorite of the four is the lead singer. I’ve got a huge crush on him… but let’s keep that between us. His head would swell if he knew.”


  Oh, “his” head was swelling, of that there was no doubt. Chuckling, I tickled her side. “You keep your eyes on the singer. Those other guys better not turn that beautiful head of yours baby.”


  With a quick elbow jab to my stomach, she turned and blew a raspberry at me before rolling her eyes at me. “You and I both know they don’t turn my head at all. There’s only you honey.”


  Yeah, that was damn right. Only me.


  With a dreamy sigh Leah said, “What I wouldn’t give to spend my days photographing rock legends. Especially Tyson. Oh. My. God. That man… I’m not sure how anyone of the female persuasion manages to think, much less get anything done, when he’s around. He’s so hot it’s not fair to other men. Sorry Flynn.”


  I couldn’t help it, I laughed. “No apology necessary. When I look at him I see the guy I used to share a bus with on our first tour. The two of us used to puke in the toilet together, at the same time, after some of those shows. He’s a great guy but he needs a good woman. He’s had it very… rough.”


  Raising her hand in the air Leah said, “I volunteer!”


  Chuckling, Tessa piped in with, “You know, there are two more single guys in the band. Or… erm… well, there’s really one, I think. But that’s a long story. Anyway, Gavin’s single too. Who knows, maybe you’ll hit it off with Gavin or Tyson. A girl can dream.”


  Leah was shaking her head before Tessa was finished speaking. “Gavin’s scary intense. I don’t think I could handle that for even five seconds. It’s too much. No, of the guys in the band, I’ve always had it for Tyson. God he’s beautiful.”


  Leah was actually Tyson’s type physically speaking- but she was Worlds apart from the gold digging bitches he’d tried to have relationships with.


  Acting on instinct I said, “You’re welcome to meet him on the opening night of our tour. The entire family is going, and I’d love to see you and Dillon there as well.”


  She looked thrilled, but her enthusiasm did wane a bit. “You know I’m all talk, right? I would never randomly throw myself at someone just because they were famous.”


  “Aw, Leah, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean it like that at all. I don’t think that about you, I just figured if you wanted to see us live and meet the band, you should be there with the rest of the family.”


  I worried about him Tyson a lot. He had gotten dangerously close to the edge for a while, and there was a time when I believed that he wasn’t going to survive. Now that I knew what it felt like to have a relationship that meant something, I wanted that for everyone. Someone like Leah was just what Tyson needed in his life. When Leah agreed to come to the show, I found myself hoping that my match making skills were up to par.


  I guess we would see.


  


  


  Chapter Thirty-Four


  


  Being at the rehearsal space and watching the band get ready for the tour was an almost out of body experience for the first few minutes I was there. It’s strange to think that once I was just a fan, and now I was part of their tour staff.


  I’d not mentioned to Flynn yet that the sound of him singing was a serious turn on, but I was going to have to tell him ASAP because I was in agony. The second that they took a break from rehearsing I was dragging him somewhere private and having my way with him. I’d have thought that the fact that we had sex at least twice a day every day would be enough to satisfy my lust for him, but as soon as that sexy voice started singing, I was done for.


  I was struggling to maintain any semblance of normalcy as I took pictures, but my lens was all-but trained exclusively on him as he sang and my panties were only getting wetter. When Devon came into the space and motioned for me to go talk to her, I all but ran out of sheer relief. Standing watching him was killing me and I needed a break.


  Greeting Devon with a hug, I followed her lead as she walked us to a long table at the end of the room. It didn’t escape my attention that she’d made sure that we were still able to see the guys while we spoke. Of course, I didn’t think she was watching them all, and I wasn’t wrong because her gaze repeatedly went to Cole.


  “Alright girl, spill! Flynn came to rehearsal Monday happier than any man that beautiful has a right to be. It only took about five minutes for him to work the words ‘my girlfriend’ into the conversation. When he wasn’t singing, he was yapping about how amazing you are and how much he loves living with you. There wasn’t one person that hadn’t previously heard that he’d moved you in who didn’t almost pass the fuck out. He’s never even had a serious relationship before, but with you, he went the extra mile to move your ass in AND get you out here weeks ahead of schedule. Not to be crude, but this is Flynn Rand we’re talking about. He has bitches throwing themselves at him all day, every day. If he didn’t feel something for you, he wouldn’t have moved you in.”


  When she took a breath, I thought it was time for me to say something, but instead she plowed on.


  “Flynn’s reputation precedes him girl, and the fact that you’ve whipped his ass so quickly is astonishing. Do you even have any clue how many women before you have tried and failed within hours? The weeks that I was working with the band before he met you, I thought he was a very nice, very funny man. I also thought that he was hell on women. His body language screamed disinterest no matter how beautiful the girls were that came on to him. Then he met you at the night of the party and bam! New Flynn. Suddenly he was all smoldering looks and nervous energy when you were around. When your name comes up, he puffs up as if he just won a gold medal. I saw the picture that his Gram put up on Twitter. He has you living in his house, he’s introduced you to the family, and there is no way he’s letting go. Do you notice that even now, as he’s rehearsing, he’s still watching everything you do? It’s crazy!”


  Of course, I noticed. I was incapable of really noticing anything but Flynn. He’d become everything to me, and it was scary shit. I was helpless to stop it, mostly because I didn’t want to. This once in a lifetime feeling was something that I wanted to soak in.


  I knew I was blushing, but I didn’t really care. “I notice Devon, believe me, I notice. He’s amazing. I don’t even know what to say because I’m afraid to jinx it. Flynn’s the only guy that I’ve ever felt that way about and to be honest, it’s really overwhelming. Between you and me… I’m terrified that once we get on the tour everything is going to go to shit. All those girls…”


  With a wave of her hand she poo-pooed my fears. “Um… Hello… McFly? You’re seeing that he’s moved you in, watches you like you’re a magnet for his eyes AND he’s introduced you to his family. You really need to get your head out of your ass girl. I would understand your fears if he didn’t look at and talk about you the way he does- but seriously… he’s had the tour experience for a decade. The way he looks at you, the way he talks about you- neither of those things is going to change once the tour starts. Cole knows him better than anyone in the world and he says that we can put an X next to Flynn’s name from here on out, because he’s officially off the market for good. You have to realize that Cole, more than anyone else, would know. Flynn’s serious.”


  A thousand butterflies spread their wings in my stomach as I allowed myself to imagine how amazing it would be if Flynn didn’t turn into a different person once we got on the road. I wasn’t ready to discuss it with anyone yet though, so I decided to steer the conversation away from Flynn and me.


  “Ah… since you brought him up, I’m asking. What’s going on with you and Cole… and Ian?”


  Blushing furiously, Devon looked down at the table. “Is it that obvious that something’s going on?”


  Putting my hand on her shoulder, I squeezed encouragingly. “Sweetie, no, that’s not what I meant. I noticed because I’m a people watcher, hence the reason I’m a photographer. You all have very intense chemistry. Cole devours you both with his eyes, you look like you’re on fire inside and Ian is a mix of desperate to be with you both and terrified of what’s happening. Am I right?”


  Blowing out a frustrated breath, Devon nodded in affirmation. “You pretty much just nailed it. Cole’s been very upfront about his desires, and I’m on board. How can I not be? Look at those two. Each of them does something to me that I can’t explain. It would be like a dream if Ian would get his head out of his ass. He’s reticent to do anything with Cole because he’s hung up on not being gay. As if that matters! He wants us both and we both want him. Meanwhile I’m dying over here of frustration. Cole won’t have sex with me unless Ian’s there. He’s positive that at some point Ian will come around and the three of us will be able to start a relationship. He says we need to start together, not separately. It’s killing me.”


  I couldn’t imagine feeling the way I did about Flynn for two men, and I felt bad for Devon that she didn’t have the relationship that she wanted.


  “Do you and Cole see the relationship being serious if Ian joins in?”


  With an emphatic nod she explained, “Absolutely. Cole says he’s never felt like this about anyone, much less two people. I feel the same way, and even Ian admits that he does too. Now it’s just a question of getting him to let go of the gay thing.”


  “Once you’re on tour, he can’t avoid either of you. I’ll bet that’s when this thing takes flight.”


  Her face a mix of anxiety, hope and desperation, she shrugged her shoulders. “I hope so Tessa, I really do. I’m not sure how much more I can take.”


  Our conversation came to a halt when rehearsal ended and Flynn made a beeline for me. Pulling me into his arms, he smiled down at me as he asked, “What did you think baby?”


  What I thought wasn’t appropriate to say in a room full of people so I smiled and said, “I thought it was amazing! I can’t wait for opening night.”


  Standing on my tiptoes I pulled his head to mine. Wrapping my hand around his neck, I turned his head and whispered my real answer in his ear. “What I really think is that we’ve got an emergency. Since the moment you started singing, I’ve been hot for you. By that I mean that I can’t even wait until later today. I’m so wet it’s ridiculous. I need you now. Can you make that happen?”


  Running his hands down my back, he pulled me closer to him so that I could feel that my words had aroused him. An involuntary shiver ran up my spine and I licked the shell of his ear- I hoped surreptitiously. Turning me so that I was facing the group, he pulled me tight against him. “Me and my girl are going to go find some food. See you guys in ninety minutes, yes?”


  After a chorus of affirmatives, he hustled me from the room. It wasn’t lost on me that he kept me glued to him so that he could hide his erection from the others, but I’m pretty sure they had to have at least suspected, because he wouldn’t let me go. Within a minute we were outside at his car and seconds after that he was peeling out of the parking lot. Looking over and taking in my puzzled expression, he chuckled.


  “There’s a motel two buildings down. It’s terribly tacky but right now, it’s going to save our asses. You’re going in and renting a room. I’d do it myself but we both know that’s a horrible idea unless we want the paparazzi banging on the door. But on the subject of cameras- bring your little camera when we get into the room. We’re taking pictures.”


  I liked this plan, found it kinky and funny at the same time. When he pulled up in front of the motel, I ran inside and got the room renting process underway. Five minutes later I was seventy dollars poorer but had a key to a room near the back of the parking lot in my hand as I hauled ass back out to the car. I told Flynn where to park and he had the car off and my door open less than a minute later. Clearly I wasn’t the only one who was desperate.


  We were like to sex crazed idiots as we struggled with the lock, laughing in relief when we finally got the door to open. I had about sixty seconds to take in the surroundings (these were not attractive accommodations, but desperate times called for desperate measures) as Flynn yanked the hideous polyester comforter off the bed and tossed it on the floor.


  The comforter wasn’t even settled on the floor yet when he picked me up and tossed me onto the bed. I let out a breathy laugh as I bounced, then all humor disappeared when he came down on top of me and captured my mouth in a kiss that was pure sin.


  I whimpered helplessly as he suckled my tongue in his mouth, the ache in my core so intense that it was making me frantic.


  Lifting his mouth from mine, Flynn looked into my eyes. “Fuck babe, you’re already there aren’t you?”


  I nodded even as I arched against him, my body begging him to take the edge off.


  “Take your clothes off baby.”


  I had my shorts, tee shirt, bra, underwear, shoes and socks off so fast that I’m pretty sure I set some kind of speed record. Flynn only had his tee shirt and shorts off, and I was too hot to wait any longer. Lying back against the pillows, I spread my legs and slid my hand between my legs. I cried out when I realized how wet I was. Even though I knew that I was beyond aroused, I was stunned by just how drenched I actually was.


  Flynn’s eyes focused entirely on my fingers as I rubbed against my clit. Grabbing my camera he powered it on and took a few dozen shots of me pleasuring myself. Even when he stopped taking pictures, he was so absorbed with my actions that he continued to watch as he took his clothes off.


  “Jesus baby, you’re so damn wet. You need to come badly don’t you?”


  Shivering, I nodded my head as I rubbed quicker. “Yessss….”


  “Spread your legs wide babe and hold your pretty pussy lips open for me. I’m not about to let all that sweet cream go to waste.”


  I spread as wide as I could and then held myself open for him, crying out as he used the flat of his tongue and took one long, slow lick. Pressing my feet into the mattress, I lifted myself toward his tongue.


  “Please honey.... I need you so bad!”


  His response was a warm breath on my ultra-sensitive clit, the feeling so other worldly that I cried out and shuddered beneath him. I was literally throbbing, my need for him taking over my body in a way I’d never experienced.


  “God, Tessa, you’re so fucking hot. My baby’s pussy needs my fingers and my tongue doesn’t it?”


  I was past the point of playing, and it made me demanding. “Stop torturing me goddammit. It hurts Flynn. Make. Me. Come.”


  Smiling at me he asked, “Is that an order, or are you begging?”


  Glaring at him I shouted, “It’s whatever you want it to be. PLEASE!”


  “Like I said babe, your pussy is greedy. I fucking love that because it means your body knows that it belongs just to me and it understands that I’m the one that can make it sing.”


  Watching his head descend back between my thighs was so sexy that I swear I swooned for a moment. I loved the silkiness of his shoulder length hair as it tickled my inner thighs almost as much as I loved his tongue wiggling and sliding all over my clit. Everything he did with that mouth, from talking to singing to kissing to oral sex blew my mind. The Gods had been very generous with Flynn’s mouth; of that there was no doubt.


  I panted and moaned as he worked me over, my brain a big vat of mush stew. Circling my sex with his tongue, he did five quick sucks on my clit. I cried out as my back arched and my free hand fisted in his hair as I held him against me. “Ohhhh… babyyyyy… don’t stop!”


  He chuckled against me and shook his head to let me know that he understood. My hips moved of their own volition, straining against him as I sought relief for the ache that had been building for hours. Sliding two fingers in deep, he began thrusting inside of me in tandem with his tongue at my clit.


  “Oh please, please, please, please…. FLYNN! I’m coming!”


  My head whipped back and forth on the pillows as I came. I felt myself releasing onto his tongue, heard his fingers thrusting into my wetness as my orgasm went on and on. I was out of control, sky diving with no parachute as Flynn’s tongue and fingers kept up the torture that was so intense that it hurt, but in an incredibly good way. The feeling of his tongue sliding through my fingers and against my clit was crazy intense, and my body continuously bucked up into his as I sought the contact with his tongue.


  His two fingers slid out for a moment and I groaned because I wanted them back. I didn’t miss them for long because he slid three fingers back in as he rubbed inside of me right against a spot that had me seeing stars.


  My body erupted in a wave of orgasms, my breath lodged in my throat as I struggled to remain conscious. Only Flynn held me to earth because the rest of me was long gone as my body quaked and flailed helplessly beneath his tongue and fingers.


  I felt rather than saw him taking position over me, my eyes snapping open to find him looking at me with fire in his eyes.


  “You’re so fucking sweet babe. I fucking love eating your pussy. You know what I love more than making you scream as you come on my tongue?”


  I shook my head mindlessly as I tried to focus on him, but my body was the boss right then, not my head.


  Pushing my knees back against my chest, he thrust into me with one powerful surge that I felt in every cell in my body. My mouth opened in a silent scream as he plunged into me, his every movement slow but incredibly deep.


  “What I love more is burying myself in your exquisite little cunt and holding on for dear life as you squeeze the fuck out of my cock and my heart. Never in my life have I felt anything as incredibly good as being inside you. Never.”


  Grabbing the camera again, he powered it on and handed it to me. “Take some pictures baby.”


  I clenched around him as I moaned, beyond turned on by the sight of him over me. I snapped a series of pictures of the two of us joined together and a dozen or more of him on top of me before I lost the ability to take pictures, so I turned the camera off and gently dropped it on the floor next to us. I whimpered as I began to meet him thrust for thrust, pushing my hips upward to take every beautiful inch as he surged inside of me. His pubic hair danced against my clit every time his balls smacked my ass, and the room filled with the sounds of both of us losing whatever tenuous hold we had on ourselves.


  The flimsy mattress was squeaking so loud that I knew that anyone who was in a room on either side of us could hear every punishing thrust, but I didn’t care.


  “Play with your tits babe. Pinch those gorgeous nipples for me.”


  I did as he asked, rolling and pinching my nipples between my fingers as he kept up his never-ending assault on my senses. Nothing mattered except the feeling of him as he entered and then retreated repeatedly, his plunges deep and hard. This was not sex as a sprint; it was a long distance marathon and my body was ablaze.


  Wrapping his arms around my thighs, he pulled me hard against him as his thrusting increased in speed and depth. Both of us were out of breath and I kept letting out keening cries as he pounded in and out like a mad man, gaining momentum the longer we went on instead of slowing down. My sex gushed as I met him at every thrust, begging him never to stop.


  I heard the phone ringing in the room, and we both ignored it. No one knew where we were, so the call wasn’t for us. I continued to scream out as his thrusts reached maximum depth, every one of them slamming into my cervix in the most delicious of ways.


  “Fuck,” He yelled, “So fucking good! Baby!”


  The phone continued to ring, but we were both coming to the end of our journey and we didn’t care. I yelled for him to fuck me harder, begged for him to come inside of me as the mattress squeaked in protest so loud that it was like having a squeaking bed soundtrack playing at top volume.


  I felt my orgasm coming on like a freight train, and I knew I was in for it. Grabbing his shoulders I screamed as I tried to tell him what was happening.


  “I’m so close…. I’m going….”


  As he nodded at me, trickles of sweat dripped from his forehead onto my cheek. “I’m done… I’m going to come too!”


  Impossibly, his thrusts picked up even more speed as I clenched below him, screaming as I exploded around him. He let out a series of yells as he started to come, and I held on for dear life as I continued to come. The phone was ringing again, but I only realized that at the very back of my mind. Both of us were lost in the most intense of orgasms, my nails digging into his shoulders as he hammered into me at supersonic speed. I felt each pulse as he spent himself inside of me and cried out as his come made my orgasm stronger. For a moment, it felt like the world tipped on its axis and dropped out from beneath me, or possibly, there was an earthquake, but nothing mattered except Flynn. He was my anchor in the storm, and I focused on him and him alone.


  When we were finished, he dropped down on top of me as I wrapped my legs and arms around him and held him close. We were both breathing as if we’d just run a marathon, our body’s damp with sweat. I shivered when he pushed my hair aside and nuzzled into my neck, and then groaned aloud when he bit my neck and sucked in as his tongue wiggled against me. I knew he was leaving a mark, but I was fine with it. If anything, I found it sexy.


  Pulling away, he looked into my eyes as he smiled down at me. “I just came so goddamn hard that I’ll remember that feeling for the rest of my life. You’re fucking amazing that I can’t even think straight. You give every part of yourself to me and it blows my mind. I treasure you baby.”


  The phone kept on ringing, but neither of us moved to answer it. I wondered if all motels were this annoying, but then quickly forgot about the annoyance when I looked at Flynn.


  I was smiling at him, about to tell him that I treasured him too, when I realized that we were sliding down the bed. Pushing him off I had just enough time to say, “What the…” when I realized what I’d felt at the end hadn’t been the earth turning on its axis or an earthquake. What I had felt was the bed breaking beneath us. Somehow the legs had given out on the bottom portion of the bed, and now the whole thing was tilted. When Flynn saw what I was pointing to, he burst out laughing.


  “Holy. Fucking. Shit. We broke the damn bed!”


  We were both still laughing when the banging started at the door. Grabbing his shorts, Flynn pulled them on before flinging the door open. “What?”


  I couldn’t see who was there, but I heard every word.


  “Sir, I’m the manager of this motel. I got almost twenty phone calls in the last hour from furious guests, all of them beside themselves because of the loud noise coming from your room. What you were doing was so loud that I could actually hear it through the phone. I’ve been working at this motel for two years and never… Wait a minute. Holy shit! You’re Flynn Rand!”


  I buried my face in my hands, knowing that we were in for it now.


  Sighing, Flynn nodded. “Yeah, I am. Look, I’m terribly sorry for the inconvenience. Let me get dressed and I’ll come give you my credit card. I’ll pay for every single occupied room in the motel for one night to compensate for the inconvenience. Also… we, ah… we broke the bed. So you can charge me for that, too. I’ll do anything you want, but please be decent about this. If you’re going to call the tabloids, please wait until we’re gone. I don’t want my girlfriend being subjected to the shit that will start if you do that.”


  “No way man. I’m not calling anybody. You paying for the rooms and taking care of the cost of the bed is enough. I’m a huge fan. Huge. I promise you, if the tabloids get ahold of this, it won’t have come from me. You don’t even need to come to the office now- just have someone call with your credit card information later. I’ll tell you straight up that you only need to pay for two rooms on either side of you- that’s four rooms in all- and the bed will probably cost about a hundred bucks for a new frame. You don’t need to pay for every occupied room, don’t sweat it. Just take care of the people that were going to light me on fire and we’re cool.”


  I saw Flynn’s arm hand shoot out as he shook the managers hand, and I was relieved in this case that he was famous and that it had worked in our favor.


  “Thanks for being so cool about this man. What’s your name?”


  “My names Jimmy. Thanks for making such great music! Your stuff has been getting me through law school for the last three years.”


  “It was nice to meet you Jimmy. I won’t forget how cool you just were. Thanks buddy.”


  Closing the door, he turned and looked at me. “We just dodged a serious bullet. Let’s get dressed and get the hell out of here before one of the guests figures out who I am and starts snapping pictures with their cell phones. Make sure you grab the camera.”


  I had no time to complain about the lack of time to shower. Instead, I hauled ass and pulled my clothes on lightning fast as Flynn did the same. The last thing I did was grab the camera and then he grabbed my hand and we ran to the car.


  We had twenty minutes to spare before he had to be back at the studio, so we took the extra time and went to get some burgers and fries. While we waited in the drive-thru line I did the best job that I could repairing my appearance, but it was pretty obvious what we’d spent our lunch break doing.


  When we got back to rehearsal space I ran to the bathroom and spent some more time cleaning myself up, and by the time that I was finished I felt more confident that it was slightly less obvious that I’d spent my lunch break flat on my back and full of Flynn.


  After practice when we went home, we looked at the pictures we’d taken in the hotel. They were unbelievably hot, but we both agreed that next time, we were going to use a flip camera to record the entire thing.


  


  


  Chapter Thirty-Five


  


  We were snuggled together on the couch watching 'House Hunters', laughing as we voiced our disagreements with the couple in the episode about which house they had chosen.


  “I mean seriously, the one they wound up with is shiteous,” I said. “They totally should have gone with the craftsman. Instead, they chose that old box that needed a shit ton of work. I hate when they catch up with the people on the episode at the end and like none of the work has been done that the house needs to be a home. I was hoping that maybe they had a plan that would make the house better, but instead, they seem to like the way it was. You know what I mean?”


  “I agree- the craftsman was the way to go. The wainscoting alone made the house number one in my book, but the size and beauty of that kitchen was unbelievable. I can’t believe they chose the house with the pepto pink bathroom. I also can’t believe that since they bought the house they painted the walls of the bathroom pink to match the tile and then they accented with purple towels! I’m diagnosing that couple as being colorblind. There is no way a person that could see color would have chosen that.”


  It wasn’t a surprise that we were house compatible. Really it was just one more indicator that we were the real deal. I couldn’t wait to create a home with her.


  “I’ve already talked to Dante about getting having Hart build the new house, and Spencer and Dominique are on board to design it. Since we both like craftsman style accents, we should incorporate that into the design. We both liked the tall wainscoting and I noticed that you went mad for that farm-style sink that was in the kitchen in the house they toured that we liked. I like that and I can see us in that type of kitchen. I’m thinking we’ve got a design style to go with. I like the location of this house but it’s up to you babe, we can move to a completely different neighborhood if that’s what you want. I would like to stay within twenty minutes of my dad and grandparents, but we should really discuss what your parents want to do long-term as well since they’ve already indicated that if you’re staying, they’re moving here. They should probably look at neighborhoods when they come out for the show. What do you think?”


  She looked like I’d just told her that I was going to put on a sex show on the front lawn. The silence was stretching too long for my liking so I prodded her for an answer. “Babe, thoughts?”


  Shifting nervously she said, “Uh, well, it’s early days yet Flynn. Who knows where we’ll be when the tour ends. You should decide where you want to live and design your house on your own.”


  I went from content to gutted in under five seconds. How in the hell were we not on the same page?


  Like dominoes, all of my worst fears started to fall around me as a light began to shine on something that she did that I’d glossed over. Tess never discussed our future beyond the tour, ever. How had I not noticed that before? Now that I was thinking about it, she never really talked about how our relationship would be once the tour started.


  Every second I spent with Tessa told me that I was in deep. It felt right and I was all in, but now I wasn’t positive that she was. Was it that she just wasn’t in the same place that I was, or did she just not want a future with me?


  I was freaking the fuck out. If she wasn’t in this with me, I was fucked. The idea that she didn’t feel the same way I did made me sick to my stomach. Letting out a frustrated breath I ran my hands through my hair as I tried to calm myself down.


  It didn’t work.


  “What the hell do you mean who knows where we’ll be when the tour ends? Are you saying you don’t see us together? Why the fuck would you say that Tess? Are you not happy? Am I doing something wrong? You haven’t said that you’re unhappy so I didn’t know… I’m new to all of this, and clearly I’m fucking it all up somehow if you already think we won’t be together months from now. I’ll do whatever it takes baby, but I’m not a mind reader. Talk to me.”


  She looked deeply uncomfortable with the way the discussion was going and that made me feel like shit. My thought process was a complete blur of random thoughts and worst-case scenarios. Was this just a transitional relationship for her? Was a long-term commitment not what she wanted? Did she want to break up with me?


  It felt like I’d been stabbed in the heart when it occurred to me that she might feel like she had to stay with me in order to keep her job and the thought made me ill.


  “Oh, my God, Tess… you don’t think that if you break up with me that you’ll lose your job, do you? Is that why you haven’t told me that you’re unhappy?”


  Every ounce of color in her face drained away as she shook her head at me. “No! Flynn, Jesus, NO. That’s not what I’m saying. Please, don’t ever think that. I’m not unhappy right now at all. In fact, I’m happier than I’ve ever been in my life. I’m just saying that we’re new to this and the future is unwritten. It’s too soon to start talking about neighborhoods and houses. If we’re still together at the end of the tour, we can talk about it then, if you still want to. No pressure between now and then, we’ll just see how this plays out. Let’s just wait and see, okay?”


  No. It was definitely not okay. Now I knew that she wasn’t in this with me, not really. I saw Tessa as my entire future, but to her I was just a chapter in her life story, a bit of filler that would fade away to nothing.


  I wasn’t about to become some kind of stalker asshole, so I just nodded and agreed with her. “Sure Tessa, that’s okay. We’ll just wait… and see.”


  Mentally I was kicking my own ass for being so fucking stupid that I’d rolled out the red carpet for her and invited her into every aspect of my life when the truth was that she didn’t want us to be anything significant.


  I should have been more cautious, should have guarded my heart. The damage was done at this point though, and all I could do was find a way not to feel like I had been ripped open and torn apart.


  


  


  Chapter Thirty-Six


  


  I’d been excited about going to Delilah and Brooke’s wedding when the invitation had been extended, but now I was miserable. Flynn had been working like a maniac for days and I’d barely seen him. He left early, he came home late, and he hadn’t touched me at all- even when we were sleeping. He slept on one side and I slept on the other, and it felt like the Grand Canyon was between us. We’d gone from having sex at least two or three times a day to not touching at all. I’d had my period for a few days and had planned to tell him that I was out of commission, but since he never spoke to or touched me, I never needed to.


  Last Friday, he made an excuse about needing to do something with the record company that he and the band had formed in order to get out of having to spend the afternoon with me taking his photo.


  I knew, of course I knew, that he was pissed at me about my reticence to be enthusiastic about his home building plan, but really… how could I be? It would be beyond careless of me emotionally to allow myself to believe that our future was assured when the facts were that it wasn’t.


  My photo shoots with the rest of the band had ranged from fun (Gavin), to scary (Tyson) to sad (Cole), and each of them had taken the time to tell me that they were worried about Flynn, which made me feel horrible.


  I’d asked management to have the guys take me to their favorite places for their photo shoots. On Monday, Gavin had taken me to Zuma beach to take pictures of him surfing. Gavin was known for being incredibly intense, but I found him to be extremely calm and very thoughtful. During our time at the beach he told me that he’d gotten into surfing a few years ago as a way to channel his demons. I don’t know his story, but the surfing definitely has him calm. He calls surfing his moments of Zen, and it’s very clear that it’s working.


  Gavin was a fairly quiet guy, but at the end of the day he’d asked me if he could speak freely. After I nodded, he said, “Look, I don’t know what’s going on with you and Flynn, but he went from being the happiest I’ve ever seen him to acting like he’s a funeral director. I don’t expect you to tell me anything, but I’m telling you- I’ve never seen him hurting before, but he is now. Whatever you’re doing… please, think it through. You seem nice and I can’t imagine you being cruel on purpose, but you’re hurting him. I just thought you should know that.”


  I’d tried to assure him that I wasn’t doing anything to Flynn, but the look he gave me indicated that he thought I was full of shit.


  Tuesday I’d gone out with Tyson, and he had taken me flying in his small plane. It had been one thing to be on the ground taking photos, but being in the air in the tiny plane had me almost in full vapor lock. He talked to me about Flynn after I finished taking pictures while we were in the air. His logic seemed to be that I was a captive audience and he had things to say.


  “I don’t know you, but what I do know is that my friend went from being happier than I’ve ever seen him to being a fucking robot. I personally think he should kick your ass to the curb because you’re making him fucking miserable, but when I said that to him he almost beat my face in. Your timing fucking sucks and I think it’s selfish as shit that you’re doing whatever it is that you are to him right now. Do you even care that he can barely make it through a rehearsal because he’s so out of it that he can’t remember the fuckin’ words to our songs? I’m not saying Flynn’s a fucking saint, but I know him well enough to know that if he could fix whatever it is that’s broken, he would. The fact that he can’t do that tells me that the problem is you. My suggestion is to get your head out of your ass or leave him the fuck alone. I’m sorry because I know that’s blunt, but believe me, life is too fucking short for bullshit and drama, and where my friends are concerned, I speak my mind. He deserves better than to be some bitch’s emotional punching bag. I admit that I don’t know if you’re a bitch or not, but right now, I really don’t give a shit. All I see is that you’re hurting my friend.”


  So much for Leah’s assertion that Gavin was the scary one and Tyson was the beautiful one. Tyson was beautiful, but he was also too blunt for comfort. It was clear that he took his friendships very seriously, and he felt strongly about speaking up. I could respect that, even though I felt attacked.


  “Tyson, I don’t know where you got this impression of me but I’m not… I’m not doing anything to him, I promise you that. I’m not jerking him around and I’m not trying to make him miserable. It’s breaking my heart that he’s so disconnected, but I’m not making any headway in bringing him back. I’m not going to stop trying to get him back to normal. If you believe nothing else that I say, believe this; I feel very strong about Flynn and I don’t see him as my emotional punching bag. I would never do that to him.”


  Other than saying goodbye and telling me he assumed that he would see me on tour, Tyson didn’t say another word.


  As awkward as that was, being with Cole was worse. He’d taken me to a dive bar in the neighborhood that he and Flynn had grown up in. Management had arranged it so that we were the only people in the bar, and Cole had gotten onto the tiny stage where Renegade Saints had played for the first time and began to strum out a song. He explained that he’d chosen the bar as his favorite place because it was a reminder of a time when things were easier and more innocent.


  When we had finished shooting, he gestured to a table and asked me to sit with him. I knew right away what was coming and my stomach sank.


  “First, I want to tell you that I like you Tessa, and I really had hoped that things between you and Flynn were going to go all the way. I know that Gavin and Tyson already talked to you, and I want to apologize if Tyson in particular upset you. He doesn’t pull punches, but he wasn’t trying to be cruel, even if it seemed that way at the time. He’s had to deal with a lot of shit that most people don’t understand and it’s made him tough.”


  He paused for a moment as he fiddled with a coaster that was on the table before saying, “I don’t know what’s going on with you and Flynn and that scares me. I’ve known him since we were babies and I’ve always known everything what’s happening with him. For the first time ever, he’s gone silent. When I ask him what’s happening, he clams up and says he can’t talk about. While he was with you and things were good, I saw Flynn completely content in a way I haven’t since before his mother died.”


  Again there was a pause, but this time I saw that Cole was choked up. After clearing his throat, he started talking again. “Rachel Rand was my second mother and I adored her. She was amazing, the very best type of person because she cared and she lived life to the fullest. Her world revolved around her husband, her son, her family and her friends. Flynn’s incredibly close to his father, but when she was alive, he was a mama’s boy. He and Rachel were joined at the hip, and losing her changed his entire life. Stories about Rachel and Todd’s courtship have become part of the family folklore, and Flynn always maintained that if he couldn’t find what his parents had, he wasn’t going to bother.”


  Looking up at me, he stared me dead in the eye. “Whatever he was looking for, he found it with you. I’ve put in a lifetime alongside him and I knew right away that you were his Rachel. At least I knew that until he showed up to rehearsal last week looking like he’d been stabbed in the heart. In twenty-nine years I’ve seen my brother completely gutted twice. The first time was when his mother died and the second was last week. I don’t know the details of what happened, but what I do know is that Flynn wouldn’t look or act the way he is if he believed that your relationship had a chance. And since I know what he wanted from you, I know that means that whatever is happening is a choice that you made. I hate to put it out like this, but I see Flynn as my brother and I can’t watch him suffer and say nothing. If you don’t want him, let him go. He doesn’t deserve whatever’s happening.”


  I’d tried to plead my case, but Cole told me that wasn’t what he wanted at all. Smiling sadly at me he said, “If you’re going to talk, then you need to talk to him.”


  By the time I got home that day, I was so depressed I could barely function. Flynn didn’t come home until after two in the morning that night, so I never had to pretend to be okay. I was up when he came to bed, but I stayed silent. The worst part was that I knew that he was aware that I was awake, but he said nothing.


  Cole’s words were always on my mind, but I didn’t know how to go forward. Flynn avoided me like I had the plague and I was scared to put myself out there for fear that I’d be pushed away.


  I had been waiting for him to get beyond that conversation that we’d had, but I was petrified that he wasn’t going to. The drive out to Malibu for the wedding passed in almost dead silence. Anything that he said was monosyllabic at best, and I didn’t know what I could do to get him to be present again. It had only been a few days, but it felt like months had passed by.


  Seeing his family again was bittersweet. I’d come to really care about each and every one of them, and I knew that with the way things between Flynn and I were falling apart, I’d not be seeing them much, if at all, in the future.


  Delilah and Brooke looked amazing in their wedding dresses, both of them so full of joy and certainty in their future with the men that they loved that it was hard to look at. Delilah had an extra glow about her because she was pregnant. The contented air that she had and the way she smiled serenely as everyone around her was a flurry of activity to get everything ready told it’s own story about what it felt like to have your dreams come true.


  The wedding was heart-touchingly beautiful. Dante and Sabrina gave Brooke away, while Todd and Sandra gave Delilah away. I hadn’t been expecting that, and it made me cry. It was so beautiful that Delilah had included her father, and I knew it had to mean the world to Todd.


  When it came time to declare who gave Brooke to Damien, Dante and Sabrina said that they did. Then it was time to declare who gave Delilah to Spencer and Damien, Dante, Sandra and Todd all indicated that they did. Sylvia was seated right next to me, and she was crying her eyes out. It didn’t escape me that Mason was choked up as well.


  Both couples had chosen to write their own vows, and there wasn’t a dry eye to be found as they pledged themselves to each other. Reaching over, I took Flynn’s hand in mine and squeezed. The block of ice that was the love of my life didn’t squeeze back, and I pulled my hand away as I held in the sound of my soul ripping apart.


  The rest of the night was passing in a blur, everyone eating and dancing to the songs that the DJ was spinning. I was in the dumps, but I think I did a good job hiding it. At least I did enough to ward off people asking questions, but I did notice that Dillon and Dominique seemed off as well, so maybe that was keeping the attention off of me.


  When it came time for the traditional first dance, I was stunned to see Flynn step forward with an acoustic guitar. I’d had no idea that was going to sing.


  Apparently, I was the only one that didn’t know because it was clear that no one else showed surprise. We all assembled around the small dance floor that had been set up under an open-air tent in the sand and applauded as he took a seat on a stool and adjusted the mic in front of him.


  Brooke and Damien glided onto the dance floor as Flynn began strumming the opening notes to Jason Mraz’s “I Won’t Give Up,” as the happy couple beamed at each other. After spending the last week deprived of everything that was Flynn, I almost lost it at the sound of his voice.


  When Brooke and Damien’s dance ended, Delilah and Spencer walked to the floor. I melted when he started to sing The Beatles “In My Life”. My emotions were all over the place, and I wanted to run from the beach and scream. I’d never have what Delilah and Spencer did, and it hurt.


  Instead of running, I stayed in place and applauded with everyone else when the dance ended. Spencer shared a look with Flynn and nodded his head, and the next thing I knew Flynn had broken into, “Having My Baby.” We were all a mixture of laughter and tears after that. The song was cheesy, but Flynn’s voice made it beautiful.


  He’d finished singing and was moving to get off the stool when Sylvia called out and told him to play a love song that made him think of me so that everyone could dance. Any piece of my heart that was left intact cracked into a million pieces as I waited for him to tell her that no love song reminded him of me because we were over.


  Instead, he nodded his head and began to strum out a song that I immediately recognized. It wasn’t a mainstream song, but it was one of my all-time favorites, and I couldn’t believe that of all the songs in the world, he’d chosen that one. The song he sang was Damien Rice’s “Cannonball,” and it was the most beautiful thing I’d ever heard in my whole life. As word after word came from him mouth, his eyes never left mine. Tears ran down my face unchecked as he sang, but I was helpless to stop it.


  By the time he was finished singing and had put the guitar down, I was as close to unglued as I’d ever been. It physically hurt at the deepest level that what had started out so beautiful had turned so ugly.


  Once the guitar was down, he was across the dance floor in a flash, grabbing my hand as he guided me toward the house.


  “Get your purse, we’re leaving in five minutes. I’m exhausted from pretending around them that everything is fine with you and I just want to go home. I’ll tell my family that we’re leaving. Meet me at the car.”


  


  Chapter Thirty-Seven


  


  For more than ten days, I’d been living in fucking hell. Tessa was everywhere in my life and it was destroying me.


  I’d been paying for a suite at the Mondrian for her for the last nine of those days. Every night before I fell asleep I promised myself that the following day I would move her out of my house and into the hotel, and every day I didn’t follow through. I’m not even sure why. We were barely speaking and I avoided her like the plague, so it wasn’t because things were going well.


  I was fucking miserable without her and every part of me fought against pushing her away but it was the only responsible thing to do. I’d taken to driving around after rehearsal for hours and hours in order to avoid going home. I’d drive through the canyon to the beach listening to real pick-me-up songs like Coldplay’s ‘The Scientist’, Pearl Jam’s ‘Black’, U2’s ‘With or Without You’, and Matchbox 20’s ‘Back to Good’. I was about two seconds from going Goth, painting my nails black and singing songs about agony. At this point, I wanted to kick my own morose ass because it was so damn depressing.


  My sisters wedding to Spencer had been ridiculously difficult for me emotionally. It should have been a happy day, and certainly it was one that just two months ago hadn’t been an option since I’d been an only child. I was happy for Delilah, overjoyed to have discovered two sisters that had already set up residence in my heart, but I could barely access that joy anymore because all of my happiness was buried deep under layers of misery over what had happened with Tessa.


  There wasn’t a minute that had passed since the night that I’d realized I was just a song on Tessa’s life CD that I hadn’t desperately missed her. Every moment of our time together was locked in my head and it played out on a damn loop in my mind. I remembered everything, right down to the exquisite taste of her.


  After I’d done the wedding songs for the happy couples and my Gram asked me to sing a love song that reminded me of Tessa, I’d played the song that I’d been listening to over and over for the last ten days in between each of the rest of the other depressing songs I’d been listening to. Damien Rice’s ‘Cannonball’ expressed almost everything that I was feeling, and I’d sung it from the heart.


  Watching Tessa cry while I was singing made me want to break things. If the venue hadn’t been a wedding, I’d have smashed the fuck out of my guitar and then peeled out to go get piss drunk. Instead, I’d seen the song through to the bitter end, but now I was past done. I was taking Tess back to my house and telling her to pack her shit, no matter what. Enough was enough. I shouldn’t have even bothered to bring her to the wedding, and her crocodile tears pissed me off. She looked like I was stabbing her in the heart, but she was the one that didn’t want our relationship to be anything, not me, so fuck her.


  If I had half a fucking brain, I’d have listened to Tyson the second he’d picked up on the fact that something was wrong and had confronted me about it.


  “No bitch is worth feeling like shit Flynn. If she’s making you feel like shit, she’s gotta go. Open the door and throw her stupid ass out. It’s not like there’s a shortage of available chicks around that you can fuck at the drop of a hat. Pull that fucking monster out of your pants and get back to drilling and killing. Stop pining over a selfish bitch that doesn’t know her ass from a hole in the ground. Love is for pussies that don’t see reality. You got sucked in by a stupid bi…”


  I’d picked him up and slammed him against a wall so fast that even I was surprised. “Stop calling her a bitch Tyson or, so help me, I’m going to beat you to death.”


  Tyson wasn’t a scrawny guy, and if he’d wanted to, he could have given me just as good as I would have given him. Instead, he’d raised his hands in surrender.


  “Okay dude, if that’s what you want, I won’t talk about her. Straight up- it’s a temporary reprieve. If you aren’t back to normal by the time the tour starts, all bets are off. I’m not signing off on the girl that’s making you a miserable prick touring with us. That bullshit is not going to fly.”


  Instead of threatening to kick his ass, I should have taken his words to heart and put her out. Now I was stuck with her in my house for another night of torture.


  I made excuses to my family about why we had to leave, pretending that Tessa was suffering from a debilitating migraine. Gram wasn’t fooled and I don’t believe my father was either, but they didn’t stop me.


  Tessa was in the foyer waiting for me, and I grunted something that passed for, “Out of here” as I stomped past her. She struggled to keep up as I hauled ass to the car, but I didn’t offer to help her. I didn’t open the passenger door for her, either. A lifetime of ingrained manners sailed out of the window in a matter of seconds as I decided that I just wanted to get as far away from her as humanly possible.


  She barely, and I do mean barely, had herself in the car before I was peeling out of the driveway. Just knowing that she was next to me, close enough to touch, close enough to smell, close enough to hear her breathing, infuriated me. I turned up the radio to ear splitting levels and drove like a demon to get back to my house as quickly as possible. I was done, and I needed her out of my life.


  We got back to my house quickly, and after turning the car off and slamming my door as I exited, I tore into the house as I tried to get myself under control. I had my back to the kitchen door that led to the garage, taking deep breaths and getting my “It’s been nice, but you’ve got a suite at the Mondrian to move into so let’s make that happen ASAP” speech in order. I’d just about gotten it as good as it was going to get when I heard a crash behind me. Turning, I found Tessa on her hands and knees in between the door from the garage to the kitchen, the contents of her purse rolling around on the floor.


  Instinct had me across the room to her in seconds, bending down to help her off the floor. It was clear that she’d tripped coming through the door, and she needed some first aid for her scraped palms and a gash on her knee. She’d gone down hard on the hideous poured concrete floors, and I knew it had to have hurt like a bitch.


  It made me feel like shit that I hadn’t been enough of a gentleman to see her back into the house, because the sky-high heels she was wearing had to be difficult to navigate in. I opened my mouth to tell her that I would help her up the stairs to where the first aid kit was, but the words died in my throat when I saw that she was sobbing. She hadn’t fallen because of the fucking shoes; she’d fallen because she couldn’t see through her tears.


  My heart hurt beneath the ice that I’d encased it in, and I pushed down those feelings with every bit of self-preservation that I had left. I realized that it would be quicker to carry her up the stairs, so I lifted her up and did just that. After I settled her on the bed I went into the bathroom and got some antiseptic wipes and a Band-Aid for her knee. My hands shook the entire time I treated her wounds, but since she had her eyes closed she didn’t notice.


  “It’s all done, you should be fine,” I said. It came out gruff and unfriendly, but I didn’t really focus too much on it because I knew that I needed to get the fuck away from her before my control snapped.


  I decided that I needed to get out of the bedroom, and I hauled ass to the door. I was too fucking weak to throw her out and I hoped that maybe I’d ball up in the morning to lay down the law. As my hand grasped the doorknob, Tessa spoke.


  “Wait. I have to ask you a question.”


  Grinding my teeth, I pivoted quickly and stood staring at her.


  “What?”


  She stared at me for a moment without a word before blurting out, “This is it, isn’t it? We’re done. I can tell that you want me to leave.”


  Well fuck me. She’d backed me into a corner, and now it was time to shit or get off the pot. Pure anger took over, and words flew out of my mouth.


  “Yeah, we’re done. I’ve rented you a suite at the Mondrian to stay in until the tour starts. I’ll have a car pick you up in the morning around ten. You can be ready by then, yes?”


  Absolute calm had descended over her while I spoke, and she didn’t so much as flinch. Any hope that I’d had that she’d tell me that she didn’t want us to be over faded away.


  Looking away from me, she nodded her head. “I can be ready by then.”


  Glaring at the back of her head I snapped, “Good. The sooner this is over, the better. Your timing is perfect because now I’ll be single for the tour. Unfortunately for you, there aren’t as many opportunities for women to pick up guys on the road so it will be harder for you, but if you need to let off steam, some of our roadies are available. They’ve always done well with the groupies we turn down.”


  I exited the room after I said that, slamming the door behind me.


  


  


  


  Chapter Thirty-Eight


  


  What Flynn had said to me hurt so bad that I wished he’d slapped me physically instead of his words. Physical pain had nothing on the pain in my heart and mind, and I’d take that over the torment of having his parting shot repeating on a loop in my head any day.


  I couldn’t allow myself to breakdown, not yet. Gathering strength that I didn’t even know I possessed, I began packing. Since that didn’t take long, I wound up laying on the bed and texting Jess.


  Me: You there?


  Jess: Yep! I stayed in tonight because I’m running a mini-marathon in the morning. What’s up?


  Me: Flynn and I broke up.


  Less than a minute later, my phone was ringing. Sliding my finger across the answer button, I sniffled as I tried to hold back my tears.


  “Honey, what happened?”


  Furiously wiping at my eyes to hold the tears at bay I said, “He got mad at me because he wants to build a house for us and I said no. That was ten days ago and he hasn’t touched me since then. But seriously… a fucking house? What was I supposed to say? Should I have told him that I dream of being with him forever? I can’t let my head float up in the clouds Jess, and I couldn’t expose myself in that way. He’s going to have girls all over him the entire time we’re on the tour! I survived Lee because he was Lee and he sucked. The sex was awful, I wasn’t in love with him and we weren’t going to be together long term. But the truth is, if I saw Flynn doing something like that, I wouldn’t be able to function. He means so much more to me than anyone in the world but I just can’t pretend that we’re going to work out once the tour starts. We haven’t been talking and everything has been awful. I had to photograph each of the band members separately this week and all three of them said something to me about how unhappy he is and now they don’t think what I’m doing to him is right. And then, tonight was his sisters wedding. His Gram asked him to sing a song to me and he did and I lost it. He grabbed me and stormed me out of there soon after, and when we got home… I mean, to his house… he told me to pack my shit because he was moving me into the Mondrian tomorrow morning since we’re over.”


  She was silent for a moment, I guess gathering her thoughts. I was banking on her agreeing with me, and I was flabbergasted when she ripped into me.


  “Let me get this straight Tessa, because at this point it feels like I just sniffed glue. Flynn FUCKING Rand flew out here to make up with you after you changed your cell phone number. He then spent a week living in our two-bedroom apartment, which I imagine is about the size of his living room and has a total of zero amenities, unless you count our beautiful view of the apartment dumpster area. He met your parents, talked them and me into flying out for the first two shows of the tour at his expense. Then he went to work begging and got you to move in with him until the tour started. He hangs on your every fucking word, beams at you as though you just created the wheel and has his grandmother putting up family pictures with you in them on Twitter. You’re living the dream with a man who worships the ground on which you walk and this is your response to that? I love you like a toddler loves bath toys, but I’m not going to sugarcoat this for you. Bitch, you’re tripping. No joke, I saw you with him for seven days and I can say without hesitation, he’s in love with you. But was that enough to calm your crazy ass down? No! You went to DEFCON FOUR and made some shit up in your head about him having a tour harem. Then he had the balls, the fucking heart, to put himself out there and ask you to build a house with him and YOU SHOT HIM DOWN? You ripped his heart out Tessa, I guaran-fucking-tee you that. You made a huge mistake and the worst part is, you’re crazy in love with him but you’re too fucking chicken-shit to take a chance so you’re throwing it all away. Pride goes before a fall, and if you don’t apologize and explain to him why you acted like a straight up asshole, you’ll regret it until the day you die.”


  I started to cry midway through her speech because I was terrified she was right.


  “But Jess, you don’t even know the worst of it. When we got home… no, I mean, back to his house tonight and he told me it was over, he said that it was good because now he’d be single on the tour. He said I wouldn’t have as much opportunity to hook-up as he would so he suggested I look at the road crew because they dealt in groupie cast-offs. He basically just called me a groupie slut while confirming that what I was afraid of the entire time- which is him fucking everything that has a pulse- is about to happen. No one who was in love with someone would say that.”


  Letting out a groan she said, “Jesus Christ Tessa, do you really not understand any guy psychology? He was saving face. He did it in an asshole way and he owes you an apology, but he was lying. He isn’t happy that you broke up, he’s fucking miserable. His friends- the ones that have known him forever- have told you to your face that he’s miserable and you’re not paying attention! You have a choice, and here it is. Sit with your thumb up your ass doing nothing while the love of your life builds up an emotional wall to keep you out, or get off your ass and apologize for being dumb. This isn’t Flynn-shit baby girl. This is Tessa-baggage. Fix it. I love you no matter what you do and I will be here for you until we tap out side by side in a nursing home when we’re ninety-nine, but I’d like to be tapping out together after we’ve both had lives filled with love and children. You aren’t going to recover from this if you don’t take a chance and let him in and I don’t want to die next to a spinster who lived her life in an apartment full of cats because she was too stubborn to see love when it was right in front of her face.”


  My tears poured out while she ripped me a new one, and I realized that I had no one to blame but myself. We were silent for a few minutes, other than the sound of my sniffling and her telling me that it could be fixed. When I had myself as composed as I was going to get I whispered the harsh truth to her.


  “I’m terrified. I’m scared that I love him, scared that it took nothing to fall in love with him, scared that it’s been such a short amount of time. I’ve given him my whole heart Jess, but I’m petrified to let him know.”


  Making a sound of approval she said, “That’s right honey, you do love him, and I know that you’re scared. What you need to figure out now is what scares you more. Living a life without him, or admitting to him that you love him?”


  Hands down the answer was living without him. I wanted to do more than build a house with him. I wanted to have babies that were a part of the two of us, wanted to spend all of my Holidays from now until forever with our families together. I wanted Flynn’s face to be the last thing I saw before I went to sleep every night because he was the love of my life, and I wanted to be that same person for him.


  Taking a deep breath I said, “I surrender. I’m going to take a shower and go tell him that I’m an idiot. Pray for me Jess.”


  “I will baby girl. Everything is going to work out I just know it. Call me tomorrow and let me know how it goes. I love you.”


  “I love you too Jess. Thanks for being such a kick-ass, tell it to me straight, bitch of a best friend. If this works, I owe you one. If it doesn’t, you owe me two cats to start my spinster life.”


  Laughing she asked, “What the fuck? Why would you owe me one thing but I’d owe you two? That’s back-asswards. WHEN this works out, you’re naming your firstborn after me. I don’t even care if it’s a boy. That’s my price, and there will be no substitutions.”


  I wasn’t in the right frame of mind to barter, so I agreed. When we hung up I rationalized that she wouldn’t really hold me to that promise.


  My anxiety level was high as I grabbed underwear and one of Flynn’s tee shirts before making my way into the bathroom to shower. I threw my hair up into a clip to keep it dry and then spent ten minutes letting the water calm me down as it washed over me. When I was finished I dried off, got dressed and brushed my hair for a few minutes. Fortifying myself for what I was about to do, I swung the door to the bathroom open and stepped into Flynn’s room with the intention of going to find him.


  I didn’t have to look hard, because he was sitting at the end of his bed with his head in his hands.


  Shit. Things didn’t look good.


  


  


  


  Chapter Thirty-Nine


  


  Have you ever had a moment where you realize that you’re a complete fucking tool and you’re so ashamed of yourself that you want to beg someone to beat your ass?


  Yeah, so have I.


  My realization came right about the time the door to my bedroom was slamming shut after I told Tess that I was going to gorge on groupie pussy for the entirety of the tour.


  It was a hateful and shitty thing to say, and I regretted it as soon as it came out of my mouth. I couldn’t give less of a shit about groupies. I couldn’t give less of a shit about any girl that wasn’t Tessa, and that pissed me off since she didn’t feel the same way about me.


  In addition to telling her that I would be using the tour as a groupie fuck-fest, I’d also advised her to fuck around with members of our road crew. That was beyond the pale, and I felt like the biggest piece of shit on earth for basically insinuating that she was no better than the groupies that did just that. I was acting like a hate filled maniac, saying shit that I didn’t mean because my feelings were hurt.


  When I got into my den and poured myself a rum and coke, I sat on the sofa and thought about how ashamed I was of my behavior. My mother would be so disappointed if she saw how I was treating Tessa, and my Gram would whip my ass raw if she heard the vitriol I’d been spewing. I’d been raised to be a man, not a whiny bitch, but my actions were not manly at all.


  As far as Tessa knew, I was about to fuck everything that had a hole and a heartbeat, and I’d given her the impression that I didn’t care if she started fucking random roadies. Neither of those things could be further from the truth. If any man touched Tessa, I’d die inside. She was my territory, the only woman that I had ever loved. My brain knew this, but my mouth was a spiteful fuck that got me into serious trouble.


  While I sat in my den, I had an epiphany. I was never going to love another woman because there was only Tessa for me. That being the case, I needed to swallow my pride and stop acting like a schoolboy that just had their ball taken away.


  So what if she hadn’t fallen in love with me as fast as I had with her? I had months ahead of me to make her fall in love. She didn’t want to commit now, but maybe, someday, she would. It really had only been a matter of weeks since we got together, and I was obviously pushing too hard. I needed to back off, to give her space in which to breathe and get her bearings in our relationship.


  What I knew with absolute certainty was that there was no way I was throwing her out of my house and sending her to the Mondrian because I was in a snit. If I followed through on that ridiculous plan, I’d never get her back and I couldn’t even fathom a future without her in it.


  Swallowing my pride and giving myself a stern talking to about manning up, I went upstairs to our bedroom and knocked on the door. She didn’t answer, and after I knocked a few more times, I walked in to find the room empty. My heart constricted painfully in my chest because I thought she had already left. Fortunately I heard the shower running at that moment and I realized that she was in the bathroom. Walking across the room, I shuddered when I saw her three suitcases packed and stacked in front of the closet. If I didn’t say the right series of things, she was taking those bags and leaving me for good.


  Taking a position at the end of the bed, I sat and waited for her to come back into the room. The entire time I waited my stomach was in my throat and my heart was racing. All I could think was, ‘This has to work out.’


  I felt the shift in the air that alerted me to her presence, and lifting my head I was struck dumb all over again by how beautiful she was. She was staring at me in silence, and I fell into her eyes for a moment as time stood still and a feeling of déjà vu washed over me. I was suddenly positive that I’d seen her before, somewhere. It was the only explanation for why she’d always felt so familiar and so important to me.


  Shaking my head to clear out the cobwebs I said, “I came in to apologize baby, and I will, but first, bear with me for a second. This is going to seem like a crazy question and I apologize if I seem like a complete dick and it pisses you off that I somehow forgot, but can you tell me… have I met you before? I mean before the night of the meet and greet for the tour staff.”


  Raising her eyebrows at me in confusion, she shook her head. “No, we never met before that night. Why would you ask that?”


  Running my hands through my hair I replied, “Because you have always seemed incredibly fucking familiar to me. I guess it’s nothing but a sign that we were meant to be together.”


  Taking a few steps forward, she dropped to her knees in front of me and took my hands in hers. When she looked up into my eyes, I could see that she was holding back tears.


  “Baby, I’m so sorry. I acted like a crazy bitch and I threw up all kinds of roadblocks. I talked to Jess before I got into the shower and she set me straight, and now I have to tell you something. It quite literally scares the shit out of me to say this to you, but here goes. Flynn, I’m in love with you. The only reason I said that I didn’t want to commit to building a house is because I’m terrified that you’re going to want to live the rock star lifestyle and have sex with hoards of groupies once the tour starts.”


  For a moment, I had no words because the feeling of relief that swept through me was staggering. She loved me! I realized that I needed to say something, and fast, when I saw the hope in her eyes start to dim because I wasn’t saying anything back.


  Grabbing her hands tighter in mine, I got her to her feet before having her straddle my lap so that I could hold her.


  “Tessa, baby, I’m in love with you, too. You’re it for me, and I don’t give a shit about anyone that came before. You seem to imagine that having sex with chicks I didn’t know was some kind of amazing time, and I wish you’d told me that sooner so that I could ease your mind. I don’t miss that lifestyle babe, and I never will. It’s a large part of the reason that I decided to retire. You’re what I want, and my future with you is my priority. I wish you’d told me before what your issue was, because then I’d have told you this earlier if it had come up, but it didn’t. I hope what I’m about to tell you will help you understand the difference between you and those girls, even though the shit I’m about to say is crude and not something I’d intended to tell you, but here goes. I couldn’t let myself come with those girls. I also never, ever fucked without a condom. With you, I would never use a condom. I’ve always needed to be with you with nothing between us. I’d never wanted that before, hadn’t even considered it as an option. Babe, when I’m making love with you? I come. Every. Single. Time. Every time since the first time, I’ve come inside your body, on your body or in your mouth and it’s like heaven on earth. I realize that’s what normal guys do, so you never had a reason to realize how life altering that is for me. Truth is, it’s been a lesson in humility training myself not to come the second I slide inside of you. I never wanted to share that part of myself with anyone else baby, but with you, I couldn’t wait to fill you, to mark you as mine. No other woman on earth can do that to me babe, because no one else is you. I’m yours Tess, every part of me, and I’m not going anywhere or doing anything to fuck that up. I don’t care if two thousand drop dead gorgeous bitches a night try to suck my dick- you’re beauty eclipses them all. I only see you Tess, because you’re the only woman I ever really wanted.”


  From her position in my lap, she wrapped her arms tightly around me and buried her face in my neck where she dropped delicate little kisses on me. I was trying to control myself but it was damn hard with her wiggling on my lap. Hugging her back, I tried to hold her still.


  “Babe, keep moving like that and you’re going to have me buried balls deep inside of you in about thirty seconds.”


  Her response was a lick on my neck that was immediately followed by a bite with some suction. My body had a mind of its own as I thrust up against her with a tortured groan.


  Pulling back from sucking on my neck, she framed my face with her hands before leaning in and licking my lips as she shifted against me suggestively. “Ten miserable days, Flynn. I want you to come inside of me honey.”


  When she pulled my tee shirt that she was wearing as a nightgown over her head and tossed it over her shoulder, my cock jerked against her. I could feel the heat of her against me, could smell the delicate scent that was just hers and it drove me wild.


  Running my hands up her stomach, I cupped her breasts in my hands and rubbed around her nipples with my thumbs. “My baby likes to be full of me and that’s the most beautiful thing in the world. You realize of course that you were never frigid, right babe? Your tiny cunt aches to be filled and fucked- your just didn’t realize this pussy was made for my cock and no one else’s.”


  She moaned as I pinched her nipples repeatedly and ground against her from below. “I think it’s a sign that we were meant to be together, babe. I didn’t let myself come with other people and you couldn’t. We were built for each other.”


  A soft cry escaped her lips as she rubbed against me, her eyes glazed and soft when she looked at me.


  “You’re so beautiful Flynn, and I love you more than I ever knew I had the capacity to love. What you just said is the most amazing thing I’ve ever heard.”


  Raining kisses all over my face she told me again and again, “I love you, I love you, I love you.”


  Every time she said it, I said it back, my heart overflowing with a feeling of contentment I’d never experienced.


  Raising my hands I cupped her face and pulled her lips to mine. Our kisses were always amazing, but this was the most beautiful and meaningful kiss we’d ever shared.


  She rubbed against me gently as we kissed, and when I broke our lip lock and looked into her eyes, I saw that she really was hungry for us to be joined.


  Pulling back from our kiss, I started running my fingers through her hair as I smiled at her. “I’m going to get undressed baby, and you need to take those sexy panties off.”


  Because she only had to remove her panties, she was naked long before I was. I was so overwhelmed by my need for her that my hands shook as I pulled my clothes off, but I never took my eyes away from hers.


  Standing before her, I remembered writing one of our biggest songs, Devour. It was one of the three songs from our third album that we all actually like, and I’d written it one lonely night in my hotel room. Looking at Tessa, I realized that what I’d been calling out for in that song had finally come true. I’d wished for her, and now she was here.


  Stepping back to the bed, I cupped her face in my hands and gently kissed her before pulling back and smiling at her. “Babe, I want to sing you something. I know it’s a little cheesy considering I’m naked, but are you cool with that?”


  Smiling shyly, she nodded. “Uh, yeah… baby, remember the other day when we had to go to the hotel? I think it’s obvious that I’m more than fine with listening to you sing.”


  I kissed her again and then smiled. “I just realized that I wrote this for you.”


  


  I want a girl


  To become my world


  And make the black sky turn blue


  


  This lonely life isn’t right


  A million miles from who I want to be


  The only thing that keeps me together


  Is knowing that she’s waiting for me


  


  When I lie awake in bed


  Just me with the voices in my head


  I can feel her soul calling for me


  


  Beauty, grace, and lips devine


  I’ll devour her soul and make her mine


  No space between us


  Nothing to keep us apart


  Devouring one another


  As we open up our hearts


  


  I know she’s out there somewhere


  Waiting for me to come and find her


  Waiting for me to become her home


  Every day without her isn’t complete


  And I feel her heart calling for me


  


  I don’t know where


  And I don’t know when


  But I know that she’s out there for me


  


  Beauty, grace, and lips devine


  I’ll devour her soul and make her mine


  No space between us


  Nothing to keep us apart


  Devouring one another


  As we open up our hearts


  When I finished singing, her eyes were swimming with tears. Smiling, I wiped her tears away with my thumbs and hugged her tightly against my chest.


  Pulling away from her, I helped her move up the bed before I came down over her, holding myself up so that I could see her face. “I was so fucking lonely before you baby, but now I understand that my soul always knew you were out there. I love you more than life itself.”


  


  


  Chapter Forty


  


  Having Flynn sing Devour to me, for the second time in my life, was a moment that I will remember forever. The first time he had sung that song and looked into my eyes while he did it, I was seventeen years old and star-struck. Now I was twenty-three and so crazy in love that it made me dizzy. The beauty of the heartfelt lyrics and the way he looked into my eyes as he sang opened my heart so wide that it was staggering. The fact that he’d chosen my favorite song, the one that had captured me from the moment I heard the first chords of the gentle guitar, just made the moment that much better.


  The icing on the cake was Flynn, lying on top of me, telling me that he loved me more than life itself. Running my hands up his arms, I pushed my fingers through his hair and brought his lips down to mine for a kiss.


  We were wild for each other, but the kiss was gentle and sweet; a promise of things to come; an understanding of what it was that we had together.


  Spreading my legs wide beneath him, I wrapped them around his waist and squeezed. His answering groan made my sex gush, and I gently nipped at his lips as I arched against him. “Come inside me baby.”


  Keeping himself aloft with one hand, he used the other to guide himself home. We both let out cries of pleasure as he started slowly sliding in, inch by amazing inch. The process was much slower than usual because Flynn wasn’t propelling himself forward, instead choosing to let my body do the work of pulling him in. It was delicate, carnal and perfect all at the same time.


  We stared into each other’s eyes as he sank in to the root, my sex trembling around his as I accepted all of him.


  Eyes wide with wonder, he smiled at me. “This? Right here? We’re making love. Baby… you’re the only woman I’ll ever touch as long as I live. There will only be you Tessa. Just you.”


  Tears spilled silently down my face as I took in his words and felt his commitment to us at a cellular level.


  Squeezing his shoulders, I stared into his eyes through the haze of my tears. “Everything, Flynn, every part of me, belongs to you, right down the smallest particle in my body. I love you so much baby.”


  His cock twitched inside of me when I said that, his breath coming faster as he began to gently thrust in and out. “I want every part of you Tessa, and I want you to have every part of me, too. Take it, it’s all yours. There is nothing I wouldn’t do, nothing I wouldn’t give, to show you that you’re my life.”


  I was on fire for him, could see that he was just as on fire for me, but our rhythm didn’t change. Slow and deep, he filled me gently as we rocked together, drawing out the moment because we wanted to make it last.


  The room was filled with the gentle sound of our lovemaking. A breath shared, a whispered promise of forever, our bodies pledging themselves to each other. Neither of us wanted the moment to end, holding ourselves back from the precipice by sheer will alone. I shivered underneath him as his chest rubbed against my sensitive breasts, his pelvic bone rocking against my pubis pushing me toward the end.


  Pushing his hair back off his face, I cupped his cheeks in my hands. “I’m going to come and I want you to come with me. Fill me, mark me… devour me…”


  “Oh god, babe… I love you, I love you!”


  I exploded beneath him with a silent scream, my body convulsing as I lost myself in the tidal wave that was Flynn. I felt his body seize up as he began filling me with his come, and I held on for dear life as his cock twitched deep inside of me. Our gazes remained locked as he shivered and shook over me, the connection between us cemented in a way that would be impossible to explain to anyone else, but that we both understood and would remember for the rest of our lives.


  The following days passed quickly. I’d called Jess at the first available opportunity the next day and thanked her profusely for setting me straight and saving me from a future filled with cats and tea cozies.


  “I know, I know, I’m fucking amazing. Wonderful, psychic, life saving, and most important of all my titles, I’m your best friend. And since part of a best friends job is to never forget, I just want to remind you that you gave an oath to name your firstborn after me. Don’t think I’m not calling that marker in.”


  Groaning, I covered palmed my face with my hand and laughed. “I knew I shouldn’t have agreed to that! I’m not naming my son Jessica!”


  “Bitch, a promise is a promise. Just pray that your first child is a daughter!”


  Since Flynn and I weren’t talking marriage or babies yet, I figured I had plenty of time to figure it out. Hopefully when it came time for us to start a family, she’d have forgotten all about my promise.


  Before I knew it, the first show was almost upon us. My family and Jess had flown out five days before the show, and while I’d insisted that Jess stay at our house, Flynn had my parents ensconced in luxury at the Mondrian. He’d hemmed and hawed about that, and finally I’d asked what he was so worried about.


  He blushed furiously as he explained, “I’ve got the room, and they’re your parents for gods sake. They should stay here… but there is no way that’s going to work. You’re a screamer, I’m a yeller, and we’ve both opened up so much lately that it’s like we acquired the mouths of ten horny truckers at an orgy. I’d die if your parents heard you screaming that you own my cock and your pussy belongs to me. We’re too fucking sexual to have parents in the house, but I don’t want them to think I don’t want them here.”


  He was right- it would be a disaster. In the end I’d told my parents that it was my call to put them at the Mondrian, explaining that Flynn was actually quite unhappy about it. Since technically that was true, I didn’t feel bad telling them that.


  “This thing with the paparazzi and Flynn’s family is still ebbing and flowing, and I don’t want you guys to have to deal with that. Plus the hotel is centrally located and since we’ve rented you a car, you can come and go as you please. Are you okay with that?”


  It didn’t escape my notice that my touchy-feely parents laughed and replied that they were just fine spending each night in a hotel room, alone.


  The first night that my parents and Jess were in town, Flynn had a barbeque catered at his house so that they could meet his family and band mates. The only person who couldn’t make it was Leah because she had the flu, and Flynn was bummed because he had wanted her to meet Tyson. I reminded him that they’d meet just a few days later at the show, and he declared that he felt pretty damn confident that his match-making abilities were going to be “legendary.”


  The whole evening was a smashing success. My parents loved Flynn’s dad and Aunt Sandra, and of course they adored Sylvia and Mason. Everyone got a kick out of hearing about Sylvia’s twitter feed after Flynn erupted in body shaking laughter when he checked his phone and read her most recent tweet. When he could speak, he read it aloud and we all lost it.


  Sausage-fest tonight! Can’t wait. #Yum


  Shrugging her shoulders at us she said, “I plan to exit this life on a joke. They make me happy.”


  Wrapping his arms around her Flynn said, “You regularly embarrass the hell out of me and I love you for it. You know damn well that tomorrow TMZ will have a story with quips about said sausage fest.”


  Laughing aloud, Sylvia nodded. “Of course! How do you think I keep getting so many followers? You aren’t the only one that’s good with an audience.”


  I loved my life, loved the people that had blended into the fabric of my life seamlessly.


  


  


  Chapter Forty-One


  


  The barbeque was great. Having all of the important people in our lives together in one place was magical. If things went the way I wanted them to, we were going to be doing this together for the rest of our lives.


  Earlier in the day, under the guise of going to finalize things with the caterer, I’d gone and had lunch with Mr. and Mrs. Hamilton. I’d been a nervous wreck, but there was no way I was going forward without following the rules. I was damn shaky when I asked for their permission to ask Tessa to marry me, and then was over the moon ecstatic when they gave their blessing.


  Tomorrow morning while Tessa was with our tour trainer doing kickboxing, I was taking Jess with me to the jeweler to pick out an engagement ring. In a matter of days I’d be down on my bended knee asking the love of my life to marry me, and I couldn’t wait.


  I spent a lot of time during the barbeque watching Delilah and Spencer, taking in their pregnant joy. If Tessa was amenable, we wouldn’t be waiting very long to start our own family.


  My sister had suddenly popped and now had a small baby bump. Spencer pointed this out to everyone as if we were blind, babbling on about how they woke up one morning and her stomach had started to grow. “Hands down one of the best mornings of my life,” he bragged, “because now everyone can tell that my wife is pregnant.”


  Spencer was a sappy son of a bitch, but I liked him a hell of a lot. You couldn’t find fault with the way he worshipped my sister, or the way she worshipped him in return.


  My dad and my grandparents had the perpetual look of people who just found out that they had fairy godparents who were busy granting wishes, and I loved that my sister was giving them something that they so desperately wanted.


  Things with my dad and Sandra had gotten very serious. They’d come out to Dominique and Delilah and admitted that they were dating, much to everyone’s delight. Seeing my father hold hands with a woman complete with a love-struck smile on his face whenever he looked at her made me happier than I can even explain.


  I kept a close but discreet eye on my other sister, Dominique. Again and again I noticed the way that she and Dillon watched each other, and as always, it niggled something in my head that I still couldn’t access.


  It wasn’t until we were all saying our goodnights and everyone went to leave that I realized what it was about the two of them that I’d noticed but couldn’t quite put my finger on. When everyone had been gathering to leave, Dillon had gotten Dominique’s purse for her. No one else noticed, but I did.


  The reason I noticed was two-fold. One, the purse was brand new. She’d been out with Tessa yesterday and they’d bought matching purses in different colors. The second reason I noticed? Dillon hadn’t been at my house yet when Dominique put her purse down, which meant he shouldn’t have known which one was hers.


  What had niggled me about them from the very beginning was the odd sense of familiarity that they had around each other. They tried too hard to stay away from each other, spent too much time avoiding contact. Now I realized that what my brain had been picking up on the whole time was that they knew each other- probably intimately. I couldn’t be sure that I was right about that part, but I was damn sure that they liked each other. I was also sure that no one else knew that, because they really did go out of their way to act like polite strangers. Interesting. Maybe I was finally starting to figure out the complicated maze that was my puzzle of a sister.


  The next morning I was up bright and early, barely able to contain my nervous energy. As soon as Tess left the house, Jess and I went to the jeweler. I’d made arrangements to park in the back and enter at the employee entrance, and the entire appointment would be taking place in a private office. I had no problem letting the world know that Tessa was going to be my wife, but I needed HER to know that first.


  Two trays of engagement rings that were here size were brought out, but I spotted the one I wanted before either of the trays were set down. Reaching forward, I picked up a square cut diamond surrounded by chocolate diamonds. The platinum band was encased in chocolate diamonds as well, and I just felt like it was the ring. I twirled it in my fingers and looked at it from every angle, smiling at how perfect it was.


  Turning to Jess I said, “I think this is it, unless you tell me you think she’ll hate it. The chocolate diamonds remind me of her eyes. What do you think?”


  Eyes wet with tears she beamed at me. “It’s so perfectly her, and so funny, too. You are just always going to have a thing for her eyes, aren’t you? I’ve never seen anything like it.”


  I didn’t think I’d ever said anything in front of Jess about Tessa’s eyes, and I looked at her in confusion. “How do you know that?”


  Gasping, her hand flew up and covered her mouth as her eyes went wide. “Oh, my God. Flynn, you can’t say anything. She will literally light me on fire and burn me in effigy in your backyard for blabbing.”


  Putting up a hand to halt her from speaking, I turned to the jeweler and pulled out my black Amex card from my wallet to hand it to him. “That’s the one. Can you box it up for me right now?”


  With a swift nod, the jeweler smiled at me. “Of course Mr. Rand. I will return in a few minutes.”


  When the door closed behind him, I looked back at Jess. “Okay, what is it that I don’t know?”


  Twisting her hands in her lap, she looked around the room for a minute before looking at me.


  “I’m sure you don’t even remember this because it’s something lead singers do. You pick a person in the audience to focus on and sing to, like a talisman for the night. Duh! Look who I’m explaining this too. Jesus. Anyway, six years ago, Tessa and I were front row center at your concert in Philadelphia. For almost three solid hours, you sang right to her. Your eyes were like laser beams for her. It was, hands down, one of the most erotic things I’ve ever seen. The most intense part was during the encore when you sang Devour to her. Oh my Lord, I think the girl needed an industrial strength fire hose to cool down. I never saw you sing to another girl like that again, but I guess that’s because the subsequent tours haven’t been as wild and sexual. I’ve always teased her about that night, even bought a bootleg DVD of the concert from eBay and…” Throwing her hand over her mouth, she shook her head. “Yeah, I’m going to shut up now.”


  The lack of oxygen going to my brain was alarming, and I felt dizzy as that night finally came back into focus and exploded in my brain. I’d been hung over, pissed off, grumpy and miserable. Then, those fucking eyes pulled me in. How had I forgotten that for even a minute? My entire life had changed after that night, because of her.


  My jaw had dropped while the memories flooded back. Turning to look at Jess I said, “Oh my God… she’s fucking Priscilla.”


  Raising her eyebrows at me in confusion, Jess asked, “What?”


  Shaking my head to clear my mental cobwebs, I started to explain. “We were in a horrible place back then and things were really coming to a head. After the show I got blackout drunk and until you just jarred my memory, I’ve never had anything from that night, even though the entire band spent six months calling me Elvis. You know, because Elvis met Priscilla when she was like fourteen and then moved her into his house? Now I remember that the nickname started when we came off the stage that night and Cole told me that the girl I’d spent three hours singing to was my Priscilla. Even though I couldn’t remember her, I woke up the next day positive that I needed to change my life to be worthy. That night changed the path I was on forever. I can’t believe it was Tessa… that fucking blows my mind. If I hadn’t known before that she was the love of my life, I know now that she’s been my destiny since the moment I laid eyes on her. That’s fucking huge.”


  Grabbing a tissue from the jeweler’s desk, Jess dabbed her eyes. “Like I already didn’t want to choke a bitch because she hit man lottery, now you’re telling me that fate brought you together? Don’t be alarmed when you see me begging her to rub herself all over me in the hopes that some of that luck will come off on me. I’m kidding of course- well, not about the rubbing. That’s happening. But I’m not going to choke her, unless she gets all Bridezilla on me, that is. What you just told me is the most beautiful thing I’ve ever heard and I couldn’t be happier for her. She deserves the fairytale because her heart has always been so pure.”


  That made me laugh. I really liked Jess because it was so obvious how much she loved Tessa. Suddenly, a key portion of what she said came to the front of my head. “Wait, you said there’s a DVD of the show?”


  Laughing, she nodded her head. “Yeah, and believe it or not, I have it with me. I figured that while you were at practice one day I was going to watch it with her for old times sake.”


  The jeweler came back into the room right at that moment, handing me back my black Amex card and the velvet box that contained Tessa’s engagement ring. After checking to make sure that the ring was there, I stood and thanked the jeweler.


  On the way out, I asked Jess if she’d be willing to lend me the DVD. She raised and eyebrow but I shook my head and told her my plan was a secret. Nodding, she agreed to give me the DVD when we got back to my house and then she promised not to tell Tessa that she’d brought it with her.


  After I got home from the jeweler with Jess and she’d handed the DVD over to me, I locked myself in the office and watched most of it. Now I could see that it had always been so fucking intense with her.


  I made a shit ton of plans, pulling everything together for the night. I’d been planning to wait for two more days, but fuck that. I was asking her tonight, because I needed her to be wearing my ring from here on out.


  My dad and Sandra were taking Tessa’s parents to dinner, and Jess was going to hang out with the band and some of the tour crew at Cole’s house. That freed Tessa up to come with me without worrying about leaving our guests behind, and when I told her I wanted to have dinner with her alone, she agreed.


  We showered and dressed together. She wore a beautiful white summer dress that touched the top of her sandals, and I found it perfect that she looked somewhat bridal. I was wearing a pair of black dress pants and a button down shirt, and Jess was kind enough to take pictures of us before we headed out.


  I can get pretty down on being famous, but right then it worked in my favor because I’d been able to get people to do what I needed quickly. The lookout that I’d taken her to on our first date had been decorated with hundreds of white roses, a small pergola was decorated with a variety of flowers, and hundreds of flameless candles were spread around. In the middle of all this sat a table that had been lavishly decorated. A bottle of chilled champagne was on the table along with two silver covered dinner plates.


  Taking it all in, Tessa gasped in wonder. “Flynn! It’s magical. I’ve never seen anything so beautiful.”


  Looking only at her, I nodded my agreement. “Me either baby.”


  Pulling out her chair, I helped her to sit down before pulling off the cover on her plate. When she saw what the dinner consisted of, she laughed out loud. It was Kraft Macaroni and Cheese, fried chicken and broccoli in cheddar cheese sauce.


  “Oh honey… I love you so much. This is heaven on a plate. Thank you for doing this.”


  Smiling, I reached into the cooler next to the table and pulled out an ice-cold bottle of cherry Pepsi. “Nothing but the best for the love of my life.”


  It was a dinner that I’d normally have inhaled and asked for seconds, or even thirds of, but I was so nervous that I had to choke the whole thing down past the lump in my throat. I knew she loved me, but it was still scary shit asking a question that I wasn’t positive I knew the answer to.


  When we had finished dinner, I placed our plates in the empty cooler that had been left for that purpose. Reaching under the table, I pulled out my computer and booted it up. Tessa raised her eyebrows at me in query, and I held out my hand and asked her to come sit in my lap. Once she was in position, I pressed play and the screen came to life with me singing “Devour” to her all those years ago.


  Gasping, she turned and looked down into my eyes. “Oh my God… how did you know?”


  Cupping her cheek in my hand, I began to explain. “I didn’t remember the details of that night until earlier today when Jess triggered my memory. But here’s the thing- that night was pivotal for me. I couldn’t remember who you were, but I can tell you that singing to a fan for three hours was something I never did before and have never done since. My fuzzy memory from that night involved chocolate eyes, and even though the band tortured me for months afterward by calling me Elvis once Cole insisted that you were my Priscilla, I never had the memory back. Now I do, and I just… It’s blown me the fuck away, to be honest.”


  Caressing her cheek, I went on “My crazy life started to change six years ago when I looked out into a crowd of twenty thousand and picked you out. Saw those eyes staring at me and knew you deserved better than what I was. Knew it, and worked my ass off to become better, even though I didn’t fucking remember what I was changing for. I changed for you baby, before you ever said a word to me. You know why that is? It’s because you’re my soul mate. I know it, and I’m living it with you every day. You looked at a picture of me when you were thirteen and you fell so in love that you couldn’t let yourself go when other people touched with you. That wasn’t groupie shit baby; that was pure soul mate. Sometimes things happen that are beautiful, and there is no real explanation for it. Those things are miracles baby, and we are each other’s miracles.


  “The way I feel toward you is so much more than I ever got being on stage singing to thousands of people who were singing my songs back word-for-word. You’re everything I ever wanted, and the only thing I can’t live without. When I taste your lips, I taste a heaven I didn’t know existed. When I touch your skin, I feel things that I didn’t know were possible. When I breathe you in, I know I’m home, no matter where we are. And baby? When I see you, I see my future. I see you carrying our babies; see myself singing lullabies to a little girl with brown eyes just like yours. I see you rocking our son to sleep, see me waking up to your beautiful face every day for the rest of my life. That’s the kind of future that men willingly die for baby, and I’m the lucky son-of-a-bitch that’s going to live that dream, with you.”


  Running my hands through her hair I said, “Stand up for a minute baby.”



  When she complied, I left my chair and got down on bended knee in front of her, pulling the jewelers box from my pocket, opening it and holding it up for her. Taking a deep breath I asked, “Tessa Annabelle Hamilton, will you do me the tremendous honor of agreeing to be my wife?”


  She started bawling her eyes out as she nodded her head enthusiastically, dropping down in front of me and putting her arms around me as she gave me the answer that I needed to hear. “Yes! Yes, yes, yes, yes, YES!”


  We held each other for a long time, laughing and crying at the beautiful moment that had just happened. When we had ourselves back under control, I slipped the ring onto her finger.


  “I chose this ring because the chocolate diamonds reminded me of your beautiful eyes. Everything dream I’ve ever had is reflected back at me in those eyes. I love you baby, and I’ll love you until the second I take my final breath. You’re everything to me Tessa, absolutely everything.”


  Placing her hand over my heart, she smiled at me. “You’re my everything Flynn, and I love you. I’ll live my whole life loving you too, so damn much baby. You’re the most beautiful and amazing man on earth.”


  


  


  Epilogue


  


  “Yes, there, I see it. You’re having a boy.”


  Happy tears were streaming down my face as I watched my husband staring at the screen through tears of his own.


  Apparently, I’d gotten pregnant on our wedding night after only being off the pill for five days. Who knew that I was Fertile Myrtle and that I’d married Super Sperm?


  Cole had been ribbing Flynn about it for months, saying that him knocking me up on our wedding night only proved what he’d thought all along; that I was Flynn’s Priscilla.


  It was cute and corny, making us laugh every time. The similarities to Elvis and Priscilla weren’t really there, and I knew beyond the shadow of a doubt that we’d go all the way, even though they hadn’t.


  I’d gotten a text message from Jess this morning, reminding me that I had to name my firstborn after her. Her next text read: “Don’t make me Rumpelstiltskin your ass. That baby is being named after the worlds best aunt.”


  I couldn’t get out of it if I tried, and now I knew that in a few months we were going to be the proud parents of Jesse Mason Rand.


  My attention was diverted from the sonogram machine when the technician chuckled. Turning my head toward her I asked, “What’s funny?”


  Beaming at me the technician announced, “You’ve got a stowaway. This happens extremely rarely these days, but you’re the one in a million case. You’re having twins Mrs. Rand. Looks like it’s a boy and a girl.”


  Twins? TWINS?


  Oh my god, I’d hit the mother load.


  Literally.


  Flynn was crying his eyes out, taking each picture that the technician handed him like it was made of gold. When the tech was finished, she left the room so that I could get redressed, leaving Flynn and I some alone time to hold each other and cry. We’d been so blessed, and now there was even more to be happy about.


  Wiping my tears away, Flynn laughed. “Oh my god… Gram is going to go ape-shit. It’s like hitting the great-grandbaby lotto. Delilah and Spencer have little Dante Theodore (named after Delilah’s brother and Todd) and they’re already pregnant again, we’re going to have twins, Sabrina is two weeks from popping, Brooke is two months out and Dominique’s three months pregnant. Should we worry that Gram found some kind of magic spell to make us the Duggar family? I dig that we all live within five miles of each other, but I really don’t want to have to move onto a compound! Jesus, poor dad and Sandra. Those two are on serious grandchild watch. They didn’t get much of a honeymoon phase I guess.”


  I laughed at that, because both of them were so ridiculously adorable with baby Dante that it was unbelievable. They were almost as bad as Gram and Pop were about expanding the family, and I knew that they would be thrilled that Flynn and I were doubling up on the baby express that had become our family.


  The family was amazing, each of the members coming together to form something that was perfect for all of us. To think that it had only been fourteen months since I met the man that changed my life forever blew my mind. My parents had relocated out to LA within two months of the end of the Renegade Saints tour, and Jess was here now too.


  I couldn’t believe that in a few months I’d have a son and a daughter, two extensions of my love for Flynn. Grabbing his hand, I pulled him to me.


  “Now that we don’t have to name our son Jesse, I’d like to change things up. How would you feel about Eric Mason, after my dad and your grandfather, and Rachel Jessica?”


  The sob that broke from his throat as he set his forehead on mine was a good indicator that he liked the names. “I adore those names. They’re perfect. I love you so much Mrs. Rand.”


  Running my fingers through this silky mane of hair that I loved so much, I smiled at him with my heart in my eyes.


  “I love you right back, Mr. Rand.”


  Later that night in the bed of the home that we’d had built from the ground up, Flynn held out his iPad to me and showed me the tweet that Gram had put up after he’d told her we were having twins.


  My motto is #CheaperByTheDozen My dream army is growing!


  I laughed until Flynn’s mouth covered mine, and then I gave myself over to the ecstasy that we made together in our bedroom each night.
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