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You might think you've heard every story of forbidden love.  But you haven't heard ours.

 

Hendrix "Cannon" Cole is a damaged, sexy-as-hell ex-Marine.  He's also my stepbrother.

I'm a country singer in the spotlight.

 

Our history is complicated.  I used to hate him.  Then I loved him.  Then I hated him again.

 

When he joined the Marines five years ago, I thought he was gone forever.

Now he's back.

 

I have everything to lose.  He has nothing left.

 

The heat between us is explosive.

And both of us may wind up getting burned.
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NOTE: All characters in the book are 18+ years of age, non-blood related, and all sexual acts are consensual.

 

To check out the rest of Sabrina Paige's catalog on Amazon,
CLICK HERE
!

 

 

 



 

For my husband and my daughter, who put up with me writing all the time, and only complain about it part of the time.

 

For the other writers and so many readers who have supported me so much and spread word along the way about my work.  There are too many of you to thank, and I owe you a debt of gratitude.

 



 

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter Twenty

Chapter Twenty-One

Chapter Twenty-Two

Chapter Twenty-Three

Chapter Twenty-Four

Chapter Twenty-Five

Chapter Twenty-Six

Chapter Twenty-Seven

Chapter Twenty-Eight

Chapter Twenty-Nine

Chapter Thirty

Mailing List

Other Books

Excerpts

Contact Me

About the Author


AUTHOR'S NOTE

 

When I wrote this book, I intended for it to be just like Prick and Tool -- a funny, lighthearted romp with silly pranks and lots of sex.

The characters had something else in mind, though, and it turned out to be different from what I expected.  This book is more emotional, and I hope you end up loving Addy and Hendrix as much as I do.

 


 



"What is this, an intervention?"  I look back and forth between their faces, the four of them lined up on the opposite side of the conference table like jury members about to render their verdict.  I'm kidding about the intervention part, but the joke falls flat and for a brief second, I think it might actually be true.   But it can't be.  I rarely drink, and I've never even tried drugs – I mean, sure, a couple of drags on a joint years ago, but that hardly counts -- so there's no way this can be an actual intervention, right?  "I don't understand."

My mother looks at me through narrowed eyes, her palm on my stepfather's arm.  "There's a morality clause in your contract, Addison," she says, her jaw clenched and her voice tight.

The morality clause. 
Of course.
  I hadn't forgotten about that – how could I?  Everything in my life is about public perception, after all.   That's how things work when you're America's country music sweetheart.  "So you're ambushing me?"

A man in a suit clears his throat before sliding a sheaf of paper across the table at me.  He's obviously someone from the record label, but I don't recognize him, which doesn't make me feel any better about this meeting.  He was clearly sent to do the dirty work of making sure I fall in line with what the label wants.  "I'm afraid you're bound by the terms of your contract," he says.  "And that includes your public behavior.  We signed a wholesome country singer, a role model for young girls.  One who represents family values.  Not someone who twerks in a club at two in the morning."

"But I haven't been twerking – "

"Drinking and partying," he says.  "Do those behaviors ring any bells?"

"Those are hardly illegal."  I leave out the glaring fact that I wasn't actually drinking or doing drugs or anything scandalous at all.  I was with people in a club who were doing those things and that's apparently all that matters.  God forbid I have a little bit of fun at the ripe old age of twenty-two.

"Legal behavior is one thing, illegal drugs are another thing entirely," my mother says.  "You should know better.  Once any of your so-called
friends
is high, you're guilty by association."

"And then there's this."  My stepfather slides a copy of the newspaper across the table, giving me a look that positively reeks of disapproval.  My stepfather is the most buttoned-down person I've ever met, the kind of man who can convey more with a raised eyebrow than most parents can communicate in an entire lecture.  He's a retired Army Colonel who runs a private security firm for celebrities, and I'm one of his clients.  My mother met him seven years ago on one of my tours -- and the rest, as they say, was history.

I glance down at the page, expecting the headline to have something to do with my boyfriend – my ex-boyfriend, after last night's debacle – and his friends' antics in the club last night.  But it doesn't.  Instead, it reads
Music Star Caught In Compromising Position With Older Married Man: Relationship with Boyfriend on the Rocks!

At least they got the relationship with the boyfriend part right.  That's definitely on the rocks; hell, it's already shipwrecked.  This headline concerns a completely different scandal.  Of course, it doesn't tell you the rest of the story, which is that I had to shove the guy away from me at the party three nights ago.  The article really should read
Hollywood Mogul Photographed While Attempting to Grope Music Star.
  Cameras didn't capture
that
part of the evening.

I don't even try to explain, because my parents would never believe me.  My mother thinks I'm a brat, spoiled by money and fame.  I may be a bit of a brat, but I'm not spoiled by this life.  It's exactly the opposite, actually.  I'm exhausted by it.  I should be on-top-of-the-world happy, with three platinum records and a Grammy award under my belt.   But at twenty-two, I shouldn't feel this damn old -- this damn tired.  I should have some fire in my belly.

So I guess fatigue is the reason I don't say anything.  Instead, I sit there glaring at them, waiting for their verdict.  I tick off the options in my head.   Rehab?  A trip somewhere?  I'll issue a
mea culpa
for my terrible behavior and promise the record label they won't have to worry about their lily-white singer being tarnished by her no-good friends.

My stepfather finally breaks the silence.  "The label has agreed to a solution we think will be amenable to everyone," he says.  "With all that's happened, we believe you need someone to look out for your interests."  He says it like we're talking about hiring someone to manage my stock portfolio.  But what they're really suggesting – what they're really
ordering
– is someone to manage
me
.

"A new manager," I say flatly, looking at my existing manager – my mother.

"Don't be ridiculous," she sputters, shaking her head.

"What then?" I ask.  "Designer treatment center?  Press statement saying I've collapsed of exhaustion?"  The words come out more bitter than I intend them to sound, but I'm frustrated by the ambush.

Of course, a break might be exactly what I need.  In my head, I imagine standing up right now and walking out of the room, packing everything I own and just heading back to Savannah, me and my guitar.  Hell, I could play on a sidewalk, no backup singers and dancers and costume changes and a different city every night until I'm so turned around I can't see straight.

The guy in the suit is right, though – the record label would play hardball.  They would sue me for breach of contract and take everything I've worked for. 

It's funny what happens when you come from nothing. 
Nothing
is the last place you ever want to return.

I'm so preoccupied with my thoughts I don't even hear my stepfather's voice until he waves his hand directly in my field of vision.   "Addison."

"Yes."

"The label agreed to this plan.  Hendrix will be your new bodyguard," he says, his voice picking up momentum.  "Your old one has been removed."

"Dan is fired?" I ask.  "It's not his fault I went to the club last night."

"He knows better," the Colonel says, his voice sharp.  "There are protocols in place for a reason.  He should have pulled you out of there more quickly."

"That's not fair to Dan --" I start, but my stepfather brings his fist down on the table, hard, and the sound makes me jump.

"It's not fair to
me
, to employ a bodyguard who is so remiss in his duties," he says.  "This is done.  You need a bodyguard who will not be lax.  Especially after the issue with the stalker.  I trust Hendrix to not be lax."

"The stalker," I repeat numbly.  There was hardly a stalker, merely an obsessed fan who sent me a few overzealous letters.  There are always obsessed fans.  That's not new.  I'm so preoccupied with that piece of what he says that it takes my brain a minute to catch up to the more important part.

Hendrix.

I repeat the name I haven't spoken in years.  "Hendrix who?"

Hendrix who
, indeed.  I know
exactly
who he's talking about.  Is there really any other Hendrix?

Has there ever been?

My stepfather clears his throat and opens his mouth to speak, but the door behind him swings wide and as if on cue, Hendrix walks inside.  Immediately, it's like all of the air is sucked out of the room.

I sit there, my heart pounding so loud I think my chest might actually explode as I stare at him.

Hendrix.

My stepbrother.

I was seventeen when he left to join the Marines just as soon as he turned eighteen.  That one year age difference between us was everything -- a gulf a mile wide.  He was one year older than me and a million times more superior, with dyed hair and piercings and total disdain for authority.  He only joined the Marines to piss off the Colonel.

I couldn't stand Hendrix from the moment I met him.  I hated him on sight.  And then, later, I wanted him, with all the wild lust and longing of a teenage girl.  He walked into my life when I was fifteen years old, and at that age, he was the most irresistible thing I'd ever laid eyes on.

I'd like to say I haven't thought about him since he ran off to join the Marines, but that would be a lie.  I've definitely thought about Hendrix.  But in my thoughts, he's still the irritating, sexy-as-hell teenager I used to know.

Not
this
.

This is…something else entirely.  Five years has changed Hendrix.  He's not a sullen teenager anymore.  Now he looks like the freaking poster child for the Marines.  Except with tattoos.  Lots and lots of tattoos.  They run up the length of his arms, disappearing under the sleeves of the t-shirt that stretch across his biceps, the same t-shirt that pulls across his very well-defined chest.  I'm suddenly reminded why, five years ago, my heart would race every time I was near him.

Hendrix stands there, his broad shoulders squared back, looking at me like he dares me to object to any of this.  The way he gazes at me sends a shiver up my spine.  It's the same way he looked at me the day he walked into my life.   "Hey, Addy," he says, one corner of his mouth pulling up slightly in his trademark cocky grin, the one that used to give me goose bumps.  "I'm back.  Did you miss me?"

I stand so quickly my knees go weak and I feel dizzy.  I don't get weak-kneed.  I've been in the spotlight for as long as I can remember.  Hell, I've performed at Madison Square Garden.  I don't get nervous in front of people.  I sure as hell don't get weak-kneed over some guy.  Especially some guy I don't even like.  Hendrix was a total asshole to me when we were teenagers, and he might look different -- hotter, to be sure -- but that doesn't mean he's changed.  "I'm not doing this," I say, imbuing my voice with a steadiness I definitely do not feel.  I clear my throat.  "Fuck this.  I'm out of here."

The suit from the agency stands and buttons his jacket.  He doesn't look at me, just turns and addresses my mother before he leaves.  "This was a concession on our part," he says.  "Get her in line."

"Addison," my mother hisses.  "Do not ruin this."

"Of course.  I wouldn't want to embarrass you, or God forbid, stop the flow of money coming your way."  My hands are shaking, and I steady them on the surface of the table. 
Why do I feel so light-headed?
  I pointedly ignore the look Hendrix gives me from the other side of the table.   His eyes are on me, and I feel naked under his gaze.

Hendrix has always had a way of making me feel that way.

Nothing ever happened between us, but Lord knows I thought about it back when we were teenagers, before he left for the Marine Corps.

"Addison Stone," my stepfather bellows.  "We are trying to look out for your best interests."

"Bullshit," I hear myself say, the words echoing through the stillness of the room.  They sound stronger than I do, like they're coming from someone else, someone more sure of herself than I am.  I step around the other side of the table and walk toward the door, all the while refusing to make eye contact with Hendrix.  I'd rather go to some fake rehab for thirty days than have Hendrix escort me everywhere.  "You're looking out for your own interests."

"Goddamn it, Addison."  My mother stands up, shrugging off my stepfather's grasp when he tries to get her to sit down, and rushes toward me, her face contorted with anger.  "I've put too much work into you to have you blow this off like it's no big deal, just so you can party all night and act like a little slut, do you understand?"
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