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The smile twisting the woman's lips is pure trouble. As soon as she walked in I couldn't 

look away, there was no one else but her. She lit up the room, her bright blue hair making her 

stand out and those eyes telling me things I shouldn't be dreaming about. Not for a man like me, 

not for someone so broken and cold. When I looked in her eyes, I could have sworn my broken, 

dead heart beat again.  

I find myself unable to look away from her; her pink, pouty lips holding my attention. 

She's beautiful, there's no denying that. Her long black lashes surround hazel eyes, ones which 

dare me to take her up on her offer. Her petite, heart-shaped face is what models dream about, 

without a lick of makeup in sight. Her body? I have to hold back my groan at her shapely thighs 

on show, thanks to the little white skirt she is wearing. Her tanned stomach, tight and small like 

the rest of her, is on display under her cropped top, the material clinging to perky breasts. She has 

naughty thoughts running through my head, and looking at the others, I can tell they are thinking 

the same. She looks like sin and sweetness wrapped up in a bubble gum package and damned if I 

don’t want to unwrap it. 

This whole shitty weekend away in the middle of nowhere just got interesting. I don't 

think I have ever seen these boys speechless, but faced with this little devil, they look like 

blushing virgins.    

“You sure you want to try and take on all three of us, sweetheart?” I ask with my 

signature smirk; there is a reason people call me a bastard after all.  

She raises one eyebrow at me. “The question, sweetheart, is are you sure you three are 

going to be able to keep up?” 

With that she turns and struts away, her perky ass drawing my eyes like a magnet.  



A new song, Cherry Bomb, starts from the old jukebox as she struts to the middle of the 

floor, swaying to the beat. No one else is dancing, but she doesn't seem to care as she moves like 

there is no one watching.  

The way her body moves has me hard as a rock, imagining the way it would move 

underneath me. I glance around the bar to see everyone else is as entranced with this blue-haired 

demon as I am. She looks like she has no worries or cares as she loses herself to the music; that 

body driving me crazy until I push my chair back and stand. Callum and Sam throw me a curious 

look before their eyes are drawn back to her.  

I usually don't want to be the center of attention, but if I don't dance with her, I know it 

will be something I regret, and I have enough of those already. Ignoring the looks, I make my 

way over to her. Up close, she is even more breathtaking. Eyes closed, her head is thrown back 

while her body moves sensually to the beat.  

Grabbing her hips, I yank her to me as her eyes snap open. She grins like she expected no 

less as she moves against me. She embraces her sexuality and her body without it coming across 

as cheap, a true rarity. The way she moves, you can tell she knows exactly what she is doing. My 

jeans are ridiculously uncomfortable and pressing on my hardened length. I make sure to rub that 

against her, and she throws her head back and laughs. I see Sam come up behind her, his eyes 

locked on her arse. I don't bother making room, just grin as he plasters himself up against her, 

grinding to the beat.  

Her eyes flare, and her lips open on a pant as she moves with us, lost in the middle of us, 

but completely in control. Hell, she could probably tell me to strip right here and now and I 

would. She twists her head until she can see Callum, where he is no doubt watching; the 

unfeeling prick getting off on it.  

She winks his way and crooks her finger.  

It's my turn for my eyes to widen as the prick comes like a dog to her call. I’ve never seen 

my brothers react this way to a girl, like they can’t help themselves. Usually we fuck em’ and toss 



em’. Except Callum, who thinks he’s too good for them. So when he joins our little group, Sam 

and I exchange looks. If she has Callum under her spell, we are all fucked, but I can’t seem to 

care while her body is pressed up against me. 

We dance for a few songs, our sweating bodies molding together, making my lust spiral 

higher. I look at the woman in my arms, our eyes meeting as we move together. I can see the 

excitement in hers, but under it all, she looks lost. It’s obvious she doesn't know, that she tries to 

hide it, but like calls to like. Her eyes are shadowed, reminding me of why we are here. She must 

be running from something too. I wonder what? 

She braces herself on my chest and I duck my head so she can reach my ear. She has to 

talk loud to be heard over the music, her breath hitting my lobe, and making me shiver.  

“You boys want to have some fun, or would you rather slink back to your table and sit 

drinking in silence again?”  

I pull back and look at her in shock, surely she doesn’t mean--  

Somehow, she twists and slips out of the middle of all of us. Her eyes sparkle, but I can't 

draw my eyes away from her plump lips for long. Imagining them wrapped around my cock, all 

this dancing working me up to a fever pitch. We all watch her dumbly as she starts walking 

backwards, those lips quirked, and a dare in her eyes.  

“Well, are you coming?” She calls with a wink. She spins and slips out the bar door, 

taking all the heat with her. Swallowing hard, I look at my brothers. We have been through thick 

and thin together, faced debt, bad family, heartache… and even loss. We always have each 

other’s backs, but sharing a woman? That’s something we have never done, so why does the 

thought excite me so much? 

“Fucking hell. What was that?” Sam growls, raking his fingers through his messy brown 

hair. The boy looks like a wild animal, all unkempt and shit, but the girls seem to love it. The 

Steel Boys -- the animal, Sam; the unreachable prick, Callum; and me, the cocky bastard. My 

brothers in every sense but blood, but fuck blood. What has it ever done for me? For us? It’s a 



fucking lie that you can’t choose family. We have had each other’s backs since we were six years 

old, and we will have it until the day we die. That’s how this works, this group of ours. We made 

a pact a long time ago -- when there was four of us. When we were young and less messed up. 

Even now, I can see the grief in Sam’s eyes and the wall in Callum’s. That’s how it has been 

since the day we heard the news. We are falling apart, and I don’t know how to stop it. This trip is 

our last chance at saving ourselves and maybe our souls. Dramatic, but true. Looking at my 

brothers, I decide here and now to do what it takes to stay together. This blue-haired demon is the 

first thing to catch our attention in a long time, and with my brothers at my side again, I would 

follow her anywhere.  

“Fuck if I know.” I say, my eyes flicking back to the door, my heart pounding as 

something in me tugs to follow her.  

“We’ve never backed down from a challenge, why start now?” Callum says casually as 

he straightens the bulge in his jeans. He winks at me, the fucking cheeky prick, before striding 

after her. At least he cares enough to go after her, it’s a change from his usual attitude since... 

Sam stares at me incredulously, obviously asking since when do the Steel Boys chase a girl? The 

answer is never. Pussy is a passing thing, bros before hoes and all that shit. But it looks like all 

that has changed tonight. Why is the thought of the chase suddenly so exciting? 

I just knew this trip wouldn't be as relaxing as Sam had claimed it would be. 

 


