Chapter One

Chloe

 
Sitting in the passenger seat of his Camaro, I’m surrounded by the manly scent of Leather and Armani. My heart is heavy as it pounds. We are headed back to his apartment for one last night before he leaves.   
Brandon took a promotion that is moving him to Seattle. Tomorrow he leaves on a plane and I’ll never see him again. My boyfriend, if you can call him that. Four months, knowing that I don’t love him and he doesn’t love me. He is the first man that I’ve ever had sex with. At twenty-three years old, I decided that waiting on love that might never come was going to take a back seat to my hormones.  
“Hey, baby, you alright?” he calls over the low hum of the radio. 
I look over as he shifts. His blonde hair, those hazel eyes.  Mine for a while, for tonight.  
Who am I kidding? He’s not really mine.  I’m not really his. I’ve never really been anyone’s. 
We never said the L word. 
I never asked him to stay. 
“I’m okay. I’ll be fine.” I shrug and cross my ankles.  
At the light, he reaches over and turns my face with a finger under my chin. I look up into his eyes as he drifts his fingers down my neck, bending for a kiss. 
Hot, soft lips send an immediate ache to my core, as it always does.  He pulls away just as the light turns green. 
“Was dinner alright? You want to stop and get a drink somewhere before we head back?”  
“Yes, a drink sounds pretty good right now.”   
Twenty minutes later we’re in a quiet bar and he’s handing me a glass of white wine.   
“Here you go, Chloe.”   
He sits close to me on a leather couch, in a dim corner of the bar. I drink half my wine in one sip. It’s sweet and cold, perfect. He sips on a dark beer and watches me with soft eyes. He touches my hair, fingering a long lock.  
“I’m sorry that... I wish...,” he starts.  Another sip of his beer. “I’m going to miss you.” 
Then why are you leaving?  
“I understand. You have to go where your job takes you. We both knew that this wasn’t serious. You aren’t doing anything wrong.” 
He nods, his hand in my hair again. I take another drink.  His touch sends a chill down my back.
“Just didn’t think that it would....” He stops again. 
I turn my face to him, close enough for a kiss. “You keep doing that. You’ve been doing it all evening.”  
He smiles at me, orders another wine from a passing waitress for me.  
“Doing what?” 
“You aren’t finishing your sentences.” 
“Sorry.” 
“So why don’t you finish one?”  	Comment by tracy: Solstice needs to fix the space below this sentence. It affects the format. 
	He grins. “How about this one? Voy a extrañar más de lo que jamás admitiré.”
The Spanish is purred against my lips. His deep voice tickling me down into places that make my face flush. I’ve no idea what he says, it’s usually dirty.  
It sounds beautiful in Spanish, even when I’m sure it’s disgusting.   
He takes my lips in a soft kiss, which grows ever deeper as we sit in this darkened corner, holding onto our drinks. His free hand in my hair, my hand on his hard thigh.  I’m on fire knowing what’s coming when we get back to his place. 
I hear the waitress bring my wine and set in on the coffee table, clearing her throat. Brandon pulls away, I drain my glass and he hands me a second. 
I drink the second slower, but that’s partly because I move back in on Brandon and can’t keep my lips off his long enough to take a sip. 
Bursting through the door of his apartment, locked in a kiss, my eyes flutter open and I see the luggage on the floor. Boxes everywhere. He holds my face in two large hands and I sink into his kiss, jumping into his waiting arms to be carried into his bed. 
His mouth, his hands, everything about him caresses every inch of my skin. Muttered Spanish between pants and moans, and it doesn’t stop until the sun comes up. Pale light breaks around the curtains as I lay, sated and rapidly realizing that it’s done. His plane leaves in a few hours and neither of us has slept. 
He’s leaving. He hasn’t asked me if I want him to stay, and I haven’t offered it.  I lay on him, my head resting on his chest, my body over his, falling between his legs. His hot hands stroke my long hair and my bare back over and over again lulling me into such a drowsy state that I can’t keep my eyes open.  
“Can we take a nap?” I mumble.   
“My brother will be here in a couple of hours. Why don’t you go with me to the airport? Stay with me until I have to go.” 
Lifting my head, I see his hazel eyes on me. What might have happened if it had lasted? If we stayed together and he turned down the job? Would I fall for him? Would he fall for me? Could this ever have been anything more than us tearing each other’s clothes off?  
I guess it doesn’t matter. I can ask what might have been until it makes me crazy. I’d rather just get it over with. We’ve spend most of our evenings together, especially knowing he was going. Saturday night we both got totally wasted drunk and had a night that I wish I could remember, it sure started out hot. 
“I can’t. You have a lot to do, and I need to get some sleep.” 
He sits up, forcing me to do the same. I straddle his naked hips as he presses his lips to my collar bones. 
“Don’t go yet.” 
Not don’t go. Don’t go yet.  That yet is just the reason I have to say goodbye to him. To this. To whatever this is.  
I want love. I want someone that would stay for me, even if I don’t ask.
His hands drift up my sides, to my breasts. His eyes move to mine. 
“Don’t say goodbye. Go with me to the airport. Stay with me for breakfast.” 
I feel the lump choking me. I said I wouldn’t cry, hating how much I already miss him and the way he looks at me. It’s a waste of time. Knowing it will pass, I swallow it down, closing my eyes and touching my forehead to his. Inhaling, I take in the scent of him for the last time. The feel of his body.  
“I think we have to say goodbye. We knew that it was coming. You’ll be happy and rich in Seattle and I’ll go on here.” 
I can do this without crying. Be strong.  
He sighs, and pulls me tight against his body, holding me for one last, long moment. I curl my arms around him and kiss him lightly.  
Time to let him go.  
***
 
 Weeks Later
 
The bright green eyes of my best friend Adrienne are teary. I set down a box of her shoes in our living room and throw my arms around her, feeling a bit weepy myself. We both laugh at ourselves as we embrace. 
	“I can’t believe you’re leaving me. To go marry my brother, of all things.” I smile. 
	She wipes her eyes.  We’ve been roommates since we moved out of our parent’s homes in college.   
	“And don’t cry. I’m going to get dehydrated from all these tears,” I order, my nose tingling from pending water works. 
	She laughs at me. “I know. This is all so grown up. It’s silly. Chloe, I’ll see you all the time. We are acting like I’m going off to war.”
	“Tell me about it. Not to mention that you practically moved in with him ages ago. You two make me sick.”  I bend, shifting a box out of the middle of the floor. 
	We have been moving boxes into the living room while we wait for my brother and our friend Micah to get here with the moving van. I sit down heavily into the recliner, a sigh deep in my chest. 
	“I’m not even over Brandon yet and now you are leaving me, too.” 
	I feel Adrienne’s eyes on me and images of him flash in my mind, his voice, smile, touch. I wish now that I hadn’t been so charmed by him. Somehow, I just feel like I was supposed to be the good girl and remain a virgin forever.  
	I glance up at Adrienne. Her thick main of black curls bouncing as she spins to look at me. 
	“He was a jerk to do that to you. You’re better off without him and you know it.” Her green eyes flash. “Besides, what’s to get over? You didn’t love him, you said so.”
	“He got a job is Seattle. I can’t make him stay if he doesn’t want to. He was my first. I just feel kind of stupid over the whole thing.”  
	“He had a good job here in Dallas. Don’t stick up for him. He took what he wanted and left you behind. Micah treats you better than he ever did. Brandon was just after one thing.” She says Brandon’s name as if it leaves a bad taste in her mouth.
	“Was I supposed to stay a virgin forever? I’m an adult, Adrienne. You’ve had flings. Why can’t I? And what’s Micah got to do with this? Micah is just my friend.”
	Even as I say this, I feel that I should’ve known better. Falling for a hot guy and a smooth line. He told me things like, you know how I feel about you.  Then he would purr at me in Spanish and I’d fall panting into his bed.  Damn him for knowing just how to push my buttons.  	“Besides, things end. His career is important to him,” I add. Sticking up for him and feeling guilty over the whole relationship at the same time. I almost roll my eyes at myself.
	She jabs a manicured finger at me. “Don’t you sit there thinking that it was your fault and you did something wrong. Stop sticking up for him.”
	“Then don’t bring Micah into this. You can’t compare them. Micah is my buddy and I’ve known him for sixteen years. He’s supposed to be nice to me. He’s my friend.”
	A knowing smile lights up her pretty face. 
	“Nice? Oh, please. That’s an understatement. He treats you like a princess.  Better than his girlfriend.”
	I bite my lip to hold back my smile. 
	“I know. I’m just glad that this one likes me. All of his girlfriends hate me.” I roll my eyes.
	“Can you blame them? You’re always together. Has he told Bridget that you’re moving in with him yet? Taking Clint’s room?” 
	“I don’t know. He said he’s going to. I almost didn’t move, but you three won’t leave me alone.”
	Adrienne heads down the hall to grab another box. Moments later, she returns, dropping it at her feet. 
	“You finally saw sense. No one likes the idea of you living here all alone. That lady across the complex was attacked and they never found that guy. It’s not safe.”
	“I’m not a baby you know. Women can live alone.” I scowl.
	 “No, really? Of course they can. But why bother when you have a guy friend with a house that he owns free and clear with plenty of room?”
She knows that I’m excited to move. Micah has to be my favorite person in the whole world, outside of my brother. I’ve had a crush on him since seventh grade, when he was seventeen and always at my house with my brother playing video games or pigging out after basketball practice.   	Comment by tracy: Please leave this space for Solstice to fix. It affects the format and font. 
I smile up at her, and she grins at me. “Of course, it doesn’t hurt that you think he’s sooooo cute either, does it?” She teases me.  
Just as I’m about to open my mouth, the front door opens and Micah strolls in alongside my older brother, Clint.  He smiles at Adrienne. Being engaged agrees with him. I’ve never seen my brother so happy. His shaggy blonde hair tucked under a backwards baseball cap, he steps over boxes to get to his fiancé. 
 Micah towers over me at a staggering six foot three, sitting on the arm of my chair with a grin as he crashes his shoulder into me.  His dark, brown hair is cut shorter, framing deep chocolate brown eyes that hold a smile. 
“Are you trying to squish me?” I ask him, crunched under his weight.  
I glance up into happy eyes as he chuckles. A deep rumble from his chest. He slides off the arm and into the seat beside me, successfully squishing me between his muscular body and the arm rest. 
“No, why?” He leans his weight further into me. 
I slap his arm, he grins and leans away from me.  
“You’re an idiot.” 
He laughs again. “But I’m your idiot.” 
“No, your Bridgett’s idiot.” 
His smile flickers briefly.  I search his face, is something wrong between them? A moment later, his smile returns. 
“No, I’ll always be your idiot first.” 
And you wonder why they break up with you.
Shaking my head, I give him a crooked smirk, but my brother speaks up before I can. 
“Are you hitting on my sister man?” Clint laughs.   
I know that Clint is joking, and that Micah is just being Micah. He flirts. I don’t mention the fact that I secretly love it, how I play his comments over in my head wishing he really did think I’m some sexy stunning creature.  
I’m hopeless for this boy.  He makes me forget how stupid I was over Brandon.  
“I’m just being honest. Damn, Adrienne, how do you need six boxes of shoes?” Micah says, poking at one of the boxes with his sneaker.    
“Shut it. No one asked you. You don’t complain when we women get all dolled up in shoes like this when you take us out.”  
Standing up, Micah grins at her. “Truth.  Hey, are we still going to your sister’s grand opening tonight?”  
“Yes, she and Shane are super excited. I told her we would all be there.”  
“Bridget can’t go. She’s still out of town. She doesn’t like going out with me when I drink anyway,” Micah says, pulling work gloves out of the back pocket of his jeans.  
My brother lets out a guffaw of a laugh. 
“Yeah, I wonder why that is. Dumbass, get a couple of tequila shots in you and you can’t shut up about Chloe.”  
I feel my face heat up, but I smile anyway. It’s the truth. Every time he gets drunk, he professes his undying love for me, it’s the cutest thing. I always act annoyed and laugh at him, but secretly I love it.  
Micah glances at me, then smiles with no hint of embarrassment on his handsome face. 
“It didn’t go over well when I had drinks with her a couple of months ago.”  
“Well, prepare yourself Chloe. Ashley have me free passes, and she is sending a car. It’s picking us up at nine.”  
Micah’s eyebrows go up. Clint bends and starts moving boxes out of the way for the furniture they are about to move.   
“Free passes?” Micah asks.  
“As in, free drinks all night long. She says that they are selling a few of them for six hundred a pop for people to use for up to six months. She gave them to us for free.”  
The four of us exchange a look, slow smiles breaking out on each face as we realize what Adrienne’s sister just gave us.   
“Are you serious?”  I finally say, breaking the stunned silence in the room.  
Adrienne grins broadly at the three of us. “Yes. She got married on Valentine’s Day and she’s all blissed out with happiness now that she’s been married for a month. So, she told me to give them to you guys and they are ours to keep. She just said to make sure that we spread the word about how great their new place is.”  
Clint slips his arm around Adrienne, laughing. 
“So we get free drinks, for life. Damn, I knew I was marrying you for some reason.”    
Adrienne pinches his chest. “Yeah, get to work or Chloe and I will go without you two.”  
I watch for a mesmerized moment as Micah crouches on one end of the couch, Clint on the other.  Micah’s muscles bulge, his biceps straining against the cloth of his t-shirt, his back muscles flexed to bursting as they heave the sofa up.   
Adrienne snaps her fingers in my face with a knowing smile. Shaking the image out of my head, I smile as I bend to pick up a box.  
***
“The car is going to be here in ten minutes. Tuck in your huge boobs and let’s go.” Adrienne says, bending to pull on a high heeled boot over her white, leather pants.   
I turn, looking at myself in the full length mirror of Adrienne and Clint’s bedroom. The royal blue dress is form fitting, and yes, I do have big boobs. Especially on my petite frame, I can’t hide them. I have to get my shirts tailored so the buttons don’t strain.   
Adrienne curled my long blonde hair and did my makeup so my eyes are a startling, deep blue set off even more by the blue dress. Only she can make me look like this. I’ve never been able to pull it off on my own. Brandon always loved it when Adrienne made me up to go out. With a sigh, I push thoughts of him away as I turn and sit on the bed, grabbing my shoes.  
I slip into strappy, silver high heels and turn to her. She’s wearing her curly hair down, framing a stunningly pretty face and bright green eyes. Her sparkling, green tank top makes them pop.  
The boys are waiting for us in the living room, dressed to kill in slacks and button down shirts. Micah wears a slim fit shirt with vertical black and white stripes that make his broad shoulders look fantastic.   
The car turns out to be a black, stretch limo. The driver’s been instructed to take us to Ashley and Shane’s club, The Blue Room, and then wait and take us all home. So we ride in style, popping a bottle of champagne and toasting the future success of Ashley’s sister.  
When we get there, Adrienne hands us the free passes she mentioned. They are lanyards on leather cords with an iridescent, silver barcode on one side and The Blue Room VIP printed on the other. The building is two story and lit up by flashing, blue lights in the front windows and swirling spotlights on the roof. The parking lot is jammed, so the driver gives us his number and tells us he is going to park across the street.    
I walk in, carded by the doorman, beside Micah. He towers over me, even when I wear heels. I love how tall he is. He guides me with his hand on the small of my back to a booth, reserved for us, on the lower floor. In the center of the room is a spiral staircase, music is floating down as people move up and down the stairs between the bar downstairs and the dance floor upstairs.    
I sit down on to a rich leather seat. It’s bright blue like all the other seating. The table is bright white, along with the bar against the far wall. A waitress dressed in tight fitting, black pants and a blue and white striped, button up shirt takes our orders with a smile.   
“Oh you made it!” Ashley comes bouncing up to our table from out of nowhere with a bright smile.   
Adrienne gets up and hugs her, patting her belly. “Of course we made it. You sent a car for us, we’d be stupid to pass it up,” she laughs.  “And I still can’t believe you’re pregnant. You two didn’t waste a second.”   
Her husband, Shane walks up and puts an arm around her. 
“Yeah, tell me about it. And he won’t stop buying me maternity clothes already. He says he can’t wait for me to get all huge and bulbous.” She gives her new husband a warm look, he kisses her head. “Just wait until I start buying baby clothes. I’m sure Adrienne will be happy to help with that.”  
“Your damn right. I get to be cool Aunt Adrienne.”  
“You guys have fun, we have to go make rounds since its opening night and everything.  I’ll see you later, ok?” Ashley pulls Adrienne into a hug.  
“You got it. Everything looks amazing by the way, you two did a fantastic job. This place is going to be really popular.”    
“So glad you think so. I have been so nervous for tonight. Shane keeps telling me I’m crazy, but I can’t help it.”  
As they chat on, Micah slides a shot glass in front of me with a sly smile.    
“What is this?” I peer into the glass.  
“Petron. Bottoms up.” He clicks his glass with mine, winking at me.  “Take your shot, let’s go dance.”  
***
After dropping off Adrienne and Clint at their new apartment, the limo driver drops Micah and me off at his house.
Scratch that. It’s our house now.  I forgot.
Micah grins at me as I unlock the front door. He’s drunk. I, however, managed to keep my wits about me. As I push the door open and step inside, I hear the door slam shut and feel the strong forearms of my friend curl around my waist. 
I can’t keep from smiling. I’m pulled against a hard chest as the scent of cologne and tequila drifts around me.  He dips his head close to my ear, a chill rolls down my spine.
“Micah, calm down.” I laugh, despite trying to sound firm. 
“Chloe….” My name is dragged out against my ear.
“What is it, Romeo? You love me again?” I tease.
I turn my head, startled by the closeness of his body. His eyes are glazed and soft as he stares at me in his tequila induced love.
“I’m going to redecorate this whole house for you.” His words are a slow slur.
As I gaze up into two pools of melted chocolate, I sigh. Sometimes he remembers these little drunken love confessions and sometimes he doesn’t. I’ve never seen him do this with anyone else, ever. It’s always just me. Deep in my heart, I can hope that it means something, but my head tells me that in a few days he will be climbing into Bridgett’s bed, not mine.    
“Is that so?” 
“Yes, just for you.” 
He spins me around to face him, falling on his knees.  I laugh, and he grins at me with glassy eyes.  
He jumps up suddenly, grabbing me by the shoulders.  
“I know, stay right here. Don’t move.”  
He runs off, up the stairs and comes back a moment later with his electric guitar and a small amplifier.  
“What are you doing?” 
I watch him plug it in and then sit down on the recliner.  He plays for me all the time. I love nothing more than to sit and watch him make music with this machine. Judging by the wild look in his eyes, this is something else.
“I’ll sing to you. Then you will know, just listen.”   
“You can’t sing. You look ready to fall over.”
He grins at me.  “Watch me, baby.”
I shiver again. He’s never called me baby before. The word wraps around me like a warm blanket.
 He strums the guitar a couple of times, warming up. Then dissolves into playing a song I recognize from the radio. “Love Song”, by 311. When he opens his mouth, his voice comes out like rough velvet, shocking me. He sounds like a rock star. I had no idea that he could sing like this.  
 	Standing here with my mouth hanging open like an idiot, I stare at him with my heart in my throat and no thought in my brain other than Micah just sang a love song to me and he has the voice of a rock god.   
If only Brandon had said something like this to me, I might have asked him not to leave.  
I have to stop thinking about Brandon. It was only physical. 
“I didn’t know you could sing like that, Micah.”
Micah just keeps staring at me with smoldering eyes, stealing my breath and my thoughts. “I was saving it for a special occasion.” He flashes me his panty dropper grin.  
“We need to get you to bed, Micah.” I finally blurt out, moving towards him.  
Micah sets down the guitar, carefully into an armchair. Turning to me, he grabs my hand and pulls me close. 
“Did you like it?”   
I tilt my face up to his, so close yet somehow, still so far away. He touches a lock of my hair, twirling it around his finger while he holds my eyes with his. Not with anyone. This man does something to me deep inside that I’ve never had with anyone else. 
“I loved it. Have you ever sang to a woman before?”   
“No. I would never sing to anyone but you.”  
His answer comes so fast, it makes me feel special. I believe him, somehow.   
“Promise me something?”    
He cocks his head to one side. “Anything.”  
“Don’t sing to anyone but me.” I grin.   
“You got it. Come tuck me in.” He grabs my hand and drags me up the stairs.  
Micah stumbles into his bedroom, tripping over his own two feet as he opens the door. He still has my hand, causing me to trip behind him and run right into him. 
“Walk much, drunkie?” I laugh at him. 
He falls into the bed on his back, kicking off is shoes.  “The room is spinning.” 
I snort out a laugh, trying to pull my hand out of his without success. “Half a dozen Petron shots will do that. Not to mention the beers.” 
He sits up, letting go of my hand and pulling his button down shirt off over his head without unbuttoning it. Ugh, his chest. I struggle not to stare to long at the sculpted muscles, leading down into beautiful abs. His body only enhanced by the cluster of tattoos on his shoulder and bicep. His shirt’s tossed into a corner. Falling back, he lifts his hips and starts to open his pants. My heart jumps into my throat.
“Lord Micah, just strip right in front of my why don’t you. I’m pretty sure you can handle this without me.” I turn to leave. 
“Wait.”  
I turn back, he’s kicking off his pants. Lying in bed in just a black pair of boxer briefs. This bedroom smells like him. Without thinking, I take a deep breath as I take a mental picture of him sitting here in just his underwear. 
His bed is just the mattress on a frame, no headboard or footboard. The comforter is this brown, plaid monstrosity that he’s had forever. There is a pile of clothes in the corner, and assorted junk piled on the dresser.  
I turn my attention back to him. He’s sitting up now, staring at me with alcohol slackened features.  
“What is it, Micah?” 
“Tuck me in.” He grins at me. 
My giggle spills out of me before I can stop it as he lays back onto his pillow. “I’ll bring you some water. Then I’ll tuck you in.” 
He shakes his head, pointing to a bottle that is already on the night stand by his alarm clock. 
“I have one.  Chloe, come sit.” He pats the bed beside him. 
I’m curious, so I sit. I pull the old blanket up over his bare chest after he lays down, trying to stare at his tattoos gracing his right bicep and chest. He has about half a dozen, clustered over the area.  
“Are you ok?” I ask him.
He stares up at me, deep brown almond shaped eyes.  “I’m good now that you’re living here. I like the idea of having you close all the time.” 
“You’re sweet when you’re drunk, you know that?” 
He smiles at me, grabbing my hand and closing his over the top of it.  “Just honest, that’s all. And I’m glad that guy Brandon is gone. He’s a dick. I hated him.” The smile vanishes from his eyes. 
I pull my hand away, bristled at the mention of that name.   
“He didn’t treat you right, Chloe. You deserve better.”  
I stand up, moving to the door and flipping off the light. 
“Good night, Micah.” 
“Stay and keep me company.” His voice touches my ears in the dark as I turn the knob and open the door. 
“That’s Bridgett’s place, not mine.” I call, walking out the door and closing it behind me before I can hear his reply. 
Even as I close the door, I wish I’d crawled into bed with him.
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