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Chapter 1 
 

Liana 
 

I wish he would’ve just finished me off. 

The pain was back, and this damn tube in 

my throat needed to come out.  The nurse who’d 

come in early this morning said that the doctor 

would be by any time now to remove it.  That had 

been hours ago.  I guess I’d been here for at least a 

day.  She’d told me that I was sedated for the first 

twenty-four hours and that I’d had surgery on my 

broken bones already. 

My body was defiantly broken and 

completely tainted.  The cast on my arm and leg, as 

well as this fucking tube, kept me from moving 

anywhere except on my back.  

I vaguely remember Gabe crying at my 

bedside.  I don’t know if I dreamed that my brother 

had come in from Los Angeles or not, but the 

thought of him being here helped, but also hurt.  I 

didn’t want him seeing me like this, or even 

knowing what was done to me. 

Oh, God, Reed.  If Gabe knew, then surely 

Reed was waiting outside with him.  How could I 

ever look at the man that owns my heart again?  If I 

thought things were complicated with him before, 

I’m sure that any hopes of a relationship would 

truly be over now.  He wouldn’t want me like this.  

Reed was never afraid to tell me how perfect I was 

when we were together.  Squeezing my eyes closed, 

I tried not to picture those times we’d lay in bed and 
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he’d trace patterns over my skin, telling me that 

he’d wait for me whenever I was ready.   

Tears leaked out of the corners of my eyes, 

regardless of my efforts to not cry, as I lay flat on 

my back.  A light swishing sound came from my 

right and I heard footsteps coming toward me. 

“Ms. Miller,” the tall man with gray hair and 

wearing a white coat, said from my side.  He must 

be the doctor.  “Are you in pain?” 

I raised my hand and held my thumb and 

index finger far apart, signaling that yes indeed I 

was in pain.  The type of pain was not only 

physical, but mental as well.  

“Ok, we are going to give you something for 

the pain and it will also relax you enough to remove 

the tube.  I just need you to be still for another 

minute, okay.”  He stepped aside so that the nurse 

could inject something into my IV, and to be 

honest, I really didn’t care what it was, just as long 

as I was put into a different state of reality. 

More nurses walked in about the time I felt 

the drugs spread warmth through my body.  The 

head of my bed was lowered and I closed my eyes 

and waited for them to do what they had to do.   

When the tube pulled free of my throat I 

took my first independent breath.  It hurt like hell, 

but the sweet nurse raised my bed again and held a 

cup of water to my lips.  

“Thank you,” I croaked.  My voice sounded 

raspy, like my best friend Mary’s voice sounded all 

the time.  I’m sure she was here, because it was her 

stalker that did this to me, and as my best friend, 

she’d be by my side the instant something was 

wrong.  I don’t blame her.  In fact, a little part of me 

would rather it be me than her.  Mary was barely 
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pregnant and I’m sure if Jonathan Jones had gotten 

a hold of her, the way he did me, she wouldn’t have 

been able to save her unborn child. 

“Liana,” the doctor announce from my 

bedside.  “We are going to watch you for the next 

twenty-four hours and if all is well, we’ll move you 

to a regular room.” 

I nodded and let him continue talking about 

getting food into me and having more people come 

to “talk”.  I didn’t want to fucking talk.  I wanted a 

shower, where I could wash the stain of that 

monster off of me.   

I pulled the covers over my head as best I 

could with all the wires and casts, when he finally 

left the room and lowered the lights.  The medicine 

was finally doing its job.  I closed my eyes and let 

the only peace I knew descend over me. 

 

Calloused hands touched my palm and I 

immediately opened my eyes in panic.  For a split 

second, I didn’t know where I was.  Gabe’s tear 

stained face came into view next. 

“Hey sis,” he whispered, his voice rough 

from the tears he was shedding. 

Sobs gripped my chest, and my breathing 

picked up as I felt the beginnings of a panic attack 

the doctor had told me to expect.  He had me in his 

arms the next instant and I was enveloped in his 

protective embrace.  My big brother held on for a 

long time, just letting my tears dampen his shirt.  

His warmth seeped into me and I sagged in relief at 

his touch.  Gabe was my life and I loved him with 

everything I had.   

“I…I’m sorry,” I said, pulling away and 

wiping at my face.  It was hard to keep my 
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composure when he was sitting here looking at me 

like I was a freak.  “I’m just so g…glad you’re 

here.”  Which was true, I did want him here, despite 

the circumstances. 

“We’re all here,” he said as he pushed a 

strand of hair back from my face.  Just like old 

times.  He’s always been my caretaker, since our 

parents were no longer alive.  “Tell me what 

happened, Li.  Greg only gave me the abbreviated 

version.  I want to know what he did to you.”  He 

stood up and pulled his hand through his hair in 

frustration when I shook my head. 

I turned my face where I couldn’t look at 

him, because I didn’t want to relive what was done 

to me.  My body ached, the disgusting area between 

my thighs hurt from his abuse and the broken bones 

were probably, in fact, shattered from his steel toed 

boots he’d worn when he kicked me repeatedly.   

Taking a deep shuttering breath I closed my 

eyes and said, “Not now.” 

“Liana,” he growled.  “Please talk to me.”  

He placed a hand on my arm and I cringed back 

from his touch.  He removed his hand and sat down 

in the chair next to the bed. 

“I don’t want you to know, Gabe.  Please 

don’t make me tell you.”  I cried into my pillow, but 

he refused to listen.  There was no way I could 

repeat to my brother what that man had done to me.  

I just couldn’t put him through that pain.  I’d suffer 

it for him and Mary, just to keep them from going 

through the trauma. 

“Dammit, Li!  Why won’t you let me help 

you?” he yelled in frustration.   

I ignored his demand.  “Just promise me 

something.  Please sell everything in that apartment.  
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Get me away from there, because I don’t want to go 

back.  Please Gabe!” 

He was at my side, his hand clasped lightly 

over mine, “Whatever you want, Li.  But you have 

got to tell me what happened.  It’s killing me to see 

you like this, and if I don’t know what happened, I 

can’t help you.”  I heard his voice crack at the end 

and I knew he was losing control of his emotions.  

My tears were okay, but when he cried I couldn’t 

take it.   

“Please leave,” I cried.  “I want to be alone.  

Please…Gabe, leave.” 

His heavy steps pounded as he made his way 

to the door, “I’ll be out in the waiting room.  I…I 

love you, sis.”  He shut the door, but the sound of 

his boots reminded me of him.  I couldn’t take it, so 

I pressed the button for the nurse. 

“Nurse’s station,” a cheery voice 

announced. 

“Pain,” I croaked out.  I needed to go away 

for a while, just a few hours. 

It wasn’t long before I got what I’d asked 

for.  The medicine coursed through my veins and 

the warming numbness helped to make me forget, 

just for a few hours. 

I could rest. 

 

Reed 
 

Sitting in this damn waiting room was like a 

prison.  The smell of the cleaning chemicals they 

used tickled my nose.  The nurses with their sad 

glances and reassuring words were driving me 
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crazy.  I’d pulled at my hair so much over the past 

twenty-four hours, you’d think I’d be bald by now. 

Gabe was back there with her and I was out 

here waiting for my turn.  I had to see her.  I had to 

know that she was okay.  I don’t know how much 

more of this I can take without breaking. 

I was living this nightmare all over again. 

My sister Sabrina was raped and murdered 

when I was thirteen.  She was only sixteen when the 

attack happened.  The predator who’d taken her, left 

her in a ditch only three miles from the house.  

Now, Liana had survived what my sister had not.  

My mind had been pulled in so many directions 

over the past twenty-four hours that I thought I 

might go insane. 

The deadly desire to rip this guy to a million 

tiny pieces played like a bad movie over and over in 

my head.  What I wouldn’t give to find this guy and 

make him pay with my own two hands?  That’s all 

it would take.  I would tear him limb from limb and 

smile while doing so. 

I was a good guy, always had been.  

Underneath the tattoos and rock music, I was just a 

guy who wanted to do the right thing, but with 

Liana’s attack, it made me have such murderous 

feelings toward this monster, that it scared me.  

Would I snap if I ever got a chance to actually get 

my hands on him?  Could I sit quietly in a 

courtroom with him, while Liana told the story of 

her attack?  What about when the medical examiner 

came forward with what Jonathan had done?  Could 

I honestly sit there and not kill the son of a bitch 

with my bare hands? 

I looked up when Gabe came out of the 

sliding doors to the ICU.  He looked grim.  His eyes 
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red rimmed from crying at her bedside.  Rising to 

my feet, I met him halfway, “How is she?” 

“She’s awake.  Doesn’t want to talk.”  Gabe 

looked a million years old, and I knew how he felt.  

Liana was hurting in more ways than one.  Hell, we 

all were suffering, knowing what had happened. 

“Can I go see her?” I asked.  Gabe looked 

into my eyes and nodded. 

“Maybe you can get her to talk,” he sighed, 

his shoulders sagging in defeat.  “Anything, Reed.  

If you can get her to tell you anything, it’ll be a 

start.  She just asked me to leave when I pushed her.  

If you love her at all, you’ll help her as best you 

can.” 

“I’d do anything for her,” I whispered, 

because confessing my love for his sister wasn’t the 

right time. 

After his nod, I walked up to the doors and 

the nurse pressed the button to allow me inside.  I 

smiled weakly at the lady behind the desk and 

walked slowly toward her room.  She was lying 

with her back to the door.  When it opened, she 

didn’t move, and that worried me.  Greg had told us 

that she was close to death when he’d found her.  I 

rushed forward and looped around the bed, only to 

find her deep asleep.  Her body coiled up on its tiny 

self in a protective gesture. 

Pulling the chair up to the bedside, I sat 

down and leaned closer to her.  Her face was 

battered.  Liana’s eyes were black and swollen.  Her 

tiny nose was bruised on one side.  Those pouty lips 

were cut so deep that a few of them had required 

stitches.  Her neck was covered in bruises.  The 

assholes fingers were imprinted perfectly on her 

skin.  My body vibrated from the anger burning 
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through my veins.  I had my answer.  Yes.  Yes, I 

would kill him with my bare hands if I ever got a 

chance. 

Liana’s left forearm had been broken in two 

places and her right leg in three, as per the doctor’s 

meeting with Gabe.  They’d taken her into surgery 

while we were still on the way from Los Angeles to 

set the bones for the healing to begin.  What I 

worried about most, were not the bones, but her 

mind. 

This was not something she’d bounce back 

from easily.  Liana was a sharp tongued little devil, 

but this was too much.  Her pigheadedness wasn’t 

enough to deal with the trauma she’d been through. 

A stray dark strand of her jet black hair fell 

on her cheek when she moved in the bed.  I 

carefully pulled it back and tucked it behind her ear.  

She stiffened slightly, in her sleep, before relaxing 

back into her previous state. 

Whatever they’d given Liana had knocked 

her out for a while.  It’d been almost an hour before 

she stirred.  Liana’s body went tense and she 

squeezed her eyes closed.  Tears leaked out and she 

whimpered. 

“Li,” I whispered. 

Her eyes flew open and she gave me a weak 

smile.  Her body shook with whatever pain she was 

feeling.  I reached up to touch her porcelain face, 

but she cringed back away from my hand. 

“Sorry,” she muttered. 

“It’s okay,” I smiled as best I could 

considering the circumstances.  “Are you in pain, 

darlin’?” 

“I don’t want you to see me like this,” she 

cried, turning her bruised face into the pillow. 
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“Why,” I swallowed hard.  “You’re still 

you.” 

“Oh Reed,” she rasped through her tears.  

“I’ll never be me again.” 

“Don’t say that,” I growled.  She flinched 

because I never growled.  Not like Ash did when he 

got all protective over Mary.   

“Please don’t ask me to talk about this,” she 

begged.  “I’m not ready.” 

When I tried to touch her hand, she pulled 

away.  I frowned but touched her anyway, “I’m not, 

Li.  But whenever you’re ready.  I’ll be here.  In 

fact, I’ll be here until you tell me to leave.  I’m not 

going anywhere.” 

One bruised eye cracked open, “You have to 

soon.  You always do.” 

“I know,” I agreed. “And I’ll always come 

back, I’ll wait for you.” 

This was the thing between us.  We never 

could make a relationship work because she 

couldn’t accept that I traveled.  She never would 

come right out and say it, but I knew that she didn’t 

want to be a rockstar’s girlfriend.  Liana needed 

someone one hundred percent of the time and with 

the schedule that Glory Days ran, I was only home 

maybe three months out of the year.  We toured 

constantly, and only had a few months to record an 

album before it was time to hit the road again.   

“I’ve got two months home and I plan on 

staying right here with you,” I said honestly and I 

meant it.  She looked so vulnerable.  I wanted to 

take her in my arms and shelter her from the world. 

She only nodded and groaned suddenly.  Her 

legs sawed together and I stood up over her small 

broken body, “What’s wrong?” 
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“Pain,” she growled and I looked down at 

her frail body.  Something caught my eye and I 

grabbed for the nurses button.   

When the lady answered I growled, “She’s 

bleeding, and she’s in pain.  Get someone in here.”  

Because she was in the ICU, a nurse was only steps 

away and was there before I could ask Liana what 

was going on. 

One nurse rushed to her side, and another 

one ushered me toward the door, “Son, I need you 

to go back out in the waiting room.  Visitation is 

almost over.  You can come back in three hours.  

She needs to rest.” 

As the doors closed me out, I watched as the 

nurses began to clean up the bloody sheets between 

her legs.  Whatever that bastard had done to her was 

worse than anything I could’ve imagined.  I 

couldn’t move so I slid down the wall and let my 

tears fall. 

I didn’t give a damn who saw me either.  

When the nurse came out from the room, 

she looked grim.  I was on my feet and halted her 

with a hand, “What’s going on?” 

“Ms. Miller has been through a trauma, son.  

She’s resting comfortably for now and will be for 

the next couple of hours.  Why don’t you all go take 

some time off?”  

I nodded on instinct and went back out to 

the waiting room.  It was lunchtime and someone 

had gone and grabbed burgers.  I took one and sat 

over in the corner alone.  Looking up, I saw Mary 

give me a sad look and I could only shake my head.  

Gabe slid a chair next to mine and sat down.  I 

really didn’t want to talk to him right now, but it 

looked like this conversation couldn’t be avoided. 
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“Did she say anything to you,” he asked, 

quietly. 

“No,” I sighed.  “Just that she didn’t want 

me to see her that way.” 

“Anything else,” he asked.  He popped the 

last bite of his burger in his mouth and crumpled up 

the wrapper, tossing it in a nearby trashcan. 

“What all did they tell you,” I whispered.  I 

didn’t want everyone to hear what I was asking. 

“Not much, other than the technical terms 

for her injuries.”  Gabe’s shoulders dropped in 

defeat.  He leaned forward and clasped his hands 

together, before pressing them to his forehead. 

I didn’t want to tell him about her bleeding.  

She was humiliated and suffering too much and 

knowing Liana, she didn’t want her brother to suffer 

along with her. 

“She’ll tell us when she’s ready,” I decided 

to say.  Right now, we were all unstable with 

Jonathan Jones on the loose.  We just needed to get 

her home where she can heal, with us beside her. 

“She wants me to get rid of everything.  Her 

belongings, the apartment.  Damn, what the fuck do 

I do, Reed?”  He gave me a weary sigh. 

“Do whatever she wants,” I told him.  “If 

that is the first step to get her to heal, then by all 

means, let’s do it.  I’ll help you.  Whatever you 

need.”  Of course, I’d rather her move to Los 

Angeles and stay with me, but I’m sure she’d put up 

one hell of a fight to stay in Phoenix.  She loved it 

here. 

“Then it’s settled,” he announced.  

“Tomorrow I’ll get someone in there to clean the 

place up and I’ll have a realtor put it up for sale.” 
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He didn’t mention about getting her 

somewhere else to live here in Arizona.  Maybe we 

could talk her into moving back with us.  I needed 

her close, because the fragile relationship we shared 

over the past few years, may have been shattered by 

an hour at a monster’s hands. 
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Chapter 2 

 
Reed 

 
It’d been a week since the attack and we’d 

brought Liana home to her new house in Scottsdale.  

This upper-class neighborhood was extremely 

secure and, although gated, had patrols round the 

clock.  Gabe felt the need to get Liana a bodyguard 

as well.   

I didn’t like the idea of the bodyguard being 

a guy, but after going over the background checks 

and also sitting in on the interview, I trusted him 

with her life. 

Dallas McGuire was about ten years older 

than Liana’s twenty-four and he was ex-Special 

Forces, who’d left the service before retirement to 

take a civilian job when his mother had become ill.  

After she eventually died from cancer, he went into 

specialty work in the entertainment industry.  This 

guy was top class, and knew how to protect his 

charge. 

Mary was with Liana, helping her bathe and 

prepare for bed.  Ash was pacing the floor, worried 

about the asshole that was after his girl and who’d 

already ruined Liana’s life. 

“We’ve got to find this guy,” he growled.  

“Greg is on it,” Gabe repeated, for the 

millionth time. 

“Well,” I growled.  “If Greg was “on it” 

then this wouldn’t have happened!”  I broke in and 

exaggerated my frustration with a hand out toward 

the back of the house where the two women were 

currently hold up in the bathroom. 
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I wanted to go to her, but I knew that she 

wouldn’t let me touch her.  Hell, she shrank away 

from me when I offered her my hand, just to help 

her get into the car earlier today.  It took Gabe and 

Mary to help her, and for that I felt defeated. 

She should know that I’d never hurt her.  

Liana Miller was my life.  She couldn’t even look at 

me for the guilt in her eyes and every time I tried to 

talk to her, she would just close up.  Did I do 

something wrong?  Why was she so afraid of me?  I 

guess it wasn’t me she was afraid of, but men in 

general, but the last person she should be afraid of 

is me.  If I only knew how to help her.   

The doctor’s had set her up with a shrink 

that would make house calls a few times a week, 

until they deemed her okay to stretch those 

meetings out to once a week, then every two weeks 

and so on, until she was healed enough to do it on 

her own.  The doctor had told Gabe that women 

with this level of trauma didn’t get better overnight.  

It would take months, sometimes even years. 

I’d wait a millennia if that’s what it took. 

“Reed,” I heard Mary call from the master 

bedroom.  Suddenly on my feet, I took off toward 

the sound of her voice.  When I rounded the corner, 

I found Liana propped up against the bathroom 

counter, a long t-shirt covering her body and a robe 

tied tightly at her tiny waist. 

“I can’t get her to the bed,” Mary panted.  

“A little help?” 

I didn’t hesitate or react when she flinched 

away from me.  I simply looped my arm behind her 

knees and lifted her into my arms.  It’d been a while 

since I’d carried her, but I already knew that she 

was much smaller than that time before, even with 
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the added weight of the casts.  Liana was already 

small and this amount of weight loss worried me. 

“I’ll go get you something to eat,” I 

announced as I placed her on the bed.  She made a 

slight mewl of protest when my hands left her and I 

stifled a smile.  Immediately she covered herself 

with the comforter and rested her head on the 

pillow. 

Mary stayed in the bedroom with Liana until 

I returned with a plate of steak and potatoes, with a 

small salad on the side.  She sniffed and moaned, 

“That smells so good.” 

I sat the tray over her lap and turned to 

leave.  Mary was propped up on the bed, her tiny 

hand rested lightly on the nonexistent bump where 

the baby was just beginning to grow.  She nodded at 

me when I looked back at her and I left them alone. 

Gabe had done a great job of getting her set 

up with all new furniture in the past week.  I made a 

late night run to the grocery store and stocked the 

house with all of her favorites the second night we 

were here.  The poor girl couldn’t cook to save her 

life, so I took that responsibility upon myself. 

Thankfully, my mother was one hell of a 

cook and taught me everything she knows.  If I 

could heal her through her stomach, then that’s 

what I would do. 

Mary came out of the bedroom looking 

weary, and Ash immediately took her back to the 

room they were staying in.   

“Hey,” Gabe said from the couch.  “If you 

want to take the first watch, I’ll hit the sack, then if 

you want to wake me up around midnight, I can 

take over from there.” 
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“Yeah,” I nodded.  “Sounds good to me.  I 

think I’m going to go in and watch some TV with 

her.  If she’ll let me.”  I placed my hand on his 

shoulders for just a moment before letting go and 

walking down the hall to her room. 

Gabe looked a million years older over the 

past week, and when I looked in the mirror, I didn’t 

look much better.  This thing with Liana was killing 

the both of us.  We didn’t know how to help her.  

As of today, I decided that I wouldn’t take no for an 

answer when she’d tell me to leave.  I had to be like 

Ash and take control of the situation.  Liana needed 

us and I needed her.  I’ve loved her since the day I 

met her all those years ago.  That would never 

change, no matter how broken she was. 

Walking quietly into the room, I found the 

bed tray sitting on the part of the bed that she 

wasn’t lying on.  Her eyes were closed and she 

jerked awake when she heard me come in the room.   

I smiled softly, “Are you done?” 

“Yeah, thanks,” she whispered.  “It was 

really good.  You’re an awesome cook.” 

“Why thank you, darlin’, but you need to 

thank mom for that,” I laughed and I saw the 

sweetest thing.  She smiled. 

“I’ll get right on that,” she giggled and 

rolled herself over on her back, then used her good 

hand to push herself up into a sitting position. 

“I’m going to take this in the kitchen and I’ll 

be back.”  I didn’t wait for a response and hurriedly 

washed up her dishes and returned to the room.  She 

was sitting there looking pale with her long black 

hair pulled back into a tight ponytail. 

“Hey,” she said as I came back in. 
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Taking the bull by the horns, I scooped the 

remote up off the end table and turned on the TV.  

When I flopped down on the bed, it made her 

bounce a little and she laughed, “What are you 

doing?” 

“We are going to see what type of channels 

Gabe got you on this satellite dish he had installed a 

few days ago.” I made an exaggerated show of 

crossing my ankles and placing my left hand behind 

my head, getting comfortable.  I flipped through the 

channels, ignoring her scowl.  After finding a 

decent movie that we both would watch, I set the 

remote down and waited.  It took only about five 

minutes before she relaxed back into her pillows. 

“Reed,” she whispered. 

“Yeah, darlin’,” I replied with my own 

whisper. 

“Thank you,” she rasped.  I knew the tears 

were coming and I did the only thing I could.  I 

opened my arms and she fell awkwardly onto my 

chest, the rest of her body was still on her side of 

the king sized bed. 

“There is nothing to thank me for,” I smiled 

where she couldn’t see it.  She felt so good lain up 

on my body, where she belonged.  I breathed in 

deep taking her sweet scent into my lungs and 

holding it to my memory. 

“Yes there is,” she paused to yawn.  

“You’ve been patient with me.  I didn’t expect 

that.” 

What could I say to that?  The last thing I 

wanted to do was to argue with her when she 

wanted to talk.  This was good.  It’s the most I’d 

gotten out of her since the attack. 
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“Told you I’d be here,” I reminded her.  

“You just do what you have to do to get better, 

baby.” 

She squirmed a little and sighed, “Can…Can 

I snuggle up against you?” 

Without a reply, I leaned over and looped 

my hand around the cast and back of her uninjured 

knee and pulled her body flush with mine.  She was 

on her side with her good leg on top.  Liana 

hesitantly wrapped her tiny leg over mine.   

She sighed and closed her eyes.  I didn’t say 

anything or move for fear that she’d pull away from 

me.  The tension in her body eased and she fell 

asleep in my arms. 

If it wouldn’t have woken her up, I’d have 

jumped out of the bed and danced! 

 

Liana 
 

The noise was coming from the front room.   

Just a whisper of movement had me sitting 

upright in bed.  At first, I thought it was my 

imagination, but when I got into the hall, I saw him.  

Our eyes met in the darkness.  Only our heavy 

breathing revealed each of our individual panic. 

His, because I saw him. 

Mine, because I immediately knew who he 

was. 

Jonathan Jones. 

I lurched backwards and ran for my room.  

Before I could get the door closed, his booted foot 

blocked the frame where I couldn’t get it to latch.  I 

leapt across the bed, but he was too fast. 
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Hands grabbed the hair at the back of my 

head, yanking me backward.  My heart wanted to 

beat out of my chest, because I knew what he was 

here to do. 

I was to suffer for Mary, my best friend.  My 

pregnant best friend. 

At that moment, I resigned myself to be the 

victim, for I couldn’t allow this monster to get to 

Mary and hurt her.  I just couldn’t. 

A fist landed on the side of my head and 

stars blossomed in my vision.  I gritted my teeth to 

keep myself from losing consciousness.  He yanked 

at my shirt, the fabric tearing loudly in the 

darkness, but it did not fall away from my body.  I 

squirmed to get him off of me, but it was no use. 

He smelled of liquor, cheap liquor, when he 

pressed his lips to my ear, “You’re going to suffer, 

so that she knows what’s coming for her.” 

“Bastard,” I growled back at him.  I 

wouldn’t go down without a fight.  I kicked out with 

my uninjured leg, connecting with his knee.   

The hand he’d slammed into my head came 

to rest around my throat.  The pressure was 

immediately unbearable.  I couldn’t scream, and I 

couldn’t breathe. 

He held me down on the bed as he started 

ripping my nightshirt from my body.   

He touched the skin on my stomach and 

moved toward my breasts. 

 

“LIANA!” My body was shaking.  I opened 

my eyes to see a blurry image in front of me and I 

screamed.  Reed finally came into view, panic 

etched his beautiful face.  “It’s me.  It’s me.  You’re 

okay.” 
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I blinked and realized that I wasn’t back in 

my old bedroom.  Reed was holding me tight 

against his body, but had his finger on my chin, our 

noses were almost pressed together. 

“I’m sorry,” I shivered.  Every time I tried to 

sleep, the nightmares would come.  Thankfully, 

they would wake me up before the whole attack 

played out in my mind. 

“No more sorry, Liana,” he said, as he used 

his giant hand to hold the side of my head and pull 

me back down to his chest.   “You were having a 

nightmare.” 

“I know,” I cried.  “I’m…I didn’t mean to 

frighten you.”  What else could I say?  These 

nightmares were an everyday thing.  My mind 

trying to process what happened caused my fears to 

come back to me in my sleep. 

“I’ll be here for you,” he sighed.  “Anytime, 

day or night.  When you’re ready to talk, I’ll be 

here.”  He didn’t say more on the subject and 

clicked the remote to turn off the television.  I 

glanced at the clock and it was close to midnight.  

This was the time, they usually switched up. 

“Can you let Gabe sleep tonight?” I begged.  

“I don’t want you to leave me yet.” 

“I’ll let him sleep,” he smiled.  “He needs 

the rest.” 

“He’s killing himself with worry,” I 

admitted, because I knew what hell I was putting 

them through. ”So are you.” 

He was shaking his head before I finished, 

“Darlin’, that’s what we do.  We need you to get 

better, and we worry because we love you.” 

I swallowed the lump that had formed in my 

throat.  Reed was right, they wanted to help, but that 
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help required talking.  Talking wasn’t my best 

quality these days.  

“Will you hold me?” I asked out of 

desperation.  

Reed didn’t speak as he turned me around, 

where my back rested against his solid chest.  I 

could feel his heart beating steady behind me.  He 

smelled powerful and mine.   

The memories of our times together ran 

fresh in my mind.  The nights I fell asleep atop his 

massive chest, the soft moments when we would 

just lay entwined together after a late night of love 

making.  I shivered uncontrollably from the pain of 

loss.   

“Are you cold,” he asked as he pulled the 

comforter up over my shoulders, not waiting for an 

answer.  I just nodded and let him wrap his strong 

arms around mine, even though the shivers had 

nothing to do with the temperature. 

Eventually, Reed fell asleep with his face 

buried in my hair.  It felt nice to have the comfort, 

and I did love him.  I’ve never told him.  How can I 

give my love to him when he’s never here?  Could I 

ever recover from this to be able to give him my 

affection without losing control?  Could I ever 

allow a man inside my body again?  The doctor 

promised me that the damage would repair itself 

and I had nothing to worry about.  When Reed 

talked of waiting for me, would this be more than 

he could handle?   

I should let him go.  He deserved better. 

Reed Sullivan has always been an honorable 

man, even for a rockstar.  I’m selfish and want him 

all to myself.  The worst part is that it kills me to be 

away from him.  If I just keep him at arm’s length, I 



28 
 

won’t hurt so much when he leaves.  The 

unexpected trips to Phoenix should stop.  He can’t 

keep chasing me.  He needs someone better for him. 

Hot tears fell down my cheek and I turn my 

head into the pillow to keep from crying out loud.  

Why does the idea of Reed not being in my life hurt 

just as bad as when he leaves?   

My mind was so full of questions lately and 

I had no answers.  Maybe I never would.   

I felt deflated.  The happiness that used to 

empower me is gone.  I’ll never be the little 

jumping bean that Mary claimed I was. 

I’ll never be whole again. 

I’ll never be…me. 
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Chapter 3 

 
Liana 

 
My eyes opened to the most wonderful 

feeling.  I’d slept the whole night.  After the initial 

nightmare, Reed kept me in a tight embrace during 

the night.  He was still out cold behind me and I’m 

betting we didn’t move for the whole night. 

But my body had other plans.  I rubbed my 

hand up his arm, “Reed.” 

“Huh,” he came awake suddenly, his eyes 

roaming over me.  “What’s wrong, darlin’?” 

“Can you help me to the bathroom?” I asked 

shyly.  I didn’t know where Mary was, plus Mary 

had no business helping me around with her being 

pregnant.   

“Yeah,” he rubbed his eyes and dragged his 

hand through his long hair, pulling it away from his 

face.  His soft green eyes looked into mine like he 

was gauging my stability today.  I don’t blame him, 

even I know that I’m a short fuse here lately. 

I sat up and let my good leg fall over the 

side of the bed, while the one in the cast stuck 

straight out.  Reed came around the bed and held his 

hands out, but hesitated like he was waiting for me 

to give an okay.  I held my breath and nodded.  

When he reached for me, I winched slightly when 

his hand grazed the bruise to my shoulder blade. 

“Did I hurt you,” he gasped.  “Oh, baby.  

I’m sorry.” 

“No,” I swallowed, past the fear of him 

touching me.  I could do this; this was Reed.  “You 

didn’t know.  It’s okay.”  He continued to lift me 
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and suddenly I was upright, against his chest.  I 

pressed my face into the place I’d always found 

safety.  Slowly, Reed put his arms around me like 

he used to do.  My body started shaking on its own 

accord, and I whimpered.  “Just take me to the 

bathroom.  I can’t do this right now.” 

He got me to the toilet fairly easy, and shut 

the door after saying, “I’ll be right out here.” 

I did what I needed to do, although touching 

myself, just for the most mundane things, made me 

feel dirty.  I wanted to bathe by myself so that I 

could scrub the hell out of my skin, but Mary was 

always there to help.  She knew what I ached to do, 

but wouldn’t allow me to do it. 

Finishing up, Reed was waiting and he 

looped a confident hand around my waist.  I used 

my good hand to hang on to his upper arm.  His 

muscle flexed under my fingertips and the warmth 

felt good.  Nothing like Jonathan’s cold dirty touch. 

The various aches and pains in my body 

reminded me that I needed to get up and get 

moving.  The doctor told me that I didn’t need to be 

laid up in bed for the next six weeks.  Even with the 

casts, he wanted me to move around with help. 

“Can you take me into the living room?  I 

don’t want to be stuck in here.”  I looked up at him 

and he smiled that smile that melted my heart all 

those years ago.  I had to keep telling myself that 

Reed Sullivan wouldn’t hurt me, ever.  At least not 

intentionally.  The tour was coming up and then I’d 

be left alone again.  Mary was going out with Glory 

Days to sing back up and I’d just be back to 

sporadic visits from him.  Only when he could get 

away for more than a couple of days.   
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With Jonathan still out there somewhere, 

Gabe had hired a bodyguard.  Dallas McGuire was 

ex-military and scary as hell, but he was gentle with 

me.  I liked him, and Gabe and Reed trusted him.  

Part of my healing was to allow myself to trust 

again, and for some reason, I trusted Dallas. 

“Ms. Miller,” Dallas said as I walked into 

the living room.  “Can I get you anything?” 

“I’ve got her,” Reed growled protectively 

beside me.  Dallas slumped back into his seat by the 

door.  He resumed typing on his laptop.  

Mary got up from the kitchen table and met 

me at the couch, “Coffee?”  

I smiled, she knew me so well.  “Yes, 

please.” 

Reed followed her in the kitchen to get his 

own coffee.  They came out together and Mary 

looked a little sad.  I’m sure I was the topic of a 

whispered discussion in the kitchen. 

She sat on the coffee table and handed me 

the steaming cup, “Hey, Ash and I have got to get 

back.  Reed and Gabe are going to stay with you.  

I’ll be back next weekend.” 

“Yeah,” I muttered.  “Okay.” 

“Hey, look at me,” she demanded.  “I’ll stay 

if you want me to.” 

“No,” I sighed.  “Go ahead.  Just come back, 

‘kay.”  I touched her hand to show her that I meant 

what I said.   

“They’re sending in a nurse to help you get 

bathed and for anything you don’t need these guys 

to do.” She gave me a meaningful look and I 

relaxed slightly.  I didn’t want Reed to bathe me 

because I didn’t want him to see my bruised body 

and I sure as hell didn’t want my brother seeing me 
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naked.  Mary gave me a knowing look and I 

shivered.  We both chuckled at the thought.   

It felt good to laugh. 

“You want something to eat,” Reed asked 

suddenly, and I looked up into his concerned eyes.   

“Yeah, just some toast and jelly, please.”  

He nodded and went off into the kitchen.  I turned 

to Mary, “Where’s Ash?” 

“Sleeping,” she rolled her eyes.  “That man 

won’t get up for another hour, if I let him sleep.  

Our flight is at ten, so I’ll probably have to go wake 

him up soon.  Do you want me to get Gabe up as 

well?” 

“No,” I shook my head.  “Let him sleep.  He 

needs it.” 

We fell into a comfortable silence while I 

ate my toast.  Reed had gone off to the spare 

bathroom to shower and change out of the clothes 

he slept in.  When he came out and sat down on the 

couch next to me, I smelled the expensive shampoo 

he used and it reminded me of home.  I used to love 

running my fingers through his long hair, and my 

fingers itched to do just that.  Things would be 

different now and my chest hurt from the idea that 

Reed and I may never be together the way we used 

to. 

“Hey,” Gabe said groggily from behind me.  

I twisted to see him looking a little lost.  “Why 

didn’t you come get me?”  That was meant for 

Reed.  They’d been taking turns on watch duty this 

past week. 

“I told him to let you sleep,” I cut Reed off 

from saying something.  “I actually slept through 

the night.” 
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“Good,” he smiled wide.  “That’s really 

good, peanut.”  God, I hated that nickname.  He 

always used it when he felt guilty or was trying to 

cheer me up.  I guess I should be happy that I’m 

around to actually hear it. 

Mary returned with her bag slung over her 

shoulder.  Ash right behind her, “Here, give me 

that.  You’re not supposed to be carrying anything 

heavy!” 

She gave me a look and finally handed him 

the bag, just feet from the door, where she was 

piling their stuff to take home.  He frowned, then 

being the Ash we all loved, growled at her.  He was 

a control freak and I loved every second that Mary 

tested his OCD ass.  It was very comical. 

“What are you laughing at,” Ash said to me.  

I pinched my lips and pretended to throw away a 

key.  Ash smiled and I was obviously forgiven.  He 

took Mary into his arms and whispered something 

that caused her to melt into his side.  I had to look 

away. 

After a round of goodbyes and promises to 

be back to give me a break from the guys, Mary and 

Ash left with their bodyguard, David.  Dallas was 

working on his laptop and pretty much ignoring all 

of us.   

I relaxed back into the cushions of the new 

couch Gabe had bought me while I was in the 

hospital, and flipped through channels on the 

television, which was also new.  In fact, everything 

was new.  Gabe had really gone all out to make sure 

I never stepped foot back in my old apartment.  The 

only thing that came with me to the new house was 

my clothes.  That was the only thing I wanted.  I’d 

even requested that he get me a totally new brand of 
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shampoo and soap, because I don’t think I could 

smell the old stuff without it triggering a bad 

memory. 

A knock on the door had me wrapping my 

hands around my waist and squeezing tight.  Reed 

was instantly at my side, while Dallas stood at the 

door.  He held his hand out in a silent plea for us to 

stay where we were.  He looked through the 

peephole and with one hand on his gun he cracked 

the door open. 

“Can I help you?” 

“Names, Mathew Vargas, from the hospital.  

I’m here for Ms. Miller.”  Dallas took the guys 

credentials and told him to wait outside.  I looked at 

Reed in a silent panic.  This guy was going to be my 

help?   

After a call to the hospital, Mathew checked 

out and David let him in.  One look at the strange 

man in scrubs and I started to shake.  They sent a 

man to bathe me.  I’m not liking this.  At all.  I 

couldn’t tell you what the guy looked like because I 

ducked my head and tried to hide from the panic 

that was welling up in my body. 

Reed was quiet beside me as he sized up the 

stranger in my home.  I pulled him close, “Is he 

going to bathe me?”  God, my voice sounded too 

shaky. 

Reed was up in an instant and used his big 

body to shield him from my view, “You can go on 

back to the hospital.  We won’t be needing your 

help.” 

Mathew wasn’t anywhere near the size of 

Reed, but the guy obviously had balls of steel 

because he shot back with, “That is not your call, 

sir.  I’m here for her, not you.” 
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Something snapped in Reed, he had the man 

by his shirt collar and Gabe was striding across the 

room to help as well.  Mathew was pushed up 

against the wall, his feet actually came off the floor.  

“Listen to me you little smart ass son of a 

bitch.  Tell them we will not be needing your 

services!  I will be taking over her care from now 

on!”  The guy was dropped and he didn’t need to be 

told twice.  Mathew grabbed his things and bolted 

right out the door.  My brother came up beside Reed 

and patted him on the shoulder as if to say “Good 

Job”. 

I was dumbstruck for a moment, but when 

Reed turned to me, something changed in him.  The 

gentle giant was gone, and in its place was a 

protector, a man determined.  And I was his charge. 

Something inside me awakened.  An 

emotion held dormant for the past week.  I 

recognized it as the longing I’d always had for him.  

He was mine, and from his actions just now, I can 

honestly say, that Reed Sullivan just staked his 

claim. 

I was his. 

 

Reed 
 

My blood was on a constant boil.  Whoever 

fucked up the paperwork at the hospital should be 

fired.  They sent a man to help her.  A man! 

Liana sat there looking at me with 

something close to desire in her eyes.  It was the 

look I knew so well. The look that I fell asleep 

visioning in my dreams every single night. 
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“He’s right,” Gabe growled.  “We’ll take 

care of you.” 

“I don’t need you to take care of me,” Liana 

snapped.  “You make me sound like a helpless 

twit.”  She pulled a blanket off the back of the 

couch and wrapped it around her shoulders 

protectively. 

“What he means,” I began.  “Gabe and I will 

be here to help you when you need it.  I’m not 

going to baby you, and I know Gabe won’t either.”  

I pinned him with a hard stare telling him, for once, 

to shut the hell up. 

Gabe nodded and Liana relaxed back into 

her seat.  She ignored us and went back to watching 

some soap opera.  I nodded for Gabe to head back 

toward our rooms so that we could talk.  I walked 

over to the couch and placed my hand on Liana’s 

shoulder.  She stiffened slightly and looked up at 

me.   

“I’m heading back to my room for a minute.  

I’ll be right back.”  She looked toward Dallas, who 

was sitting quietly at the dining room table. 

“I’ve got Dallas,” she smiled.  Dallas 

nodded toward her.  It was good that she trusted 

him and I was relieved that she did.  The man in me 

didn’t like the idea of another man being in charge 

of her safety.  That was my job. 

Walking into the guest room, I found Gabe 

standing by the queen size bed, his fist tight at his 

side.  He began talking before I came to a complete 

stop. 

“Do you love her?” 

“Yes,” I replied instantly. 

“Do you really, honestly love her?” he asked 

again. 
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“More than you’ll ever know,” I said 

honestly.  Gabe then turned and he thrust out his 

hand.  I took it immediately. 

“If you hurt her, Glory Days be damned.  I 

will hunt you down and cut your balls off, feed 

them too you, then kill you slowly and painfully.” 

“Not going to happen, buddy,” I said sternly 

into his face.  He watched me for a second and then 

stepped back, relaxing. “Now if you’re done 

strutting your feathers, I’d like to get back to her.” 

He laughed loudly and patted my back, 

“Ok.” 

When we returned to the living room, all 

tension had left from our bodies.  Liana raised an 

eyebrow and I just shook my head at her.  “Glad to 

see you two being cordial to each other again.  I like 

it.”  She laughed and the tinkling sound was like 

music to my ears. 

Maybe there was a way out of this pain for 

her.  Could our love, the love of her family, bring 

her back to the Liana we knew before?  I could see 

the tiniest bit of the old Liana every-so-often.  The 

smart ass cracks were few and even though few, 

they were there.  

And that was all I could ask for. 
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Chapter 4 

 
Reed 

 
We were scheduled to leave in four days.  

It’d been seven weeks since the attack and things 

were getting better.  Liana had her casts taken off 

last week, but her leg and arm was still weak.  She 

moved slowly, and she still needed an occasional 

pill for the aches and pains in her body.  Liana was 

also very frail.  Her minimal intake of food 

disturbed me and I was currently begging her to eat 

more. 

“Darlin’, you have got to eat more than 

that,” I growled.   

She raised an eyebrow at me and then 

pointed her fork toward my chest, “Just because I 

don’t eat a ton of food, like you do, doesn’t mean 

I’m not eating enough.” 

“You haven’t gained back your weight,” I 

pointed out. 

“What woman wants to gain weight 

anyway?” she shrugged.  The thing was, the girl had 

only eaten half of a pork chop and a third of a baked 

potato.  How could she get nutrition from that little 

amount of food? 

“You,” I stated as I pinched her tiny arm.  

“You, little one, need to eat more.  And don’t argue 

with me.”  I stood up and took my own empty plate 

to the sink.  She huffed when I walked away and I 

had to smile.  She wasn’t going to argue. 

We were finally getting somewhere. 

Placing the dish into the sink, I heard her 

stumble and I spun around to see her leg buckle at 
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the entrance to the kitchen.  The plate fell, making it 

shatter as it hit the tile floor.  Her eyes were as wide 

as mine as I lunged for her.  I had her by the arm 

before she made it to the floor.  “Hey,” I gasped.  

“What happened?” 

“Leg,” she blushed.  “It just gives out on its 

own and it’s annoying as hell.” As damn cute as it 

was for those porcelain cheeks to flare, I had to 

overlook it.  Pulling her up to my chest, she took a 

deep breath and leaned heavily into me.  She 

smelled so good, just like the way she always did. 

“Li,” I whispered as I used my finger to 

draw her chin up so that I could look into her eyes.  

“You’ll get your strength back.” 

The look in her eyes told me she was 

struggling to say something.  I didn’t push her to 

talk.  Her tiny hand slid up my arm and she lightly 

twirled a finger into the hair at my shoulders.  My 

dick instantly got hard.  I had to threaten it to calm 

down.  This was not the time for it to make an 

appearance.  But whenever she touched my hair, it 

brought back so many memories, all of them good. 

The two of us tangled up in her sheets for 

three days, while I was on break from a tour, or the 

quick bout of sex on the bus when no one was 

looking when she’d come visit me on the road. 

“Reed,” she breathed.  “Kiss me.” 

With her hand still twirled into my hair, I 

used one hand to lift her to me.  She immediately 

wrapped her legs around my waist.  Our foreheads 

touched and I gasped for air. 

“Baby, are you sure?” 

“Please, just do it now.  I need you.” 

Softly, I pressed my lips to hers and the 

taste, the warmth, almost made my own legs buckle.  
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I traced her pouty bottom lip with my tongue and 

she opened for me.  When her tiny tongue pressed 

against mine, it was like coming home.   

My hold on her tightened and she returned 

the gesture with all of her might.  Which 

considering her small size wasn’t much.  I slowed 

the kiss and pulled back enough so that I could look 

into her eyes without the distraction of her mouth, 

and her full lips were always a distraction. 

Suddenly, her eyes widened and she started 

to shake.  From the look in her eyes, she’d just 

freaked herself out.  I ignored her panic and grasp 

one side of her face with my free hand. 

“Darlin’,” I began.  “We need to talk.  You 

know we have to leave in a few days.” 

“I know,” she rasped.  God, her tears killed 

me.  They always had and they always will.  “Can 

we go to my room?” 

“To talk,” I stated, because the last thing I 

wanted her to think was that I wanted sex from her.  

It was too soon.  She’d finally healed from the 

physical damage; the damage to her mind was still 

present.  Still a driving force in her daily life.  The 

way she would flinch at any sudden sound was 

heart wrenching. 

She nodded, the moisture of tears still on her 

eyelashes had me worried.  It was time for me to go 

on tour again.  We’d be back to where we were 

before, once I left.  She didn’t want me to go, but 

she also respected my career.  She was a woman 

torn.  A woman torn and abused.   

Keeping her in my arms, I walked her to the 

bedroom, the broken plate all but forgotten.  “How 

about a hot bath before bed?”  After her nod, I took 

her into the bathroom and set her on the counter, 
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just like I had done over the past six weeks, and 

started the water.  She’d finally gotten over my 

seeing her naked with the bruises.  I never let on 

that they bothered me.  Even though I got to see 

every one of them up close and personal. 

Liana’s shoulder blade was blackened from 

the asshole’s boot that he used to kick her.  The 

imprints on her neck from his hands where he tried 

to choke her bothered her the most.  The ones that 

were on the insides of her thighs ate at me the 

worst, because I knew how they were put there.   

She removed her top and bra before I set her 

to her feet.  Once I was satisfied she was steady, I 

let her unbutton her pants and draw them down her 

tiny legs.   

“Help me in?” she grabbed my wrist as she 

lifted her weak leg into the Jacuzzi tub.  When she 

was settled, I left her to herself.  She liked to soak in 

there for as long as the water stayed hot and she told 

me it was mostly because of the fact that she missed 

it while in the casts.  She was making up for lost 

time. 

Liana didn’t fool me.  I’d learn to check on 

her when the sounds got quiet, because I found her 

more than once in the tub with the cloth, scrubbing 

at her skin and silent tears coming from her eyes. 

The therapist that came by the house once a 

week now, told me that this was normal behavior, 

but it shouldn’t be encouraged.  Liana had to learn 

that she wasn’t dirty anymore.  That she was clean 

and free of his touch the moment she survived his 

attack.  The fact that the man was still on the loose 

probably didn’t help Liana feel any better.   

When I walked back into the bathroom, she 

was sitting there with her legs drawn up to her chest 
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and her face leaned against her knees.  Her beautiful 

half sleeve tattoo of red hibiscus flowers covering 

her left shoulder and upper arm stood out in contrast 

against her pale skin.  The vines that intertwined 

permanently held onto her shoulder blade. 

“You ready to get out?” I asked, ignoring 

her protective position. 

“So we can talk?” she asked. 

“Yeah, darlin’.  So we can talk,” I admitted.  

We had to do this.  Ignoring it would only make it 

harder.  She held my hand as she stepped from the 

tub. I dried her off and pulled her toward the 

bedroom. 

“You already know how I feel,” she 

admitted.  I sat her down on the bed and she 

covered herself up after pulling one of my shirts 

over her head.  She’d gotten into the habit of doing 

that over the past few weeks, and I loved it. 

“Yeah,” I sighed.  “I do.” 

“I’m sorry, Reed.  I just can’t keep doing 

this.  I’d never ask you to choose.”  Even though 

she was speaking what she thought I needed to hear, 

the broken gasp of pain betrayed her true feelings. 

“Li,” I began.  “I’ll always be here, baby.  It 

doesn’t matter where I am in the world.  You’re 

mine and I’ll never want anyone else.  I’ve loved 

you since the day I met you.  We just have to find a 

happy medium with our relationship.” 

I stopped when big tears fell over her lids.  

Immediately, I reached for her and she launched 

herself at me, landing on my chest.  “How?” 

“I don’t know,” I admitted.  “But, I know 

one thing.” 
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“What’s that?” she asked, looking up at me 

with those beautiful blue eyes that reminded me of a 

clear summer sky. 

“I’ll wait for you.  No matter how long.  I’ll 

wait for you until my dying day.” I couldn’t look at 

the pain in her eyes anymore, so I pulled her to my 

chest and let her cry on my shirt.   

Eventually, she fell asleep in my arms, and I 

too succumb to rest.  Tomorrow would be another 

day closer to leaving. 

Leaving Liana. 

 

Liana 
 

It was early when the nightmare woke me 

up.  The sun hadn’t quite started to lighten the sky 

when I slid carefully off of his chest.  I didn’t want 

to wake Reed up, because he needed to sleep.  So, I 

used the half bathroom off the kitchen and shuffled 

my way into the kitchen to make some coffee.  

Glory, Mary’s cat, circled my feet and I reached 

down and scratched behind her ears.  Mary had 

brought her to me last week so that I could watch 

her while they were gone.  

My leg was killing me and I knew that if I 

didn’t take something soon, I’d be in a heap of pain 

soon.  Grabbing the bottle off the counter, I shook 

one out and chased it down with hot coffee.   

I stood at the kitchen sink, looking over my 

new property.  Gabe had gone all out and found me 

a house in a secluded and secure area.  The four 

bedroom, four and a half bathroom ranch style 

home with pool and hot tub was a little overkill, but 
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I didn’t complain.  He was looking after me, 

because we were all each other had. 

Our parents divorced before I was old 

enough to walk.  My father, Kevin Miller, took off 

and never looked back.  We still don’t know if he’s 

alive or dead, and at this point, Gabe and I don’t 

really care.  Our mother, Emily Miller died a few 

years ago from breast cancer.  Gabe had always 

been the man of the house and he still played that 

roll even more since our mother died.  Like my best 

friend, Mary, we were orphans.   

Movement in the front room had me 

stiffening.  Before I could freak, I heard Dallas call 

out, “Liana, it’s me.” 

“In the kitchen,” I replied.  He came around 

the corner looking like he’d been up for a while.   

Dallas was tanned and tattooed, just like a 

rocker’s bodyguard should be.  He was older and 

much wiser.  Most importantly, he wasn’t much for 

talking.  Only his high and tight brown hair 

betrayed him for the ex-military man that he was.  

He was a giant of a man, just like Reed.  I liked 

him. 

“What are you doing up so early?” he asked.  

“Where’s your brother?  Reed?” 

“All asleep,” I paused.  “I woke up because I 

had another nightmare.” 

He only nodded and poured himself a cup of 

coffee.  I limped over to the kitchen table and sat 

down, he followed after. 

“How’s the leg?” he said pointing his chin 

toward my healing leg. 

“Hurting,” I smiled.  “Took a pill, so I’ll 

probably be slurring here in about ten minutes.”   
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“So, have you decided about work?” he 

asked.  I cringed slightly, because I haven’t told 

anyone what I’d done yet and I’d hoped to not let 

Gabe or Reed know until after they left. 

“Yeah, I’m taking a permanent leave of 

absence.  I’ve got enough money to live 

comfortable for a while.”  I took a sip of coffee, 

pretending like it was no big deal. 

“Does your brother know about this?” 

I glared at him, “It’s not his business, nor is 

it Reed’s.”  My shoulders slumped and I felt 

defeated for not telling them, but I just really didn’t 

want to hear it. 

“Are you going to tell them,” he questioned.   

“Not right now,” I admitted.  Why did I 

have to be so honest?  “They’ve got a tour to leave 

for in three days.  I want to enjoy them while 

they’re here and I don’t want to hear any bullshit 

about me needing to get back into some sort of 

routine.” 

“Ok,” he nodded.  “But if they ask, why you 

aren’t working, what are you going to tell them?” 

“The truth,” I growled.  That was my 

problem, I was too honest.  The only thing that I’d 

kept to myself was what really happened the night 

of the attack.  The only person who knew was my 

shrink and I planned on keeping it that way. 

“That’s good then,” he said as he got up 

from the table and took his cup to the sink. 

I pushed my chair back, and went to stand 

up.  The pill took that moment to hit my system.  

My knee buckled and I fell to the floor. My coffee 

cup, thankfully, was already empty, so I didn’t 

make a mess.  The crack of my kneecap was like a 

loud clap of thunder.  Thankfully, the pill was 
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working and I’m sure the pain could’ve been worse, 

but wasn’t.  

“Fuck,” I growled, then spit out a few more 

unladylike words. 

“Hey,” Dallas said squatting down next to 

me.  “Did you hurt anything?”  His hands hovered 

over me like he wanted to do an assessment, but 

knew better than to touch me unprovoked.  

Honestly, I was fine. 

“Just my damn pride,” I cursed, again.  

“Help me up?” 

Dallas was pulling me up off the floor, when 

Reed came out of the bedroom, his eyes wild. 

“Li, what happened,” he exclaimed as he 

came over to help Dallas raise me from the floor.  It 

was almost comical, these two giants helping me, 

the little peanut, off the floor. 

“Pain pill kicked in,” Dallas interrupted 

what I was about to say, as he surrendered me to 

Reed.  I patted my bodyguard’s arm to assure him I 

was fine. 

“You’re hurting?”  He walked me over to 

the couch and I curled up on the end, Reed sat down 

next to me and pulled my feet into his lap.   

“Not now,” I giggled.  Reed’s hand slid up 

my bare leg and I shivered.  Warms hands circled 

my knee and I closed my eyes.  It felt so good. 

“You’re going to have one hell of a bruise 

on your knee, darlin’.”  He stroked a calloused 

thumb over the spot where I fell.  Dallas handed 

him a bag of ice and when he pressed it to my knee, 

I yelped.   

“Dammit, Reed,” I growled.   

“Sorry,” he grinned, and his hand still hadn’t 

left the spot under my knee.  Dallas must’ve taken 
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off, because I didn’t see him hovering and for that I 

was glad.  Reed’s touch did something to me.  

Something foreign, but somehow wanted.  The feel 

of his strong hand on my leg had my core tightening 

on its own.  I leaned my head back and moaned.  

Reed’s nostrils flared just like they did when he 

sensed I was in the mood.  He took a deep calming 

breath and started to get up. 

“No, wait,” I whispered, grabbing onto his 

hand.  He froze and turned into me, our noses 

almost pressed together.  

“Li,” he breathed.  “You’re on pain 

medicine.  Now is not the time.” 

I only nodded and let him walk away.  Even 

if I was ready, he still thought I was tainted.  And in 

that moment, I knew that I had to let him go.   
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Chapter 5 

 

Reed 
 

Liana was sitting very still on the couch.  

The doctor had been gone only a few minutes when 

I returned to the front room.  She was frozen there 

with her legs pulled up to her chest, her tiny chin 

rested on top.  This was a sign that she was closing 

herself off again. 

“Li,” I whispered. 

“We need to talk,” she rasped, but never 

turned her head to look at me. 

“About,” I asked carefully.  She finally 

looked up at and my heart shattered into a million 

pieces.  Her porcelain skin was even more pale than 

usual.  “What’s wrong?” 

“I can’t do this anymore, R.  It’s not fair to 

you.  I…I think w…we should,” she paused to wipe 

tears from her eyes, and I moved forward, ignoring 

her hand commanding me to stop.  I was beside her 

and had her in my arms before she could continue. 

“We should what, Liana,” I demanded, my 

voice severe.   

“I want you to go on without me,” she 

hiccupped from the harsh sobs that seized in her 

chest.  “You deserve better than me.  I’m 

broken…I’m t…tainted.” 

“What the hell are you talking about,” I 

growled into her hair.  “You are not broken!  You 

are not tainted, Li.  And I will not accept that!” 

She tried to spin away from me, but I 

grasped her upper arms and pulled her back to my 
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chest, where I wrapped my arms protectively 

around her small frame.   

She wanted me to leave her.   

Oh, hell no! 

“Reed, Please,” she begged her body 

trembling underneath my hands.   

“I’m not leaving you,” I whispered into her 

hair.  “Not ever letting you go.” 

“You have to leave,” she reminded me.   

“Come with me,” I whispered.  

“No,” she cried.  “I can’t, Reed.  I need 

some time.” 

“I’ll call you every day, darlin’,” I promised 

as I rubbed my hands up and down her back.  “It’ll 

be like I’m here.  You can call me anytime day or 

night, and I’ll be there, I promise.”  It was a fucked 

up promise, but by God if it helped her then I’d do 

it. 

“I’d…I’d like that,” she whispered against 

my chest, finally admitting defeat.  Her ludicrous 

attempt to push me was forgotten as soon as I put 

my foot down.    

“So no more talk of letting me go,” I 

demanded, but from the look in her eyes, I don’t 

think she had given up on that idea quite yet.   

“Can we get out of here?” she asked, her 

beautiful blue eyes looking up into mine.  “Just for 

a drive, that’s all.” 

I nodded and she smiled that thousand watt 

smile that I hadn’t seen in a very long time.  “I’ll 

give Dallas the night off.  Go take a shower and 

we’ll head out for a bit.” 

She turned slowly and headed toward her 

room.  Dallas was in his room working on his 

computer again.  The poor guy was more of a fourth 
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wheel lately, because Liana didn’t go anywhere, but 

he was still paid to watch the house, and provide 

security when needed. 

“Hey,” I said, standing at his door.  “I’m 

taking Liana out for a drive.” 

“Want me to drive,” he asked as he got up 

from the chair.   

“Actually, we won’t be gone long, maybe an 

hour.  We’ll be okay.”  He nodded and sat back 

down.  “Hey.  What are you always working on?”  I 

nodded toward his computer. 

“School,” he smirked.  “Thought I’d get 

some studying in while I could.  After you guys 

leave, I’ll be caught up on this stuff.  The semester’s 

almost over.” He shrugged and turned toward the 

computer. 

Shaking my head, I went over to Gabe’s 

room and knocked on the door.  He opened it and 

smiled, “How’d she do?” 

“Not as well as I’d hoped,” I admitted.  “She 

wants to go out for a drive.”   

“That’s fine,” he sighed.  “I’m going to start 

packing, wash some clothes.  You know, 

domesticated stuff.”  We both laughed and I left 

him to his laundry.  Which was fine with me, as 

long as he didn’t cook.  I shivered at the thought.  

Gabe had cooked for us once, because he lost a bet, 

but in the end it was us who’d lost.  He gave us all 

food poisoning.  Liana wasn’t much better. 

I grabbed her keys off the peg by the garage 

door.  The woman drove a damn little car.  I had to 

fold myself to fit in the damn Maxima.  They only 

thing going for her was that the tint was as black as 

the car. 
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“I hate your car,” I growled as she buckled 

herself in the passenger side. 

“I can always have Dallas go with me,” she 

smirked.  

“Where do you want to go,” I asked, 

changing the subject.  She looked so tiny and frail 

over in the passenger seat.  I itched to reach my 

hand over and hold hers while I drove all over 

Phoenix.  Of course, I’d overlook this clown car and 

whatever she wanted to do as long as she was 

happy. 

“Just drive,” she sighed.  “I’ll tell you how 

to get home, when I’m ready.”  She didn’t say 

anything further and leaned her head back on the 

headrest, staring out the window.   

I drove out of the security gate at the 

entrance to her subdivision and turned left, to head 

toward town.  We passed several shopping centers, 

with people hitting up the expensive restaurants and 

coffee shops.  The sun was setting behind the 

mountains and the temperatures were starting to 

drop.  That’s what I loved about the desert.  The 

different colors of the sky as the sun goes down; 

pinks, blues, greens. 

I rolled the windows down as we made our 

way south of town, the breeze whirled around in the 

car.  Turning up the radio, we drove to the music for 

the longest time.  Once we were so far out that I 

could see the whole city of Phoenix in my rearview 

mirror, I made a U-turn on the deserted highway 

and headed back toward town, but I didn’t go back 

to her house. 

Driving to the west then north, I passed an 

Air Force base, where the jets were flying at night, 

the flames from the back of the planes were like 
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torches thrown through the dark night.  The rumble 

of the engine vibrated the car until they were far 

enough up that the sound faded. 

“I love that sound,” Liana smiled.   

“Me too,” I agreed. 

Eventually, I had to turn back east toward 

Scottsdale.  Liana sighed, “Guess we better get 

back.”  She rolled her head toward me and I didn’t 

push her to talk any more than she wanted too. 

“I can make the loop again, but I’d have to 

stop for gas.”  On her nod, I found the nearest 

station and filled up the tank.  Even if we didn’t use 

it all tonight, she’d at least have some for after I was 

gone.   

Anything I could do to take care of her, 

before I left, made it a little easier to leave. 

Only by a little. 

 

Liana 
 

It felt good to not talk. 

Reed stayed quiet and drove for hours.  We 

ended up stopping for a tank of gas twice.  He never 

complained and I never told him to go home.  It was 

nice not to be under any worried eyes, or cooped up 

in the house.   

Most of the time I stared out the window at 

the passing scenery, and thought about what was 

going to happen after Reed and Gabe left.  I hadn’t 

told them that I’d quit my job.  I have plenty of 

money to live for at least a year before I needed to 

start working again.  I’d contemplated getting on a 

plane to St. Thomas, or Hawaii somewhere, for a 

few months.  I don’t think Jonathan Jones would 
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find me there.  I wished I could just take Mary and 

fly away to some undisclosed location and hide 

until he was found. 

My brother, and Reed for that matter, would 

most likely cancel the damn tour if they found out I 

wasn’t within reach.  I was twenty-four for Pete’s 

sake, I had to learn to be on my own.  As much as I 

wanted someone to take care of me, the harsh 

reality was, that I would never have that luxury. 

Did that make me some kind of gold digger?  

God, no.  I don’t want to be some rich guys whore.  

I just wanted a man to love me and treat me 

like…hell, like Ash treats Mary.  I looked to my left 

and realized, that Reed would do that for me.  In 

fact, he’s begged me to go with them on tour for 

years and I always declined, thinking that wasn’t 

how I saw my future.  I’m sure my brother would be 

delighted if I did.  So would Mary and Ash; even 

Kane.   

Reed’s phone rang and he grabbed it from 

the cup holder, “Hey.  Yeah, we’re okay.  Just 

driving.”  It must’ve been my brother.  We’d been 

gone over three hours by now.   

He hung up and never said anything else.  

Finally, I spoke up, “Let’s head back.  You can hop 

on the highway here.”   

Reed did as I instructed and we drove back 

to the house.  Gabe was waiting up for us when we 

pulled in the garage.  I smiled tightly at him as I 

made my way to my room.  Collapsing on the bed, I 

kicked my shoes off and pulled the covers back, 

before reaching for Reed’s shirt that was draped 

over the back of the chair next to my bed.  I’d been 

sleeping in it, and he never complained. 
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A light knock on the door had me hurrying 

to slip the shirt over my head, I tucked my legs 

under the covers before calling out, “Come in.” 

Reed opened the door slowly, he was 

carrying a plate in his hands.  “Thought maybe 

you’d want a snack before bed.”  I smiled, because 

he always brought me some sort of fruit before bed.  

It was a ritual of mine. 

“Thanks,” I sighed.  

Reed left me to my snack and eventually I 

laid down.  Sleep finally came to me after I tossed 

and turned, looking for a comfortable spot in my 

bed.  I just wished that I had a hard muscled chest to 

call my pillow. 

 

Running.  I was running to find something.  

No, someone.  

My clothes were torn and bloody.  Cuts on 

my face stung from the slapping wind.  It was dark 

and I had no sense of direction, my path uncertainly 

laid out before me. 

I could hear him calling out to me as if he 

was looking for me too.  The sound of his voice 

came from my left, then my right.  I couldn’t make 

out the correct direction, so I ran. 

Tears of frustration fell from my tender eyes.  

If I could just find him, I’d be safe.  I’d be found.  

He would save me.  He would make it all go away. 

Suddenly his voice began to fade and the 

heavy sound of boots came from behind me, 

pounding angrily against the ground.  I tried to 

scream, but no sound came from my voice, only 

heavy breaths. 

Hands clamped down on my thighs and I 

tumbled to the ground, but I saw no other person, 
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even though I could feel his claws as they dug into 

the tender skin between my thighs.  My body 

thrashed and convulsed as I fought against the 

unseen force that held me in place on the cold damp 

ground. 

Finally, I saw the monster.  His eyes black 

as a demons, his breath smelled of death.  My 

death. 

I sat up in bed, screaming, my voice finally 

making itself known.  When I realized that I was in 

my new room, I stopped, but it was too late. 

My bedroom door burst open, Dallas was 

there, with his gun drawn, his body instantly in 

front of me.  A hand reached back to place on my 

shoulder, “Liana, talk to me.” 

Reed and Gabe entered only half a second 

later.  Reed was on the bed and had me in his arms 

immediately.  “Baby,” he sighed.  “Oh, God.  Are 

you okay?” 

“Dream,” I choked on a sob.  “Okay…I’m 

okay.” 

Dallas dropped the gun, but still went to 

each window and checked the locks before nodding 

to Gabe and walking out. 

My brother sat down on the edge of the bed, 

his eyes wild with worry, “Hey.”  Reed let go of me 

so that Gabe could wrap me in a deep, protective 

hug, just like he’d done for years. 

“Hey,” I replied.  What was I going to say?  

Sorry?  For the thousandth time?  I know they were 

tired of hearing it, because I sure as hell was tired of 

saying it.  At this moment, I felt helpless.   

“Do you want something to help you sleep?” 

Gabe asked after a few minutes of holding me to his 

chest. 
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“Yeah,” I nodded.  

He got up to leave and I was back in Reed’s 

arms.  I tensed for a moment, not from fear of him, 

but from the fact that I couldn’t get use to his 

comfort.  He was leaving.  If I got use to him being 

here, then when he left, I’d be in worse shape than I 

was now.   

This sucked.   

Gabe came back a few minutes later and 

gave me the pill.  I chased it down with a glass of 

water.  They both stayed in my room, Reed in the 

bed and Gabe in the chair by my bed.  I fell asleep 

quickly and thankfully dreamless. 
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Chapter 6 

 
Reed 

 
My bags were packed, and the driver was to 

be here in less than thirty minutes.  Liana was 

sitting on the couch balled up tight in a blanket, her 

knees drawn up to her chest.  Gabe was on the 

phone with Ash, letting him know that our flight 

was still scheduled to leave on time.  We’d arrive in 

Seattle with a few hours to spare before the show 

tonight. 

I’d hoped that she’d been back to her old 

self by now, but I was wrong.  An early morning 

call to Mary after the therapist left had upset her and 

I’m sure it was because of our leaving that she’d 

regressed back into her depression. 

Sitting down next to her, I placed my hand 

on her knee.  Liana stiffened and I watched as her 

bottom lip trembled.  Tears filled her eyes and when 

one spilled over, I pulled her to my chest, despite 

her slight attempt to pull away. 

“All you have to do is say the word, darlin’, 

and we’ll have a place for you on the bus.  With 

Ash and Mary staying in the bedroom, we have an 

extra bunk.  It’s not much, but at least you’ll be 

there.”  I rubbed my hand down her hair and I felt 

her melt a little against me, the tension leaving her 

body. 

“I’ll think about it,” she mumbled. 

“I’ll be back in two weeks,” I promised.  “If 

I can get away before that, then I will.”   

“Okay,” she sighed.  “You’ll call, right?” 

“Of course, baby.  Everyday.”   
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Gabe came in with his duffle bags and 

placed them by the door.  I left them to have their 

goodbye and to get my things from the bedroom.  I 

had everything packed as of last night, but I double 

checked everything, one last time. 

I placed three of my favorite shirts on the 

bed, folded neatly, for her to find after I left.  Call 

me a caveman, but I wanted her to have something 

of mine, and that was the one thing that she’d 

actually accept from me, since my touch wasn’t 

enough right now. 

Coming back to the front room, Gabe was 

standing there with his hands on his bags.  He 

looked up and said, “Car’s here.”  He kissed his 

sister on the forehead and walked out the door.   

The look on her face when she turned to me 

was so desperate, that I found myself dropping my 

bag and rushing up to her.  She jumped into my 

arms and I held onto her so tight I thought that I 

might break her. 

“This isn’t goodbye,” I whispered into her 

ear.  She nodded against my neck and I kissed her 

on the corner of her lips.  She didn’t freeze up and 

that alone almost had me saying to hell with it.  

They could have someone fill in for me for a few 

weeks on tour.  I’d make up some stupid press 

release that I was sick or something.  Knowing it 

wouldn’t make anything easier, I kissed her softly 

again, just to commit the feel of her soft skin to 

memory.  Steeling my spine, I set her down and 

grabbed my bags.  Walking out that door was the 

hardest thing I have ever done in my life. 
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Liana 
 

I stood at the door and watched as the car 

drove down the street.  I didn’t move until it was 

completely out of sight.  He was gone, and I was 

alone.  With my phone in hand, I almost called him 

and told him to come back for me, but I didn’t, 

because I wanted to use this time to get back to 

myself.   

I had to do this on my own. 

Dallas was waiting on me with a steady 

hand to my shoulder.  “Is there anything I can do?”  

He looked worried and I’m sure that he’d do just 

about anything for me, but I already knew what I 

wanted to do. 

“No thanks,” I shrugged.  “Unless you have 

an idea to keep me busy for the next few months.” 

“Actually,” he smiled.  “I’ve been wanting 

to go hike one of these damn mountains around 

here.  Want to go with me?” 

“Might as well, seeing as you can’t leave me 

alone,” I smiled back at him.  “But it’s going to 

have to be a leisurely stroll for me.”  I punctuated 

my statement by pointing at my leg. 

“You’ll do fine,” he laughed.   

“Slave driver,” I muttered while I made my 

way into my bedroom to change clothes.  I put on a 

pair or running shorts and a tank top, then pulled 

my hair up into a ponytail so that I could cover it 

with a baseball cap.  I added a pair of sunglasses, 

because I may not be a rockstar, but I was often in 

the tabloids as Gabe’s sister, so going incognito 

when possible was the way I kept people from 

bothering me.  Today of all days, I didn’t want the 

attention. 
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When I came back into the living room, 

Dallas was waiting on me, he had a goofy grin on 

his face.  “Go look in Reed’s room.” 

His statement had me hurrying down the 

hall.  When I opened the door, I found three of his 

prized t-shirts folded nice and neat on the bed.  I 

scooped them up and held the bundle to my face.  I 

inhaled and smiled, really smiled. 

A little embarrassed, I took them into my 

own room and laid them on the messy bed.  

Scooping up the phone, I texted him a quick thank 

you, and got nothing but a smiley face in return.  

They’d be boarding the plane right now, so I wasn’t 

upset with the lack of words. 

Walking back out to the living room, I 

scooped up my keys and tossed them at Dallas.  He 

simply rolled his eyes and said, “I hate driving your 

car, I don’t fit.” 

Throwing my head back I laughed hard and 

said, “Yeah, I’ve heard that before.” 

 

We made it to the trailhead at South 

Mountain.  I’d hiked this one before and I knew I 

could do it.  My leg, although weak, felt good 

today.  The desert sand crunched beneath our feet as 

we started out.  The burn in my legs felt good.  I 

could focus on that instead of the shit in my head.   

“You let me know if we need to stop,” 

Dallas said beside me.  I could tell he wanted to go 

faster, but I was in no shape to follow. 

“You can go ahead of me if you want,” I 

panted.  “I don’t want to slow you down.” 

He rolled his eyes, “Yeah, and have your 

brother have my head if something were to happen 

to you.  I don’t think so.”   
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We both laughed and kept going.  About a 

half of a mile into the hike I reached into my small 

backpack and pulled out a water for each of us.  I 

handed one off to Dallas and we found a spot to 

rest. 

“How’s the leg?” 

“Burning like it should,” I admitted, 

stretching out my toes on my bad leg.  It was much 

smaller than the other one and it looked really odd, 

from being stuck in that cast.  My arm was in much 

better shape. 

“I think we need to head back down, you’ve 

probably had enough.”  I couldn’t argue with him, 

because he was right.  I didn’t want to be stuck on 

this trail with my bad leg going out.  Dallas would 

have to carry me back down and that would just be 

too embarrassing. 

My phone rang from my back pocket and it 

was Reed. 

“Hey,” I answered, panting.  Dallas was 

currently opening the door for me and helping me 

into the car. 

“You sound out of breath, what’s wrong,” 

he growled. 

“I’m fine,” I laughed.  “Dallas and I just 

went for a hike, but we’re heading home now.” 

“Oh,” he paused.  “Okay.”  He didn’t sound 

good and if I didn’t know any better I’d think his 

feelings were hurt.  He had a slight jealous streak, 

but he was trying very hard not to let it show that he 

would’ve rather him be here than Dallas. 

“It was nice to get out and not have to 

think,” I whispered into the phone, hoping that 

explanation would make him understand. 
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“That’s really good darlin’.  Well, Gabe and 

I just landed in Seattle.  We’re waiting on our bags.  

I wanted to call you and make sure you were okay.” 

I leaned my head on the passenger seat 

window and smiled, “I think I’m going to be okay.” 

“I’ll call you in the morning.” 

“Have a great show,” I said. 

“I think it’s going to be a great show,” he 

laughed. 

“What’s that supposed to mean?” I asked. 

“Ash is going to ask Mary to marry him 

onstage tonight,” he whispered into the phone, so 

that no one could hear him. 

“No shit!” I yelled.  Dallas jumped next to 

me in the car. His eyes widened like I almost gave 

him a heart attack. 

“Yeah,” he said.  “Don’t you dare go call 

her and tell her!”   

I laughed, “Not a chance.”  I’m sure 

tomorrow morning the proposal will be all over the 

internet.   

We talked for a few more minutes before 

hanging up.  He promised that they’d be back here 

in ten days, for the concert in Phoenix.  I just had to 

get through the next week and a half on my own 

and hopefully things would be better when Reed got 

here.  I just had to do a lot of healing. 

And fast. 
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Chapter 7 

 
Liana 

 
It’d been two hundred forty nine hours since 

I’d last laid eyes on him, which breaks down to ten 

long, lonely days and nine miserable hours.  I 

refused to wait at the house for them to arrive.  

Dallas didn’t want to take me over to the stadium 

where the bus would arrive, but I forced him to do it 

anyway.  Of course, my threats didn’t hold much 

weight.  Sometimes, I don’t know how Mary got 

away with it, because I sucked at it.  Somehow, my 

poor puppy eyes broke him and he gave in at the 

last minute. 

Eric and Mark were already there when we 

arrived, but the bus was not.  This was the usual set 

up for Glory Days.  Security would arrive ahead of 

time and have everything nailed down by the time 

the guys arrived.   

“How much longer,” I asked Eric. 

“Any minute now,” he said looking at his 

watch. 

I’d thought about calling them, but I didn’t.  

I wanted to surprise Reed. I’d worn jeans and a light 

green sweater, since the temperatures were starting 

to drop in the desert.  My black boots kept my tiny 

feet warm while I waited outside the back doors.  I 

know that my brother called me ‘peanut’ all the 

time, but he’s right.  I’m very small for my age.  If 

it wasn’t for the makeup and grown up hair, I’d 

look like I was thirteen. So, yeah.  I got cold easily, 

when others did not.   
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I heard the unmistakable sound of brakes on 

the huge tour bus and my pulse fired.  Blood 

coursed through my veins and I found myself 

bouncing on the balls of my feet.   

Lights flared from around the corner of the 

building and then I saw the shiny silver of the front 

end of the bus.  I was walking before I knew what I 

was doing.  I didn’t want to run and risk the chance 

of falling on my face.  I sensed Dallas beside me, 

but he never said anything. 

Suddenly, the bus jerked to a stop too soon 

and the door opened.  I was a good hundred feet 

from the thing, but I had no problem seeing Reed’s 

big frame duck as he flew down the stairs.  We both 

froze for half a second, before he used those long 

legs to stride toward me.  I took my entire 

willpower not to sprint toward Reed, but when I 

was within a few feet of him, I launched myself into 

his arms, knowing he would catch me.  I buried my 

face into his neck as he used both arms to wrap 

tightly around my waist. 

“Baby,” he rasped.  “What are you doing 

here?” 

“I couldn’t wait,” I leaned back and smiled.  

“I forced Dallas to bring me.” 

He looked amazing.  His hair was soft as 

always; those amazing green eyes sparkled with 

happiness.  “Well, I’m glad you’re here.” 

I slid down his chest when I looked over his 

shoulder and found Mary and Ash walking toward 

us, hand in hand.  I felt bad for not coming to the 

wedding in Las Vegas, but I just couldn’t bring 

myself to go.  I’d been having a hard go of it those 

few days and I mostly slept.   
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“Hey,” I said, pulling her into a sisterly hug, 

that I needed more than she’d ever know.  “Let me 

see this rock in person.  I saw it on the internet 

yesterday, but it was all fuzzy.” 

She held it up and my eyes widened.  I 

looked at Ash, “Damn, Ash.  You could’ve just had 

your freaking name tattooed on her forehead, it’d 

made the meaning just as clear.  What is this like a 

five carat ring? Geez!” 

“Six and a half,” he mumbled.   

I pulled him to me and hugged him hard.  I 

didn’t miss the look of shock at my bluntness.  I 

whispered in his ear, “You did amazing.” 

“I know,” he laughed as he let me go.   

They returned to holding hands and the way 

they held onto each other was inspiring.  If I could 

just have half of their happiness, I’d die a happy 

woman.  I looked over to see Kane coming off the 

bus, but my brother was nowhere to be found. 

“Where’s Gabe?” 

“Sleeping in his bunk,” Mary rolled her 

eyes.  “That boy sleeps so much.” 

“He still take the top bunk on the right,” I 

asked with a raised brow.  When Mary laughed, I 

walked over to the bus and climbed the stairs.  I 

froze for a moment at how clean the thing was, and 

I thought for a moment I’d gotten on the wrong one. 

“Mary makes us keep it clean,” Reed said 

from behind me.  “She gets pissy when we get all 

sloppy.”   

“Someone needs too,” I laughed when he 

poked me in the side.  Of course, I had no business 

telling them about neatness, because I was the most 

unorganized person of all.  I couldn’t help it, it’s 

just the way I was. 
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Leaving Reed on the couch, I slid the 

partition open where I could get into the sleeping 

quarters of the bus.  I heard my brother’s soft snores 

and I smiled.  I missed him so much. 

Climbing up on the bottom bunk, I lifted 

myself up and leaned through the curtain he had 

drawn closed.  I put my face right level with his and 

said, “BOO!” 

Jumping down, I heard him cuss and 

watched as he hung his head out of the bunk, his 

black hair wild from sleep.  Sleepy blue eyes 

focused when widened, “Hey, peanut.” 

“Hey brother,” I smiled.  “Time to wake 

up!”   

He jumped down, in nothing but his boxers. 

“Oh my God, Gabe,” I rolled my eyes.  “Do 

you walk around here like that with Mary on the 

bus?  Cause if you do, I’m surprised Ash doesn’t 

kill you.” 

“I’m usually dressed,” he paused to smirk at 

me.  “It’s Kane who’s in his underwear around her.” 

“Well,” I laughed.  “Kane’s special.” 

We all laughed as Gabe pulled on a pair of 

jeans.   

“What are you doing here,” he asked.  

“Thought you were going to wait for us at the 

house?”  He came over and wrapped his arms 

around my shoulders and pulled me tight against his 

chest.  I kissed his scruffy cheek.  His body was 

warm from being all snuggled up in his bed. 

“Wanted to come get you,” I shrugged.   

“Let us grab our things and we’ll head on to 

the house.”  He slipped a shirt over his head and 

pulled his bag from under the lower bunk.  Reed 

was already gathering up a few items and tossed 
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them in his bag.  Kane bound up the stairs and 

stopped when he saw me.  He may look like a 

badass, but that boy had a heart of gold. 

I smiled and launched myself at him, “I 

missed you.”  He caught me around the waist and 

spun me around.  When they did that, it made me 

feel like a kid, but I’m glad that they didn’t change 

the way they acted around me.  It helped that they 

didn’t, because all of the sadness and walking on 

glass was getting old.  I told myself that the next 

two and a half days would be filled with happiness, 

nothing else. 

Kane finally set me down, “Hate to break it 

too ya, babe, but after we get back to your house, 

I’m taking your brother out for a night on the 

town.”  He nodded toward Gabe, who looked a little 

lost. 

“It’s okay,” I laughed.  “Go, have fun.  See 

some strippers.  Just don’t bring them back to my 

house!”  Kane pouted and Gabe punched his 

shoulder. 

It was just like old times. 

 

Reed 
 

I was so tired of waiting to get back here.  

To Liana. 

Now, I was standing behind this damn arena 

looking at my little lady, the one that will forever 

hold my heart, but her pain kept me from saying the 

words she needed to hear.   

“You ready,” Liana said beside me.  She’d 

been talking to Mary and Ash, who apparently were 

staying on the bus for the night.  It didn’t take a 
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rocket scientist to see that Li and I would be alone 

at the house tonight.   

“Yeah,” I grabbed her hand and felt a huge 

weight lift from my shoulders when she didn’t 

flinch back. 

“Dallas will take us back,” she smiled up at 

me.  Those beautiful blue eyes sparkled and I was 

lost. 

She pulled me over to the awaiting SUV, 

where Gabe and Kane were tossing their bags in the 

back.  While I added my bags to the pile, Gabe and 

Li were talking quietly beside the vehicle, and I 

didn’t want to interrupt or eavesdrop, so I walked 

around the other side and slid in the backseat.  I 

didn’t have to wait long, before Gabe opened the 

door and helped Liana inside. 

She melted against my side and we didn’t 

talk on the drive to her house.  That was fine with 

me, because at the moment, I couldn’t judge her 

mood.  Don’t get me wrong, I could tell she was 

happy to see us, but the other stuff was almost non-

existent, and I swear she was forcing herself to 

be…better. 

When we arrived at the house, Dallas parked 

the SUV into the garage, and I looked over and saw 

her car sitting in the third bay of the garage looking 

like it’d been sitting there where I left it a couple 

weeks ago.   

“Have you been getting out at all,” I asked, a 

little angry.  She’d promised she would be getting 

out more. 

“Actually,” she smiled.  “Dallas refuses to 

drive my car anymore.  He hates it.” 

I sighed, “Me too.  You need an SUV, so I 

can drive it comfortably while I’m here.” 
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“Really?  Are you going to buy that SUV 

you want so badly to call mine?” 

I laughed and shook my head at her.  It was 

nice to see her laugh again.  Also, I ignored her 

scowl at my suggestion of the SUV and made my 

way into the house.  I dropped my bags by the 

kitchen table and went for the refrigerator, knowing 

she had beer in there for us. 

Pulling one out, I leaned on the counter took 

a very well deserved drink.  Liana didn’t like beer 

and only kept some on hand when we would come 

in town.  I watched as she walked past me to get a 

glass out of the cabinet.  After making a big glass of 

water, she stood on the other side of the kitchen 

mimicking my pose against the counter. 

“You want to take a shower,” she asked. 

“Yes,” I smiled.  “A long one.” 

“You can use mine,” she blushed.  “It’s 

bigger and I know how you hate using the one in 

the spare room.”  She did have a spare bedroom 

with a small shower and tub, and she was right, I 

hated it.  It was, like most things, too small.  So, I 

drained my beer and grabbed my bag.   

Walking into her room, I set my bag next to 

her dresser and rummaged through for some clean 

clothes.  I’d probably need to do laundry soon, but I 

found a clean pair of sleep pants and a white t-shirt. 

The shower was like heaven.  I stood there 

for the longest time just soaking up the water as it 

cascaded over my tired body.  We hadn’t been on 

tour very long and I was already for it to be done.  

Worry for Liana kept me up at night, and some days 

I couldn’t concentrate when the phone calls didn’t 

go so well.  Those were the nights when she didn’t 

talk much, or when she’d admit she’d had a 
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nightmare, but wouldn’t confess to what they were 

about.   

Just three days before tonight, when I called 

from the concert in San Diego, she’d been in tears 

when I called and she sounded the complete 

opposite from the way she acted tonight.   

I thought the one thing that would heal 

Liana was that this guy needed to be found, and 

quick.  Not just for Liana’s sake, but for Mary’s.  It 

was her foster brother who attacked Liana and was 

still stalking Mary.  With Jonathan Jones off the 

streets, both of them would be able to sleep better.  

Mary was getting too relaxed with her security and I 

needed to voice that to Ash, who most likely 

already saw that.   

The water cooled and brought me back to 

the present, and I grabbed a towel.  I pulled on my 

pants methodically while I looked for any changes 

in her room, but was relieved to find none.  

Everything was in the same place it’d been when 

we left. 

With my shirt in hand, I opened the 

bathroom door the same time Liana was coming 

into the bedroom with a stack of clean towels.  We 

both froze, because I didn’t want the startle her.  

Liana’s cheeks flamed when she looked at my chest 

and I knew from experience that the nautical stars 

she was currently staring at, that dotted my ribs on 

the right side, reminded her of better times.  Of 

those times, after we’d turned the sheets ablaze, 

she’d trace the patterns on my skin while I rubbed 

my fingertips over the flowers on her arm. 

“Sorry,” I said, slipping the shirt over my 

head.  I held my hands out for the towels and she 

surrendered them without a word.  I put them in the 
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linen closet in her bathroom and when I returned, 

she was still standing there in nothing but one of my 

shirts that fell just above her knees, her feet were 

bare. 

“Reed,” she whispered, looking at me under 

those dark eyelashes. 

“Yeah, darlin’,” I answered. 

She didn’t say anything as she walked up to 

me slowly, placing one hand on my tattooed ribs 

and the other one on the side of my face.  A tiny 

thumb traced the tip of one tattooed star as if from 

memory as she lifted up on her toes and placed a 

kiss to my cheek. 

I lifted her on instinct and brought her lips to 

mine.  When she melted into my touch, I took that 

as a sign that she was okay with this.  When her 

hips undiluted, I was the one to freeze. 

“I can’t,” I whispered as I slid her down my 

body and backed out of the room.  The tears welled 

up into her eyes and I had to look away. 

I just couldn’t bring myself to put her in that 

situation.  Who could be ready for sex after being 

violated in a way that she was?  And no one would 

want to be the first one to make love to a woman 

after.  I just couldn’t do it. 

Not right now. 

I was such an asshole. 
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Chapter 8 
 

Liana 
 

I fell into a heap on the bed and let the tears 

fall.  Shit!  Slamming my fist into the pillow felt 

good.  Really good.  So, I did it again.  I let all of 

the frustration and anger seep out through the 

punishment I was wielding on it.   

Up on my knees, I grabbed that pillow and 

slammed it against the headboard, over and over 

again.  Pulling the pillow by the ends, I struggled to 

tear it, rip it, to feel the material give way under my 

hands.  Picturing Jonathan and the things I wanted 

to do to his flesh coursed through my veins. 

The anger for Reed not touching me, for not 

wanting me. 

For not loving me the way I needed in this 

moment. 

I crushed the pillow to my face and I 

screamed with all of my might.  The tears came out 

like an uncontrollable waterfall.  My chest burned 

from the pain of not being in control.  I wanted all 

of this pain to go away.  It had to go.   

For, if it did not.  I don’t think I can survive. 

Strong hands wrapped around my waist and 

I kicked out toward the threat.  The pillow flew 

away from my face and I was in the arms of a giant.  

Reed’s face was fierce, the blacks in his eyes 

widening to show his anger.  The emerald green 

was only a small circle on the outsides. 

I slammed my lips down on his and dug my 

claws into the skin at his back.  He tensed, but 
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didn’t back away again.  I used that incentive to 

remove my top, and thankfully Reed didn’t protest.  

Our lips met again and I pushed my tongue into his 

mouth in a punishing need for his unique taste.  

Only he could take away the taint to my body.  I 

realized it now. 

“Need you,” I growled as I pushed him back 

onto the bed.  His hands automatically went to my 

hips as I straddled his massive thighs.  God, his 

muscles clinched underneath me and I almost came 

in my panties.  I rubbed my hands up and down his 

chest like a wanton whore.  He was my vessel to 

control.  Reed’s soft skin pebbled under my 

fingertips and I closed my eyes, moaning from the 

feeling of it. 

“Li,” he growled.  “Don’t…” 

“Shut up,” I growled in return; I felt the fire 

burn into my eyes as I glared at him.  “If you love 

me like you say you do, then you will do this.  I 

need you to fuck me, make love to me, and remind 

me I am yours.  That I belong to you!” 

That huge hand of his came up to the back 

of my head and pulled me down to his lips, the 

other hand pulled and tugged on my underwear until 

I heard the fabric tear free of my frail body.  Our 

tongues met, and he never closed his eyes.  They 

stayed deep in concentration, looking for any sign 

of panic from me. 

His nostrils flared and I was flipped over 

onto my back.  My giant hovered above me, his 

eyes fierce with need.  He used one hand to pull his 

lounge pants down and the next minute my hand 

was on his cock.  I pulled him to my entrance and 

before we could think twice, I shoved my hips down 

and onto his length.  The familiar stretch of what 
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was mine had me rolling my eyes in the back of my 

head and I immediately came just from the pleasure 

of having back inside me. 

“Reed,” I panted, my hips swiveling.  

“Don’t stop.” 

“Never,” he replied, his voice harsh.  

“Never.”  It was like this every time since the first 

time we’d ever had sex.  He was a maniac in bed 

and he never went easy on me, because he knew 

that’s the way I wanted and needed it. 

He took that moment to pull out.  I glared at 

him and then I froze with one harsh growl from 

him.  “Don’t you move, or say one damn word, 

Liana.”  The path he kissed down my body left a 

blazing burn of desire on my skin.  His tongue 

rolled around my tightened nipples and my womb 

fluttered with the pleasure of his ministrations. 

The next second his mouth was on my pussy 

and I bucked against his tongue.  He was on me, 

inside me.  His tongue stroked the puckered ring of 

my ass and I knew that this was him.  My Reed.  

Because I belonged to him.  When he bit down hard 

on my clit, sparks shot in my vision.  Before I could 

beg, he was inside me, thrusting deep, giving me 

what I needed. 

“Come with me,” he growled at my ear.  

“Come on darlin’.  Together.” 

Those words were old words.  Something 

he’d said to me over and over again every time 

we’d made love in the past.  The familiar feel of his 

release spurred my own and I was lost in the 

sensations.  Reed thrust long and deep, slow and 

short.  There wasn’t a part of my core that he didn’t 

own at this moment.  This was what we did.  This 

act of sex was the way we’d always been, fast, hard, 
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severe.  My body knew immediately who was 

controlling its pleasure.  This was Reed Sullivan, 

my giant lover. 

My body slumped into the bed and I smiled.  

He never would collapse on me, so I urged him over 

where I could lay on his chest like a big mattress. 

It was there that I fell asleep.  My giant 

finally loving me, like he should.  Like I’ve needed 

for so long. 

 

I woke up the next morning curled up on his 

chest. The comforter was pulled up over my naked 

body.  He was my protector in every way.  The 

reality of last night came rushing back, and I 

checked my body.  I felt deliciously sore, in all the 

good ways.  Just like I use to.  Before the attack. 

Taking a deep breath, I actually felt a little 

more like myself.  Snuggling back into my giant 

body pillow, I closed my eyes, because waking up 

was not going to be an option.  Not while I felt this 

good. 

 

Warm lips against the top of my shoulder 

woke me from a dream about a bass playing giant.  

Because I didn’t want the dream to end, I 

whimpered and buried my face into his neck.  A 

slight rumble in his chest had me sighing, “Don’t 

want to get up yet.” 

“Me either, darlin’, but you have an 

appointment today.”  He rubbed his warm hand up 

and down my thigh, from knee to hip.  I purred in 

response.  He knew that was one of my happy 

places.  “You okay,” he asked carefully. 

“Actually,” I smiled against the soft skin at 

the base of his neck where it met his shoulder.  “I 
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feel better.”  And I wasn’t lying.  I felt almost 

normal.  Normal was always good, right? 

“Good, baby.  That’s good.”  He wrapped 

his arms around my waist and rolled slightly where 

I was on my side on the bed.  “Want something to 

eat?” 

“Yeah,” I smiled when my stomach 

growled.  Reed just shook his head and laughed.  

Watching him dress felt good.  It felt normal again.  

He winked at me and told me not to move, he’d 

make me some pancakes, which were my favorite. 

Laying back into my huge bed, I pulled the 

black comforter up to my chin and rolled over on 

my side where I could face the window.  The sun 

was bright and the morning light filtered through 

the blinds.  I watched as shadows of birds flew past 

my window and I took stock of my body. 

My leg was sore this morning and I didn’t 

really care to get out of the bed.  If I fell, I was 

afraid that the euphoria of the moment would float 

away.  My lips felt swollen from the fierce kisses 

we’d given each other last night. 

Was that all it took for me to get better?  

One night of normal sex with Reed?  No, probably 

not.  I guess I’d find out when the shrink got here in 

an hour.  I really hated talking to her.  She was a 

nice old lady, but I didn’t want to rehash all the shit 

I’d gone through that night over and over again.  

Reed was doing a great job of taking my mind off 

of it when he’d call and ask me about the things I’d 

done that day, or we’d laugh at the stupid shit Kane 

got himself into that day. 

“Hey,” he said from the door, interrupting 

my thoughts.  “What’s wrong?” 
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“Thinking about the appointment,” I 

admitted.  “Afraid that it’s going to set me back.” 

“Well,” he began as he set the tray on the 

bed.  “Let’s just keep with it, until she says 

otherwise.  Dr. Powell is the professional, after all.” 

I nodded and dug into my breakfast.  It was 

so good and I missed his cooking.  Mrs. Sullivan 

was a genius when she taught him how to take care 

of himself.  My mom never had time to teach us 

how, because she was always working.  Gabe was 

no help.  He was better with a can opener than 

anything, and that still hasn’t changed.  I just hoped 

that when he found a woman, she knew how to 

cook. 

After a quick shower, I let Reed walk with 

me to the living room.  Dallas was there and gave 

me a look that said I needed to let them know that I 

wasn’t going to be going back to work.  I shook my 

head at him and he frowned, and that made me feel 

guilty. 

The doorbell sounded and I knew it was Dr. 

Powell, she arrived on schedule every time.  Today 

she was a minute and a half early.  Reed went to the 

door and opened it, shaking her hand as a way of 

greeting.  

“Liana,” she said softly.  “How are you 

today?” 

“Actually,” I took a deep breath.  “I feel 

pretty good.” 

She raised her eyebrow in question and 

looked toward the men.  They knew it was their 

queue to leave.  Reed walked by and placed a 

reassuring hand on my shoulder before leaning 

down and placing a sweet kiss to my temple. 
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When I turned back to her, she had a 

confused look on her face, but the little smirk on the 

corner of her lips said that she wasn’t fooled. 

“Go ahead,” I scowled.  “Ask me.” 

“Why don’t you tell me,” she retorted.  Her 

pale blue suit looked stiff as she sat upright on the 

loveseat, like she was afraid to get a wrinkle in the 

fabric.  Her salt and pepper gray hair was set in tight 

curls around her face.  Her skin was leathery like 

she’d seen too much sun, but her voice was smooth 

and comforting, like a grandmother. 

“We slept together,” I admitted, a slight 

blush creeping up my porcelain cheeks.   

“How did you handle having sex with him,” 

she asked in a very clinical way.  I think I would’ve 

rather had a hundred pap smears than talk to her 

about my sex life, but I knew the easiest way to get 

rid of her was to talk to her.  If I clammed up, then 

we’d go back to the double weekly visits, and that 

was something I did not want to do. 

“It was beautiful,” I whispered.  “Perfect, 

like it’d always been.”  I closed my eyes and 

remembered the feel of his skin against mine and 

the strength in which he took me.  My thighs 

clenched involuntarily and I cleared my throat to 

cover a moan. 

“That’s good,” she said matter-of-factly.  I 

raised a questionable eyebrow at her and she just 

smiled.  “That’s progress, Liana.  If you can trust 

Reed with your body, then we’re getting 

somewhere.” 

“Yeah,” I interrupted, the words just started 

tumbling out of my mouth.  “But he’s leaving in a 

couple of days, to go out on tour again.  I hate it 

when he leaves.  It kills me that I’m like that.  We 
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never have time for each other.”  I stopped to take a 

deep calming breath, because the lump in my throat 

was getting bigger and it was all I could do to keep 

from crying like a baby. 

“Are you afraid he’ll be unfaithful?” she 

asked on a whisper.  I didn’t know how far away he 

was and I’m sure she was keeping her voice down 

because she thought the same thing. 

“Honestly, no,” I replied instantly.  “He tells 

me all the time that he’ll wait for me until I’m 

ready.” 

“Do you want him to choose?” 

“No,” I shook my head.  “I’d never ask him 

to choose his job over me.”  Pulling my knees up to 

my chest, I sat there and thought about what I did 

want.   

“Liana,” she said my name and my damn 

mouth spilled open again. 

“I want him to be with me all of the time.  

I’m a needy person and it’s not something I can 

help.  Sometimes I blame my brother for doing that 

to me, since he’s always babied me.  He says it’s 

because I’m so little. 

“Being with Reed, it’s easy.  Sometimes 

easier than breathing.  I love him, but I’ve never 

told him that, because I know that someday soon, 

I’ll have to let him go.” 

I looked up at her and she was writing 

something down in her leather-bound notebook.   

“Have you thought of traveling with him, 

just for a few months?  Maybe you need to 

experience his world for a while, so that you can 

understand how he lives when he’s not with you.”  

She closed the notebook and set it on the coffee 
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table.  She smoothed down a nonexistence wrinkle 

on her right pants leg. 

“Yes, I’ve thought about going with them, 

but can’t make up a good enough excuse in my head 

to justify going.  I’m always working, but I’m sure 

they’d be happy if I did.” 

“Well, this week, I want you to explore the 

idea of actually going with them.  The length of 

time is up to you.  If you do, it doesn’t have to be 

right away.  You can always join them later.” 

“Okay,” I replied, my heart sinking. 

The doc got up and said she’d be here next 

week at the same time and if I decided to go, to give 

her a call, we could talk over the phone. 

I walked her to the door, and when I closed 

it I leaned my back against the solid wood.  The 

idea of going with Reed was tempting, but I just 

couldn’t do it right now.  I wasn’t ready. 

I needed him on a level that I couldn’t 

understand and until I straightened out my own life, 

I’d just have to take him when I could get him. 

 

Reed 
 

She was perched up on the couch, with her 

knees drawn up, in a protective manner.  This is 

what she did when she was about to fall apart.  The 

only thing to do would be to get her out of her funk. 

“Go get dressed,” I said from behind her.   

“W…why?” 

“We have rehearsal this morning,” I rolled 

my eyes.  “I’ll go wake up the guys, so get ready, 

you’re going with us.” 
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I left her there without waiting on a protest.  

She would start being part of this family again, and 

I refuse to let her forget that, as long as I’m here.  

Maybe I’ll have Dallas bring her to a show every 

other weekend, wherever we were.  She needed us 

and whether she believed it or not, we needed her. 

I knocked on the door to Kane’s room and 

heard him moan, “Get up, you have an hour.” 

After doing the same for Gabe, I walked 

back into her room, to find her sitting on the bed 

with her feet crossed under her.  She looked up at 

me with something like lust in her eyes.  That look 

always put me under a spell. 

After closing the door and turning the lock, I 

felt my cock swell in my jeans when she rose up on 

her knees and began stripping.  The bruises were 

gone and left in their wake was my little lady. 

“Li,” I whispered.  “Are you sure?” 

“Reed,” she panted.  “I’ve never been so 

sure of anything in my life.  I’ve missed you and I 

want you to know, I…I love you.” 

“Say it again,” I demanded, as I made slow 

steps toward her.  All that black hair cascaded 

around her shoulders and her cheeks blushed a rosy 

red that matched the color of her nipples.  She 

leaned back on the white sheets, and fanned her 

long tresses across the pillow at her head.   

“I love you,” she giggled. 

I grabbed her by the ankles and pulled her 

closer to the edge of the bed.  Pushing her legs 

open, I leaned in and placed a kiss to the inside of 

her tiny thighs.  When she moaned, I used the flat of 

my tongue against her soaking wet pussy.  “Like 

honey,” I growled into her clit. 
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“Yes,” she panted as her hips undiluted 

against my face.  Because I was an impatient fool, I 

sucked greedily on the bundle of nerves and used 

two fingers to spread her open and prepare her tight 

channel for me. 

“Do you want me here,” I asked.   

“Yes,” she cried out when I began sucking 

harder and faster on her sweet heat.  Tiny hands dug 

into my hair.  I used my free hand to unbutton my 

jeans and pull them down around my hips, freeing 

my straining cock. 

I crawled up onto the bed and used my arm 

to wrap around her waist to lift her back onto her 

pillow.  I took one of her dark colored nipples into 

my mouth and sucked a rhythm that mimicked what 

my fingers were doing.  She suddenly went liquid 

around my hand and I took her mouth with my own, 

swallowing her cries of passion. 

She shocked me with the sudden explosion, 

and when she finally settled I didn’t wait to ask if 

she was okay.  The last thing I wanted to do was to 

destroy this connection.  I was at her entrance 

within the next heartbeat.  When she felt me against 

her core, she rolled her eyes back and that was my 

queue to take control.  The thrust was hard and fast 

and exactly what we both needed.  We loved rough 

sex and that’s exactly what we did. 

Hands grabbing for exposed flesh, Liana 

latched onto my ass and dug her nails in.  The pain 

went way beyond pleasurable.  I leaned down to 

take her lips in a harsh kiss, as I place punishing 

thrust after punishing thrust inside her heat.  Her 

hard grunts and soft mewls urged me on.  

Pulling out, I used one hand to grab her hip 

and flip her over on her stomach and then I was 
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over her.  When her ass raised into my groin, my 

cock slid in like it knew where its home was.  This 

was where I always wanted to be, inside her.  Inside 

the woman I loved and damn I loved her.  Always 

had. 

Wrapping my hands into her hair, I tugged 

gently to get her to look at me, when she complied, 

I bit into her bottom lip softly urging her to open so 

that I could stroke her tongue with my own.   

“Are you going to come with me this time,” 

I asked, still thrusting.  My balls were beginning to 

ache and I knew it was coming, but I’d hold off as 

long as I could if needed. 

“Yes, Reed.  Yes,” she moaned, and I was 

lost.  When her pussy clamped down on my cock, I 

thrust deeper, harder, and faster.  When my spine 

froze, I felt my seed release into her and it was the 

most pleasurable feeling in the world.  I stayed deep 

inside her as long as I could before I fell free of her 

body. 

Pulling out, I rolled her until she was on top 

of my chest, where I stroked her hair, she purred in 

response.  Looking over at the clock, I knew time 

was almost up.  The guys would be waiting on us. 

“We have to go,” I whispered into her hair. 

“Do I have to,” she groaned. 

“Yes,” I growled and smacked her ass.  

“You’re going to get up and get dressed, after you 

clean up a little.  No shower.  I want my scent on 

you.” 

“You’re such a caveman,” she smiled, and 

rolled off of me to go grab her clothes.  I watched as 

she walked away, her midnight hair swaying as she 

moved.  If her brother wasn’t waiting out in the 

front room, I may have just brought her back to bed. 
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Chapter 9 

 
Reed 

 
We arrived at the back of the venue to a 

flurry of security and staff in preparation for the 

show tonight.  It was still early, so no fans were 

hanging around.  Dallas walked casually beside us 

and I noticed although he looked relaxed, he still 

kept our surroundings in perfect view.  That made 

me feel even better leaving her with him.  I just 

wished she was with me, so that I could watch over 

her. 

We found Ash and Mary on stage already, 

going over their duet.  Mary was doing so well with 

the newfound fame of being a rockstar and Ash was 

beside himself with happiness.  Who would’ve 

thought Ash Martin would turn into such a family 

man?  No me, that’s for sure. 

Gabe pulled Liana over to talk while he set 

up for our rehearsal.  She was smiling at whatever 

he said and I felt better knowing that she was on the 

mend.  There was still some worry deep in her eyes 

when I looked at her.  Knowing that her attacker 

was still on the loose had to keep her from getting 

back to one hundred percent. 

Banging from Kane’s drum brought me out 

of my deep thoughts, and I busted out laughing 

when Kane yelled into the microphone, “Quit 

staring at her ass, Ash.  That’s just gross!  Geez!”  

Ash just flipped him off behind Mary’s back.  Liana 

just rolled her eyes and Gabe laughed just as much 

as I did.   
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Liana walked, and I pulled her against me, 

“Go get your free show, darlin’.”  She always like 

watching us rehearse, and I didn’t mind giving her 

what she wanted. 

She laughed and shook her head as she went 

down the steps and around to the front of the stage, 

with a folding chair she’d picked up on her way.  

Once she was settled and Ash was done fondling his 

wife, we got down to business. 

 

After the Meet & Greet hosted by the local 

radio station, we were up and Liana took Dallas out 

front so that she could watch the show like a true 

fan.  I watched her from the steps while we waited 

to go on stage.  When the lights went down and the 

curtain was up, we found our marks on stage.  Once 

the curtain dropped, we did what we do best.  The 

music filled the building and the fans screamed so 

loud that it got us pumped just from their energy. 

This was what I loved most about my job, 

the fans and the excitement every night.  Every 

destination and all of the long hours were in my 

blood.  Like oil and water, my job and Liana didn’t 

mix, but I couldn’t give up both.  Could I balance 

the road and love?  Could Liana survive without 

me?  I don’t think I’d ever have the answer to that. 

We’d finally finished our main set and were 

getting ready to go back on for the encore, when I 

caught Gabe’s fierce look out of the corner of my 

eye. 

“What the fuck,” he growled next to me. 

My head turned and I saw a guy trying to 

talk to Liana, and the dude looked drunk as hell.  I 

started to move forward, when Ash grabbed my 

arm, “Dallas has her, look.”  He pointed out toward 
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them and Dallas had gotten between Liana and the 

drunk.  Thankfully, the burly looking guy was smart 

enough to turn away and make his way back to his 

friends.  

Dallas and I made eye contact and he 

nodded, all was okay.   

The encore was always the fans favorite.  

The last push for their entertainment and we made it 

as crazy and exciting as we could.  Ash ran all over 

the stage and Kane was throwing his drum sticks to 

the crowd.  People were falling all over each other 

to get their personal souvenir.  Gabe and I were 

tossing guitar picks as far as we could.   

The crowd swayed from side to side and 

cameras were flashing enough to almost blind us.  I 

don’t know what caused me to look over, but the 

moment I did, I saw the panic in both Liana’s and 

Dallas’ eyes.  Two men, one being the drunk, 

rushed forward.  The drunk grabbed her by the arm, 

and I tossed my bass to the ground.  In one leap, I 

was off the stage and on the drunk.  Liana screamed 

and backed into Dallas like she was supposed to do.  

Her safety came first.  He had touched her. 

He’d grabbed her and I was not having that.  

The crowd surged toward us and I was thrown back 

by a group of teenagers.  When everyone realized I 

wasn’t in the crowd for fun, they started backing 

off.  I heard Liana scream when the guy took a 

swing at me, but I ducked and came back with a fist 

to the assholes jaw.  Before I could get another 

swing on him, local police had him and his buddy 

restrained.  Drunk guy spit blood on the ground and 

glared at me. 
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It probably wasn’t the best idea to throw 

another punch when the guy was already 

handcuffed, but my anger got the better of me. 

And that’s how I ended up in my own jail 

cell that night. 

 

Liana 
 

“Are you okay?” My brother currently had 

his sweaty arms around me, while I was shaking 

like a fucking leaf. We were backstage now and 

everyone was gathered around, security and the 

staff stood around gaping at me like I was a fucking 

freak show.  We could hear the fans cheering out 

front and I looked around, searching for him. 

“Where’s Reed?”  I had to know where he 

was.  When Dallas covered me with his body and 

pulled me from the crowd, I lost Reed. Everyone 

was here with me, except Reed.  I turned toward 

Mary, because she wouldn’t lie to protect me like 

the guys would.  “Where is he?” 

“They took him to jail, Li.  He attacked the 

man, after they had the asshole cuffed and that 

didn’t fly with the police.” 

My blood turned to ice in my veins.  He’d 

been arrested protecting me.  Suddenly, I felt dirty 

all over again, remembering the filthy touch of the 

stranger.  I shivered and pulled away from Gabe.  

Dallas was there to block my way. 

“Move Dallas,” I growled at his tall frame.  

Getting around him was about as effective as 

getting around a brick wall.  Frustration speared my 

mind and desperation for Reed had me forgetting 

about the whole fucked up situation out there.  Reed 
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was my main thought; I had to get him out of jail. 

Pulling my phone out of my pocket, I turned away 

from them and called my lawyer. 

“Liana,” Haley Rowe answered on the 

second ring.  “What’s wrong?” 

“I need you to meet me downtown.  Reed’s 

been arrested.  You’ve got to get him out.”  She 

asked me to explain, which I did on my way out to 

the SUV, and if Dallas didn’t drive, I’d hotwire the 

damn thing if I had too.  And believe me, I was a 

wild child growing up, I knew how to do it.   

I stayed on the phone with her on the short 

ride over to the police station.  Reed was being 

booked when we arrived and Haley assured me 

she’d get him out as soon as possible.  It didn’t take 

long before she showed up and tried everything she 

could to get him released.  She threatened them with 

all kinds of legal shit I didn’t understand and 

eventually we were told to go home.  He was going 

to be spending the rest of the night in there. 

“There’s nothing we can do tonight, Liana.  

Once they decide on bail, then we can get him out.”   

When we left the station, the paparazzi were 

there waiting.  Dallas and Gabe tucked me under 

their arms and we all made a run for the SUV.  

Gabe kept my hand in his on the ride back to the 

house.  Everyone was there when we arrived, and I 

just couldn’t stand the questions from any of them. 

I stripped out of my jeans and grabbed 

Reed’s shirt he’d been wearing earlier, before we 

left for the concert, and slipped it over my head.  It 

smelled like him and I pulled a pillow up to my 

chest and between my knees.  I don’t know how 

long I stared into the darkness of my empty room, 

but eventually, I fell asleep. 
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Only to be woken up around seven the next 

morning from my phone ringing.  It wasn’t a 

number I didn’t recognized.  “Hello,” I growled 

sleepily. 

“Hey darlin’,” Reed whispered.  I was 

instantly awake and sat straight up in the bed. 

“Reed,” I rasped.  

“I’m going to be getting out in a little 

while,” he paused.  “Don’t come up here, baby.  

The damn paparazzi have been staked outside all 

night, from what I’m hearing.  I want you to stay 

safe, okay.” 

“Yeah,” I sighed.  “I’ve been worried about 

you.” 

“No need to worry.  I’ll be home in a few 

hours.” 

“Love you,” I cried into the phone. 

“Love you too.”  

After we hung up, I had to get myself ready 

for the questions from my brother and Dallas, 

because I knew they were already up.  I could hear 

them moving around in the kitchen.  Gabe always 

had a way of pampering me, and I soon found that 

out, when a soft knock sounded on the door. 

“It’s open,” I called out. 

He came in with a steaming cup of coffee.  I 

held my hands out for it and took it from him as 

soon as he was close enough to reach.  Taking a sip, 

I closed my eyes and groaned.  The boy couldn’t 

cook, but he knew how I loved my morning cup of 

coffee. 

“Thanks,” I sighed.  “And before you start 

in, I’m good, Gabe.” 
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“Are you?” he asked with a raised brow.  He 

was wearing jeans and a plain white t-shirt, his 

black hair was still damp from a recent shower, his 

jaw smooth.   

“Yeah, brother.  I am.”  I nodded and drank 

more coffee, because this was fast becoming a 

tearful talk and I didn’t want to cry anymore.  I was 

tired of crying. 

“Eric’s on his way to get Reed,” he smiled at 

me.   

Grabbing hold of his hand, I closed my eyes 

and remembered all those times it was just Gabe 

and I surviving after mom died.  We did it and even 

though we didn’t have a traditional family, it was 

our family.  Just like Kane, Ash, Mary, and Reed 

were all my family, I suddenly realized that this was 

what was meant for us.  Our lives were what they 

were because the bitches called fate chose this life 

for us.  Maybe the shrink was right.  I just needed to 

spend some time in their world.  Could I take the 

time off and go with them on tour?  Probably not 

right now.  But in a few months?   

“What’s got you thinking so hard?” my 

brother asked, pulling me out of my thoughts. 

“Would you be okay with me coming on 

tour with y’all?” 

“Of course,” he smiled and I swear he 

bounced up and down a little.  “Get packed.” 

“Not right now,” I shook my head.  “Maybe 

the last two months of the tour.  That way I can be 

with Mary while y’all are busy.”  Mary would be 

toward the end of her pregnancy by then and I could 

help her while Ash was busy with the end of the 

tour, before they had to leave to go overseas. 
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“I don’t see why not,” he paused.  “What 

about your job?” 

Oh, crap.  Well, he’d find out sooner or 

later.  “I quit my job after the attack, Gabe.  I 

haven’t been back to work since…before.” 

“Why didn’t you tell me,” he growled.  “I 

would’ve sent you some money to cover things.” 

“I don’t need you to take care of me Gabe.  

You already paid cash for the damn house.  I have 

enough money to cover me for at least a year, 

maybe more.”  He turned a little red, and I knew he 

was mad that I didn’t tell him.   

“Doesn’t matter.  I told mom I’d take care of 

you,” he sighed and grabbed my hand into his.  He 

always looked like a little boy when he talked of our 

mom.  He was such a momma’s boy and it was 

harder on him when she died.  Glory Days had 

some great songs written during that time.  My poor 

brother, probably won’t ever get over losing her so 

young. 

   “I know you did, and honestly, Gabe.  I 

think I’m going to be okay.”  I admitted it with all 

of my heart and from the look on his face he knew 

it.  His shoulders slumped and he pulled me into a 

hug to rival all others. 

“You love him, don’t you,” he whispered 

into my ear. 

“Like crazy,” I giggled.  “But I need him 

here with me, and I know that it’s wrong to make 

him choose.  I’d never ask that of him.” 

“You never were one for being alone,” he 

stated as he let me go and leaned back.  “How are 

you two going to work things out?” 
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“Time,” I shrugged.  “That’s all I can do.  

He’s a good man, Gabe.  I’m sure you already know 

that.” 

“Yeah,” he smiled.  “I do, peanut.” 

“Quit calling me that, Gabe.”  I punched him 

in the kneecap and he pretended to be hurt.  We fell 

back on the bed and laughed like we were kids.  It 

was refreshing to have him here and us being so 

normal, away from the prying eyes of the press and 

the rabid fans.  He was just a normal guy to me, but 

an idol to millions. 

First thing I heard was the door to the garage 

open, then three sets of heavy footsteps.  The next 

thing was music to my own ears, “Liana!  Where is 

she?” 

I almost fell on my face as my feet hit the 

floor, but I wouldn’t fall today.  I ran out of my 

room, in nothing but Reed’s old dirty shirt and my 

underwear.  I didn’t care what they saw.   

When I rounded the couch, he was coming 

in from the kitchen.  The second his arms opened, I 

leapt into his embrace.  Our lips met immediately.  I 

used my tongue to push my way inside his mouth.  

Our breaths came out in a heated rush as his hands 

tightened on my hips. 

Throat clearing from behind me had me 

freezing.  I’d forgotten we weren’t alone.   

Reed let me slide down his chest, but 

immediately pulled me behind his body to shield me 

from everyone else.   

“We’re out of here,” Kane said from the 

couch.  “Be at the bus by nine, so we can go.” 

That was the only thing said as everyone left 

us alone in the middle of my living room.  We stood 
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there staring at each other for a few minutes before I 

broke the silence in the room. 

“I want to go with you, but not yet.  I’ve 

been thinking.  You and I, well, we need to be with 

each other, because apart…Yeah, that doesn’t work 

for us.” 

“W…What,” he stuttered.  “Are you saying 

you’ll go with me?  Like, on tour?”  His big 

beautiful green eyes lit up and the sideways smirk 

did things to my core that were probably illegal.  He 

was beautiful, inside and out. 

“I’m not ready, but I’ll be there with you 

soon,” I frowned, because I had to tell him.  “Reed, 

I haven’t been totally honest with you, or Gabe.” 

“What do you mean?”  He held only my 

hips and bent down to look into my eyes.  He 

always did this when he was listening carefully.  

Like I’ve always said, Reed Sullivan is a good man. 

“I quit my job after the attack,” I whispered.  

“I just couldn’t go back, with them knowing what 

happened.  I didn’t want anyone’s pity.” 

“Did you tell your brother?” 

“Yeah, he wasn’t happy,” I admitted.  “I 

made Dallas not tell you or him.” 

 “Well, I’m glad you told me and I’m not 

mad,” he admitted.  “I’m actually glad you did.  

That way you can come with me.  When you’re 

ready, that is.” 

I nodded and watched as he walked toward 

the bedroom.  He removed his shirt and I knew he 

was on his way to the shower.  The dragon tattoo on 

his back flexed and the end of its pointy tail curled 

around his lowest rib on the right side.  I loved that 

damn tattoo.  The wings spread across his whole 

upper back and the vibrant colors stood out even on 
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his dark skin.  I had the overwhelming urge to trace 

the thing with my tongue. 

“I’m going to shower,” he turned toward me 

and I had to pretend to be looking at a book on my 

dresser.   

“Okay,” I blushed and finally looked up at 

him. 

“Want to join me,” he begged with those 

exotic emerald eyes and I couldn’t say no, so I just 

pealed his shirt off my body and walked toward 

him. 

Slowly, his lips curled into a smile that 

made one small dimple appear on his left side.  He 

walked ahead of me and turned on the shower.  He 

looked tired and I stood there, next to the sink, in 

nothing but my red silk panties.  Once he was 

satisfied with the temperature of the water, he 

walked over and picked me up and place me on the 

cool tile of the counter. 

I ran my hand up his chiseled chest and 

rubbed my fingertip over his puckered nipple.  He 

had the most mouthwatering man nipples I’d ever 

seen.  On instinct, I leaned in a used the flat of my 

tongue to taste them. I moaned from his unique 

sweet taste, plus a little of the sweat from the night 

before.   

He pulled my head away and took my lips in 

a quick kiss, “Shower first.”  His voice was already 

deep, but when he got all demanding like that, it 

took on a whole new sound.  It was deeper, and my 

girl parts ached when he did that.  Being ready for 

him was not a problem.  I felt moisture pool 

between my legs and instead of waiting on him to 

undress me the rest of the way, I hopped of the 

counter and pulled my panties off.  When I went for 
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the button of his leather pants, he let me take 

control of that, by placing one hand on my shoulder 

and the other on the side of my face. 

Before he could kiss me again, he picked me 

up and wrapped my legs around his waist.  He 

must’ve felt the heat between my legs on his 

stomach, because he groaned and rolled his eyes in 

pleasure, before stepping us into the shower. 

He leaned my body against the shower wall, 

but kept me perched on his huge thigh as he 

lathered up a washcloth.  Wrapping his left arm 

around my waist, I was back against his chest, 

where he like to keep me.  He didn’t have a lot of 

chest hair, but the small amount he did abraded my 

nipples.  That little amount of contact shot straight 

to my already aching pussy. 

I grabbed the cloth from him when he put 

me under the spray to rinse my body of the soap.  I 

repeated his ministrations on his giant body.  Long 

forgotten was the question of how we’d fit together.  

He was right at six and half feet tall, when I was 

only five foot three.  He was my giant, but we fit 

together perfectly.  It was like I was made for him 

and he for me.   

It wasn’t until we were both clean that he 

shut off the water and stepped out of the stall.  An 

oversized towel was wrapped around my body and 

he used another one to go around his hips.  The way 

the towel slung low on his hips, left just the tops of 

his hip bones exposed and had me wanting to trace 

them with my fingers. 

Reed set me down on the counter again and 

I watched as he moved around the bathroom, 

looking for my brush.  He pulled my face toward 

his chest and once I was rested he started brushing 
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my hair.  I had to stifle a groan to keep him from 

stopping, because I learned a long time ago that 

Reed Sullivan really liked my pleasurable moans 

even if they weren’t meant in a sexual manner. 

When he was satisfied that my hair was 

perfect, he took me into the bedroom and laid me 

out on the bed.  He had this obsession about my hair 

being fanned out across the pillow.  I knew it was 

something that he loved to see and I happily 

complied.  His massive erection tented the front of 

the towel and I had to swallow a knot in my throat. 

“We have just under twenty four hours 

before I have to leave.  You’re not leaving this 

bed.”  He crawled up over me and I only nodded, 

because I didn’t want to ruin the moment by getting 

emotional or chatty. 

Hooking my finger in the towel, I pulled 

once and it came free.  After throwing it on the 

floor, I wrapped my hand around his cock and 

started massaging it lightly.  I knew that wouldn’t 

last long and when he pulled my hand away, I felt a 

little smug that I could still make him wild about 

me. 

I stared at him, butterflies erupting in my 

bell, as he looked into my eyes, like he wasn’t sure 

what to do with me first.  If he didn’t touch me in 

some way in the next minute, I might explode.  He’s 

being too gentle and I hated it. 

Between my legs was growing warmer with 

each breath.  I needed him in the worst way.  “Reed, 

please.” 

“Please, what,” he breathed into my neck as 

he kissed the spot below my ear.  If he wasn’t 

resting between my legs, I would’ve clinched them 

to relieve some pressure on my clit.  I wanted him 
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to touch me so badly, but I also wanted this to last 

for the next twenty or so hours. 

“Touch me,” I begged.  “Touch me like you 

use too.  Love me.” 

One hand folded under my ear and the other 

fell heavily to my aching breast, and his lips finally 

descended on mine.  His tongue was hot and frantic 

as he searched out mine.  Our lips pressed in 

bruising force as we tried to crawl up underneath 

each other’s skin. His thigh was pressed into mine, 

our arms rubbed together causing a delicious 

friction that radiated throughout my body.  His 

chest pressed into my breasts and my nipples 

hardened even further with his warmth. 

I felt his cock nudge my entrance, and I 

lifted my hip to accept him inside my awaiting heat.  

There was no working his way in, because I was so 

drenched that he slid in without any help.  We both 

groaned from the feel of it.  I was full, so full of 

him. 

Reed didn’t waste time in thrusting deep 

into my body.  He ducked his head and kissed my 

jaw and finally my lips, were we started the 

punishing duel again. 

I felt myself start to tighten in preparation of 

my pending orgasm and I whimpered in response.  

He slid a hand between us and used his thumb to 

press down on my clit. 

There was no work up to when I shattered 

into a million pieces.  Stars blinded my sight as I 

threw my head back and screamed his name.  

Before I was done, Reed had left me and used his 

big hand to roll me over, where he pulled on my 

legs, bringing my knees up on the bed. 
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I was open to him and when I tried to raise 

up on my hands I was met with a harsh, “No, keep 

your face on the mattress.”  The one thing I loved 

about him, was when he was in bed, the gentle was 

gone and all I got was the giant.   

I came just from his force of words.  This 

was my Reed.  My giant. 

I felt him stiffen behind me and then he 

started thrusting hard as he filled me with his seed. 

It was hours later before he finally let me 

have rest.  After I was fed, I fell asleep on his chest, 

right where he always wanted me to be. 
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Chapter 10 

 
Reed 

 
“How much longer till we get to New 

York,” I growled at the guys.  It’d been three weeks 

since I’d last seen Liana and I was getting agitated.  

She was going to meet us there tonight when her 

flight got in after nine.  It was almost six now. 

“You fucking pussy,” Kane laughed from 

across the bus.  “You sound like a school kid, 

asking mommy every ten minutes when we are 

going to get there.” 

“Fuck off,” I spat.  She’d been in Phoenix 

for almost three months.  We talked many times a 

day and she still went through bouts of depression.  

When she’d promised to come on tour with me, I 

thought it would’ve been sooner, but with the 

capture of Jonathan Jones, her rapist, Liana had 

regressed.  I went to her every chance I could and 

eventually she came back out of the depression, 

with the help of her shrink. 

“What are you two bitching about,” Mary 

asked as she waddled in from the bedroom.  Ash 

was still in the back resting.  Mary was getting 

bigger with each passing week and we all secretly 

hoped she wouldn’t have this baby on the road. 

She had six weeks left.  We were betting on 

four. 

“Reed’s crying because he wants his 

mommy,” Kane laughed and because Mary was 

closer to him, I let her hit him in the head. 

“Kane, you have got to use your filter,” she 

rolled her eyes, and slid into the booth next to the 
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dumbass.  She rubbed the top of her belly and 

groaned.  Laying her head on the table, Kane looked 

at me and frowned. 

“Hey, you okay,” he asked. 

“Mmmhmmm,” she mumbled.  “Just 

uncomfortable.” 

“Mary,” Gabe said suddenly beside her.  

“Look at me.” 

“Hm,” she said as she looked up and her 

face twisted into a weird look of pain. 

“Are you hurting,” he asked as he took her 

hand.  I was in front of her and leaned over the table 

to press my hand to her forehead.  She didn’t feel 

hot, but she was clammy.  Her eyes looked tired. 

“Naw,” she drawled in that crazy southern 

accent of hers.  “Not really.” 

“What do you mean by ‘not really’,” I 

demanded. 

“I’m fine guys, really,” she sighed.  “Just 

tightness and a little soreness in my back.  It’s 

because I’m getting too big.” 

“You can say that again,” Kane mumbled 

beside her.  On her scowl, I punched him in the 

shoulder. 

“Shut up, Kane,” Gabe growled at him. 

She reached behind her and started rubbing 

her lower back and that was when Kane turned 

white as a fucking ghost, “Oh fuck, she’s in labor.  

Fuck.  Fuck.  Oh fuck!”  He slid out of the booth 

and I grabbed him by the arm.  His eyes were wide 

as half-dollars as he panted heavily, looking freaked 

out of his mind. 

“Whoa, it’s too early,” I paused and looked 

at Mary confused, but she didn’t notice.  “And how 

do you know about this?” 
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“I’ve been reading her book when I can’t 

sleep,” he shrugged.  “Boring as hell, puts me right 

out.  I’ll tell the driver to find a hospital and you get 

Ash.”  Kane bound off to the driver’s area and 

ducked into the passenger seat with our driver. 

Gabe had his arm around Mary, who was 

currently with her head back on the table and 

moaning softly to herself. 

I slid the door open to the sleeping quarters 

and ran past the bunks.  Opening the door to their 

bedroom in the back of the bus caused Ash to sit up 

in the bed quickly, “What the hell, Reed?” 

“You have to get up,” I panted.  “We think 

Mary’s in labor.” 

He leapt from the bed in nothing but a pair 

of basketball shorts and ran toward the front of the 

bus.  I followed him and met Kane about the same 

time. 

“Alex said there’s a hospital about ten 

minutes from here,” Kane said as he scooped up the 

book and started flipping through the pages he’d 

obviously been paying attention too while he read 

it.  He gagged at a few of the pages and I was glad I 

hadn’t been using it to help me sleep, I may have 

been scarred for life. 

“Angel,” Ash whispered.  “Where do you 

hurt?” 

“My back,” she mumbled with her head still 

down, hidden in her arms.  Ash rubbed her back and 

whispered into her ear while we all sat in silence for 

the next few minutes. 

We made it to the hospital in less than ten 

minutes and we watched as Ash and David went 

back with her to be seen.  David told us to go on to 



102 
 

the airport to pick up Liana and that he’d get in 

touch with us as soon as he knew something. 

If that baby came out now, we’d have to 

cancel the rest of the tour.  It was way too early, 

even I knew that.  Mary was only, what, thirty two 

weeks or something?   

We left with the bus and made it to New 

York by eight and Eric had an SUV waiting already.  

We arrived at the airport just as Liana and Dallas 

were coming out the doors.  Liana had two bags 

with her and Dallas had three.  I smiled and shook 

my head.  She brought everything.   

“We made need another bus,” Kane said 

beside me. 

I ignored him and took her into my arms, 

placing a quick kiss on her lips.  Flash bulbs from 

down the walkway caught us and I pushed her into 

the SUV so that we could get out of there before the 

press got to us.   

“What’s going on with Mary,” Liana asked 

from beside me.  Eric must’ve alerted Dallas to our 

situation and he told Liana when they were waiting 

on their baggage. 

“We haven’t heard anything,” I admitted.  

She leaned into my side and I wrapped an arm 

around her.  She’d lost weight since I’d seen her 

last.  “You hungry?” 

“No,” she sighed.  “I’m really just tired.” 

“When was the last time you ate?”   

“We grabbed something before the flight.  

I’d really rather just go to bed, Reed.  I’ve had a 

long day.” 

I nodded and sat back in the seat.  She 

wasn’t in the mood to eat, and I could tell 

something was bothering her.  I wasn’t going to 
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press her for anything tonight.  She’d come to me 

when she was ready. 

 

Liana 
 

Mary was on bed rest for the next few days, 

and I’m glad I came when I did.  Poor Ash was 

wearing a hole in the floor of the bus worrying 

about her.  The concert was to start in a few hours 

and they were still trying to come up with a way to 

get her vocals right to play along with the band.  

Mary, on the other hand, was pissed off at the 

world.  I sat there on the queen sized bed in the 

back of the bus trying to calm her down. 

“I can’t just not sing, Li,” she threw her 

hands in the air dramatically.  “They need me to be 

there.”  She fell back on the mound of pillows Ash 

had stacked behind her head, and then immediately 

winced.  The baby jolted in her belly, and she 

rubbed the spot absently. 

“Hey,” I growled.  “Stop it right now.” 

She stilled and looked at me with wide eyes.  

I held her hands in mine for a moment.  She finally 

exhaled and closed her eyes.  “I’m tired.” 

“You will let Ash take care of everything,” I 

demanded.  “That’s what he does.” 

She nodded and I slid off the bed, and told 

her I’d get Ash for her.  He was in the front of the 

bus pacing like a caged animal.  He looked up when 

I came in, “She okay?” 

“She’s pissed,” I admitted.  Reed was sitting 

on the couch and I went over to sit by him.  His arm 

immediately went around me and I was pulled into 

his side.  
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The door to the bus opened and Coraline, 

Kane’s baby cousin and head roadie for Glory 

Days, came in with bags of food.  It smelled really 

good.  She dropped the Chinese food on the table 

and turned to Ash with a smile, “We got her vocals 

taken care of on our end.  Y’all eat and come on 

inside when you’re done.  Radio station is here with 

a ton of people.” 

“Thanks, Cora,” Gabe said as he snatched a 

bag for himself and slid into the booth by the table.  

Reed left me to go grab his own bag, which was 

bigger than the others.  He always ate so much, but 

kept his athletic appearance from how much he 

burned up on the stage.  How could I ever keep him 

fed?  I didn’t know how to cook.  Hell, I barely 

knew how to take care of myself.  Gabe was always 

there to have someone do things for me, or I’d just 

go grab something to eat that was already prepared.  

How would I take care of him?  I wouldn’t make 

the greatest girlfriend. 

Before I realized what I was doing, I’d 

walked back to the bunks and climbed in Ash’s old 

one and pulled the covers over my head.  I’d 

completely lost my appetite.  A tear escaped the 

corner of my eye and I wiped it away quickly, but 

another one rolled out in its place. 

I heard him coming before he even got to 

me and thankfully it was dark in the bunk.  I wiped 

another tear away and took a deep breath, quiet 

enough not to be heard.  I’d gotten really good at 

hiding the tears over the past several months. 

“Come on,” Reed said as he stuck his hand 

out for me.  “You need to eat.” 

“I’m….” 
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“No,” he growled in my face.  “I’m tired of 

seeing you wither away and if you don’t think I hear 

your stomach growling all the time, then you’re 

crazy Liana.” 

How the hell was I going to argue with him?  

He was right and I was an idiot.  Plus, as much as I 

want to tell him to fuck off and leave me alone, I 

knew that would be a bad idea.  That would put him 

in a bad mood and the show would suck, then I’d 

feel guilty. 

I sat up and let him pull me to the table, 

where he dumped a mound of fried rice, noodles 

and two egg rolls on my plate.  I rolled my eyes at 

him and he stopped me with this harsh stare I’d 

never seen come from him.  It scared me a bit. 

Reed had changed over the past few months.  

He wasn’t the soft spoken giant he was before my 

attack.  Although we’d finally confessed our love 

for each other, it was like we were still disconnected 

somehow.  Was it me?  Was it my inability to go 

back to the way I was before?  I was so tired all of 

the time.  I didn’t have my perkiness anymore.  I 

use to run non-stop from sun up to sun down and 

sometimes after that.  Mary told me I was like a 

little jumping bean, but not anymore. 

“You’re thinking too much,” Ash whispered 

as he slid into the booth next to me, while Reed was 

sitting on the couch watching me like I was a fragile 

object in an earthquake.  I was definitely that fragile 

object. 

“Sorry,” I whispered and ducked my head to 

take a bite of rice.  It was really good, and I found 

myself eating more than I usually did.  Reed had 

this stupid smug look on his handsome face that if I 

didn’t love him so much, I’d smack it off. 
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“If you need to talk,” Ash whispered so only 

I could hear.  “I’m here.” 

I leaned on his shoulder, in a quick awkward 

hug, “Thanks.” 

We all ate in silence and Reed continued to 

watch me the whole time, and it made me 

uncomfortable being the center of attention.  

Eventually, we all finished and the guys got up to 

leave.  

“You coming,” Reed asked.   

“No,” I sighed.  “I might later, but for now, 

I’m going to stay here with Mary.”  He nodded and 

when Ash came out of the bedroom with a half 

empty plate, I took it from him and sent them off 

the bus.  I watched through the window until they 

entered the stadium. 

Falling hard onto the couch, I put my head 

in my hands and for some reason, I just couldn’t get 

my thoughts straight.  I’d been a fucking mess the 

past six months and I couldn’t take much more. 

After checking on Mary, I did something 

that I haven’t done in months.  I went to my bag and 

pulled out two pain pills and took them, just so I 

could get some decent sleep, for once, and because I 

was hurting from a whole different reason.  By the 

time Reed was off stage, I should be okay.  Or at 

least out cold still. 

Movement behind me, had me jump and my 

hand went to my chest, “Fuck Dallas.  You scared 

the shit out of me!” 

“What did you just take?” he growled and 

from the look in his eyes, I knew I was caught.  

“Liana, answer me.” 

“Leave me the hell alone,” I spat.  “I just 

want to sleep.  Please Dallas, just leave me alone.”  
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I ignored him and went to my bunk and fell onto the 

mattress.  I flipped on the small flat screen 

television in the corner by my feet and turned down 

the volume.  

It only took about ten minutes before I 

finally got what I wanted.  Peace. 
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Chapter 11 

 
Reed 

 
Something wasn’t right. 

We were in the middle of the show, and 

something felt…off.  The hair on the back of my 

neck tingled and I just couldn’t shake that weird 

feeling.  Maybe it was because Liana still hadn’t 

showed up to my right, like she’d always done at 

every show she’d been too.  Neither she nor Dallas 

had been at the Meet & Greet before the show.   

I finally caught Eric’s eye and gave him an 

exasperated look, and since Eric had been around us 

so long, he knew what I was asking for.  He nodded 

and looped off around the backstage area.  I’d relax 

for now, because I knew that he’d get an answer for 

me. 

When I walked off stage, I saw Eric and 

David in a heated discussion.  We had less than 

three minutes before we had to go back on stage. 

“Where’s Liana,” I demanded.  They both 

turned and there was nothing buy sadness in their 

eyes.  My heart dropped into my stomach.  

Something was definitely wrong.  “Tell me!” 

Eric leaned in close to me, so that no one 

could hear what he was about to say.  “Dallas saw 

her take two pills, then go into the bunk.  She fell 

asleep pretty quickly and he snuck into her bag, 

where he saw her stash a bottle.”  He paused as if he 

was trying to choose his words carefully. 

“What pills?” I growled at him. 

“She took two pain pills,” he whispered.  

“The ones she had left over from the attack.  At 
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least that’s what we’re hoping.  Dallas is with her 

and we’re worried, because she took double the 

dose, but she’s resting fine now.” 

“What do you mean by ‘resting fine now’?”  

I started for the back door, but was held back by 

David.  

“She had some nightmares, but Dallas kept 

her calm.  It’s been a few hours and the pills should 

be wearing off soon.” 

We had to go back up on stage to finish the 

show.  I almost couldn’t play the damn instrument 

in my hands, but somehow I made it through the set.  

When the lights when down, I tossed it toward a 

roadie and ran out to the bus.  Gabe hot on my 

heels. 

I found Dallas sitting on the floor in the 

walkway between the bunks, his hand rubbing up 

and down Liana’s back. 

“How is she?” I whispered.  I didn’t want to 

wake her up unless it was necessary. 

“She’d been good for about the last half 

hour, but I didn’t want to leave her.  I was worried 

she may have overdosed.  I don’t know how she 

was able to take that much with her size.”  

“Let me shower and then I’ll crawl in there 

with her,” I growled as I stripped off the sweaty 

shirt that clung to my back. 

Why did she take those pills?  Why the hell 

did she still have them?  It’d been at least three 

months since she had gotten a prescription.  That I 

know of.   

It took me the longest five minutes of my 

life to scrub myself clean.  I dried off and threw on 

a pair of shorts and went to crawl inside the bunk 

with her.  Thankfully she was pressed up against the 
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wall, and all I had to do was slide in and pull her 

back to my chest.  It concerned me that she didn’t 

stir when I jostled her around. 

Tucking her head under my chin, I kissed 

her hair and wrapped my arm tight around her 

waist, her tiny feet pressed against my shins.   

“Hey,” Gabe whispered from behind me.   

“Hey,” I replied, looking over my shoulder. 

“Those are definitely old pills, from before.  

Maybe she was in pain tonight.”  He patted my arm 

and I relaxed.  At least it wasn’t a new prescription.  

Did I overreact?   

 “Okay, thanks,” I sighed.  “I’ll let you know 

if there’s a problem.” 

He nodded and I heard him climb in his 

bunk.  The bus started up and we were off to our 

next stop.  It took a few hours, but I finally fell 

asleep. 

 

It was two hours later when Liana started 

moving.  Her hands jerked in her sleep and I came 

wide away, almost hitting my head on the bunk 

above me, when I sat up.  She had her right hand 

grasped around her left, her sharp fingernails 

digging into the skin.  The painful moans coming 

from her were heart wrenching.  I wasn’t sure if 

Liana was having a nightmare or if she was doing 

this unconsciously.   

Grabbing her right wrist, I pulled it away 

with almost too much force.  Her eyes flew open 

and she gasped, backing up toward the wall.  Panic 

welled up in her face and I held my hands up so she 

could see I was no threat. 

“Shh, darlin’.  It’s me,” I whispered.  The 

last thing I wanted to do was alert her 
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overprotective brother to her nightmares, or 

whatever this was.  He’d be in the bunk with us, he 

was too damn short fused to handle her. 

It was like when my sister died, my father 

would get frustrated and loosed his shit when mom 

would have a breakdown.  I’d console her the best I 

knew how at such an early age.  Thankfully, my 

father eventually realized what an ass he’d been and 

gotten us all into therapy.  It took some time before 

we were all okay with what had happened, and then 

Ash had come into our lives. 

“Sorry, sorry,” she chanted, as I pulled her 

face toward my bare chest.  Her tiny hands touched 

me and they were cold.  When I took them into 

mine, she flinched a little and I pulled them to my 

mouth to kiss the cold tips.  She smelled so good, 

only the way Liana can.  Her soft clean scent 

always reminded me of home.   

“Go back to sleep, we’ll talk in the 

morning.”  I closed my eyes, but she stiffened.  She 

knew she was caught, but I really didn’t want to talk 

about it now.   

Liana kept her arms held tight to her sides as 

she snuggled up closer to me, but not quite the way 

we always had, she usually kept one arm over my 

side in some way or another.  She was too tense and 

I didn’t like it, but I finally fell asleep. 

 

Worry for Li had me waking up entirely too 

many times in the night, or day as it were.  This 

time I woke up with my hand wrapped around her 

small inner thigh, and she was squirming against 

my hand.  I smiled into the dark and started rubbing 

her leg to get her to wake up.  My cock hardened 

from the friction she was giving against my groin. 
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“Reed,” she moaned sleepily.  Her back was 

to me, but I’m sure she was smiling.  I did have a 

habit of waking her up like this many times over the 

years. 

Just as I slid my hand higher, I encountered 

something rough and she cried out.  Liana jumped 

up and pulled her knees to her chest, “N…no,” she 

shivered. 

“Okay,” I said with my hands raised.  

“What’s wrong?  I’m sorry, darlin’.” 

“No, it’s okay, I’m sorry.  It’s my fault, I 

panicked.  I’m sorry.”  She wouldn’t come back to 

me and I was worried about the uneven edge to the 

roughness between her thighs.  It felt like a healing 

cut, or a scab of some kind, but long, and there were 

many of them. 

“What did I feel?” I growled, my spine 

tingled with fear at what my mind was realizing 

may be going on with her.  

“Nothing,” she muttered and averted her 

eyes. 

“You’ve never been good at lying, so either 

you tell me now, or I do something you’re not going 

to like.”  She tightened her thighs and stared at me 

with uncertainty in her eyes.  “I’m giving you about 

two seconds to tell me, or I will look for myself.” 

“Nothing,” she cried softly.  “Nothing.  

Please Reed, just please don’t ask me to show you.”  

I knew she was about to break, Liana was always 

honest.  She just couldn’t lie. 

There was a small lamp in each bunk and 

instead of opening the curtain, I flipped the switch, 

flooding the bunk with light.  The first thing I 

noticed were the reddened scratch marks on her 

wrist, and when I gave her the look that I wouldn’t 
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give up, she let her leg fall open.  She was wearing 

one of my shirts and a pair of white satin panties. 

So it wasn’t hard to see the scars and scabs 

of where bright red gashes were currently healing 

on the inside of her thighs.  I gasped and leaned in 

to look, my head level with her stomach.  Liana 

hiccupped from trying to hold back her tears. 

“Did you do this to yourself?” I demanded.  

“Tell me!  Did you do this to yourself!” 

When I looked at her, it didn’t take her 

acknowledgement to know that she’d been cutting 

herself.  Her hand went to her thighs and I grabbed 

her by her fingers, pulling her hand away. 

“Oh my God, baby.  What have you done?”  

I ran my fingers over the puckered marks and 

noticed that there were ones that were old and new.   

“Why?” 

“I…It makes the pain go away,” she cried.  I 

pulled her into my chest and let her cry.  Thankfully 

she was keeping quiet enough not to wake up her 

brother.  I just couldn’t deal with him right now.  I 

had to take care of Liana. 

“What pain?” 

“All the pain.  The memories.  I…I can’t do 

alone anymore, Reed.”  She collapsed against the 

back of the bunk and I let her.  She was getting 

louder and I was getting angry, and I couldn’t 

control my emotions anymore.  This was too much.  

She’d gone too far and it was because she was left 

alone for too damn long.   

“No more alone,” I said.  “You’re with me.  

Fuck your job.  Fuck this bullshit.  No more.  No 

more.”  I felt tears prick my own eyes and if one of 

the guys asked me in that moment, I’d given up 

Glory Days for her.  I’d given my life! 
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“I will not let you give up everything for me.  

I’m tainted, Reed.  I’m not ever going to be the 

same Liana as before.”  She grabbed at her wrists 

and I pulled her hands apart again. 

“Yes, you will.  I guarantee it.”  And I 

would.  No matter what, Liana would be back to her 

old self, if it killed me.  “Why did you take those 

pills last night?” 

“Wanted to sleep without dreams, and my 

legs were killing me,” she admitted with a small 

voice. 

“Look at me,” I demanded.  “From this 

moment on, no more cutting.  No more hiding.  If 

you need me, you come to me.  If I’m on stage, you 

stand there where I can see you until we are done.  

You are to be with me at all times.  No. More. 

Cutting.” 

The curtain behind me was thrust open and 

Liana yelped, covering herself from her brother’s 

view.  He looked shaken; his eyes widened. 

“Peanut,” he whispered.  “Please tell me, I 

just heard Reed wrong.”  He fell to his knees at our 

bunk and he had to look over me, to see her.  Liana 

was shaking her head back and forth. 

“Leave me alone,” she cried.  “L...Leave me 

a…alone, G…Gabe,” she stuttered.   

“No!” he screamed at her, and I was 

instantly on my feet with him backed into the bunk 

across the hall, Kane was out of his bunk a half of a 

second later, trying to get in between us.  I was 

larger than both of them and it didn’t take much for 

me to keep Gabe pinned to the opposite bunk. 

“What the fuck is going on,” Kane growled 

as he tried to pry me off of Gabe. 
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“You do not yell at her, ever,” I spat around 

Kane and into her brother’s face.  “What is wrong 

with you?”  I shoved Kane hard enough that he 

went flying into the bedroom door.  He was back at 

us an instant later. 

“She’s cutting herself!” he yelled into my 

face. 

“And we are going to deal with it, calmly.” I 

demanded.  “The last thing she needs is to be 

treated like you’re about to treat her.” 

Ash and Mary opened the door and I looked 

over to see their faces.  Ash’s looked grim and 

Mary was crying.  

“Everyone, just calm the hell down,” Ash 

said, coming forward to take Kane’s place.  Ash 

pushed us toward the couch in the front of the bus.  

It was already early morning.  The light filtered in 

through the tinted windows.  

I saw Liana come out of the bunk and go 

into the bedroom with Mary.  It was only a few 

seconds before Mary came out and went into the 

bathroom.  Eventually she came out with some sort 

of supplies and closed both of them off in the back 

room.  I didn’t mistake the sound of the lock on the 

door. 

Ash had made himself a cup of coffee before 

leaning back against the table to glare down at us.  

“What the hell is going on?” 

I told them about the scars and the fresh 

marks.  Gabe scowled when I mentioned where my 

hand had been when I woke up.  I told them about 

her digging at her wrists and what I’d said to her 

about staying with me. 
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“Ash,” I swallowed a lump that was forming 

in my throat.  “I want to take some time off, after 

this tour.” 

“Mary and I have been talking about it too, 

and I agree with you.  I think we should take some 

time off to regroup.  We’ve all been through a lot 

this year.  When the baby gets here and we get back 

from touring overseas, I want to spend time with the 

girls.” 

“So where does this leave us?” I asked. 

“We take a year off, to rest, and then we 

come back with new stuff.  Most bands take a break 

every now and again, and we’ve been going non-

stop for years.  I think we deserve it.”  Ash looked 

at Gabe and Kane, who nodded their agreement. 

“So, it’s settled,” I replied.   

Glory Days wasn’t breaking up, but we’d 

have time for ourselves.  I’d have time with Liana.  

Time that we both needed. 

 

Liana 
 

“I cannot believe you’re doing this to 

yourself,” Mary sighed, but didn’t yell like Gabe 

had done, and for that I was grateful.  “Why didn’t 

you call me?  I would’ve been there.  Why didn’t 

you tell somebody?” 

Currently, my best friend was crouched 

down between my legs applying some sort of 

antibiotic ointment to my cuts.  They all knew now, 

I was totally ashamed.  I didn’t want to be seen by 

any of them.  I should’ve just stayed home.  No, 

that’s not right.  I needed to be here.  I had to come.  

Something in me was crying for help and coming to 
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Reed was the only way my subconscious knew to 

get help.  I knew, deep down, that he’d eventually 

find out and that he’d be mad. 

But he wasn’t.  It was Gabe that freaked out 

on me.  My own brother looked at me with shame in 

his eyes.  Could I really blame him?  No, I couldn’t.   

“Gabe hates me,” I cried softly. 

“Nobody hates you,” Mary replied.  She 

finished putting a bandage on the area and returning 

all the supplies back in the first aid kit, closing it up.  

She left me for a minute to return the box to the 

bathroom.   

“What have you been using,” she asked as 

she pointed toward my thigh. 

“Razor,” I whispered.  “It helps with the 

pain.”  I’d already told Reed that. 

“Those look pretty fresh, when was the last 

time,” she asked softly.  Taking a seat next to me on 

the bed, Mary wrapped a protective arm around me 

and squeezed my shoulder. 

“Three days ago.” I admitted.  “I’m so 

stupid.  I don’t know what came over me.  One 

night, it was late, Dallas was asleep.  I had a 

nightmare that he told me to do it to stop the pain.  

That he’d leave my dreams if I did.  So, I did it.” 

“And did the dreams stop,” she asked. 

“No,” I answered.  “Reed probably hates me 

too.”  I had to change the subject.  I didn’t like 

talking about these fucking dreams.  They made me 

feel dirty again. 

“He loves you,” Mary said.  “More than you 

know.” 

A knock on the door sounded and Reed 

came in looking worried.  Mary got up and left us to 

use the privacy of the room.  I pulled my knees up 
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to my chest, feeling the tape pull on the skin, the 

bite of pain was welcomed. 

“Dr. Powell is going to meet us in Philly 

tonight,” he began.  “She’s going to spend a lot of 

time with you over the next two days.”  He sat 

down and took my hand with his. 

“Okay,” I nodded, because I knew this was 

what I needed.  “Reed, I’m sorry.” 

“Stop apologizing,” he demanded, his 

nostrils flaring.  I knew it was time to be quiet.  

Although Reed was gentle, he still could lose his 

temper, just like I’d heard he’d done when they 

caught Jonathan. 

From what I understand, he and Ash took 

off after him, after he’d shown up backstage and 

grabbed Mary by the throat.  Ash caught him and 

beat the hell out of him, while Reed took his anger 

out on the monster with the heavy boots he always 

wore.   

“I’m tired of this,” I whispered.  “I want the 

pain to go away.  I want to be me again.”  I shivered 

and looked up into his eyes.  “I love you, Reed, but 

I don’t think I’ll ever be your Liana again.” 

“Don’t,” he barked, and dropped to his 

knees in front of me, his face sad.  I touched the 

worry line in his forehead.  “Don’t ever say that 

again, you’ll always be my Li, darlin’.  Always.”  

I fell into his chest and he let me wet his 

shirt for hours with my tears.  I didn’t want to do it, 

because I didn’t want him to think I was a burden, 

but he held me and never complained. 

The whole time he chanted over and over 

that he loved me and that he’d wait for me.  The 

honesty in his words kept me hoping and dreaming 

of a normal future, where we could be together 
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without my issues or his being away.  I just wanted 

to go on with my life, without being reminded of 

my past. 

 

Two days of intense therapy sessions with 

Dr. Powell had me drained.  Reed and I got a hotel 

room in Philadelphia for the two days we were 

there.  The doc left mid-afternoon, and Reed was at 

rehearsals, which I laughed at most times, because 

they were always excessively practicing their show.  

Which I guess made them as strong as they were, 

but damn, they were like machines with all the 

rehearsals.  I blamed that on Ash. 

I caught myself laughing out loud in the 

empty hotel room, and then I laughed again.  It felt 

good.  I felt like…me.  I stood up on the bed and 

stared into the mirror across the room.  It felt so go 

to laugh, that I did it again, and again.  Before I 

knew what I was doing, I was jumping on the bed, 

laughing like a damned fool. 

I dropped to my knees and smiled.  Dr. 

Powell was right.  I’d be fine.  Life still moved on 

even though I was stuck in the past.  And the past 

was over.  I only have one life to live and I better 

live it the best way I can…to the fullest.  With 

Reed. 

Looking at the clock, I jumped up because I 

only had about an hour before he got there to pick 

me up and I was ready to party my ass off.  I was 

going to lock the scared and broken Liana in a box 

and throw away the damn key, after I welded its lid 

shut. 

Showering as fast as I could, I made quick 

work of my hair, and dressed in a pair of leather 

pants and my favorite purple top with a sequined 
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design of a skull on it.  It reminded me of the skull 

in one of Reed’s tattoos, but his didn’t sparkle. 

The thought had me laughing to 

myself…again, when I heard the door open, and 

Reed walked in looking confused.  My matching 

purple heels clicked across the floor as I ran toward 

him and jumped in his arms, and kissed him like 

crazy.  “I’m going to be okay.” 

“Yeah, baby.  You are,” he whispered and I 

saw his eyes glisten like he was about to cry, but he 

didn’t.  “I love you, Liana Miller.” 

“And I love you, Reed Sullivan, badass 

bassist of the best band in the world.” 

“Could you say that to me every time I come 

home,” he asked with pride on his face. 

“Don’t get your hopes up buddy,” I laughed 

and slid down his chest.  “Go shower, and we’ll 

head back.” 

I watched as he peeled his sweaty shirt from 

his body; his tattoos flexing on his muscular back as 

he walked away from me.  My core tightened and I 

couldn’t wait until the show was over, because we 

had one more night in this hotel, and it was time to 

become me again. 

The real Liana. 
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Chapter 12 

 
Liana 

 
“You’re in a good mood,” Mary said after 

she was done with the Meet & Greet, her first in a 

few days after the baby scare.  This was something 

she loved, meeting the fans.  They kind of worried 

me most of the times, with all their touching and 

screaming.  The ones that fainted just boggled my 

mind.  They’d had one tonight, a young girl, 

probably seventeen.  She walked up and got her 

autograph and by the time she got to my brother, 

she fell right the hell out in the floor.  Of course, the 

guys had David get her some help.  After they got 

some sugar in her system, Ash had spent some one 

on one time with her and she left a happy girl.   

“Yeah,” I admitted.  “I had a good session 

today.” 

“That’s good, Li.  I’m glad it helped, but 

you do realize you’re not out of the woods yet.  I 

worry about you.”  Mary wrapped her arms around 

my shoulders and squeezed me.  It was like old 

times with her.  She didn’t put on kid gloves with 

me, like the guys did.   

“Yeah, well.  I’m getting my priorities in 

order.  I’m tired of dwelling on the past.  I’m ready 

to move forward.”  I blushed and glanced at Reed, 

which wasn’t lost on Mary.  She smiled so brightly 

it almost blinded me.   

“Good girl,” she released my shoulders and 

grabbed my hand; squeezing it and smiling brightly. 

David escorted us to the side of the stage 

where Mary would wait for her queue to go up.  
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Mary sat awkwardly on her stool and rubbed her 

belly in preparation for the show.  Apparently, Little 

M loved her daddy already, and my womb clinched 

at the emptiness and that surprised me, the thought 

of babies always freaked me out.  The thought of 

being round with Reed’s child excited me, and I 

didn’t realize it now, but that is something that I 

might actually want someday.  Not anytime soon, 

but someday. 

The music started and as soon as Ash’s 

voice came over the speakers, I saw Mary’s belly 

jump, and she rubbed the spot above her belly 

button.   

Laughing, I said, “Have you decided on a 

name?” 

“Not yet,” she shrugged.  “We have a few 

picked out, but I want to see her first before I 

commit to a name.” 

“That makes sense,” I nodded.   

 It was time for Mary to do her thing.  

Coraline walked over and grabbed the chair, 

running out with it ahead of Mary’s slow waddle.  

Ash’s eyes lit up when he saw her and that made me 

happy.  They were great for each other, just like I’d 

hoped for.  My little matchmaking session almost a 

year ago went off exactly as I’d hoped. 

Reed caught my eye and I noticed he 

watched me the same way as those two were 

looking at each other.  I smiled widely back at him 

and he stepped into the shadows to play his part 

while they sang.  He winked at me from the 

darkened corner and it did funny things to my girl 

parts.  Hell, anytime watching him play did that for 

me, to be honest. 
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When they sang their duet, “My Kind Of 

Whiskey”, Dallas came up beside me and just stood 

there waiting with David.  I’d gotten pretty close to 

Dallas over the past months, and I considered him a 

friend.   

“Hey,” I nudged him.  He looked shocked 

for a second that I’d actually touched him, then he 

smiled. 

“Hey yourself, everything okay,” he asked.  

He looked handsome in his little black suit and I 

hoped that someday he’d find someone and settle 

down.  He’d make a great husband. 

“I’m fine.  Want to go with me to get 

something to drink?  I’m thirsty.”  I pointed toward 

the back where they had refreshments for us and the 

crew. 

“Sure,” he nodded. 

I touched David’s arm, “Hey, if Reed freaks, 

let him know I’ll be right back.” 

“Sure thing, Liana,” David replied, then 

turned back to watch for Mary.  He was the father 

figure that she needed in her life.  When Mary and 

Ash got married, he was the one to walk her down 

the aisle and give her away to Ash.  Mary had been 

through a lot in her life and I couldn’t be happier 

that she’d made a family with my own. 

We were one crazy, dysfunctional family, 

but we worked it out fairly well.  I was always the 

weakest link, not wanting to be involved. Reed’s 

parents kept the guys grounded.  Kane’s parents 

were not very happy with his choice of profession, 

or his tattoos, but they still loved him.  Ash’s 

parents were nowhere to be found and he wouldn’t 

talk about them.  Gabe and I were orphans after we 

got older, and Mary was a product of the foster 
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system from an early age.  All together we fit just 

fine as one big happy family, regardless of 

everything else. 

I reached the hospitality table and grabbed 

two waters out of a cooler and turned around.  

There were some people milling around.  The other 

bands were packing up their things and roadies were 

doing what roadies do.  Dallas stepped aside to talk 

to Eric not too far away from me. 

I disappeared into the ladies room and took 

care of my business.  Washing my hands, I looked 

in the mirror and noticed the hollowed out cheeks 

on the face staring back at me.  My appearance was 

bad, really bad.  The bones in my wrists stood out 

like a skeletons and I just looked sick.  Reed had 

been trying to make me eat for months, but the 

depression kept me from having any sort of 

appetite.   

I heard the music die down and the crowd 

start to roar.  It was time for their three minute wait 

before going back for the encore. 

I left the bathroom and Dallas and I hurried 

back to the side of the stage, where Reed was 

already pacing back and forth, he looked like he 

was growling at David.  I came up behind him and 

place my hand on his forearm.  He swung around 

and pulled me to his sweaty chest. 

“Where were you?  You were gone too 

long,” he growled in my ear. 

“Bathroom, sorry,” I shrugged and handed 

him his water and he turned it up, drinking it all in 

only a few gulps.  He kissed my temple and patted 

my ass before running back up the steps to finish 

the show.  There would be time to talk later. 
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Dallas drove the SUV back to the hotel to 

drop us off.  He’d been staying in a room next to 

ours, so that we could have some quiet time.  

Tonight, I just wanted Reed.  There were no 

paparazzi waiting outside the hotel when we 

arrived.  We parted ways with Dallas at the room 

and I used the key card to open the door. 

The room was a one bedroom suite, with 

fluffy brown leather couches in the living room, big 

flat screen television over the fireplace and a king 

sized bed fit for a king, or Reed.  He used the 

shower first and I didn’t try to go in with him, 

because I needed a few minutes to myself before I 

got ready for bed. 

We swapped places and after I grabbed one 

of his shirts out of his bag, I restarted the water in 

the shower.  While it heated, I peeled the bandages 

off my inner thigh, and a rush of guilt swamped me.  

I shouldn’t have done it.  I should’ve told the 

doctor, Reed, hell somebody.  Tears filled my 

vision and I had to bite my cheek to stop them from 

spilling over my lids. 

“Stop it,” I whispered to myself. 

The shower felt good on my tired body.  I 

stayed in longer than I should, and Reed never came 

to check on me.  By the time the water cooled, I was 

washed free of any guilt.  All I needed was a night 

of really hot sex with the man that held my heart.  It 

was time to move forward.  I could do this.  I could 

heal. 

When I walked out of the bedroom, I gasped 

in surprise, almost dropping the brush in my hands.  

Reed had turned down all of the lights and started 

the gas fireplace.  There were tons of pillows in the 
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floor covered with a soft white blanket.  It looked 

like a huge fluffy bed. 

“Let me brush your hair,” he whispered.  

There was a bottle of wine on the coffee table and 

two glasses set beside it on a tray.  He poured and 

handed me one.  Taking the brush from my hand, he 

patted the spot between his legs, and I happily fell 

into the makeshift bed.  It was extremely 

comfortable. 

I moaned lightly as the first strokes of the 

brush slid quietly through my long hair.  Reed loved 

to pamper me and brushing my hair was one of the 

things that he loved to do.  I never complained 

about it either. 

“You have beautiful hair,” he whispered and 

kissed my shoulder.   

My womb tightened and a rush of wetness 

pooled between my legs.  I couldn’t still my thighs 

as they squirmed against the soft pillow beneath me.  

The heat blazed through my veins in a way that I 

have never felt before. 

The love I have for this man was so deep 

inside me that it hurt to analyze it.  The only thing I 

could do is embrace it and embrace him. 

Turning around, I raised up on my knees and 

touched the side of his beautiful face.  There were 

no words to be spoken at the moment.  I had to 

show him that I was going to be fine; that I was 

ready to move forward and forget about the past.  

The sudden urge to let go of all the guilt, pain, and 

suffering I’d been through, had my body vibrating 

with the tension only Reed could release. 

Sliding my fingers back through his own 

damp hair, I twined my fingers in the roots and 

pulled him toward me.  Our lips touched in a slow 
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press that had my sex pulsing, and my breasts 

weighed down, aching for his touch.  I needed him.  

Wanted him. 

When my tongue darted out to press into his 

closed lips, Reed growled and pulled me by the 

waist, so that my body was flush with his.  His hand 

moved slowly down my left side, coming to rest on 

the spot under my ass.  My aching thighs quivered 

from his warm, calloused touch.  It was familiar and 

one hundred percent wanted.  The touch was primal, 

possessive. 

He smelled of the hotels soap, and I decided 

right then and there, that I would buy stock in it, if I 

could smell this every day.  Whenever I scented that 

in the future, I’d be reminded of this moment.  I 

removed my lips from his, only to kiss a line down 

his jaw, to the spot below his earlobe.  Whenever I 

would hit a spot he approved, his hands would 

tighten on my thigh, my hip, my waist.   

When I got to his exposed chest, I pushed 

him back on to the pillows and he didn’t complain.  

Reed never complained.  I stopped at his tight 

brown nipples, and licked the discs until they were 

hardened points.  I paid very good attention to both 

of them, before kissing my way down his massive 

chest, slowly.  When I reached the waistband of his 

blue plaid sleep pants, I silently urged his hips up as 

I pulled them down and off his body.  He was 

finally bare to me, and I continued my exploration, 

past his gloriously hardened cock, to kiss the soft 

spot at his hipbone. 

“Darlin’,” he groaned, and tangled both 

hands in my hair, at the side of my face.  I didn’t 

need him to tell me that he was holding on by a 
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thread, and that he wanted me there, with my 

mouth. 

Never taking my eyes off of his beautiful 

green gaze, I used my tongue to lick him from base 

to tip.  I smiled as his head was thrown back in pure 

ecstasy.  Reed was huge, in that department, but I’d 

learned over the years how to pleasure him.  I wet 

my lips and took him slowly to the back of my 

throat, before swallowing him down in one thrust.   

“Fuck, Li.  Yes, baby,” he chanted as I 

moved my mouth up and down on his hardness.  

We went back and forth for the longest time, me 

taking him deep and him chanting dirty words to me 

over and over again.  Each word he spoke was like 

his was stroking my sex with his voice.  My clit 

swelled on its own and at times I’d squeeze my 

thighs together to get some sort of relief without 

actually coming. I needed to come, because I was so 

close. 

When he tried to pull away, I shook my head 

slightly, telling him I was staying right where I was.  

The first shot of his essence hit the back of my 

throat and I swallowed greedily, taking all he was 

giving.  His hands tightened in my hair as I used my 

tongue to clean off all the evidence of our 

lovemaking. 

“Come here,” he growled and pulled me up 

onto his chest.  “My turn.” 

Before I could take the next breath, he’d 

rolled me over and my back hit the softness of the 

pallet.  His lips were on my neck, my jaw, and a 

few times he nibbled my ear.  This was my Reed, 

the insatiable giant.  He was persistent when he 

made love, harsh but caring.  His libido could rival 
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that of the best men out there.  He liked it hard and 

frantic, and that was when I never complained. 

When his tongue traced the lips of my 

pussy, I almost exploded from the feeling.  He 

loved and caressed every inch of my sex.  When he 

sucked on my clit and slid two fingers inside me 

deep, I exploded around them.  He continued his 

ministrations, causing me to come on his hand, his 

face more than once. 

When I was almost recovered from the most 

recent orgasm, he hovered over me, and I wrapped 

my legs around his waist.  Using my heels to dig in 

his glorious ass, I pulled him toward me.  Feeling 

his hardness at my entrance had my thighs 

quivering again with anticipation. 

“Love you,” he smiled and leaned over to 

capture my lips with his, silencing my reply.  He 

slid his tongue past my lips at the same moment he 

thrust inside me.  Once his hips pressed even with 

mine, we both cursed from the amazing feeling of 

it. 

In true Reed fashion, he didn’t go slowly; I 

didn’t need slow.  I needed Reed, the giant, my 

giant.  His hips drove into me and I grunted with 

each thrust.  The thrust were so hot, so perfect I 

found myself exploding around his cock yet again. 

“Reed, you have to come with me,” I 

begged, raising my hips, urging him deeper.   

“No,” he growled.  “I’m not done with you.  

You’re mine.  Forever Liana, mine.” 

I didn’t argue.  Hell, I didn’t want to.  I 

needed this.  Our connection was back, and as I lay 

there basking in what we were doing, I smiled so 

wide, my cheeks hurt from the effort.   
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Reed 
 

She was asleep in my arms, where she 

belonged.  It’d been a few hours since she 

succumbed to sleep, and I didn’t want to close my 

eyes, because I was afraid I’d wake up and this 

would’ve all been a dream.  It was too perfect to 

make it end.  Liana was back, my little darlin’ was 

back, at least when it came to our intimacy and I 

was not ready for it to end. 

My phone was close enough that I was able 

to reach it without waking her.  I composed a quick 

text to Ash, telling him to go on without us.  Our 

next show was in two days, in Ohio, and I wanted to 

hang on to this moment as long as I could.  

Silencing my phone, I wrapped my arms around her 

again and watched her sleep.   

Her long dark lashes rested softly against 

her porcelain cheek.  Those ruby red lips pursed in a 

sleepy pout and I wanted so bad to wake her up and 

press my lips to hers, but I didn’t.  She needed rest.   

Ash and I tossed around the idea of taking a 

break from it all for a year, so that he could be with 

the baby and Mary, and I with Liana.  We never had 

more than a month together before I was back in 

some studio somewhere, or on the road.  We needed 

time together. 

She was right.  We couldn’t do alone very 

well.  Everyone thought of me as the gentle giant, 

but I always thought of myself as more a quiet 

giant, because without Liana, I was only a shell of a 

man.  My little darlin’ completed me.  I needed her, 

just as she needed me. 
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I must’ve fallen asleep, because the next 

thing I knew, those pouty lips were pressed against 

my chest and her tiny hand rubbed circles on my 

exposed thigh.  My cock hardened so fast that it was 

almost painful. 

“Morning,” she rasped as she licked my 

nipple with her hot tongue.  

“Hey,” I smiled and kissed her forehead. 

“We should probably get going,” she 

stretched and began to sit up, but I pulled her back 

down onto our makeshift bed.   

“Nope,” I grinned widely.  “Told them to go 

on without us, we’re staying right here for the next 

day and a half.  I’m keeping you with me.” 

“Really,” she gasped.  “Reed, is that okay 

with Ash?” 

“Doesn’t matter,” I shrugged.  “He knows I 

wouldn’t run away.  We’ll be in Ohio hours before 

we need to be.” 

She wiggled closer to my side and threw a 

bare leg over mine.  I felt the heat of her pussy 

against my thigh and I knew I couldn’t wait any 

longer.  I pulled her so that she was straddling my 

groin. 

“Ride me, Li,” I begged, and even threw in a 

lazy pout to make her smile.  She reached between 

our bodies and guided me into her awaiting heat.  

The slide of her wetness almost had me coming 

right there like a damn school boy with his first 

porn magazine.   

“I love you, Reed,” she purred as she lifted 

her body, then slid down slowly until I was seated 

deep inside her body. 

“I love you, Li.  I always have and I always 

will,” I pulled on her tiny arm and she fell against 
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my chest.  I took her mouth with mine and kissed 

her until we both came in a heated rush.  This was 

fast and desperate love making.  We had all day to 

slow it down, but the way we went at it, I doubt it’d 

ever be slow. 

We spent most of the morning like that, 

touching, kissing, and making love over and over 

again until we were both spent.  While she 

showered, I ordered room service and finally turned 

off the fireplace.  The thing didn’t give off much 

heat, it was only there for looks. 

When she came out of the bedroom in her 

own clothes, I frowned. 

“What,” she froze, looking down at her 

clothes.  “Is there something wrong?” 

“I like you in my clothes,” I growled.  I 

didn’t like her in her clothes.  I wanted her in mine, 

and if that made me some damned Neanderthal, 

then so be it.  I pointed toward the bedroom and 

raised an eyebrow before laughing at my request. 

She laughed loudly and returned to the 

bedroom.  I could see her as she bent over my duffle 

bag and pulled out one of my long shirts.  When she 

took hers off, I saw the black lacy bra she’d put on 

and my groin tightened.   

“Loose the bra,” I yelled when she started to 

slip my shirt over it.  The damn thing would only be 

in my way.  She giggled again and removed it.  

When she looked over her tattooed shoulder, I 

almost sank to my knees from the visual.  

The knock on the door saved her from 

another round of my obsessive exploration on her 

body.  The cart was rolled in with five plates of 

various foods on it.  When the guy caught a glimpse 

of Liana, who was thankfully dress in my shirt now, 
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I stepped into his line of sight and slapped a twenty 

into his palm, then escorted him to the door. 

“Oh, that smells good,” she sniffed and 

placed a hand on her stomach.  I sat at the table and 

patted my knee for her to come sit.  I fed her bits of 

everything I’d ordered, and to my utter happiness 

she ate more than I’d seen her eat since before the 

attack.  Hope swelled in my chest that she was 

going to be fine this time.   

My prayers were being answered, but were 

we out of the woods yet?   
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Chapter 13 

 
Reed 

 
After lunch, we lounged on the couch and 

watched pointless sitcoms.  We touched for hours, 

not once leaving the spot we’d burrowed up into 

since after lunch.  We’d talked about things, about 

what she was going through, and she’d admitted 

that she was done being sad and in pain, that now 

she was going to get back to the old Liana. 

“Reed,” she whispered, bringing me out of 

my thoughts. 

“Yeah, darlin’,” I replied lazily.   

“What are the plans for after the tour?  Are 

you going back into the studio?”  She propped 

herself up on her elbows and looked at me 

thoughtfully. 

“Actually, no,” I admitted.  “Been tossing 

around some ideas with Ash.” 

“Like what,” she frowned, her tiny eyebrows 

furrowed in confusion. 

“Go away with me,” I blurted.  I had to ask 

her, because it’d been on my mind for hours, hell, 

for days. 

“What?  Where?”  Her eyes widened at my 

statement and I kissed the end of her little nose.  

She was adorable when she was confused.  The 

little wrinkle that formed between her eyebrows 

was a dead giveaway she didn’t understand. 

“Ash and I talked.  We’re going to take a 

year off to be with our families.  I want that time to 

be with you.  Only you.  We can go to some tropical 

island somewhere and just sit on a beach, alone.  All 
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day and all night, just us.  We can eat local food, or 

make hamburgers.  Whatever.  Just say yes.”  

“What about my house?”  We were sitting 

up now facing each other on the couch.  Her hands 

were in mine and I rubbed my thumbs across hers. 

“I’ll arrange someone to watch over it; take 

care of everything.  Come on.” 

“So just me and you,” she questioned and 

turned in my arms so that we were facing each 

other.  Her breasts pressed into my chest and I 

almost forgot what we were talking about. 

“Yes darlin’, just me and you,” I nodded, 

and looked at her with hope.  Hope that she’d want 

this too.  Why wouldn’t she?  This is the 

opportunity that we’d been looking for.   

“Yes, yes Reed, I’ll go,” she laughed as she 

launched herself into my lap.  I caught her and press 

our lips together, but she pulled back too soon, her 

eyes opened wide.  “Where do you want to go?” 

“I don’t care, as long as I’m with you, it 

doesn’t really matter,” I admitted. 

“Okay,” she smiled.  “I’ll let you know 

before you get back from overseas.”  She frowned 

and I knew what she was thinking.   

“Do you want to go with us overseas?” I 

asked. 

“Actually, no.  I’ll need to be here with 

Mary and the baby.  I think that will keep me busy 

enough while you’re gone.”  She leaned over where 

we were nose to nose, and I smiled at her 

commitment to Mary. 

“Okay,” I kissed her jaw.  “So you’ll have a 

plan by the time I get back?” 
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She nodded and returned the kiss with one to 

my chest, her tiny fingertips rubbed softly over my 

nipple and my groin swelled with anticipation. 

We had less than twenty four hours before 

we had to be on a plane to Ohio, and I had all kinds 

of time to make up for.  Her being here was 

everything I’d always wanted and everything I’d 

hoped for us over the years.  She’d finally given in 

and gone on tour with us.  

Thankfully, she was completely unclothed.  

So, it was easy to take her there on the couch.  I 

released myself from my pants and wasted no time 

getting inside her.  Her pussy pulsed around my 

cock when I pushed deep inside her sheath.  My 

eyes rolled back in my head at how small she still 

was after all the times we’d been together since we 

got to the hotel last night after the show. 

Her lips were swollen and a deep red from 

all the abuse I’d been putting on them, and it made 

me feel like the luckiest man alive.  I bent down so 

that I could take one of the tight rosy peeks into my 

mouth.  I bit down and felt her go liquid around me.  

Suddenly, I rolled where I was sitting on the couch 

and she was straddling my thighs. 

“Yes,” she growled.  “Deeper, please.  Oh, 

God.”  Her tiny nails dug into the skin at my 

shoulders as she placed her tiny feet on the seat 

beside my hips.  She used that as leverage to slide 

herself up and down on my cock in punishing 

thrust.  My balls seized up and I knew it was almost 

over, so I grabbed her by the hips and helped her 

grind her hot little pussy down on my cock.  The 

first shot of my come sent tingles across my spine 

and I let her take what she needed from me.  By the 
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time we both came down, we were almost asleep 

sitting up on the couch. 

I took her to the giant bathroom and started 

the water in the Jacuzzi tub.  She didn’t say 

anything as she clung to me, her arms around my 

neck and legs around my waist.  When the water 

was exactly as she liked it, I stepped into the water 

and submerged us into the warmth.  Liana sighed in 

pleasure, but stayed wrapped around my body, chest 

to chest.  We sat like that for awhile, just letting the 

warm water work over our tired muscles.  Finally, I 

grabbed the rag off the side of the tub and a bar of 

soap. 

Using the cloth, I ran it over her body, twice.  

“Turn around,” I whispered and helped her twist 

where she was sitting between my legs.  I washed 

her beautiful ebony hair.  When I rinsed out the 

shampoo, she’d tilt her head back so that the water 

wouldn’t get into her eyes.  By the time I was done, 

she was asleep in my arms. 

I let her rest for the longest time, and I 

eventually had to get out because the water was 

turning cold.  Goosebumps pebbled on our flesh as I 

pulled the plug on the water with my toe. 

“Come on, darlin’,” I whispered as I picked 

her up and stepped out of the tub.  I wrapped a 

towel around her and one around my hips.  Using a 

third towel, I dried her hair and took her to bed.  

She crawled up on my chest and fell asleep. 

All these months, I’d been fighting my own 

demons remembering my poor sister and the things 

she must have suffered with her attack.  

Unfortunately, I’d snuck around and found a copy 

of the police report they’d given my mom and dad.  

I knew at a very young age what happened to her 
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and the nightmares lasted for years, and thankfully 

had stayed away during Liana’s ordeal. 

Until tonight. 

She was screaming.  I could hear Liana’s 

voice in the distance.  The night was dark and I 

couldn’t find my way to her.  The frantic beat 

coming from my terrorized heart kept tempo with 

the pounding of my boots against the pavement.   

I ran down alley after alley, only finding 

brick walls at the dead ends. Those brick walls bled 

with a black substance that I somehow knew was 

the blood of demons.  Our demons. 

Her voice echoed off the thick, stagnant 

clouds in the sky.  The screams seemed to come 

from every direction.  At first I thought they were 

coming behind me, then I’d turn and the screams 

would be coming from my left. 

“Liana!” I’d yell into the darkness, but she 

would never reply, or tell me where to find her.  

Where was she?  Who had her?  The questions were 

endless, with no answers for my worries and fears.  

The terror tore at my chest like a monster clawing 

its way out of the depths of hell. 

It felt like I was running in slow motion, and 

the monsters in the shadows mocked me.  Their red 

eyes peered from behind hellish doors to places I 

had no business being.  Music screamed from some 

unseen place, the screaming singer haunted my 

mind, the words telling me I was failing.  Whispers 

in the wind told me I was too late, that I’d always 

be too late.  If I couldn’t save my sister, I sure as 

hell couldn’t save Liana. 

Liana, my love.  My life.  The woman I 

wanted to be mine until our days ceased to exist.  

She was mine, and I hers. 
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Sudden laughter had my body shifting and 

turning, only to see a faint dark image in the 

distance.  A wisp of black hair and one terrified 

blue eye flashed in the distance.  The voices 

taunting me to run, which I tried, but the ground 

held my legs in place.  My boots melted to the 

ground, fusing my body into one place where I 

couldn’t turn away from the horror in front of me. 

It was the same as when Sabrina, my sister, 

had died.  They taunted me, told me to go for her, to 

help her.  Only to be stuck in one spot, unable to 

protect and defend the innocent life. 

Visions flash through my mind.  My sister’s 

funeral.  Liana in a hospital bed, broken and 

bruised.  The report.  The scars on Liana’s thighs; 

her hidden in the room, crying softly, cutting herself 

over and over again.   

And I couldn’t do a damn thing about it. 

But fight. 

 

“Reed!” her voice screamed, but it was 

closer this time; more real.  My eyes flew open, and 

she was there.  Liana was there, in the flesh. 

I grabbed her and pulled her to my chest.  

Then immediately, I rolled her carefully to her back 

and used one long arm to hit the switch on the lamp 

beside the bed.  I threw the covers aside and was 

thankful she was already undressed. 

Frantically, I checked her over from head to 

toes, looking for any signs she was harmed. 

“Reed,” she whispered.  “You were 

dreaming.” 

I suddenly froze and sat back on my heels 

on the mattress, “You’re okay?”  My chest heaved 

in and out with great breaths trying to calm my 
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racing heart.  She was fine, no bruising, no new 

cuts, no blood. 

“I’m more than okay,” she smiled.   

Grabbing her up into my arms, I crushed her 

to my chest and buried my face in her silky hair, “It 

was just a dream.” 

“Yes, baby.  Only a dream.”  She stroked 

my bare back with her tiny hands and I relaxed into 

her tenderness.  “Will you tell me?” 

“No,” I answered harshly, which caused her 

to freeze.  “I’m sorry, I just can’t.” 

“Okay,” she whispered and went back to 

touching me. 

Reaching back, I killed the light and pulled 

her back to my front so that I could stroke her body 

with my own.  I couldn’t tell her about Sabrina.  It 

was too soon.  I don’t think bringing that up would 

be good for her recovery. 

I may never bring it up.  My parents didn’t 

even know that I knew.  I had no plans on ever 

telling that story.  I’d take it to my grave. 

 

Liana 
 

His nightmare scared me.  Reed didn’t have 

nightmares.  The only thing I could think of was 

because of me.  It was my fault he was tossing and 

thrashing in the bed with sweat beading out of every 

pore in his body; his mouth opened in a silent 

scream. 

This was my fault. 

He was finally deep asleep, when I slipped 

out of the bed.  Quietly, I tip toed out into the living 

area and curled up on the couch.  There was a 
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blanket thrown over the back and I pulled it over 

my naked body.  The room was cold, and I tucked 

the ends around my hips to keep the chill out. 

Laying my head on the leather armrest, I 

stared at the fireplace that was void of fire.  It 

reminded me of Reed tonight, after his nightmare.  

His eyes were empty, the life completely gone.  He 

looked defeated and scared, and refused to tell me 

why. 

My eyes dropped and I swore that I’d get 

better just to see the happiness of my giant return to 

his eyes.  I couldn’t let him be sad. 

Tomorrow would be different. 

 

I don’t remember being brought back to the 

bed, but I woke up in his arms.  On his chest, 

asleep, where he preferred me to be.  We didn’t talk 

much as we packed our bags and met Dallas for our 

ride to the airport. 

Reed booked us in first class for our short 

forty-five minute flight to Cincinnati, Ohio.  I held 

his hand the whole time and even as we rushed 

through the small airport to the awaiting SUV, 

where Eric was waiting for us at the curb. 

We were getting close to the end of the tour, 

only a few weeks left.  The idea of getting away 

with Reed had me imagining all kinds of 

possibilities for a long needed vacation.  Tropical 

islands were abundant and any one of them would 

do for someone looking to get away, but I wanted 

wherever we went to be special.  Somewhere 

remote and off the beaten path, where we could just 

concentrate on us, with no distractions.  A place we 

could make our own memories, for it to be just ours. 
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The thought of not being around for Mary 

did bother me a bit, but I knew she’d be in good 

hands.  Ash was going to be an amazing father, 

even though we all never would’ve guess him to be 

excited about children.  I’d even overheard him 

telling Mary he wanted several children.  The scowl 

on her face was worth millions.  I think his 

confession shocked her too. 

Gabe and Kane would be there to help, 

which was just as comical when related to Kane.  

My brother on the other hand, had plenty of 

experience taking care of another person, meaning 

me.  He was very nurturing and I’m sure he’d also 

make a great father someday.   

We arrived at the bus and had lunch with 

everyone.  I did my part and even laughed at Kane’s 

stupid mouth.  He kept looking at Mary with fear in 

his eyes.  He didn’t want any part of the birth, and 

voiced his opinion about her being nowhere around 

him during labor, with increased worry. 

“Mar,” he began.  “When you’re ready to 

have your water break, then please make sure I’m 

not anywhere around.” 

“Kane,” she threw a chip at his head.  “I 

don’t decide when it breaks, it just does.  And even 

then, it may not do it until I’m at the hospital.” 

“Thank God,” he muttered, and went back to 

his sandwich. 

Mary and I shared a look that had us both 

giggling at Kane.  He was a special one, that’s for 

sure. 

Eventually, they went inside to rehearse for 

the nights show, and Mary and I were left alone. 

“Did you have fun?” she asked with a raised 

brow. 
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“Yeah,” I sighed.  Mary squirmed in her seat 

and I reached out to rub my hand over her belly.  

She moaned and rolled her eyes in the back of her 

head. 

“God, that feels good.” She loved her belly 

rubbed and I enjoyed feeling the baby kick my hand 

when I did.  “So, are you going to give me details or 

not.” 

I laughed loudly and she raised an eyebrow 

at me.  “We did it.  A lot.” 

Mary’s bright smile was like a beacon in the 

night.  “That’s great!” 

“Yeah, but he had this really bad nightmare, 

and he didn’t want to talk about it.  I’m worried I 

may be the cause of it.”  Mary fiddled with a 

napkin, twisted the ends into a pointed mess, and I 

wondered what she was thinking.  Finally, she 

spoke up, almost a little too fast. 

“No,” she shook her head almost violently.  

“Don’t ever think that.  He just had a nightmare and 

you know how guys are, they don’t like to talk 

about that shit.” 

“Yeah, I guess you’re right.”  There was 

something she wasn’t telling me.  Mary was my 

best friend for almost three years now, and that girl 

couldn’t lie very well, just like me.  So I knew she 

was hiding something, but I wouldn’t push her on it, 

because it could just be my insecurities running 

amuck. 

Changing the subject, we laughed and talked 

about the plans for the nursery.  Mary told me that 

Ash had ordered all of the furniture and every 

accessory she’d ever need.  It was already sitting in 

his Malibu home, waiting to be assembled.  The 

guys had been recruited to spend a day at the house 
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when we got back to help with the painting and 

setting up of the baby’s room. 

While Mary went for her walk with David 

into the arena, I stayed on the bus and used the 

venue’s Wi-Fi to research islands for our escape.  

Everything looked too good to resist and after an 

hour, my head was throbbing from the information 

overload.  I was better off just throwing the names 

of places in a hat and picking one out. 

“You ready to go inside,” Dallas asked from 

the couch where he’d been reading a book while I 

surfed the internet.  He set the book aside after 

folding the corner of the page he’d stopped on.  The 

book looked worn, like he’d read it many times 

over.  It was a novel with a shadowy boat on the 

cover, part of the stern in flames as it sat out on the 

open sea. 

“Yeah, I’m ready.” 

We found our way to the backstage area 

right as the guys and Mary were finishing up with 

the fans.  Reed’s eyes fell upon mine as I came into 

view and he smiled.  Gone was the worry and terror 

from the nightmare and a small part of me hoped 

that he was really going to be okay.  Mary may have 

it right.  Men just didn’t talk about their feelings.   

Tonight I wanted to be a part of the crowd 

and Reed scowled when I told him I would be down 

front.   

“I’ll be right in front of you, like always,” I 

promised.  “Dallas will be with me.” 

“I’m not comfortable with…,” I silenced 

him with a finger to his lips.  He smiled and bit into 

my index finger, then kissed away the bite.  We 

held on to each other until Coraline came by to hand 

them their ear pieces.   
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When the music came up, I watched as the 

man I loved, did what he was destined to do.  This 

was his life and I was involved more than I’d ever 

believed I would.  As horrible as my attack was, I 

was somewhat grateful that it happened, because I 

never would’ve given up my life and career in 

Phoenix to travel the country with my brother’s 

band.   

I threw my hands in the air and screamed the 

words to every song.  I even sang along with Ash 

and Mary’s duet.  Things were looking up and by 

the time the show was over, Reed was grinning ear 

to ear at watching me having the time of my life. 
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Chapter 14 

 
Reed 

 
The bus arrived in Los Angeles around four 

in the morning.  Ash nudged me awake, “We’re 

home.”   

I sighed in relief.  The tour was over and we 

had a few months off to do nothing but relax before 

we headed overseas.  Everyone was on baby watch, 

with less than a month left before Mary was due.  

The closer we got to California, the more excited 

Ash got.  Gone was the brooding rockstar, in its 

place was a father and loving husband who did 

nothing but talk about plans for the nursery and 

baby clothes, even diapers. 

We ribbed him about it, but it was no use.  

Ash Martin was totally in love with his wife and 

soon to be child.  That man talked more to Mary’s 

belly than he did to the people in front of him.  No 

wonder the child wiggled and kicked when he was 

near. 

There were three SUV’s waiting for us when 

we finally got our things unloaded.  Mary and Ash 

were going home in one.  Kane and Gabe were 

sharing a ride, since they lived close to each other, 

and Liana and I had our own.  She was coming 

home with me. 

I’d sent over a maid to clean things up and 

stock the house with food, so that we didn’t have to 

do anything but go home and climb back in the bed.  

We’d made plans to return to Phoenix in a few days 

so that she could take care of some things there.  

Gabe would be going with us, because Liana had 
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finally given in and accepted my request to move in 

with me.  Plus, she needed to be here with Mary 

after the baby was born.   

The house would go for sale and she’d mark 

the items to be shipped to my place.  She told me 

that she hadn’t gotten too partial to anything at her 

new place.  Not since Gabe had set her up with all 

new furnishings in a new house after the attack.  

She’d been in too much of a depression to really 

care what was in her home. 

I wanted to make new memories for her and 

I wanted her close to me, where she belonged.  This 

tour was over and after we returned from the last leg 

of the tour, we had three hundred and sixty five 

days ahead of us to grow and heal from the events 

over the last eight months. 

When we arrive at my house, the sun was 

just beginning to light up the sky.  The maid service 

had left the porch light on and the ones around the 

side of the house over the garage.  

My home was big, but not ostentatious.  I 

lived a quiet and secluded life.  My home wasn’t 

too far from Ash’s and I could be at Gabe’s or 

Kane’s place in less than thirty if need be.  If you 

drove down my street, you’d never see my house 

from the road.  The huge palm trees and stucco wall 

kept my place private from prying eyes.  There was 

a security gate blocking anyone who was nosy 

enough to try and come to see what was hidden 

amongst the trees. 

My Chevy truck was parked in the garage, 

and it looked lonely there without anything else in 

the four car garage.  Liana’s car was to be shipped 

as well and she’d have something to drive that she 

could actually see over the dashboard.  Tool 
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cabinets were pushed over to one side, where I liked 

to fiddle around with things when I had time, but 

being on the road didn’t leave me much time to 

upgrade parts on the truck. 

 Inside the house was plain white, with only 

framed tour memorabilia or our gold and platinum 

records all throughout the house.  My furniture was 

barely broken it, except for the oversized recliner I 

kept in front of the huge television in the living 

room.  We dropped our bags by the laundry room 

because just about everything would need to be 

washed today once we got some more sleep. 

Liana and I fell onto the bed without pulling 

back the covers.  I had just enough time to spoon up 

against her back before we both fell into a deep 

sleep. 

 

The harsh smell of something unfamiliar 

tickled my nostrils.  Hoping and pretending it was 

nothing, I squeezed my eyes closed, begging for 

more sleep.  When the smoke alarm in the kitchen 

blared to life, I pounced from the bed and ran for 

the kitchen. 

Liana was standing on a chair, fanning a 

potholder at the damn thing, cringing in fear. 

“What the hell are you doing?  Get down 

before you hurt yourself?”  I grabbed her by the 

waist and placed her on solid ground before taking 

the improvised fan away from her.  A few more 

swipes in front of the alarm and it finally quieted.  

Although, the ringing in my ears lasted for another 

few seconds. 

“I…I was trying to make some grilled 

cheese.  I’m starving,” she growled.  “I suck at 

cooking.” 
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Pulling her too me, I laughed, but pressed 

my lips together at her scowl.  “You let me handle 

the cooking.  Go sit down.  I’ll make us something.” 

It didn’t take much to get her out of the 

kitchen.  The woman couldn’t cook and should be 

banned from entering anyone’s kitchen for nothing 

more than a glass of water.  I made a mental note to 

make some meals to freeze for her before I left so 

that she wouldn’t starve.  Or burn down our house. 

Our house?  I like the sound of that and glancing 

over at her, I suddenly realized that it was right.  

This was right; her being here. 

I just smiled and dumped the burned attempt at her 

cooking into the trash can at the end of the counter.  

Starting fresh, I got down to business feeding my 

woman. 

 

Liana 
 

Watching four rockstars put together a baby 

crib was more fun than I ever imagined, and I took 

pictures to keep as mementos.  Mary was testing out 

the super plush rocking chair she’d insisted they 

assemble first.  Her eyes were drifting closed and 

Ash watched her with a passion that could light 

cities ablaze. 

“Would you stop taking pictures?  This is 

sucking the cool right out of me,” Kane growled.  

He was holding the instruction page in front of his 

face with a confused look.  Ash reached over and 

snatched it out of his hands, turned it over right side 

up and handed it back.  Kane smiled and went back 

to putting the parts together. 
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Thankfully, Gabe and Reed were more 

mechanically inclined than Kane and went behind 

him, checking the job that he did so that everything 

was together properly. 

“Why don’t we stop for lunch,” Ash 

whispered.  We all looked up to see Mary asleep in 

the rocker, and silently got up from the floor so that 

Ash could take her to bed. 

When I went to the fridge to get out the 

lunchmeat for sandwiches, Reed took the packages 

from my hand and pointed to the table, “I’ll take 

care of that.”  He shivered from the memory of my 

disastrous attempt at cooking yesterday. 

  “I can’t burn a sandwich,” I scowled.  

When I was met with three raised eyebrows, I threw 

my hands up in defeat and sat at the kitchen table. 

“I’m sorry, peanut.  I didn’t know how to 

cook myself, or I would’ve taught you,” Gabe 

shrugged from the seat across from mine.  He was 

right, the boy was no good at making anything 

edible. 

“It’s all good.  I can order stuff with no 

problems,” I shrugged.  We all laughed and when 

Ash came in he looked worried.  He stared at the 

floor in deep concentration. 

“What’s wrong,” I asked. 

“She’s sleeping a lot lately,” he frowned.  

Leaning against the counter, he grabbed the plate 

Reed had given him and came to sit next to me. 

“Her body is getting ready,” I told him.  

Kane wasn’t the only one who’d been reading that 

book.  In fact, I think everyone had cracked the 

thing open at one point or another on the tour, after 

her scare when I’d first gotten there.  The spine was 

cracked and chunks of papers were threatening to 
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come loose at any moment.  That book only had to 

last a few more weeks. 

Ash nodded thoughtfully and went back to 

his lunch. 

“When do you want to head to Phoenix,” 

Gabe asked, changing the subject. 

“Tomorrow.  I want to get this taken care of 

so that we can be back,” I looked toward Ash.  “Just 

in case.” 

We all ate our lunch in silence.  I thought 

about how our lives were going to change once the 

baby was here.  At least I would be around for Mary 

while Ash was away, and taking care of them would 

keep me occupied while Reed was overseas. 

In all honesty, I could care less about going 

back to Phoenix, but I couldn’t let my brother take 

care of everything.  I needed to go back, and going 

back to that house, where I dealt with the trauma, 

scared me.  I didn’t know what to expect when I 

walked back into my house after healing during the 

time on the road with Reed. 

One thing was for certain, I wanted to get on 

with my life, and looking around this table.  I knew 

that it was time.  Time to step forward with my life.   

My life with Reed. 
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Chapter 15 

 
Liana 

 
Two weeks later… 

 

Leaving my old life behind in Phoenix was 

easier than I thought it would be.  With Reed by my 

side, I could do anything.  The only thing I’d taken 

from the house were my personal belongings, old 

pictures and a few items I thought would spruce up 

Reed’s empty home.  I asked him before I made the 

decision, of course, and he agreed with just about 

everything I mentioned.   

Gabe was coming over today to help Reed 

put on a new exhaust on his big red truck that 

somehow fit in that damn garage.  Kane was 

coming over to hang out with us, but was told, 

under no circumstances was he allowed to work on 

the truck.  Reed had bought this truck, brand new, 

three years ago and the thing had less than five 

thousand miles on it, due to the fact that he was 

never home to drive it. 

A huge package was delivered yesterday to 

the house and now that it was opened I watched as 

they went to taking out old bolts from under the 

truck.  Eventually, they pulled out the old exhaust 

and attached the new one.  When they decided to 

change the oil, I had had enough of male grunting 

and testosterone for one day and went inside.  Kane 

followed not too far behind me. 

“Hey Li,” he wrapped an arm around my 

shoulder in a brotherly hug, kissing the top of my 

head.  “You okay?  I’ve been seeing you smiling a 
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lot and I hope it’s because that big oaf out there is 

the cause of it.”  He nodded toward the garage. 

“Yeah,” I blushed.  “He’s most of the 

reason.” 

“That’s good,” he pursed his lips and 

nodded.  “It’s about damn time you two finally got 

it together.”  I shoved him and laughed as he listed 

dramatically to one side.  He was so cute with his 

spiked blonde hair and a billion tattoos.  He’d find 

himself love someday, if she could overlook his 

teasing and inability to keep his mouth shut when 

he spoke his mind.   

“So, what are we going to watch,” I pulled 

out a bunch of DVD’s and he pointed to a vampire 

movie.  I popped it in the DVD player and we 

hopped on the couch to watch it.  Gabe and Reed 

would be out there all day.  This is what Kane and I 

did whenever we got alone time.  He was my movie 

buddy, even though we didn’t get to do it as much 

as we used to, before the band got big.  When Kane 

had broken his arm and couldn’t play for awhile, 

this is what we did. 

“See,” he pointed to the screen.  “Vampires 

are awesome.  Even they have tattoos on their 

necks, and dragons at that.”  We laughed and 

watched as these warriors did everything they could 

to cure the town of rabid Lycans.  As the credits 

were rolling, Reed and Gabe came in together, 

covered in oil and God only knows what.   

Reed tried to smear something on me and I 

yelped, jumping over the back of the couch.  I used 

my best stern face and pointed to the bedroom, 

“Shower. Now!” 
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He laughed and left me alone with my 

brother and Kane.  Gabe washed up in the spare 

bathroom while we cleaned up our own mess. 

My phone rang and I frowned when I saw it 

was from my lawyer, Haley Rowe. 

“Hello,” I answered.   

“Liana,” she began.  “We have a court date 

for Jonathan Jones.” 

“W…When is it,” I whispered, because my 

voice was failing me.  Just the mention of his name 

had my body seizing up in fear.  When would the 

panic stop?   

Gabe touched my arm and I looked at him 

with wide eyes.  He held his hand out for the phone 

but I refused to give it to him.  I had to face my 

fears.  This was something I had to take care of on 

my own. 

“Three months from now,” she admitted.  

“You going to have to return to Phoenix to testify.  

I’ll be in touch to prepare you for the trial.” 

Three months away was not good.  Reed 

would be overseas by then.  The phone dropped 

from my hands and Gabe scooped it up.  He started 

talking into the phone, but eventually left the room 

to talk to Haley. 

Taking a deep breath, I turned to see Kane 

and Reed standing in the doorway to the bedroom.  

Kane must’ve gotten him out of the shower.  Our 

eyes locked and in his were a type of uncertainty I 

didn’t understand. 

At this point, I didn’t want to panic.  I didn’t 

want to cry.  So, I smiled, or at least tried too, and 

looked at them, “I’m fine.  It’s fine.  I’m going to be 

okay.” 



155 
 

“Are you,” Reed asked coming toward me.  

He was bare, except for the towel slung low across 

his hips.  His hands were out like he didn’t know if 

I was going to fall on the floor, or into him. 

Thinking about everything would throw me 

back into depression and that was a place I didn’t 

ever want to return too.  If this trial was closure for 

my attack, then so be it.  I had to testify, so that this 

monster wouldn’t hurt anyone again.  Mary and I 

would be fine.  We could go on with our lives.  Our 

lives with the men we loved. 

I wrapped my arms around his waist and 

rested my cheek against his warm chest and smiled, 

“You know what, Reed?” 

“What darlin’,” he replied. 

With my face in his chest, I tightened my 

hold as I said, “You always told me you’d wait for 

me to be ready for us to move to the next step, and I 

was an idiot for fighting it, but I’m ready.  I’m 

ready to give in.  You don’t have to wait on me 

anymore.” 

His lips crushed down on mine and we were 

in his room the next. 

I had plenty of time to make up for all those 

years we stayed apart.  It was time for me to live 

and that is exactly what I planned to do. 
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Chapter 1 

 
Liana 

 
“I should make you wait for this,” Reed 

Sullivan mumbled from between my thighs.  “But 

God, I missed you so much.”  My eyes rolled in the 

back of my head when he went back to licking and 

sucking on my aching pussy.  He mumbled words 

that I didn’t understand, nor did I really care at the 

moment.  He was home and that was all that 

mattered. 

Glory Days arrived only an hour ago from 

Ireland.  The international tour was over and that 

had been the longest three weeks of my life.  As 

soon as he hit the door, Reed had me in his arms, 

his lips latched on to mine in a bruising kiss that 

made my toes curl.   

Reed and I were due to leave in the morning 

for our escape from reality.  He’d called in a favor 

to the owner of Talisman Island, off the coast of the 

Bahamas, and we were going to stay there for as 

long as we needed, as special guests.  The private 

getaway was known for hosting celebrities who 

wanted to relax without the press hiding in trees, 

taking their pictures.  Our security was first and 

foremost on the island, per Reed’s demands.  He 

didn’t want anything or anyone to bother us over 

the next few months.  The island was small, but had 

all the amenities we’d need.  Other guest would be 

around, but most of them were either the extremely 

wealthy or famous, so we wouldn’t be looked at as 
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anything other than normal people.  The island had 

a dozen cabins, so I’m sure we wouldn’t be seeing 

many people while we were there. 

“Reed, please,” I begged as he continued to 

devour my moist heat.  My hips bucked as he 

sucked on my clit and I dug my nails into his 

shoulders.  He felt so good, so right, pressed against 

my skin.  I missed him. 

“Where do you want me darlin’,” he 

breathed against my sex and it caused the skin on 

my thighs to pebble.  His beautiful dark hair had 

grown slightly since he left, his bangs barely 

covering his emerald eyes.  Was he always this 

beautiful?   

“Inside me, please,” I begged again, 

reaching for him on instinct.   

I moaned as he kissed a trail up my thigh, to 

my hipbone.  He stopped there and licked the curve, 

before going back on his path to my breasts.  Once 

there, Reed took one nipple into his mouth and bit 

down hard enough to make me yelp, but used his 

tongue to lick away the pain.  The resulting pleasure 

was enough to make my body convulse.  If he 

didn’t get inside me soon, I’d probably come on his 

thigh. 

Digging my nails into his hips, I urged him 

toward me.  His cock nudged at my entrance and we 

both sighed in relief.  He was finally home.  And in 

the next second, he was inside me, with one 

powerful thrust. 

Our bodies moved as if they were trained to 

pleasure each other.  Hands grabbed at body parts, 

the bruising hold he had on one of my hips would 

probably leave marks tomorrow, but in this 

moment, I really didn’t care.  The other hand was 
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wrapped protectively around my breast.  This was 

the way it was with Reed.  He never went easy on 

me because of my size.  I wasn’t fragile to him, and 

that’s why I fell in love with him in the beginning. 

My hands threaded into his hair and I used 

the force to bring his mouth to mine. Our tongues 

collided and dueled in a passionate dance.  His 

warm, calloused hands continued their exploration 

of my body as if he was rememorizing what he’d 

missed for these past few weeks. 

My womb clenched in need and I felt my 

sex pulling him in deeper.  Tightening my legs 

around his back, my nails dug into the flesh of his 

shoulder blades.  He growled his appreciation as I 

started to come. 

“Come for me, Li.  Come on baby.  I need 

you with me, because I’m not going to last much 

longer.  It’s been too long,” he demanded as the 

sparks shot through my vision, my limbs tightening 

around his huge frame.  The tremors wouldn’t 

subside, they folded over each other to the point 

where I didn’t know where one climax ended and 

the other began. 

I felt his seed spilling inside me and it only 

spurred on the shockwaves rolling through my 

body.  My nipples tightened to the point of pain.  I 

thought I may have blacked out from the intensity 

of the orgasm, but then I’d found that we’d both 

come down from our sexual high, and realized that, 

in fact, I had.  Reed was still inside me, his semi 

erect cock refusing to be separated from my heat. 

“I missed you,” I said.  “I’m so glad you’re 

home.”  He smelled amazing.  I ran my fingers 

through his silky hair and it was just as I’d 

remembered. 
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“I love you,” he whispered into my neck as 

he continued to kiss the tender spot below my ear.  I 

shivered and felt his chest rumble in a silent laugh. 

“I love you too, Reed,” I poked him in the 

side to roll off of me.  It was early morning and we 

still had the rest of the day together.  All I wanted to 

do was to snuggle up on his chest and sleep until it 

was time to escape to our hidden getaway.  We 

were in Mary and Ash’s spare bedroom, and we 

needed to get back to Reed’s place sometime that 

afternoon, so that we could pack. 

“I want to go by my parent’s house 

tomorrow before we leave,” he announced as I 

grabbed my robe off the bedpost. 

“I’d like that,” I replied.  I loved his parents.  

The Sullivan’s were amazing people.  Honestly, I 

was worried about seeing his mom.  I’d done 

nothing more than put a Band-Aid over my pain for 

the past eight months.  The attack was with me 

every step of my day.  Ann Sullivan was sure to 

notice the dark circles under my eyes.  The fact that 

I didn’t have the same enthusiasm as before was a 

big, neon sign to the change I’d been through since 

that night in Phoenix. 

Reed was my savior.  He was the man who 

loved me regardless of my problems.  When I was 

cutting the inside of my thighs to lessen the pain, he 

didn’t get angry at me.  He helped me.  Love like 

that is something to be cherished. 

“I love you,” I blurted out as he was pulling 

on a pair of brown lounge pants.  His back was to 

me, the dragon tattoo flexing with his movements.  I 

felt myself go liquid between my legs, and I had to 

squeeze them together to keep from jumping him. 
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“Love you, darlin’,” he replied as he turned 

around.  I walked toward him and traced the side of 

his rib where the dragon’s tail curled up over his 

side.  It was sexy as hell, and I leaned into him, 

placing a soft kiss over his heart.  “What’s this for?”  

“Nothing,” I whispered.  “I just missed you 

terribly.”   

“How did yesterday go?” he asked softly.  I 

frowned, because I didn’t want to talk about the trip 

to the judge’s chambers to video tape my testimony 

of what happened with the attack.  I still couldn’t 

say the word for what Jonathan Jones had done to 

me.  It was brutal and I still have the scars to prove 

it. 

“Fine,” I gritted my teeth.  This was 

shattering my happy homecoming.  “I don’t want to 

talk about it today.”  I tucked my chin and grabbed 

some discarded clothes to throw into my suitcase.   

“You need to,” he replied.  I could hear the 

sternness of his words, but I only nodded and left 

the room.   

“I had to relive the horror yesterday.  Is it 

too much to ask not to relive it again today?” I 

mumbled as I walked down the hall.  He heard me 

though and was beside me in an instant. 

“No,” he kissed my temple.  “But I think 

you should.  I’m here whenever you’re ready.” 

“I’m just ready for you to take me away to 

some island resort where I can stay on the beach 

and drink little umbrella drinks all day.”  I laughed 

trying to change the subject.  Reed wasn’t fooled, 

he laughed too but I knew this argument was far 

from over.  Eventually, I would have to tell him 

everything.  Even the one thing that the doctor’s had 



8 
 

told me that no one knew.  Not even my best friend 

Mary. 

 

Reed 
 

Being back in her arms ranked right up there 

with winning the lottery.  Liana Miller was the 

shooting star I’d wished upon for the past four 

years.  She was finally mine and I planned on 

keeping her with me for the rest of our lives.  I 

needed her like I needed air to breathe.  My love for 

her was never ending.  From the first moment I laid 

eyes on her, I knew she was the woman to own my 

heart, my life. 

Being without her for the past few weeks 

was the worst sort of hell.  Knowing she needed me 

to be her strength, and not being able to hold her up, 

tore at my mind every moment of the day.  It was 

hard to focus on my job, knowing she was alone, 

but somehow, I made it through the time away. 

She wasn’t back to herself, but at least she 

was here.  Things could’ve gone so much worse, 

and I might have lost her to that bastard.  The trial 

was coming up and the one reason we were going to 

the island was to get away from the press and the 

news.  She’d given her testimony yesterday.  Today 

she didn’t want to talk about it, and I wasn’t going 

to push her.  Granted, she needed to talk to 

someone.  The shrink was available any time we 

needed her, but I think that now Liana just needed 

to heal on her own.   

And I planned on being the one to help get 

her back to where she needed to be. 
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We left out before anyone was awake at 

Ash’s house.  I had to get Dallas up to take us back 

to my place.  David was awake and he said his 

goodbyes, telling us to call if he was needed.  He 

wasn’t too happy about us going without security, 

but after a call to the islands owner, he felt better 

about letting us go alone.  Dallas was going to stay 

on and work with David until we returned.     

Liana and Dallas had gotten close over the 

time that I was gone, and I’d be a liar if I said that it 

didn’t bother me.  Their relationship was strictly 

professional, but it troubled me that I wasn’t her 

protection.  That should be my job.  My parents had 

always taught me to cherish the woman I fell in love 

with and to protect her regardless.  I’d already failed 

her when she was attacked and I was nowhere near 

to help her. 

The nightmares I’d been having all centered 

around Liana and my sister, Sabrina, who was killed 

by her attacker at the young age of sixteen.  I 

haven’t told Liana, because I didn’t know how 

she’d take the news.  No one knew about it, not 

even Ash.  Well, I did, in a moment of weakness, 

tell Mary about my sister.  Thankfully, Mary didn’t 

tell anyone.  It hurt too much to talk about, and I bet 

Liana felt the same way when she had to speak the 

words to her doctor. 

“Hey,” she said, bringing me out of my 

thoughts.   

“Yeah,” I replied.  We were nearing my 

house and I didn’t even remember the drive. 

“Everything okay in there,” she said as she 

ran her tiny fingers through my hair.  When she did 

that I lost all reasoning.  The touch I’ve cherished 

for so long always brought me to my knees.   
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“Yeah, just a little tired,” I smiled, and I 

didn’t lie.  I was tired.  The flight from Ireland was 

long and the excitement from heading home kept 

Ash and I awake.  My plan for the day was just to 

pack and sleep until it was time to go in the 

morning.   

Dallas helped take our bags inside the house 

and left us alone after only a few minutes.  Liana 

immediately started a load of laundry while I 

showered.  The hot spray from my own shower felt 

amazing. 

The door opened and cold, tiny hands slid 

slowly around my hips to rest across my stomach.  I 

shivered slightly from her touch.  Not from the cold, 

but from the sheer pleasure of the act.  I turned 

slowly and used my back to block the water from 

hitting her in the face.   

Picking her up, she automatically wrapped 

her legs around me and I was lost.  My cock flared 

to life so quickly that I felt a little light headed.  Her 

sweet scent hit me and I captured her lips with 

mine, in a heated tangle of tongue and teeth.  When 

she bit down on my bottom lip, I let loose a primal 

growl to let her know I liked what she was doing.  

My little, dark-haired pixie didn’t want me to hold 

back with her.  As small as she was, Liana liked my 

feral desire when it came to her.   

“Baby,” she moaned into my mouth, as she 

tried to slide herself down on my straining cock.  

Her slick folds touched me and I gave her what she 

was seeking.  With one arm around her waist, and a 

hand on the side her face, I took her with one deep 

thrust.  She rested her back on the shower wall and I 

was able to lean in and take one tightly tipped 

nipple into my mouth.   
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“You taste so good,” I growled as I took the 

other one with my teeth. 

Her sharp intake of breath told me she 

wanted more.  I knew her better than I knew myself 

sometimes.  As if on cue, I felt her pussy slicken 

with her desire.  She reached between us and used 

her hand to rub against her clit. 

“Come for me, Li,” I urged.  My thrust were 

now punishing.  Her tiny channel clamped down 

around my cock and I felt my balls tighten.  I had to 

breathe slowly to keep from coming.   

“Reed,” she purred.  “Deeper.  Oh, yes!  

Reed, please!” she panted as she begged and the 

moans coming from deep inside her chest spurred 

me on. 

I reached for the outside of her hips where I 

could hold on to her and with her back to the wall, I 

was able to thrust deeper inside her.  She kept her 

arms around my neck and let me pound into her 

welcoming flesh over and over again until we both 

exploded. 

“Yes,” she growled as I started coming 

inside her.  The fireworks in my vision finally 

subsided as we both stilled.  

We showered quickly, because the water 

was getting cold.  By the time we fell in the bed, we 

were too exhausted to speak.  I pulled her up onto 

my chest and fell asleep in her arms. 
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Chapter 2 

 
Liana 

 
I loved Reed’s parent’s house.  If I didn’t 

need a ladder to get out of this beast of a truck he 

owned, I’d already be out of it and at the door.  In 

sure Ann Sullivan fashion, she met us in the 

driveway. 

“I’ll walk around and get you down,” he 

smiled as he took a graceful step out of his truck.  

His mom hugged him and kissed his cheek.  Reed 

opened the door and held his hands out to me to 

help me down.   

“Liana, honey,” Ann said, pulling me into a 

warm, motherly hug.  “You look great.” 

“I feel better,” I smiled and looked toward 

Reed.  He made me better just by being here.  He 

was my savior. 

“Come on inside,” she urged, taking my 

hand.  Ann was much shorter than her husband and 

son, but I still was the shrimp of them all.  Reed 

never made me feel fragile.  He knew my strengths 

and unfortunately, he now knew my weaknesses.   

“Liana,” Mr. Sullivan said with open arms.  

I went into his embrace immediately.  If there was 

any one person on this Earth I’d want for a father, 

Larry Sullivan was that man. 

“Hey Larry,” I whispered into his ear as he 

squeezed the life out of me. 

“Dad,” Reed growled.  “Put her down, she’s 

not a toy.” 

His father complied and I found myself 

laughing loudly at his scowl toward his son.  I 
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skipped along the walkway and followed Ann into 

the house.  My stomach twisted and then growled 

from the smell of bacon floating through the house. 

“Smells good,” I groaned. 

“Then let’s eat,” she replied and pushed me 

into the kitchen. 

We all sat at the kitchen table, while Reed 

handed out breakfast.  I hadn’t eaten this much in 

months.  Being around his family just made me feel 

at home.  I loved the Sullivan’s from the first 

moment I met them, when Gabe had joined the 

band. 

“So tell me about this island you’re taking 

her too,” Larry said to his son. 

“It Talisman Island, off the coast of the 

Bahamas.  It’s exclusive, and private.”  Larry 

nodded and I blushed knowing they knew what 

exclusive and private meant.   

Reed’s huge hand touched my knee under 

the table, and I smiled around a bite of eggs.  Larry 

and Ann talked about the time Reed sent them on a 

cruise to the Bahamas, and how they had the time of 

their lives. 

“They still talk about it after three years,” 

Reed rolled his eyes, but it was heartfelt.  He loved 

his parents unconditionally and they looked at him 

with adoration for the son they raised.  Reed 

Sullivan was a good man, and he was pure.   

“We swam with dolphins and stayed up 

entirely too late.  There was so much to do,” Ann 

smiled at her husband and I saw Reed cringe.  It 

was beautiful that they still had that type of love 

after all these years.  My heart flipped when I 

thought of our future.  As of right now, I don’t 

know if I could give Reed a future that he wanted. 
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“Hey,” he whispered next to me.  When I 

looked up, he looked concerned.  “Everything 

okay?” 

“Sure,” I smiled.  He leaned over and kissed 

my cheek in front of his parents.  I froze, but 

relaxed at their smiles.  He loved me and didn’t care 

who noticed. 

Looking at his watch, Reed sighed, “I’m 

sorry Ma, but we need to get going so we can catch 

our flight.” 

“It’s okay son,” she set her napkin aside and 

stood up from the table.  “Promise to come by when 

you get home?” 

“Sure thing,” I interrupted him, and took my 

plate into the kitchen.  Ann met me by the sink. 

“I’m glad you are better, dear.  I’ve been so 

worried.  If you need to talk,” she paused, tears in 

her eyes.  “If you need anything, anytime of the day 

or night, please call me.” 

“Thanks, Mrs. S,” I hugged her tightly and 

tried to keep from crying.  She was the mother I 

wish I still had.  She sighed into my hair, before I 

finally pulled back.  We both had unshed tears in 

our eyes.  “I’m going to be okay.” 

She nodded and touched my cheek, “Yes, 

beautiful girl.  I think you are.”  We hugged again 

and finally Reed and Larry came into the kitchen.  

We parted ways and headed for the plane to take us 

away to paradise.  I just hope this time would help 

me get back to my old self. 
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Reed 
 

My mother’s tears tore at my heart.  I knew 

what she was remembering as she held Liana in her 

arms.  Sabrina, my long lost sister, was not here 

anymore for my mother to hold and protect.  The 

loss of a child, I imagined, had to be the worst type 

of pain to strike a family. 

I’m glad that she loved Liana as much as I 

did, and Liana enjoyed herself every time we came 

over.  She was the little tag-a-long that followed 

Gabe around when we were younger.  She survived 

the brutal older teenage friends of her brother, and 

turned out to be just as tough as Gabe.  We took her 

into our fold and have watched over her until she 

decided she wanted to get out on her own.  Gabe 

wouldn’t accept that and had bought her a place in 

Phoenix, so she didn’t have to worry about bills.  

She had a great job in the book publishing industry 

and she loved it, but the attack had her quitting her 

job suddenly.  She was currently living off the 

money she had in savings.  I didn’t like it at all.  

She needed to work.  It was one of the things that 

kept her grounded. 

We boarded the private jet a few minutes 

before ten in the morning.  The captain was already 

in his seat and the one flight attendant welcomed us 

onto the plane.   

“Mr. Sullivan,” she smiled.  “Ms. Miller.  

Can I get you anything before we depart?” 

“No thank you,” Li said from the couch on 

the left side of the plane.   

“Not right now,” I replied. 
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“We should be taking off in about ten 

minutes.  If you’ll get buckled in, then we can get 

going.” 

I watched as she went to the cockpit and told 

them we were ready to go.  I sat next to Liana and 

buckled in.  Liana snuggled into my side.  “I’m glad 

we went to see your folks.” 

“Me too,” I agreed.  “Mom was happy to see 

you.” 

“Yeah, I think so,” she sighed.  “She’s really 

great, Reed.” 

“She is,” I kissed her head.  “Are you 

ready?” 

“Yeah, I am,” she smiled up at me and my 

heart jumped in my chest.  I haven’t seen that smile 

in almost a year.  That was my Li looking back at 

me.  They old Liana. 

I pulled her to my lips before I realized what 

I was doing.  I demanded she open her lips, with a 

heavy press of my tongue.  She moaned and 

complied; her tiny, warm tongue caught mine in a 

heated kiss that seared my senses. 

The plane’s movement stopped us from 

going further.  When I pulled away, Liana’s lips 

were red and swollen from my torture to them.  A 

slight blush covered her cheekbones and I knew if I 

touched her between her legs, she’d be wet for me.  

I had to adjust my cock to decrease the pressure in 

my jeans. 

Wrapping my arm around her, I pulled her 

against my heart, and kissed the top of her temple, 

“Alright darlin’, what’s the first thing you want to 

do when we get to the island?” 

“What time will we be arriving?” she asked, 

her big blue eyes looked up into mine, and I stroked 
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her cheek for a moment.  I was just so happy she 

was okay, and in my arms. 

“It will be around dusk,” I said.   

“I think just dinner, then bed,” she blushed.  

“Maybe a late night walk on the beach?” 

“Whatever you want,” I promised. 

The flight was long and quiet.  We spent 

most of the time tangled up on the couch.  The 

satellite television played a movie that I really 

didn’t pay much attention too.  Having Liana to 

myself was enough entertainment for me to be 

happy.  The fact that we wouldn’t have access to the 

outside world for the next few months was a 

welcomed reprieve from the craziness of my life. 

A little part of my mind worried what would 

happen when we went back on tour next year.  

Could we still make this relationship work?  Would 

Liana leave me, like she’d done so many times 

before? 

In all honesty, I was a roamer, never staying 

in one place long enough.  I loved my job and my 

life, but I wanted more with Liana.  It was our time 

now, and I hoped that we could come to a common 

ground before we tour next.  Because, if we didn’t, I 

don’t know if I could give her up for Glory Days.  

My priorities had taken a shift over the past year.  

Liana was now my number one concern. 

“Hey,” she said as she rubbed her tiny hand 

over my knee.  “What’s got your mind reeling?  

You look like you’re trying to solve world peace in 

there.” 

“Nothing,” I smiled.  “Do you want 

something to eat?” 

“I’m good,” she looked away, and I knew 

she still had problems now and again with her 
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appetite.  That’s part of the depression, or at least 

that was what the shrink told Gabe. 

“You need to eat,” I growled at her.  She 

nodded and I left her on the couch to find the 

attendant who was up in the front of the plane.  The 

sandwiches were already made and I grabbed two 

sodas for us.  We ate in silence and I didn’t want to 

watch her eat, but she needed to gain back the 

weight she’d lost since the attack.   

“That was good,” she moaned and wiped her 

pouty lips with the napkin.  “I was really hungry.” 

“I wish you’d eat more, baby.  I’m worried 

about you,” I admitted, taking her plate.  

“I’m fine,” she huffed.  “I’m better.” 

“I know you are,” I lied.  She wasn’t better, 

but pointing out her problems right now wasn’t in 

order.  When I held her, I could still feel every bone 

in her body.  She’d always been small, but her body 

had lost its natural shine over the past year.   

“No you don’t,” she sighed.  “Reed, I’m not 

better.  I’m floating day to day.  I’m existing more 

than living and I’m tired of it.  I just want to get 

back to my old self.  I mean…look at me.  I’m a 

skeleton and I don’t sleep well at night, I can’t eat 

properly.”   

The big tear that escaped her eye was caught 

by my thumb and wiped away.  My wish was to be 

able to wipe away all the pain for her, but I didn’t 

know how. 

“Will you ever tell me what happened?” 

“No,” she shook her head.  “Reed, you 

couldn’t live with it.” 

“You can’t live with it alone, darlin’,” I said, 

swallowing the lump that had lodged in my throat.  

“I can handle it.” 
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“I don’t think you can,” she took a deep 

breath.  “Maybe someday, but I can’t promise you 

anything.” 

“As long as you know that I am here when 

you’re ready,” I touched her cheek, and she melted 

into my hand and nodded.  Little did she know, I 

already knew what happened to her.  Well, not 

exactly, but I had a really good idea.  Those images 

made me sick and angry. 

We spent the rest of the flight under a 

blanket.  Liana dozed off about halfway through the 

flight and I let her use me as her pillow, thankful for 

our time together.  Finally, I had Liana Elise Miller 

to myself.  She was mine.   
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Chapter 3 

 
Liana 

 
The nightmare woke me up around three in 

the morning.  Thankfully, Reed slept through my 

sudden gasp when I came awake.  Sweat beaded on 

my forehead and I slid carefully out of the huge 

overstuffed bed.  Once in the bathroom, I used the 

cold water to splash my face and to calm my nerves.  

Gritting my teeth, I tried not to let the dream bother 

me.  It was just a dream; not the actual attack. 

He still came to me at night, when I would 

be deep in sleep.  His dirty hands hurting me, 

punching me, and clawing at my skin.  Jonathan’s 

words echoed through my head as he would kick 

me repeatedly, cussing Mary’s name.  The things he 

did, and the things he told me he would do to Mary 

when he got his hands on her, would forever be 

burned into my memory. 

Reed wanted me to tell him what had 

happened, but I would take those memories to my 

grave.  Not even my brother, Gabe, knew the extent 

of my attack.  Only the police, doctors, and shrink 

knew exactly what went down that night, and since 

my recorded statements will be played in court, then 

they eventually would know too.   

Being far away didn’t help.  I knew that 

Mary would be giving her testimony later in the 

day.  I also knew that the trail would begin in two 

short weeks.  My goal would be to get myself so 

immersed in this vacation that I forgot which day 

began and which one ended.  Maybe I could forget 
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everything for the next few months, or however 

long we planned on staying here. 

Reed told me that we could stay the whole 

year if we wanted, but I didn’t want to be away 

from Gabe and Mary that long.  A few weeks, 

maybe a couple of months would be nice.  I’d miss 

everyone too much, and there was the little thing 

about my job back in Phoenix.  

They told me I was welcome back whenever 

I was ready.  But was I ever going to be ready?  

Reed and I had finally come to an agreement that 

we were going to be together regardless of Glory 

Days.  Someday I’d like to write my own book and 

become the author I always wanted to be, but chose 

to work in the industry instead. 

I heard Reed stir out in the bedroom.  My 

name rasped from his lips.  He’d be in the bathroom 

in the next few seconds if I didn’t call out to him.   

“In here,” I spoke softly, not wanting to 

alarm him. 

He rounded the corner in nothing but a pair 

of boxer briefs that hugged his ass just right.  His 

scratched his bare tanned chest with one hand, 

while he rubbed his sleepy eye with the other. 

“You okay,” he yawned. 

“Yeah,” I admitted, and I didn’t lie.  “I’m 

coming back to bed.  You go on.” 

“’Kay,” he said, sleepily.   

I followed and crawled up next to him, 

where he pulled me over to his chest.  This was 

where he wanted me, all the time.  He told me once 

that he slept better with me completely against him.  

The sleeping on his chest thing came from those 

nights long ago when we would sneak time together 

on the old tour bus with the twin sized bunks.  It 
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was the only way we’d fit in there, and the sleeping 

pattern just stuck. 

We never made it for a walk on the beach 

when we had settled in our room.  It was dark when 

we arrived at the little villa on the north side of the 

island.  The walkway up to our place was lit with 

tiny white lights and there were candles 

illuminating in the interior.  The place was small, 

but enough for the two of us.  The bedroom had a 

super-sized king bed with a fluffy white duvet 

cover, the furniture was made of wicker and the 

living room had no television or computers.  

Thankfully our phones still had service.  The little 

kitchenette off the living room had a small 

refrigerator and stove for cooking light meals, and a 

table that sat two people.  The windows remained 

opened because the ocean breeze cooled the place 

down.  I could hear the waves crashing below us, 

since the ocean was within steps from our bed. 

I rolled off of him and then pushed my back 

against Reed so that I could look out toward the 

water.  The moon was full and it reflected off the 

rippling waves.  The other villas on the island were 

as secluded as ours.  We could probably go days 

without seeing another guest, and I was fine with 

that.  Reed told me that they’d stocked the place 

with snacks and drinks, but our food would be 

delivered to the room at mealtimes and that we 

wouldn’t have to worry about anything while we 

were here. 

A knock on the door had my eyes flying 

open.  I didn’t remember falling back asleep.  Reed 

was already awake and at the door.  I could see his 

back from my spot on the bed.  A guy dressed in 

white cotton pants and a matching top came in with 
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a rolling cart of food.  This must be our breakfast.  

The young man couldn’t have been seventeen years 

old.  His dark hair fell haphazardly across his 

forehead.  He smiled when he looked past Reed and 

made eye contact with me.  I shivered and pulled 

the covers up higher over my chest.  Reed stepped 

between us and handed the kid some money, before 

sending him on his way. 

“Are you ready to eat,” he asked after he 

closed the door. 

“Sure,” I said, as I climbed from the bed.  I 

walked barefoot across the cold tile floor.  Reed was 

setting a plate of eggs, toast and bacon out for each 

of us.  I snatched a carton of orange juice from the 

cart and took my seat.  There was a carafe of coffee 

already on the table.  I poured us both a cup.  Reed 

took his black, but I added cream and sugar to mine. 

“What do you want to do today?” he asked 

after we’d eaten most of our food.  

“Probably lay out on the beach,” I shrugged.  

“I just want to relax.” 

“Sounds good to me,” he agreed.  “I’ll clean 

this up if you want to go shower.” 

The shower was welcomed, but I quickly got 

dressed so that we could spend our day on the 

beach.  There were two padded lounge chairs with a 

blue and white striped umbrella shading both spots.  

I closed the umbrella and laid out a towel on the 

chair.   

The young man appeared quietly and handed 

us a bucket with iced bottle water in it.  He left after 

telling us he’d be back in an hour to see if we 

needed anything.  The kid looked intimidated by 

Reed’s massive size, and I found that a little funny.  

Reed was a gentle as they come. 
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“What’s so funny,” he asked as he took the 

chair next to mine.  He removed his shirt and for a 

second, I lost all coherent thoughts.  My sex 

throbbed from watching him move.  The dragon 

tattoo on his back flexed and I wanted to reach out 

and touch it, but I didn’t.   

“That kid’s scared of you,” I giggled.   

“What,” he looked offended.  “Am I not 

scary to you?”  He puffed out his chest and that 

made me laugh harder. 

“Not really,” I admitted, then squealed when 

he tossed an ice cube on my stomach.  “Hey!  

That’s not fair.” 

“Yes it is,” he laughed and leaned over to 

kiss me passionately on the lips.  His tongue 

demanded entrance and I complied with no 

arguments.  His velvety tongue dueled with mine, 

slowly at first, but with a greedy hunger soon after.  

Reed always kissed me like it would be his last 

time. 

My hand moved up his forearm, past his 

elbow, to grab at the massive expanse of his 

shoulder.  Just gripping his hot skin did things to 

my womb that had me wanting to take him back up 

to the villa for an afternoon inside.   

He pulled away too soon and I frowned, “I 

wasn’t done with you.”   

Reed’s smile almost undid me.  Why did he 

have to be so amazing?  The moan that slipped from 

my chest caused me to blush and Reed to give me a 

knowing look. 

“Do we need to go back inside?” he asked as 

he reached over to take my hand.  He rubbed circles 

on the back of my knuckles and I squeezed my 

thighs together. 
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“No,” I smiled widely.  “I’m good.”  That 

was a lie.  I was on fire and all I wanted to do was 

to climb on top of him and have my wicked way 

with his sexy body. 

“Okay,” he leaned back in his chair, smiling 

like a damn Cheshire cat.  He knew what I wanted 

and usually he gave it to me.  If he was going to 

play a game, then I was going to make him work for 

it. 

 

Reed 
 

She was pushing my buttons.  Little Liana 

Miller was walking away from me in a tiny bikini 

that covered practically nothing.  The ocean blue 

color blended well with her natural skin.  She 

usually kept a good tan all year round, but since the 

attack, she was pale, and I didn’t like it.  The dark 

tresses of her hair reached the small of her back in a 

wavy point.  Her luscious ass swished with each 

step she took toward the water.  When the cool 

water hit her toes, she jumped back and laughed.  

That sound alone was better than any music I could 

make in a studio. 

She looked over her shoulder and pouted 

when I shook my head.  I wasn’t ready to get in the 

water just yet.  I was too busy hiding an erection 

from the visual of her alone on the beach, playing in 

the water.  Every so often, she’d lean over to pick 

up a seashell; the swell of her breasts peeking out 

over her top sent an erotic tingle up my spine.  I 

found myself sitting up on the lounge chair, my feet 

on either side.  My hands ached to touch her, to 
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hold her, to make love to her, but I let her have her 

fun.   

We had all night.  

Voices had me turning around.  There were 

two men coming from the east side of the beach.  

They were both laughing loudly and obnoxiously.  

If I didn’t know any better, I’d swear they’re drunk.  

From my point on the beach, I could see them 

approaching Liana.  She looked up from the water 

and saw them coming, about the same time I stood 

up from my chair.  When her eyes met mine, I knew 

she was uncomfortable.  I gave my head a jerk, 

indicating I wanted her up here with me, but they 

were moving faster.  At this point, they hadn’t 

noticed me, only her. 

My pulse quickened as I started toward her.  

She ducked her head and started walking toward 

me.  One man said hello to her, but Liana ignored 

him.  His friend frowned and watched her walk 

away.  Before they could call out another greeting, I 

was taking her into my arms. 

“It’s going to be okay,” I whispered.  She 

wrapped her arms around my waist and leaned her 

face into my chest.  She shivered from something 

waging a war in her mind.   

The men took in my protective stance and 

nodded politely before continuing past our little 

spot on the beach.  They never looked back.  I think 

we may have overreacted.   

“I thought this place was going to be 

private,” she shivered again.   

“It is, but the beach is open to any guest.  

Our villa is secluded, just like the others.  I don’t 

think they meant any harm, darlin’, but we’ll keep 

an eye out.”  She needed reassurance that I wasn’t 
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going to think she was crazy for being afraid of 

strangers.  Hell, I didn’t blame her for being leery of 

them, because I was too. 

“I’m sorry,” she sighed and then released 

me.  “People I don’t know make me nervous.” 

“I understand,” I took her hand into mine 

and pulled her back out toward the water.  

The waves were small and the water was 

clear as we swam together.  Little fish darted around 

where we could see them under the clear water.  

Liana would jump and laugh when one would brush 

against her tiny legs.  She was beautiful with her 

hair dripping wet.  She didn’t need to wear makeup 

or dress in expensive clothes to show her beauty.  

Liana was a natural. 

“Come here,” I said as she tried to swim by.  

Wrapping my arms around her, I pulled her up so 

that her eyes were level with mine.  The moment I 

touched her pouty lips, I felt myself harden with the 

desire to be inside her.  Her softness molded against 

my hard body.  Everyone thought of me as a gentle 

giant, but my need to be sated with her body 

sometimes made me feel like the bad boy I was.  

Being with Liana brought out the best in me, but 

when we were alone, I was like a savage beast with 

her welcoming body. 

Liana wrapped her arms around my neck 

and squeezed me tight against her.  My tongue 

pressed demandingly against her bottom lip; she 

opened immediately.  Our heavy breathing mingled, 

and I slid one hand down to massage the globes of 

her luscious ass.  She ground her sex against my 

cock; the heat from her pussy forced my legs to 

move.  She wrapped her legs around my waist as I 
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walked out of the water.  Leaving everything on the 

beach, I took us immediately to the villa. 

Her top came off with one tug on the skimpy 

string at her back.  The strings at the side of her tiny 

bottoms came off with the same ease.  She smelled 

of coconut oil, from the tanning lotion she’d applied 

earlier.  I licked the spot over her shoulder, biting 

down to hold her to me. 

My lips found the sweet spot below her ear 

and I felt her shiver when I took the soft skin with 

my teeth.  Her nails dug into my shoulders; I 

growled from the pleasured pain it sent down my 

spine.  When she twined her fingers in the hair at 

my nape, I moved from her neck to her nipple.  

Taking the tightened peak into my mouth, I walked 

her over to the table and laid her out like a feast.   

Stepping back, I pushed down my shorts; 

taking my aching cock into my hand.  The desire in 

her deep blue eyes were almost my undoing.  “You 

want this,” I said, stroking it slowly.  The feel was 

nothing compared to her tight channel, but the 

anticipation of being inside her sent chills across my 

body. 

“I want you,” she purred.  “Anyway I can 

have you, baby.”  She slid those tiny fingers down 

her taught belly and over her mound to part her pink 

lips for my view.  Her middle finger circled her clit 

and my mouth watered from the visual.   

“Keep touching,” I whispered.  “I want to 

watch you pleasure yourself.” 

Her head rolled back on the hard table as she 

took two fingers and immediately thrust them inside 

her tight pussy.  The sound of her wetness against 

her fingers had me wanting to come in my own 

hand.   
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When she mewled with her building desire, I 

pulled her hand away and guided myself into her 

tight pussy.  Liana’s hips rotated against my groin 

forcing my cock deeper inside.  I leaned over and 

rutted against her sex like an animal, and she took 

everything I gave her.  She’s always accepted me 

for the fierce desire I exert every time we’ve made 

love. 

Her nails bit into my ass as she grunted with 

every thrust I gave her.  My mouth found her 

earlobe and I bit down on it gently.  Her lips 

descend on the spot where my neck met my 

shoulder and she clamped down harder, causing my 

cock to swell with excitement. 

Pulling back, I looked down where our 

bodies are joined.  “So beautiful,” I breathed 

heavily.  Her pussy tightened down on my cock, 

again, and she started to chant my name. 

“Reed…please,” she begged.  “Harder.” 

Her wetness pooled around my cock when 

she came undone.  Despite her sex clenching around 

me, I held off my own release.  When she fell limp 

against the table, I picked her up, never losing our 

connection and took her to the bed.  She moaned 

against my neck as I laid her out on the bed.  I 

pulled her dark hair up and fanned it out across the 

pillow.  She looked like a dark nymph waiting for 

me against the white sheets. 

“Open for me,” I urged, nudging her knee 

with my hand.  When she complied, I buried my 

face into her sweet pussy, tasting her desire against 

my tongue. I sucked on her swollen clit when she 

tugged harder on my hair.  The pain only urging me 

to devour her more. 

“Reed,” she panted.   
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I thrust two fingers inside her pussy and let 

her next orgasm roll out against my hand.  Biting 

the inside of her thighs, she bucked against me one 

last time, before slumping down on the bed.   

Rolling us over, I pulled her on top of me.  

Her lazy body draped over mine as I took myself 

with one hand and guided my cock into her soaking 

wet sex.  She took me with one thrust and let me 

control the speed.   

Her lips latched onto my own tight nipple as 

I held onto her hips, pulling her up and down on my 

shaft.  “Feels so good,” I chanted into her temple.   

“I can’t,” she panted.  “Feels so good.”   

Her denial of another orgasm spurred me on 

to prove her wrong.  Lifting my hips, I slammed my 

cock into her over and over again, until I felt the 

unmistakable pulsing of her intimate flesh against 

mine.  

“Come for me.  One more time, baby,” I 

begged.   

Taking her lips, I swallowed her cried of 

pleasure when she came the last time.  My own seed 

burst forward into her, pulsating deep, weeping for 

her body.  The tingling raced up my spine causing 

my eyes to roll into the back of my head.  I closed 

my eyes and let the sensations overtake me.   

When we finally stilled, I kept my eyes 

closed and when I finally let sleep take me over, 

Liana was already curled up on my chest like a 

contented cat. 
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Chapter 4 

 
Liana 

 
Dinner was delivered a few hours later, and 

I didn’t even have the energy to sit up in the bed.  

We’d only stopped making love to have lunch 

around noon.  Reed was setting food out on the 

table in the little kitchen.  He was wearing a pair of 

black cotton lounge pants and no shirt, his dragon 

tattoo stared back at me as if it was watching me 

too.  My protectors, no matter which way he was 

looking. 

Emerald eyes met mine and he smiled, 

“Hey, darlin’.  Are you going to come eat?” 

“No,” I pouted.  “I really don’t want to 

move.”  I pulled the white sheet up to my chin and 

shook my head.  My body was languid and sated, 

and I just wanted to stay in bed.   

“Not even for enchiladas,” he asked.  He 

knew those were my weakness. 

“Chicken?” I raised an eyebrow at him.  On 

his nod, I tossed the covers and grabbed his Nirvana 

shirt off the back of the chair, slipping it over my 

nude body. 

“You didn’t have to get dressed,” he smiled.  

I ignored his comment and found my seat at the 

table.  The cook at this place was quickly becoming 

my favorite person.  The cheesy goodness called to 

me as Reed served a helping on my plate. 

“I really wish I knew how to cook,” I 

admitted after swallowing a sour cream covered 

piece of heaven.  I moaned seductively when I 

forked the next bite. 
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“If you keep making those sounds, then I’ll 

teach you everything you need to know,” he 

laughed.  He closed his eyes and moaned just as I 

did when the flavor hit his tongue.  I raised an 

eyebrow and we both laughed before diving into our 

plates. 

“Mom was too sick to teach us anything,” I 

shrugged.  “God knows my brother tried to cook, 

and we all know how that ends up.”  In fact, Gabe 

had given the band food poisoning one year right 

before the annual awards ceremony.  I still don’t 

know how they were able to perform that night, but, 

as always, they nailed it. 

“Ugh,” he shivered.  “Don’t remind me.” 

“I’ve never in my life taken care of such big 

ole babies as I did with all of you,” I rolled my eyes.  

“I’m just glad I didn’t eat what he’d made.  What 

was it anyway?” 

“Some type of casserole,” he laughed.  “It 

looked good.”   

We fell into a comfortable conversation 

about the band.  I missed my brother, but I was also 

happy to be with Reed.  There were no restrictions 

on us anymore.  The years of sneaking around like 

two horny teenagers was over. 

“Did you have fun in Europe,” I asked after 

I’d taken the last bite on my plate. 

“Not really,” he scowled.  “I mostly slept.” 

“You didn’t do anything,” I questioned.  It 

wasn’t like them not to adventure out when they 

were overseas. 

“No,” he said standing up from the table to 

take his plate back to the cart.  “We only did the 

interviews in the mornings and shows at night.  We 

went straight to the hotel after each show.  Ash was 
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worried about Mary and Ivy.”  He gave me a 

knowing look.   

Reed didn’t say it, but I knew he had been 

worried about me too.  While they were overseas, 

he called several times a day.  Even with the time 

change, he always seemed to know when I was 

awake.  Not once did he ever wake me in the night 

with a phone call. 

“I’m going to be okay, Reed,” I blurted out.  

He froze and turned to me.  “I just want you to 

know.”  I stacked my silverware on the plate and 

stood up, taking it over to the cart. 

He took my hands in his and stared at them 

thoughtfully for a long time.  Something was 

waging a war in his mind, and he looked sad.   

“I want to kill him,” he whispered.  The 

words shot fear up my spine.  “For what he did to 

you, it kills me, baby.  You could’ve died.”  

“But I didn’t,” I replied, touching the side of 

his face.  He leaned into my palm and sighed.  “I 

didn’t, Reed.  I survived…I will survive.” 

“Oh, baby,” his voice faltered before he 

pulled me to his chest.  Reed had been strong during 

all of this.  Why is he now breaking down? 

“Reed,” I mumbled against his chest, but he 

didn’t move.  Reed kept his strong arms around me 

protectively.  “What brought this on?” I finally 

managed to say when he loosened his hold on me. 

“Nothing,” he growled.  “Nothing.” 

“It’s not “nothing”,” I argued.  “Where did 

you go just now?  Because you look torn…angry.  

Did I do something?” 

“God, no,” he gasped, his eyes pleading.  

“Never, Li.  You did nothing wrong in this whole 
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fucked up situation.”  His eyes turned dark and I 

stepped back. 

“Reed,” I swallowed hard.  “Baby, you’re 

scaring me.”  I put the chair between us.  Gone was 

my gentle giant and in its place was someone I 

didn’t know.  Someone I didn’t want to know.  His 

face contorted into something different.  Anger and 

conflict flashed across his face. 

“Sorry,” he chanted.  “Sorry, I…I just get so 

angry.” 

He reached for me, but I didn’t go to him.  

“It’s over…the attack.  If we look back and dwell 

on it, Reed.  Then he wins, and I don’t want him to 

win.” 

“No,” he shook his head.  “He’ll never win.  

I will never let anything happen to you again.”  

“Okay,” I whispered.  “It’s going to be okay.  

I shouldn’t have brought it up.”   

“I want you to talk to me,” he admitted with 

a small voice.  “As much as you think I can’t handle 

it, I assure you I can.”  He came to me then and I let 

him pull me into his strong arms. 

Shaking my head, I had no words for him.  I 

couldn’t even begin to speak the words of the things 

that were done to me; of the suffering I had at the 

hands of a monster.  He would never understand.  

He said he could handle it, but from the change I’d 

just witnessed in him…I don’t think he could. 

“I’m going to take a bath,” I whispered, 

pulling away from him. 

“Okay,” he said.  “I’ll be in here.” 

Leaving him to clean up, I started the water 

in the huge claw foot tub.  Once inside, I let my sore 

muscles relax in the hot water.  The lavender 

scented bubble bath I’d found under the counter 
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helped calm my nerves.  Closing my eyes, I drifted 

away for awhile.  I had to clear my mind, because if 

I didn’t, the nightmares would reappear tonight.   

That was something I don’t think either one 

of us could handle at the moment. 

 

Reed 
 

Hanging my head, I stayed on the couch 

while she soaked in the tub…alone.  I should be in 

there, but the more I thought about what she’d been 

through, the angrier I became.  Knowing what was 

done to my sister had me imagining all kinds of 

things that had happened with Liana.   

I wanted to do right by Liana, but my brain 

only desired blood for that asshole who harmed her.  

Nights that she woke up from the dreams, I wanted 

to kill him.  I wanted him to suffer for the things 

he’d done, for the things men like that have done to 

women everywhere.   

How could a man do those things out of a 

deep hatred, or some sick perversions?  This anger 

inside of me had been building for almost a year 

now.  And that was what we would be coming up 

on soon…a year since the attack. 

The bruises and broken bones have healed, 

but the scars, inside and out are still visible.  I 

wanted to be the right person to help her, but could I 

get past my anger to actually succeed in her 

recovery? 

I don’t have an answer for that. 

Reigning in my anger, I sighed heavily and 

walked into the bathroom. She was completely 

covered up in bubbles, only her beautiful face and 
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raven hair sticking out of the water; her eyes were 

closed. 

“Li,” I announced, so that I wouldn’t scare 

her. 

“Hmm,” she moaned.  “I’m not getting out.” 

“You don’t have too,” I laughed, then sat 

cross legged on the floor.  I found the rag hanging 

on the side of the tub.  Dipping it in the water, I 

grabbed the bar of soap and lathered it up.  I found 

her arm under the water and smiled when she 

moaned as I washed her.   

My little pixie was happy, for once.  The 

satisfied smile on her face spurred on my 

ministrations with the cloth.  After dropping her 

arm, I snaked my hand through the water, watching 

her jump and giggle when I’d touch part of her 

thigh, the back of her knee, and finally her sensitive 

feet.  Her nails were painted black to match her hair.  

I kissed the bubbles on the top of her foot, before 

washing that leg.  We did this for awhile; me 

searching for body parts to wash, all the while Liana 

kept her eyes closed and a satisfied smile plastered 

on her face. 

“Are you ready to get out now,” I asked. 

“No,” she shook her head.  “Water’s not 

cold yet.” 

“I think you need to get out,” I said, half a 

second before I reached into the water and lifted her 

out quickly.   

“Reed”, she cried out.  “I wasn’t ready to get 

out!” 

“I want you out,” I demanded.  When I 

tossed her on the overstuffed bed, she started 

backing up, but the heat in her eyes told me she 
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wanted me.  Her nipples were still covered in 

bubbles when I removed my shirt. 

“You’re going to be covered in bubbles,” 

she warned.   

“I don’t care,” I growled.  “I want to see 

you…all of you.  Open for me.”  Yes I was being 

demanding, but I needed her under me. 

She complied and I pulled her to the edge of 

the bed, so that I could kneel down to taste her 

desire for me.  Heaven assaulted my senses on the 

first taste of her sweet heat.  She writhed under my 

tongue; my hands held her thighs to the bed.   

“Reed,” she moaned.  “Please, baby.  I…I 

need…more.”  Ignoring her pleas, I took her clit 

between my teeth and used the flat of my tongue to 

roll it hard.  When she clawed at my scalp with her 

nails, I knew she was about to explode against my 

face.  I let her ride her orgasm out before I finally 

gave her what she was needing. 

Keeping her thighs pressed to the mattress, I 

entered her swiftly.   Her tiny hands came up to 

hold on to my forearms.  She looked like a wet 

dream sprawled out beneath me on the bed, bubbles 

still clinging to her skin.  I ached to have her against 

me, so I scooped her up with one arm, pulling her to 

my chest.  Her tiny frame clung to my body as I 

readjusted us on the bed; her on top, riding me. 

She was so languid, that I just thrust up 

inside her tight pussy.  The moisture pooled 

between us. “So wet for me, darlin’,” I praised her.  

“Mine! Tell me you’re mine!”  My barbaric 

behavior was normal for us, and she understood the 

importance of my claim on her.  She was mine. 

“Y…yours,” she moaned.  “Please…take 

me…now.”  Her sex clamped down rhythmically on 
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my cock and her orgasm spurred her up off my 

chest.  She placed her hands on my stomach and 

used that as leverage to force my cock deeper inside 

her. 

She was so beautiful riding atop me, her 

breasts, while only a few bubbles left on them, 

bounced with each thrust.  My Liana…my life. 

She reached behind her and cupped my balls 

in her tiny hands.  A fissure of awareness shot up 

my spine when she rolled them gently with her 

fingers.  “Come for me,” she urged. 

With one hand on her hip and the other 

massaging her breast, I let my eyes roll in the back 

of my head and I felt the first spasm of my release.  

Liana’s harsh intake of breath told me she felt it too. 

I rolled us over, so that I had more thrust 

against her sex.  She was still wrapped around me 

when I finally stilled.  I took her mouth with mine 

and used my tongue to pressure her lips to part.  We 

kissed as if we had all the time in the world.  In fact, 

we did have a lot of time together.   

We spent the rest of the night tangled up in 

the bed, on the couch, two times on the table, and 

once on the floor, because there was no way we 

were going to make it to the bed for a second time.  

When she fell asleep in my arms, I took her to the 

bed and let her fall asleep against my chest. 

Where she belonged. 
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Chapter 5 

 
Liana 

 
My dreams were coming true.  The nights 

I’d cried myself asleep in my lonely bed in Phoenix 

were finally over.  The emptiness I’d felt was now 

replaced with…joy.  I still had worries about when 

this year long hiatus was over with Glory Days.  

What would happen then?  Would we go back to 

our shattered relationship?  Because that’s basically 

what it was…shattered.  There had never been a 

time that we were one hundred percent together.  

Until now. 

Thunder rumbled off in the distance and I 

got up to look out the window at the gray and blue 

clouds approaching the island.  I looked around the 

villa and hoped that the storm wasn’t going to be all 

that bad, and if it was, I hoped the place would stay 

standing.  The windows were still open and I let the 

wind blow around my body.  I was wearing a white 

cotton, sleeveless dress, and the slight chill on the 

air caused bumps to raise on my arms.  I rubbed 

them away and continued to watch the waves 

crashing in. 

I’d slept sound the night before.  Somehow, 

Reed had kept the nightmares away.  I felt better, 

but not quite whole.  My hand moved to my lower 

stomach.  I’d received news from the doctors that I 

hadn’t shared with anyone; not even Mary, my best 

friend. 

The damage to my womb, from Jonathan’s 

brutal beatings, was most likely permanent.  As of 

the last check, which was almost six months ago, I 
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was infertile.  The scar tissue was just too bad.  I 

still took birth control pills, just in case, but I was 

really kidding myself.  The test showed that I was 

ruined.  

Reed would make a great father, but I 

wasn’t going to be the one to give him children.  

How could I tell him that I couldn’t get pregnant?  

How would he handle it?  Could he handle it?   

A tear escaped the corner of my eye, and I 

wiped it away quickly.  He was in the shower and I 

knew he’d be done soon.  The last thing I wanted 

him seeing was my tears.  The young man who 

brought food was hurrying down the path from the 

main lodge, looking out toward the storm.  I left the 

bedroom and met him at the door. 

“Here,” I said.  “Let me help, so you can get 

back.”   

“Thank you, miss,” he nodded and pushed 

the cart inside the kitchen. 

I reached inside my purse and grabbed a tip.  

“Now hurry along,” I pushed the money into his 

hand.  “That storm looks bad.” 

He didn’t say another word as he ran back 

up the path.  I watched him until he was out of sight 

and was thankful the rain held off just long enough 

to let him get back.  When I felt the first drops of 

rain through the open windows, I reached for the 

sashes, pulling them closed.  By the time Reed 

emerged from the bathroom, the front of my white 

dress was splattered with tiny raindrops, and his 

eyes darkened from the sight.  I wasn’t wearing a 

bra. 

“I hope that little guy didn’t see you like 

this,” he growled protectively.   
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“No,” I laughed and closed the two 

remaining windows in the bedroom.  Reed was 

standing there with a fluffy towel slung low on his 

tanned hips.  He looked better than any meal that 

kid may have served us for lunch.  My stomach 

growled, breaking the heated glares we were 

throwing off. 

“Come on,” I scoffed.  “Let’s eat.” 

The lights flickered while we ate our lunch.  

A few times I jumped at the loud cracks of thunder.  

Eventually, the lights went dark, and never came 

back on.   

“Still afraid of storms,” he mumbled around 

a bite of his sandwich. 

“It doesn’t storm in Phoenix,” I huffed. 

“Yes it does,” he laughed.  “You have those 

monsoon things.” 

“Yeah,” I pointed my fork at him.  “But this 

is like a freaking hurricane.  Did you see the palm 

trees blowing?  And the waves?  They’re huge!” 

“If you’re scared, I’ll protect you,” he 

smiled smugly.  I rolled my eyes and didn’t give 

him the satisfaction of an answer.   

  Taking the plate back over to the cart, I 

piled all of our dishes on top.  Reed was checking 

his phone for the weather, then frowned.  “Service 

is out.” 

“Really,” I shivered.  “It must be really bad 

out there.” 

He pulled me into his arms and kissed my 

head, “It’ll pass, and then we can go borrow Jet 

Ski’s tomorrow.”  Reed’s eyes sparkled with 

excitement at getting on those death traps. 

“Sounds fun,” I rolled my eyes.  There were 

all kinds of recreational things to do on the island, 
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and if he wanted to go play, then I was all for it, but 

his enthusiasm was comical.  His amazing green 

eyes always sparkled when he played with new 

toys, and this was no exception. 

My phone rang from the bedroom, and I 

frowned.  I thought cell service was down.  I 

realized it was more spotty than out when I 

answered the phone.  

“Liana…okay…storms,” Mary’s choppy 

voice sounded through the phone. 

“You’re breaking up,” I yelled, as if she 

would be able to hear me better if I spoke louder.  

“We are okay.  The cell service sucks, but as soon 

as it is up, we’ll call.” 

I looked at the phone and it was blank.  The 

service was definitely out now.  We were just going 

to have to wait for the storms to pass.  

I watched Reed out of the corner of my eye.  

He checked the latches on the windows to make 

sure they were secure before coming to me on the 

couch.  I could tell he was worried, but I didn’t 

mention it to him.  I’d let him do the worrying for 

the both of us.   

 

Reed 
 

The night turned into the storm of the 

century.  I wasn’t worried about the villa blowing 

away like Li obviously was.  The poor thing would 

shiver every time the walls would pop or creak.  

She was huddled up on the couch with the throw 

pillows around her legs, her knees were pulled up to 

her chin. 
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“It’s really bad out there Reed,” she 

shivered. 

“It’s going to be okay,” I assured her.  She 

looked nervously toward the closed window.   

It was getting late, so I took her by the hand 

and pulled her to her feet.  The power had been out 

for about an hour and we’d lit the three candles that 

we found in the kitchen cabinet.  That was the only 

lighting in the room. 

Taking her chin in my hand, I pressed a soft 

kiss to her lips to calm her down.  She melted into 

my touch.  “I have something in mind to keep you 

preoccupied.” 

“Oh yeah,” she rasped in her sultry voice.  

“What is that?” 

“This,” I said as I picked her up by the waist 

and pulling her legs around my waist.  She was still 

wearing that white dress that was damn near see 

through when the light hit it just right.  I’d watched 

her move around the candlelight that extenuated her 

body through the thin material, for the last hour and 

now I was wound up needing her. 

Her hands twined into the long hair at my 

nape, and she ground her hot pussy against my 

stomach.  I didn’t bother with the bed, and took her 

to the plush rug on the living room floor.  The dress 

came off in one try.  The muscles on her abdomen 

flex as my hands trace across her smooth skin. 

Her moans were devoured by my mouth as I 

pressed my tongue past her lips.  Her body vibrated 

against mine, and I knew if I touched her sex she’d 

be wet for me.  She’s beautiful and all mine.  The 

look of passion in her eyes was because of the love 

she had for me.  Our eyes stayed locked as I 

continued to kiss her, and eventually, when I pulled 
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back, her lips were swollen from my abuse upon her 

mouth. 

At this moment, I couldn’t let her go.  To 

lose the connection between us would be like 

ripping out my soul.   

“I’ve loved you forever,” I whispered as I 

made my way slowly down her body. 

“And I you,” she panted and arched her 

back.   

I tried to ignore the scars on her body, from 

the cuts and the surgeries she had after the attack, 

but it was hard.  I kissed them to remind myself that 

she was alive and here, in my arms.  I also hated 

them for what she had to endure in place of Mary.   

Mary was the assholes intended victim, but 

with all of the security around Ash’s wife, Jonathan 

Jones went to Phoenix to take what he could away 

from us.  I still hate the fact that I didn’t have 

someone there with her.  She was unprotected, but 

would never be again.  I’d lay my life down for the 

woman in my arms.  She was my life.  Without 

Liana, I would be nothing. 

She arched into my mouth when I took one 

of her darkened nipples with my teeth.  The amount 

of pressure I placed on it caused the pleasure to roll 

through her body.  Liana used her nails to claw at 

my back, urging me forward. 

We were not going to make love tonight.  

The deep growl that rolled out of my chest told her 

that she was mine, and that I was going to take my 

pleasure from her.  She pushed me over so that she 

could straddle my waist.  At no time did I loose 

connection with her erect nipple.   

“Touch yourself,” I demanded.  “But don’t 

come.  That’s my job.  I want you on the edge.” 
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“Mmmm,” she moaned as I felt her tiny 

hand glide down between our bodies.  When I took 

her other nipple into my mouth, I used my free 

hands to slide down the shorts I was wearing.  The 

soft skin of her legs brushed the outside of my own 

and I shivered from the intense feel of her body.  As 

big as I was compared to Liana, she always 

accepted me and never complained.  She liked that I 

was rough in bed with her.  After the attack, I 

wanted to hold back with her, because of what she’d 

endured, but Liana wanted the old me, not some 

new version.  So, I made love to her as I’d always 

done, and that was the beginning of her healing.   

Abandoning her breasts, I pulled at her waist 

and brought her sex to my face.  “I want you to 

come now,” I said before taking her pussy with my 

tongue.  I fucked her relentlessly for minutes, while 

she begged for more.  When I sucked deeply on her 

clit, I felt her thighs tremble.  She was ready.   

Flipping us again, so that she was on her 

back, I entered her just as the wetness pooled from 

her sex.  The immediate spasm in my cock sent a 

racing chill up my spine.  Her tight sheath milked at 

my length as she begged me to fuck her deeper.  

The deeper I went, the harder she begged. 

Thankfully, I held off with my own orgasm, 

which was hard anytime I was inside her.  Liana fell 

limp on her back, and I rolled her so that I could 

pull her knees up, presenting her ass to me.  “Stay 

on your elbows,” I demanded.   

She only moaned as I leaned over and kissed 

the perfect globe of her ass.  The inside of her 

thighs were coated with her desire.  Pushing myself 

back inside her sweet pussy, I gathered the moisture 

and used it to guide my way into her tight ass. 
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“Can you handle it again,” I asked, as she 

ground herself down on my cock.  I pushed my 

thumb inside her tight channel and used the same 

rhythm I was using in her pussy. 

“P…please,” she begged.  “I w…want you.” 

With my free hand, I gathered her long, 

silky hair in my fist.  Tugging her head back, I 

growled in her ear, “I will always know when you 

want me, baby.  The heat in your eyes never goes 

unnoticed by me.  Your skin warms when I touch 

you, just like your pussy weeps when I need you.” 

My words caused her body to convulse.  The 

orgasm ripped from her throat as her cries of 

ecstasy echoed throughout the room.  My own 

grunts mingled with hers as I thrust harder inside 

her welcoming heat.  

“I want you here,” I said as I added another 

finger to stretch her for my cock.  

“Yes, Reed,” she panted.  “Please.” 

Leaning over her back, I entered her ass 

slowly at first, and she didn’t cry out from the pain. 

She was open and ready for me when I finally 

seated myself deep inside her tight channel.  As I 

folded my chest over her back, I felt the barbaric 

need to rut against her, but my reasonable side 

didn’t want to hurt her. 

My body shivered and I begged, “I need 

you.  Please, Li.  Tell me you want it harder.”   

“Yes,” she growled and reached back with 

one hand to dig her nails into the back of my thighs, 

pulling me deeper inside.  I could feel my balls 

slapping harshly against the wet folds of her pussy.  

The sound of our lovemaking was the only noise 

inside the tiny villa.  Sweat dripped down my spine 

as I continued to assault her. 
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“Touch yourself,” I said.  “I want you to 

come with me.” 

She complied by moving the hand off my 

leg and rubbed greedily on her own clit.  With one 

hand on her shoulder, pulling her body down on my 

cock, I used the other to pinch one hardened nipple.  

The moment I did, Liana gasped and cried out. 

“Oh, Reed!” 

The orgasm that shot up my spine, caused 

my thrust to falter, but only for a second.  As she 

pushed back on me, I thrust forward, letting my 

seed release inside her tight ass.  We collapsed on 

the rug together, Liana in my arms. 

When I finally had feeling back in my legs, I 

grabbed a candle and walked toward the bathroom.  

“I’ll go draw a bath,” I said to a sleepy and sated 

Liana.   

The love of my life smiled into the plush 

rug.  She was happy.   
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Chapter 6 

 
Liana 

 
We’d been here for three weeks, and my 

period was two days late.  This was what had me 

sitting on the couch biting my nails until they were 

about to bleed.  I was homesick and all I wanted to 

do was talk to Mary, but I couldn’t.  No one knew 

about my infertility…or possible infertility. 

Reed was in the shower.  We’d just gotten in 

from playing on the Jet Skis and I had double 

checked my pills.  I haven’t missed any, so even if I 

could get pregnant, I shouldn’t be pregnant. 

“What’s wrong,” Reed said from the door to 

the bedroom.  I jumped like a scared rabbit. 

“Nothing,” I lied.  I lied like a crook on trial.  

I hated lying and I really wasn’t that good at it.  He 

looked at me with an expression that said he wasn’t 

fooled.   

“You’re lying,” he accused.  “Let’s try this 

again.  What’s wrong?” 

“Nothing’s wrong,” I said, getting up from 

the couch.  I shoved my hands in my pockets to 

keep him from seeing my battered nails. 

He knew something is wrong.  He always 

knew. 

In the kitchen, I grabbed a glass and a 

bottled water.  I added ice and poured the water in 

the cup.  Before he could ask me again, I drank so 

that I didn’t have to talk.  I saw him frown and start 

toward me. 
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“Dammit, Liana,” he growled.  “What 

happened while I was in the shower?  Did someone 

come to the door?” 

“No,” I said, honestly.  He nodded, because 

he knew when I was being honest and when I 

wasn’t.   

“Tell me,” he whispered as he came up 

beside me, his hands stroking the flesh on my arms.   

My arms pebbled in the wake of his touch. 

“It’s nothing,” I hedged.  I really was going 

to tell him.   

“Last chance, darlin’,” he demanded.  

“Fuck,” I cursed, I had to tell him.  “I’m 

late.” 

“Late?” 

“Late…late,” I looked up at him 

meaningfully.   

His ass hit the chair and he turned pale.  The 

smile on his face was genuine, and I hated to ruin it 

for him.  Before I could speak, Reed’s hand shot out 

and grabbed my arm.  I was pulled over where I was 

standing between his legs.  He stared at my 

stomach. 

“Baby,” he spoke to my stomach.  “Could 

there be a baby in there?” 

“No,” I whispered.  “Reed…I…I need to tell 

you something.” 

His confused stare had tears gathering in my 

eyes.  I didn’t know he would be so happy about the 

possibility of me being pregnant with his child. 

“What are you saying,” he asked carefully. 

“I haven’t told you or even Mary, but there 

was damage to me during the attack.”  His eyes 

filled with tears when mine spilled over.  It didn’t 
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take much for him to understand what I was trying 

to tell him.   

“What damage?”  He touched my womb 

softly and stared at my cloth covered stomach while 

I continued. 

“I really don’t want to go into details about 

it, but there is scar tissue.  The doctors said that I 

may never be able to have a baby.” 

He was on his feet, the anger vibrated 

through his body.  His emerald eyes turned dark 

from his hatred of what happened to me.  I knew 

that he despised the man that harmed me, but it was 

over now.  We needed to move on. 

“What the hell, Liana?  Why haven’t you 

told me about this?” 

“Because, I…I don’t want to talk about it.  

You’re angry.”  I took a step back from him.  I 

understood his anger, and I didn’t like it.  He 

honestly scared me when he was like this. 

“Fuck yes, I’m angry,” he growled.  “This is 

important and you didn’t tell me.  I thought we were 

in this for the long haul, or did you not think it was 

something I needed to know.” 

“Yes, I should have told you, but it never 

was the right time,” I admitted. 

“When would have been the right time?  

When we’ve been married for five years and you 

still weren’t pregnant?  Ten years?  When would’ve 

been the right time?”  He threw his hands in the air 

and I retreated another few steps. 

“I don’t know,” I whispered, the tears 

spilled faster now.  He was pacing, and Reed pacing 

wasn’t good. 
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“We need to see if you’re pregnant,” he 

finally said, with his hands clenched at his sides.  

Eventually he took a deep relaxing breath.   

“I doubt I am,” I admitted.   

“Explain,” he said, more relaxed now. 

I told him about the fact that the damage 

was done, plus I was still taking birth control pills.  

There was no way I could be pregnant anyway. 

“Do you want to go back home,” he finally 

asked after many minutes of awkward silence 

between us. 

Did I want to go home?  “No, not yet,” I 

admitted. 

“Okay,” he nodded. 

“Let’s forget about this right now.  Let’s 

stay a few more days and then we can get out of 

here.” 

“So what do you want to do,” he asked.   

“Maybe ride those Jet Skis again,” I smiled. 

“As long as you’re careful.  If you are 

pregnant, I don’t want to take any risk.”  He pulled 

me into his arms and let me rest my face against his 

massive chest.  He smelled like the ocean and I 

found myself wrapping my arms around him. 

“Okay,” I said in defeat.  If it kept him calm, 

I’d be able to keep myself safe.  For him.   

 

Reed 
 

I didn’t know if I should be happy or scared 

or fucking angry.  Liana could be pregnant with our 

child.  A little replica of one of us could be inside 

her right now. 

And she wanted to ride Jet Skis. 
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There were several people out on the beach.  

It was the height of the summer, and I’d already 

seen other people I knew.  Celebrities, musicians, 

and people who just had too much money to know 

any better had flocked here along with us.   

We decided to forgo the skis and lay out on 

the beach.  The young man that brought our meals 

every night was also our server again.  Liana didn’t 

order any alcoholic drinks because we didn’t know 

what was going on with her. 

“It’s hot,” she complained from her 

stomach.  She was sunbathing next to me in the 

lounge chairs, her top was secured in place by my 

request.  There were too many people encroaching 

on our little speck of beach for me to be okay with 

her being exposed.  Of course, this tiny scrap of 

bikini she was wearing didn’t leave much to the 

imagination. 

“Why don’t you go cool off in the water?  

When you get back, I’ll put more lotion on you,” I 

smiled.  She rolled her eyes and got up off the chair.  

I watched as she walked the twenty feet to the surf.   

In pure Liana style, she jumped right in and 

began swimming out toward deeper water.  My 

instincts were on high alert with her, since the one 

year anniversary was the next day.  She hadn’t 

mentioned anything about it, and I’m very sure she 

wouldn’t bring it up. 

So, when I saw someone swimming out 

toward her, I stood up from my chair and took to the 

water.  It wasn’t long before I knew who it was.  

This guy was a jerk. 

Luke Mathew was the drummer for Fatal 

Cross, another rock band.  He was a harsh looking 

guy.  Long dark hair reached his waist, but the sides 
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were shaved tight to his scalp.  He was close to my 

size and I knew that women fell all over him.  We 

toured with them early on in our career, and Liana 

also knew him.  He reached her before I did.  She 

smiled softly at him, but I wasn’t fooled.  Her eyes 

quickly scanned her surroundings and her body 

relaxed when she saw I wasn’t far away.  They 

worked their way back to where they were standing 

in knee deep water. 

Luke raised his arms as if offering her a hug, 

but Liana stuck her hand out for a friendly 

handshake instead.  He frowned, and looked up to 

see me approaching. 

“Hey man,” he smiled and offered a 

handshake.  “Fancy meeting you here.” 

“Good to see you,” I said.  “How’s the 

wife?” 

“Not married anymore,” he shrugged.  “Bad 

idea on my part.” 

Liana scowled behind his back.  His ex-wife 

was a friend of hers and Luke knew it.  He was 

rubbing it in that he was happily unattached.   

“Liana,” he turned toward her.  “How’s 

Gabe?”  

“Same ole Gabe,” she shrugged.  “Does his 

own thing nowadays.” 

“Well, I’m having a little something tonight 

over at my villa if you want to come, Liana.”  The 

bastard had the nerve to flirt with her in front of me.  

It didn’t go unnoticed that he only invited her. 

I snaked my arm around her waist and 

pulled her flush against my body.  Luke’s eyes 

widened, and he nodded.  “See you around.” 

He was back on shore before Liana let out a 

frustrated breath, “Fucking jerk.” 
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“Yeah, I know.”  

Once she was dry and in the lounge chair, I 

insisted on reapplying her lotion, to the front this 

time.  “I don’t want you to burn.” 

“Reed, I probably won’t tan either.  You’re 

putting on too much.” 

“Not enough,” I said as I added more to the 

tops of her legs.  When I was satisfied she was 

covered, I leaned back in my own chair and listened 

to the waves crash on the beach.   

We would be leaving in four days, because 

there were no pregnancy test on the island.  Not 

knowing was killing me, but if she was pregnant all 

we’d be doing is hurrying home to do nothing at the 

house but stare at each other.  We just needed a 

little more time alone.  She was healing, but I 

worried that tomorrow may set her back. 

I planned on keeping us busy with a hike on 

the island, then a dinner at the villa.  If this kept her 

mind off of it, I’d be doing well, but who knew with 

her mood swings over the past year. 

“I can’t believe Luke had the gall to act like 

Cherrie was nothing.  They were together forever,” 

Liana said from her chair. 

“He’s an ass,” I shook my head.  

“Yeah,” she shivered.  “I don’t like him.” 

“The feeling’s mutual.  I want you to stay 

away from him.”  I didn’t like the way he looked at 

her.  His lust-filled gaze was obvious from the 

moment he saw her standing in the water. 

“I don’t plan on it,” she agreed. 

My phone rang from the beach bag Liana 

had stuffed between our chairs.  I dug through all of 

the towels and sunblock bottles, finding it on the 

bottom.   
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“Gabe,” I answered, Liana smiled widely 

next to me. 

“How is she,” he whispered into the phone. 

“The beach is lovely,” I said in code.  “The 

waves are kind of quiet today.” 

“She’s right there,” he sighed.  “Isn’t she?” 

“Yes,” I laughed.  “Do you want to talk to 

her?”  Liana was already sitting up, and almost 

bouncing to get the phone. She was holding her 

hand out impatiently.  I smiled at the old Liana 

peeking through the battered one. 

I didn’t hear his answer before she snatched 

the phone out of my hand. 

“Gabe,” she laughed into the phone.  “We 

are having so much fun.  I think I finally have a 

better tan than you do.  Oh!  And Reed taught me 

how to drive a Jet Ski.  I’ve got to get some of 

those, because I love them!” 

She quieted for a second while he was 

saying something.  Liana’s big blue eyes widened 

and she laughed.  “Tell Kane, he can’t be hitting on 

some wrestler dude’s girl just because he’s a 

drummer.  Geez, Gabe.  Is he okay?” 

I could imagine the situation they’d gotten 

themselves into.  Kane had a big head on him when 

it came to hitting on the women.  It usually got him 

into many fist fights, because the poor guy didn’t 

know when to shut up sometimes.  Mary had been 

working on his “filter”, as she called it, but it didn’t 

seem to be working. 

“Tell him to keep ice on the eye.  There’s 

really nothing else he can do for it now.” 

They talked for the longest time.  When she 

hung up the phone, I looked at her from over my 

sunglasses.  She was smiling. 



56 
 

“You’re homesick?” I asked. 

“Yeah,” she scowled.  “I love it here, but I 

miss everyone.” 

“I’ll see if we can get out tomorrow,” I 

promised.   

The rest of the afternoon was spent laughing 

at her, saying that she had to make sure she was 

really tan before showing up around her brother.  It 

was a competition between them…with everything. 
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Chapter 7 

 
Liana 

 
We were not getting off the island for 

another three days.  Reed ran into some people he 

knew and actually liked.  We spent the night before 

at their villa sitting around having drinks.  Well, 

Reed had a few beers, while I stuck with water, 

because we still didn’t know if I was pregnant or 

not.   

Today, he and Cash Roberts, from Luke’s 

band, were going to ride Jet Skis while I worked on 

my tan.  Cash was a great guy, and I really liked 

him.  Cash was just as big as Reed, but had striking 

long blonde hair.  Cash was the bassist for the band, 

so they got along really well.   

Luke was also riding with them, but he was 

up the beach showing off in front of some actress 

and her friends.  That was fine with me, I didn’t like 

the guy.  At all. 

“Hey, Liana,” Cash said, coming up on the 

beach.  “Are you going to ride with Reed?”  The 

skis were currently spoken for and if I did want one, 

I’d have to share. 

“No,” I smiled.  “Not today.  You boys have 

a good time.” 

“Sure thing,” he nodded.  “Mind watching 

my stuff?” 

“Not at all,” I held my hand out for his three 

cell phones and the keys to his villa. 

“Three?” I questioned. 

“Business,” he scowled.  “If they ring, just 

throw them in the water.” 
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I laughed at him and watched as he ran out 

to the machine anchored in the surf.  Reed was 

already on his, waiting on Cash to head out.  I 

waved and gave Reed a thumbs up, letting him 

know everything was okay. 

When they left off, I turned my iPod on, but 

didn’t put in my headphones.  The last thing I 

wanted was someone sneaking up on me while I 

was alone.  The music was low enough that only I’d 

be able to hear it.  Hearing Mary sing with Ash 

through the speakers made me want to cry.  I 

missed her terribly and decided since I was alone, 

I’d call her. 

“Li,” she answered.  “Everything okay?”   

“I’m fine,” I assured her.  “Reed’s out on the 

Jet Ski with some guys he knows, I’m soaking up 

the sun.”   

“Good, that’s good,” she sighed into the 

phone.  “I miss you.” 

“That’s why I called,” I laughed and sat up 

in my chair.  I extended the umbrella for a little 

shade.  It was getting hot. 

“You miss me,” she giggled.  

“Actually,” I paused.  “I’m homesick.” 

“Well, tell Reed to bring you home.” 

“We are, but not until Friday.  Can you have 

Dallas pick us up at the airport?”  The teenage boy 

came by and handed me an ice cold bottled water, I 

nodded and he kept walking on down the beach. 

“Sure thing,” she said. 

I didn’t want to get into the possible 

pregnancy with her.  She’d freak out and then be 

mad at me, like Reed was for not saying anything.  

Honestly, I don’t think I’m pregnant. 
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We talked a little longer, and when Ivy cried 

out in the background, I told her I’d call once we 

got home. 

Looking up, I saw Reed out in the water, 

laughing with his friend.  Cash was driving around 

Reed, in slow circles.  They were discussing 

something.  I noticed Luke sitting off to the side, 

watching them from his own machine.  

Cash and Reed took off to my right out of 

sight of the beach.  I sat forward and tried to see 

them, but the trees were in the way.  I could hear the 

Jet Skis splashing over the waves.   

Quickly, I scanned the area and I was the 

only one around.  There were other people up the 

beach, toward the main building.  A lifeguard sat 

high in a white chair not too far away from me.  I 

could see the top of his blonde hair, but he was far 

enough away that I wasn’t nervous. 

Someday, I’d get over this nervousness of 

being alone.  I relied on Reed too much to keep me 

in a cocoon.  He wouldn’t be around forever.  Once 

they returned to touring, I’d be alone again.  I 

shivered from the thought.   

Reed and I didn’t talk about the next tour at 

all.  It was an unspoken thing between us, and I 

knew it’s a subject we need to address.  But when?  

When were we going to sit down and hash out what 

the hell we are doing?  Our relationship was solid.  

We loved each other, but we couldn’t have a 

traditional one.  I loved him more than I ever 

thought I would.  My trust in him was enough that it 

could destroy me. 

Why couldn’t I travel with them on the tour?  

They were happy to have me along the last time.  

Gabe would be beside himself if I did go, and Reed 
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and I could have our relationship without any strain.  

He wouldn’t worry, and I wouldn’t be lonely. 

Maybe I could use that time to write a book 

about Glory Days.  I’d mentioned it once to Gabe a 

long time ago, and he laughed and said it wouldn’t 

sell much, because they weren’t that interesting.  I 

disagreed.   

 Depending on what the test revealed, then 

I’d make the decision on touring with them or not.  

I’m sure I’d spend some time with Mary to help 

with Ivy, but after that I’d divide my time between 

the band and my best friend.  I had time to spare.  I 

wasn’t working anymore, and if Reed kept insisting 

on buying me things, I’d be able to take another 

year off of work.  That year I could write the book. 

An engine roaring to my left had me looking 

up.  Luke was making his way toward Reed and 

Cash as they were coming back around the corner 

by the trees.  I watched as he sped up the closer he 

got to them.  He came close, but ended up going to 

Reed’s right before speeding off the way the two 

men had just come from.  Both Reed and Cash 

looked back over their shoulders at the fleeing 

Luke.  I didn’t like what the hell was going on. 

Reed sat adrift on his ski while talking to 

Cash.  They didn’t seem to be as bothered by 

Luke’s behavior as I was.  The hair on my neck 

tingled and I wanted to yell for Reed to come on 

back in, but he wouldn’t have heard me anyway. 

Abandoning my chair, I stood up and 

walked down to the water.  The lifeguard was more 

visible now.  He nodded in my direction and then 

refocused on the people in the water.  I let the 

wave’s crash over my toes.  The cool water felt 

good to my heated skin.   
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It didn’t take long before Reed noticed me 

standing at the water’s edge.  He said something to 

Cash and turned the handlebar on the Jet Ski.  He 

hit the throttle and started slowly toward the beach.  

He angled the machine toward the tree line to my 

right.   

It happened all too fast.   

The rumble of another engine rang out over 

the sounds of the waves and even the Jet Ski Reed 

was riding.  Luke was doing top speed as he took 

the corner around some trees that were on the beach 

and that hung out over the water.  He was looking 

right at Reed, and I screamed out, but it was no use.  

Luke was gunning for Reed and I couldn’t imagine 

why. 

Reed tried to get out of the way, but Luke 

was going too fast.  The two machines collided, 

making a sickening crunching sound that echoed in 

my ears.  My feet were running before I knew what 

I was doing. 

Keeping my eyes on Reed, he was thrown 

into the water, but not before Luke’s machine 

plowed into his side.  The screams that tore from 

my throat were foreign to me.  The tears that spilled 

out of my eyes blurred my vision, but I knew where 

he was. 

Once deep enough in the water, I dove in 

and relied on all of those years I swam in high 

school to help me reach him before he drowned.  I 

heard a whistle being blown somewhere behind me, 

but I didn’t pay much attention that. 

Cash was already in the water, searching for 

the two men.  Thankfully, he was able to grab them, 

but he was struggling.  I was only about ten feet 

away when his strength started slipping as well. 
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“Cash,” I called out.  “I’ve got Reed.”  I 

reached for him, and tried to keep from screaming 

in horror.  His head was bleeding, and he was out 

cold.  I wrapped an arm around him to somehow 

keep him afloat, but he was too big.  I swallowed 

salt water, and coughed from the taste. 

“Reed, baby.  You have to wake up,” I 

begged.  His lids were lain on his cheek as if he was 

in a deep sleep.  The blood trickled out of his scalp, 

and down the side of his face.  I tried to wipe it out 

of his eyes, but it was no use, more blood would 

replace what I’d removed.   

Bits and pieces of the skis were floating 

around us, the rainbow color of the fluid in the 

water circled around us.  Looking over my shoulder, 

I said a prayer of thanks that the lifeguards were 

getting closer.  I reached out and grabbed the seat as 

it floated by.  I held on to it with one hand, while I 

kept a death grip on Reed.  He still wasn’t awake. 

“Ma’am,” the blonde lifeguard said as he 

stopped his own Jet Ski next to me.  “Let us take 

him.”  I surrendered my hold on Reed and let them 

get him back to shore, where there was already a 

medic waiting. 

The other lifeguard took Luke from Cash 

and they two sped off toward the beach.   

“Come on girly.  Let’s get you back,” Cash 

panted, reaching for me.  We were both exhausted, 

but my adrenaline kept me going until I could get 

back to shore.  

“What the hell was Luke doing,” I gasped, 

trying to swim and talk at the same time. 

“I don’t know,” he scowled.  “Let’s get back 

and check on them.”  It was a slow swim, because 



63 
 

we were tired, but we made it as the medics were 

calling for a flight out. 

“Where are you taking him?” I demanded. 

They were putting him in a basket.  “What’s going 

on?” 

I held his hand while they strapped him in.  

His side was starting to turn purple from the impact 

and I wasn’t stupid.  I knew this was bad.  He had 

internal injuries. I looked over at Luke and he 

wasn’t awake either.  I wanted to kick him and beat 

him for what he’d done to Reed. 

The tears flowed and I tried to lay myself 

over Reed, but strong arms wrapped around my 

middle, hauling me back.  Something inside me 

flared to life.  I kicked out, trying to get away from 

whoever had me. 

“Shh,” Cash said at me ear.  “I’ve got you.”  

Something about his voice calmed me, and I finally 

slumped against his massive chest.  

“Reed,” I cried.  “I have to go with him.” 

“I’m sorry ma’am, but there will be no 

room.  They’re going to air lift both of them out.”  

The blonde lifeguard looked at me with a sadness in 

his eyes that made me think he knew more than he 

was telling me. 

My tears fell harder.  Reed was leaving me 

on this island.  

Alone. 

My stomach lurched and Cash still had his 

hold on me as I sank to the sand.  Reed wasn’t 

awake and my mind was thinking the worst.  I 

heaved as if I was going to be sick, but thankfully 

nothing came up.  I felt Cash’s calloused hands 

stroking my back. 

“Liana,” Cash whispered.  “Look at me.” 
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I finally took my eyes off Reed and looked 

at Cash.  His beautiful brown eyes looked into mine 

and what I saw from him was compassion.  His 

long, wet hair was pulled over one shoulder, the 

water dripped down his tattooed chest.  He had a lot 

of tattoos, but not as many as Kane.   

“I’m going to take care of you, until we can 

get you to Reed.  Okay?” he said meaningfully. 

“I need to call my brother,” I shivered.  

Gabe would come get me.  He wouldn’t let me stay 

here alone. 

The distant sound of a helicopter stopped us 

from talking.  I ran over to where they were still 

working on Reed, and I pushed a medic to the side 

so that I could press my lips to his.  They were cold 

and turning pale.  “I love you.  I’ll be there as soon 

as I can.” 

I kissed him again, before Cash pulled me 

back.  There was a grassy area above the beach 

where the helicopter landed.  We were not allowed 

to follow them when they carried Reed and Luke on 

board. 

Once they were out of sight, Cash took my 

hand and walked me back to the lounge chairs to get 

my bag.  “Do you need me to call Gabe?” 

“No…no.  I’ll do it,” I said, digging for my 

phone.   

“I’ll go find out where they’re taking him 

and I want you to go on up to the villa.  I’ll be back 

as soon as I know something.  Lock the door and 

don’t let anyone in, unless it’s me, okay?” 

I nodded and hurried back to the room.  My 

hands shook so badly that it took several tries 

before the phone went through.  It took three rings 

for him to answer, and by that time I was a mess.  
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“G…Gabe.  I n…need you to c…come 

g…get m…me,” I cried into the phone. 

“What the fuck, Li?  What’s going on?” he 

demanded into the phone. 

“It’s Reed,” I breathed.  “He’s been hurt and 

they just air lifted him out of here.  I’m alone, Gabe.  

And I’m scared.” 
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Chapter 8 
 

Reed 
 

My body hurt. 

My mind was fuzzy, and all I wanted to do 

was sleep. 

This annoying beeping sound rang through 

my skull. Why wouldn’t it just be quiet?  I found 

myself hating that sound the more I laid here trying 

to sleep.  My eyes were heavy, so I couldn’t open 

them to find out where the noise was coming from. 

Voices were somewhere close, but they 

were mumbled.  From the sound of it, there were a 

few people around me.  I wondered if Liana was 

here in bed with me. 

There was a soft voice close, but I wasn’t 

sure who it was.  I brought a picture in my mind of 

Liana laying out in the sun down on the beach.  She 

was beautiful.  And mine.  I smiled to myself. 

“Reed,” the soft voice spoke.  “Can you hear 

me?” 

The voice lulled me back to sleep.  I just 

wanted to rest for awhile.  

 

My eyes opened on their own.  It was either 

dusk, or dawn outside.  I wasn’t sure.  The beeping 

from before was still in my head.  I looked around 

and frowned.  Why was Ash and Kane here?  

Where was I? 

Turning my head to the left, I quickly 

realized I wasn’t on the island anymore.  And Liana 

wasn’t with me. 
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“Li,” I rasped.  God, my voice was gone.  

My mom came into focus, her eyes were wet with 

tears.  I reached up to touch her face, but the tubes 

in my right arm wouldn’t let me go that far.  

“Mom?” 

“Reed,” she cried.  “Oh honey.”  My mother 

stroked my head carefully.  The sadness in her eyes 

told me that I wasn’t here for a good reason. 

Ash and Kane jumped up and surrounded 

my bed.  They looked worried. 

“What happened?” I asked.  My memory 

was foggy.  I don’t remember anything past waking 

up with Liana.  “Where’s Li?” 

“You were in a Jet Ski accident,” Ash 

began.  “They had to air lift you off the island.  

You’ve been here for two days, and you’re hurt 

pretty badly.” 

“Where’s Liana,” I demanded, although my 

voice didn’t sound harsh.   

“You need to worry about getting better 

right now,” Ash said, ignoring my question. 

Reaching up with the good hand, that wasn’t 

covered in tubes, I was able to grab him by the shirt 

collar, and pulled him down close to my face. 

“Where the fuck is Liana?” I growled, this 

time with more power. 

“She’s still on the island,” he replied, and 

my heart sank to my feet. 

“Let me up,” I demanded, trying to get out 

of the bed.  “I have to go get her, Ash.  She can’t be 

alone.” 

“Whoa, hold up there, hoss,” Kane said, 

pushing me back to the mattress.  I really didn’t 

want to punch him, but I would if he kept me from 

her. 
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“No,” I growled, then grabbed my side.  

There was a bandage and whatever was under it 

hurt like hell. 

“Gabe is trying to get a plane in there to get 

her.  She’s fine.  Cash is there with her.”  Kane let 

go of me when I relaxed.   

Cash was one of my good friends.  He 

wouldn’t hurt her.  I’d confided in him when she’d 

been attacked and he knew I’d be worried about her.  

I had to rely on our friendship and the fact that Cash 

was really a good person.  He would take care of 

my Liana.  He just had too.   

“I hurt everywhere,” I mumbled.  “What the 

hell?” 

My mom called a nurse, while I was filled in 

on the accident.  Luke was at another hospital and at 

the moment I was glad.  Because when I was better, 

I planned on killing the son of a bitch.  Not 

understanding why he tried to hurt me was one 

thing, but leaving Liana without me there was 

another thing.  Did he think he was going to be okay 

after he rammed my Jet Ski and he would’ve been 

left alone on the island with her?  Did he want 

Liana?  Yes, he did.  I could see it in his face.   

I thought about Gabe and how he should 

have Liana by now.  Hopefully when I woke again, 

she’d be here with me.  All I wanted to know is that 

she was safe.  Gabe was going to get her and bring 

her to me.   

 

I don’t know if it was hours or days, but 

consciousness finally happened for me, but on the 

bad side.  My insides hurt, and from what they told 

me, I had a lacerated spleen.  Well, I did have one, 
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now I don’t.  Some broken ribs from the impact and 

a concussion rounded out my list of injuries.   

Gritting my teeth, I sat up in the bed and 

tried Liana’s phone again.  She still wasn’t 

answering and I was getting worried.  She 

should’ve been off the island by now.  I was alone 

when I woke up this time.  My parents were 

obviously still in the hospital, because my mother’s 

things were sitting in the corner.   

The nurse came in with a tray of food, and 

placed it on the cart in front of me. 

“The doctor wants you on a liquid diet,” she 

smiled.  The little old lady looked nice enough, but I 

really didn’t care to talk to anyone right now.  I just 

wanted to know where Liana was.  “Do you need 

some help?” 

“Um,” I began. 

“…I’ll get that,” the most beautiful words 

rang out from the door.  The nurse turned and when 

she did I had a direct line of sight to the door.  Liana 

stood there in a blue sundress that reached her 

ankles.  Tears welled in her eyes and I almost did 

the same.  It was hard, but I held my arms out to 

her.  She came over quickly, but slowed as she 

approached. 

“Baby,” she cried.  “I’m so sorry.” 

“Come here,” I pulled her deeper into my 

arms.  “Thank God you’re okay.”  I looked behind 

her and saw Gabe and Cash standing in the door.  I 

nodded to them, but went back to the woman in my 

arms. I rubbed my hand over her hair, her arms, I 

cupped her face in my hands and looked into her 

eyes.  She was okay, and here. 

“I’m okay,” she laughed.  “You scared the 

hell out of me.” 
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“I’m tough,” I said.  “You can’t get rid of 

me that easily.”  I kissed her precious lips.  They 

were warm and vibrant, and she smelled like home.  

“Where’s Luke,” she growled. “I’m going to 

kick his ass.” 

“You stay away from him,” I demanded.  

The thought of her being that close to him had me 

seeing red.  “Don’t you even go into the same room 

as that scum!” 

“When I see him, I don’t think you can stop 

me,” she replied, the vein in her forehead throbbed 

when she was angry, and it was cute.  She was too 

little to hurt anyone. 

“Darlin’,” I whispered.  “Let me do the ass 

kicking.” 

“I’m just glad you’re going to be okay,” she 

sighed.  “I was scared, but Cash was there for me.” 

“He’s a good guy,” I said.  “I owe him a 

lot.” 

“You sure do,” Cash announced from the 

door.  Liana started to stand from where she was 

perched beside me on the bed, but I held her hand 

firmly in mine.  I wasn’t ready to let her go yet. 

“Thank you,” I said, leaning my head back 

on the pillow.  I was hurting and tired, but having 

Liana here was better. 

“She did fine,” he laughed.  “Complained 

for days that she’s going to kick Luke’s ass.  I’ve 

got a hundred on her that says she does.”  I glared at 

him and he held his hands in the air and laughed. 

“He’s mine,” I announced, then winced from 

the pain in my side.   

Liana was immediately on her feet, “What’s 

wrong?” 
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“Just a little sore,” I assured her.  She didn’t 

believe me and paged the nurse.   

“You’re in pain,” she cried.  “You can’t be 

in pain.”  I didn’t have to say it, she was about to 

panic.  I looked to her brother, and thankfully Gabe 

understood my concern. 

“Come on sis,” he said, coming up to her.  

“Let Cash and Reed speak, while they wait on the 

nurse.  Let me take you to get food.” 

“I don’t want to leave,” she growled. 

“Li,” I said.  “I want you to go eat.  Please, 

baby.  I can’t get better if I’m worried about you.” 

She slumped in defeat at my words.  Gabe 

took her out of the room.  I was left alone with 

Cash.  He took the chair next to my hospital bed. 

“Hey,” he said, looking a little relieved that I 

wasn’t dead or something.   

“Man, I owe you,” I reached my good hand 

out.  He took mine in a firm handshake. 

“She’s a great girl,” he smiled.  “She loves 

you.” 

“And I her,” I admitted.   

“Keep her close,” he looked toward the 

door.  “No matter what happens, Reed.  She’s a 

keeper, man.  I’d give anything to have a woman 

half as great as Liana.” 

“Thanks,” I rubbed at my side, it was killing 

me. 

We were stopped from our conversation by 

the nurse.  She injected something into my I.V. and 

left the room.  Less than five minutes later, my 

eyelids were drifting closed.   

The last thing I saw was Cash’s big goofy 

smile. 
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Liana 
 

“You don’t have to watch me eat, Gabe,” I 

glared at my overbearing brother.  “It’s kind of 

creepy.”  He was leaned over the table almost 

directly in my face, watching every bite I brought to 

my mouth. 

“Sorry,” he laughed, leaning back.  “I’m just 

glad you are okay.” 

“It’s not me you need to worry about,” I 

sighed.  “Reed is the one that’s hurt.”  I frowned at 

him.  Gabe needed to quit worrying. 

“Are you going to stay here tonight?” he 

asked, taking a fry off my plate.  We were in the 

cafeteria at the hospital, and I was eating just to 

make them happy.  Why is it that men always want 

to feed you when they think you’re upset? 

“Yes,” I slapped his hand.  “I’m not leaving 

him.” 

“Okay,” he went for another bite, and I 

finally gave up and shoved the plate at him.  “I’ve 

got a suite at a hotel down the street.  There is an 

extra bedroom for you.  If you need to come 

shower, or whatever you need.  Kane is there.  Ash 

had to get back to Los Angeles to be with the girls.” 

They’d flown Reed into Miami, with the 

best and closest trauma center.  The past three days 

had been long and scary, but with Cash there it 

wasn’t so bad.  He was a gentleman and watched 

over me like I was his own. 

He’d made sure that I was fed at every meal 

and that I was locked into the villa at night.  He told 

me he was worried about my safety, because “No 

woman should be left alone on an island”.  He even 



73 
 

had me call him every morning when I woke up, 

just to make sure I was alright. I thought it was 

noble of him and I noticed he had some of the 

control issues that Ash had.   

When Gabe finally showed up to get me, he 

cried when we were alone.  The emotion of not 

knowing if I was okay or not really got to him.  I 

haven’t seen my brother cry since…well, since the 

attack, when he’d spend hours holding me in ICU 

and he’d cry until his eyes were dry. 

Once I was full and Gabe had finished my 

meal, we went back up to the room where Reed was 

fast asleep.  Cash left and said he’d come by the 

house once Reed was doing better.  I think he had 

his own problems to deal with.  His band member 

had to be dealt with and I didn’t want to be around 

when the shit went down with Luke. 

 

It looked like Reed would be here for a few 

more days before he was okay to travel back to Los 

Angeles.  His spleen had been removed and the 

broken ribs were still giving him problems.   

I’d been here for two days now, and Reed 

and Gabe had taken to ganging up on me about 

eating.  That was becoming really annoying.  Since 

I’d gotten here, Gabe had been taking me to the 

hotel to shower and to get a fresh change of clothes.  

Dallas was here as our escort.  The media was 

already aware of the accident, but no mention of 

Luke’s intentions had been leaked. 

Gabe was back at the hotel resting and I was 

finally able to get away for a quick run to the local 

drug store.  I made an excuse with Kane, so that 

he’d stay with Reed, in case he needed anything.  

We hadn’t said anything to Gabe about me possibly 
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being pregnant.  With the help of Dallas, I was able 

to get to the store to pick up one of those home 

pregnancy test.  Dallas wouldn’t let me go inside 

alone, so I had to swear him to secrecy as to what 

was going on.   

I was now seven days late, and I’m sure the 

stress of Reed’s accident wasn’t helping my case 

either.  I wanted to take the test tonight, after 

everyone left for the evening, when Reed and I 

would be alone.  Finding out if I was pregnant or 

not at his hospital bed was not how I ever thought 

this would happen. 

“I’m not saying anything,” Dallas said, 

raising his hands in the air defensively.  “But I will 

ask, are you okay with this?” 

“I haven’t decided,” I admitted.   

We didn’t talk much on the way back to the 

hospital.  When I walked into the room, Reed was 

asleep.  He was still in pain from his injuries.  My 

attempts at helping him care for himself were sad.  I 

was too small to help him to the bathroom.  The 

guys spent a lot of time here filling in where I 

couldn’t do the things he needed. 

Kane was on the couch watching TV quietly 

and stood up when we walked in the door.  “I’m out 

of here.  I told him that I didn’t do sponge baths.  

That is your job.”  He winked and laughed before 

kissing my cheek and leaving the room.  Dallas 

followed not too long after that, saying he was 

going to take Kane back to the hotel and he’d be 

back later and to call if I needed him. 

I sat there, at Reed’s bedside, and watched 

him sleep.  He looked so relaxed and the worry 

lines were gone from his face.  The last thing he 

needed to do was to worry about me.  I was getting 
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better every day, and I was much better than I was a 

year ago.   

It’d been a year since the attack, on the day 

that Reed was hurt.  The accident kept me from 

thinking about it.  Something inside of me changed 

and I don’t know why, but I didn’t have any 

nightmares while I was alone on the island.  Of 

course, I didn’t sleep well anyway, worrying about 

Reed. 

I slipped into the bed next to him and pulled 

his head where he was resting on my chest.  He 

stayed like that for another half hour before he 

began to stir. 

“Li,” he mumbled. 

“I’m here,” I said, stroking his silky black 

hair.   

“Did you get it,” he asked. 

“Yes,” I replied.  “Are you ready to do 

this?” 

“Please,” he kissed my lips.  “We need to 

know.” 

I slipped out of the bed and made my way 

into the bathroom.  I stood there for the longest time 

staring at the box.  This was a big deal.  I could be 

pregnant.  

Shaking myself back to reality, I used the 

bathroom and set the stick on the counter.  I didn’t 

look at the little windows, just in case.  I stuck the 

thing back in the box quickly and walked out of the 

bathroom.  Reed looked down at my hands and 

smiled. 

“Well, how long do we wait?” 

“Five minutes,” I replied.   

That five minutes took forever.  We didn’t 

talk about the test, we only stared at each other.   
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Taking the box, I stuck my hand inside and 

grabbed the thing.  It was like ripping off a Band-

Aid; I just had to pull it out and look. 

Tears welled over my eyes and I felt the 

warmth flow down my cheeks.  Reed sat up and 

winced when the pain hit his side.  “What is it?  

Yes? No?  What Liana?” 

“No,” I cried harder. 

“No?” 

I turned around the test showing the 

negative result.  I don’t know what I wanted it to 

say.  Did I want to be pregnant?  Maybe someday, 

but now would not have been the right time.  

Looking up at Reed, he was echoing my 

emotion.  His eyes watered and he pulled me to his 

chest, careful of his bandages.  He let me cry on 

him for a very long time and he didn’t say anything. 

Why wasn’t he saying anything? 

“Say something,” I begged. 

“I don’t know what to say,” he admitted.  

“Why are you crying?” 

“I really don’t know,” I lied.  I knew why I 

was crying, but if I told Reed, he’d be mad, or 

upset. 

My womb was ruined.  The doctors were 

right.  I’d never be able to carry a child.  Reed’s 

child.  We’d never have a child naturally.  Words 

went through my head.  Adoption…Infertile…Scar 

Tissue.   

“It’s not the right time,” he finally said.  

“We will have a child someday.” 

I nodded and slid off the bed.  “I need to 

take a walk.”  He started to get up, but I held my 

hand out, telling him to stay.  I took the box and the 

test and tossed it in the trash in the bathroom. 
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I heard Reed typing on his cell, and I 

assumed he was getting Dallas to walk with me, but 

I didn’t wait and I ignored Reed’s harsh curses 

when I stepped out of his room.   

Walking down the halls, I didn’t notice other 

people milling around, but I did feel Dallas’ 

presence when he finally found me standing at the 

elevators.  Somehow I knew he’d be somewhere 

close, even if he’d only taken Kane to the hotel 

about an hour before.   

I pressed the button to take me down, and I 

watched as the numbers moved on the readout 

above the doors. 

“Where are you going,” he asked, quietly.   

“For a walk,” I answered.  “The test was 

negative.”  I didn’t wait for his reply and stepped on 

the awaiting car.  Thankfully, it was empty.   

I found the lobby and the front exit to the 

hospital.  There were benches off to the side that 

had been set up in a meditation garden.  That was 

where I needed to be.  The sky was dark, but the 

small lights on the path helped me find my way. 

Once seated, I laid my head on my folded 

arms, and wondered why I was late, but not 

pregnant.  Could it be the stress?  Or could it have 

been wishful thinking?  I looked at how happy Ash 

and Mary were with Ivy and I wanted that with 

Reed.   

I’d always wanted that with him, ever since 

the first time he kissed me.  I remembered it as if it 

had happened yesterday. 

 

Glory Days were booked to play a sold out 

show at a smaller venue in Phoenix.  I was so 

excited that Gabe had finally made a name for 
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himself and the band.  He’d been traveling for the 

past few years, playing seedy bars and night clubs 

all over the country.  This concert was a huge deal 

for them. 

Plus, I was excited to see his giant bassist, 

Reed Sullivan.   

I was waiting for them when they arrived.  

The poor guys were driving an old RV, with a 

trailer behind it that carried all of their equipment.  

There were stickers all over the back end of the RV 

showing all the places they’d performed in.   

Gabe was the first off the bus and he ran for 

me, swinging me around in the air, “Can you 

believe it Liana?  We are playing here tonight!” 

“You guys deserve an even bigger place,” I 

laughed and punched him in the side.   

“Thanks,” he grimaced, and then scowled at 

me because I was looking over his shoulder at Reed. 

He stood at the door of the camper and our 

eyes made contact.  I’d hung out with them many 

times over the years, but not long enough to really 

know these guys.  I was too busy with my college 

classes to really care what was going on with the 

entire band. 

Ash made me nervous, and Kane was just a 

dumbass who was starting an art collection on his 

body with the tattoos he’d been acquiring.  Reed 

made me want to start naming our children and 

adding Sullivan as my last name. 

“Hello, Liana,” he said in a sultry voice that 

made me want to come in my jeans. 

“Hey,” I replied nervously.   

He winked at me behind Gabe’s back and I 

had to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from 

giggling like a damned school girl. 
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Gabe mumbled something as he turned to 

walk back toward the RV.  He put his shoulder into 

Reed’s arm, in warning.  I followed my brother out 

to the trailer and helped them take in equipment.  I 

was no good at setting it up and thankfully the 

venue had hired help for that job. 

On my second trip out to get a guitar for 

Gabe, Reed met me and held is hand out for the 

case I was holding, “Let me take that.” 

I had to look way up into his eyes, because 

he was so tall.  I was always a sucker for long hair 

on guys and Reed Sullivan just radiated sex just by 

standing still.  Squeezing my thighs together, I 

handed him the case and we both ended up 

reaching for the same box of equipment. 

When our fingers collided, the electric sizzle 

that radiated through my body caused my cheeks to 

flush with color.  Reed didn’t pull away and neither 

did I.  We stared at each other awkwardly for the 

longest time, before Ash came looking for us. 

“Hurry the hell up,” he growled.  “We don’t 

have all day.” 

For the next hour, I watched them set up and 

rehearse.  Well, I watched Reed mostly. 

It was dark when I ran back out to my car, 

before the show. I don’t even remember what I was 

after, but I did remember when Reed found me. 

“What are you doing out here alone and in 

the dark,” he growled protectively.   

“Getting something from my car,” I 

shrugged.  “I’m fine.  There’s no one around.”  I 

pointed in several directions, and finally froze when 

he placed a muscular arm on the roof of the car.  

He was so close that I could smell him.  The 

heavenly scent that radiated off his body made me 
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want to melt from the intoxicating desire it made me 

feel. 

The moment we locked gazes, I knew that he 

was going to kiss me.  I didn’t push him away, 

because I wanted him too.  When he used his other 

hand to hold my face, I almost went down to my 

knees, but Reed held me up with his strength. 

“I’ve wanted to do this for awhile now,” he 

whispered. 

He went in for the kiss, fast and heavy.  The 

moment his lips touched mine, I knew I was 

doomed.  Reed Sullivan wasn’t gentle, and I liked it.   

Our tongues touched and a fire ignited 

inside of me that I didn’t know existed.  My body 

moved forward on its own and I found myself 

wrapped around Reed’s large frame.  Our bodies 

molded together perfectly and from that first kiss, I 

knew that no other man could hold my heart like 

Reed Sullivan.     
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Chapter 9 

 
Reed 

 
We made it back to Los Angeles after I was 

finally cleared for travel.  Ash had brought in the 

private jet to take us home.  Gabe, Kane and Liana 

were there to help me.  Thankfully, I was well 

enough that I didn’t need help with getting around 

anymore, even though my movements were slow.  

The stitches in my side were removed, but there was 

still a lot of bruising left from the impact. 

Since we’d found out that Liana wasn’t 

pregnant, she’d become quiet again.  Most of her 

time over the past few days was spent with her nose 

in a romance novel.  I’d almost had her back to 

herself on the island, but the negative test results 

may have just set her back by a few months. 

As much fun as we were having on vacation, 

the sight of my house made me realize I was, in 

fact, truly homesick.  Dallas helped me out of the 

car and Liana held the door open for me.  I kissed 

her on the lips as I walked past.   

“Where do you want me to park you,” 

Dallas laughed as he steered me toward the living 

room.  My house was the same as we’d left it.  

Liana had hung a few oil paintings over my couch.  

The house looked more like a home now, instead of 

a bachelor pad. 

“The couch,” I grunted.  Walking was still 

painful and when he lowered me into the plush 

seats, I rolled my eyes in pleasure.  “Thank you.” 

Liana was banging around in the kitchen and 

I cringed at the idea of her cooking anything.  She 
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wasn’t that good at it and I really liked my house.  

She might burn it down. 

Dallas frowned, “Is she cooking?” 

“Oh hell no,” I demanded.  “Can you go 

stop her?” 

Dallas laughed as he left me sitting there.  

Eventually the noise stopped and Dallas returned 

with a pouting Liana. 

“I can make soup,” she rolled her eyes. 

“No,” I laughed.  “You really can’t, Li.  I’ll 

have someone come in and cook for us until I can 

get back on my feet.” 

She crossed her arms and sat next to me on 

the couch.  The tantrum she wanted to throw was 

forgotten when her face pinched and she started 

rubbing her stomach.  I raised an eyebrow at her, 

but didn’t say anything when she flushed and 

looked toward Dallas.  That had to be code for 

something. 

“I’m going to get out of here,” Dallas 

announced.  “Call me if you need anything.” 

“Thank you, again,” I told him.  Liana 

walked him out and returned with a soda in one 

hand and my prescriptions in the other. 

“You need to take these,” she announced, 

setting the bottle in front of me.  “You look like 

you’re in pain.”  She sat down, but still held on to 

her stomach. 

“Are you okay,” I asked.  My hand found 

her tiny knee and I rubbed it absently. 

“Cramps,” she frowned.  “Guess it was a 

false alarm.” 

My heart sank at her frown.  A part of me 

wanted her to be pregnant.  The thought of Liana 

round with my child inside of her made me want to 
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sing from the rooftops.  My parents would be beside 

themselves with joy if I became a father.  Liana and 

our child would be loved and cared for even when I 

was away. 

“I could start a bath for you,” I said. 

“No, sir.  You are on bed rest for the next 

few days.  I can make my own bath.”   

She shoved the bottle of pills and soda into 

my hand.  Once I’d taken my medicine, Liana said 

for me to relax and she was going to soak in the tub 

for a little while.   

My mind was too preoccupied to rest.  The 

disappointment I’d been feeling about her not being 

pregnant was selfish, but I couldn’t shake the 

sadness over the news.  The fact that she had kept 

her possible infertility from me was even worse.   

I’ll admit that I was angry at her, and I don’t 

understand why she didn’t tell me.  The thought that 

she didn’t trust me enough with the news hurt.  We 

should’ve been dealing with this together, not her 

alone.  She was mine to take care of and protect.  

The desire to get her to a specialist was too hard to 

handle. 

I pushed myself off the couch and winced 

from the pain in my ribs.  I knocked on the 

bathroom door before pushing it open.  I found her 

in the tub crying. 

“Li,” I gasped before moving forward, the 

pain in my side forgotten.  “What’s wrong, darlin’?” 

“Nothing,” she said when I went to my 

knees beside the bathtub.  “I’m just relaxing and 

when I do that, sometimes the tears come.  It’s 

really nothing, Reed.” 

Her voice was like velvet across my skin 

even though she was crying softly.  The bubbles in 
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the water covered most of her body to my view.  

Liana looked so tiny in my gigantic tub. 

 “Are you sure?” I asked.  “Li, baby, we’ve 

got to get you back to yourself.  I can’t stand to see 

you upset.” 

“I know,” she sighed.  “It’s just with 

the…well, you know.  It just hit me hard.” 

“Did you want it to be positive,” I reached 

out and stroked her wet hair. 

“No…yes, maybe,” she scowled.  “I really 

don’t know.  Did you?” 

“I’d hoped it was,” I admitted. 

“Well, it wasn’t,” she frowned.  Her nose 

twitched like it did every time she was angry. 

“Well, I wished that it was,” I said honestly. 

“I already told you! It’s not going to 

happen,” she cursed and stood up out of the water. 

She stepped over me, her wet soapy body dripped 

on my arms as she grabbed a towel to cover up.  

The fire in her eyes sent me over the edge. 

I jumped to my feet and ignored the pain in 

my ribs.  She wouldn’t talk to me and stomped off 

into the bedroom.  The towel was tossed 

haphazardly across my deep blue comforter that I’d 

bought because it reminded me of her eyes. 

“Why can’t we see another doctor,” I 

growled.  “This can be fixed, baby.” 

“No…It can’t,” she cried.  “Nothing can be 

fixed.  I can’t be fixed Reed.  You can take me 

away to a romantic island to help me forget, but the 

scars are here,” she said pointing to the ones on her 

leg.  “And here,” she pointed to the ones on her 

stomach.  “This is what you get.  Can you live with 

that?  Can you deal with the fact that I will never be 

able to give you a son, or a daughter?  After ten 
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years, will you throw me out because I’m 

defective?” 

I grabbed her by the tops of her arms and put 

my face up to hers, our noses touching.  “Don’t you 

ever talk about us like that again!  You are here, 

with me.  I love you.  You, Liana!  I’ve loved you 

for years!  I want children with you and I don’t 

think we can give up this easily.  Look at what 

modern medicine did for Mary.  I’ll get the best 

doctors for you.  We can fix this.” 

She pulled out of my grasp, and backed 

away from me, “I can’t be fixed.” 

“Yes you can,” I said stepping forward.   

“What he…what happened cannot be 

undone.  It just can’t,” she wiped the tear that had 

rolled down her cheek.  “It’s too late.” 

“What did he do to you,” I demanded.  I was 

tired of not knowing.  I needed to know so that I can 

help her.  “I won’t be able to help you, if you don’t 

tell me.  I know nothing!” 

“No,” she shook her head frantically, her 

eyes wide with fright.  “Please don’t make me relive 

it.  I try to push it from my mind every day, and I 

can’t go back there, Reed.” 

“I need to know.  It’s killing me, Li.  It kills 

me to not know what happened.” 

“It would kill you if you knew,” she 

whispered.  “No one knows, Reed.  I’ll take it to my 

grave.” 

“Dammit, Liana!  Tell me!” I growled and 

fell to my knees.  She didn’t know how torn I was 

inside knowing what monsters like Jonathan Jones 

could do to an innocent woman.  I’d read it in the 

report the police had given my mother.  I’d seen 

how it destroyed my mother, knowing what was 
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done to Sabrina.  Somehow, in the back of my 

mind, I knew exactly what had happened to Liana, 

the woman I love. 

“No,” she whispered.  “Please just let it go.” 

“I know,” I admitted softly.  “I know what 

men like that are capable of.” 

“What are you talking about?”  She pulled 

on one of my shirts and fell to her knees in front of 

me, her tiny hand touched the side of my face.  I 

leaned into her palm as she wiped away a tear I 

didn’t know I’d produced. 

“I have a secret that I’ve never told anyone, 

not even Ash.  I had a sister.  She was only sixteen, 

and I was thirteen.  She was abducted walking home 

from a friend’s house.  When they found her, she 

was naked and thrown into a ditch not far from the 

house.  My mother tried to shield me from the truth, 

but I found the coroner’s report, and I read it.  She 

was raped, repeatedly, and left like trash.” 

I looked up at Liana, and she was gasping 

for air from the violent tears she was shedding, her 

hand held close to her mouth as if she was going to 

be sick.  She reached for me and pulled me into her 

arms.   

“I’m so sorry,” she cried.  “I’m so sorry.”  

She chanted it over and over into my neck, and I let 

myself do something I haven’t done since the day I 

read that report. 

I remembered…and I cried.  

 
Liana 

 
We didn’t speak for the most of the night, 

only held each other.  He stroked my hair as I rested 



87 
 

my cheek against his heart.  It had finally slowed 

down about an hour ago.  The sun had also set about 

that time and we had watched it from the bedroom 

windows.  

I felt at home here in his house.  It wasn’t 

much bigger than my place in Scottsdale was.  

Before I moved in, the thing was sterile and looked 

like a bachelor pad.  The only splash of color was 

the beige paint on the walls, and the blue comforter 

on the bed.  I brought some pictures with me that 

matched his walls.  I’d say his décor but he really 

didn’t have any of that going on.  The man was 

never here, and I really didn’t blame him for not 

doing anything with the place. 

“Are you hungry,” he whispered. 

“A little,” I admitted.  “But I don’t want to 

get up.” 

“Okay,” he replied. 

Still trying to absorb the things he’d told me, 

I closed my eyes and pictured a younger version of 

Reed Sullivan, and the things he’d seen in that 

report.  His mother had tried to shield him from the 

harsh realities of the world, but the poison of 

Sabrina’s attacker had touched my gentle giants 

mind.  Now I understood his nightmares and sudden 

outburst of anger when Jonathan’s name was 

mentioned. 

Reed may have an idea of what was done to 

me, and I will always deny him the knowledge.  I’m 

sure, if he wanted to, he could get a copy of the 

report.  I don’t even know if that is public 

knowledge or not.   

My lawyer had informed me, while we were 

on the island, that Jonathan Jones will be serving a 

twenty year term for his part in my attack.  If he’d 
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killed me then the bastard wouldn’t gotten life.  

Unlike Reed’s sister, who’d given her life during 

the attack, I was still alive.  How was I going to live 

knowing that he was still out there?  What will 

happen when he’s able to get out on parole?  Will 

he come after me again?  What about Mary?   

“What has you all tense,” he asked, bringing 

me out of the beginnings of a panic attack.   

“Thinking about when he gets out in twenty 

years,” I admitted.  “What will happen then?” 

“I’m sure we can get a restraining order, and 

you will always have me, or some sort of security 

on you at all times.” 

“Okay,” I sighed.  “But I’m worried.”   

“I don’t want you to worry about that.  We 

have a long time to prepare for that day.  I want you 

to let it go…as best as you can.”  He stroked my 

hair again and I closed my eyes from the sensations. 

“I don’t want you to get your hopes up that I 

may end up pregnant someday, Reed,” I turned on 

my stomach so that I could look into his beautiful 

eyes.  There was pain there, and I wasn’t sure 

whose pain he was reliving, mine or his sisters. 

“Can we please see a specialist?” he asked.  

“We don’t have to get pregnant now.  I want to wait 

a little while.  We need to be together for awhile 

before we start a family.” 

“I agree,” I nodded my head that was resting 

on my folded hands.  “And if it will make you feel 

better, then I will go see a doctor.” 

“Good,” he said, pulling me up to his chest.  

Our lips touched and I melted into his kiss.  Our 

tongues touched and the fire ignited between us.  

Pushing myself up on my knees, where I could run 
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my fingers through his long hair, I smiled in our 

kiss when he moaned at my touch. 

Suddenly, I was flipped over onto my back, 

and his shirt was pulled from my body in one swift 

movement.  He was still bruised and I tried not to 

touch his ribs. 

“Baby, you’ll hurt yourself,” I panted as he 

kneaded my breasts with his giant hands.  The 

calloused tips of his fingers pinched my nipple 

painfully and I threw my head back in a heated 

passion that should’ve set the sheets ablaze.  

“Don’t care,” he growled as he used his 

knees to part my legs.  I felt his thigh come up to 

rest at my sex, and I ground myself on his muscle.  

It probably wouldn’t take long before I could bring 

myself to climax from just that touch.  I needed him 

that badly. 

“Oh Reed,” I moaned as his head dipped and 

he took one straining nipple into his mouth.  Reed 

always paid attention to my breasts.  They were not 

huge, but they were not small either.  Thankfully, 

they were perfect for him.  I knew this because he 

always told me they were. 

My pulse hammered inside my chest as if 

I’d run a marathon.  The moisture pooling between 

my legs caused me to squirm harder against his 

thigh.  He chuckled deep in his chest and moved his 

leg.  Reed was not fooled, he knew what I 

wanted…needed.  His thigh was replaced with his 

cloth covered cock. 

“Lose the pants,” I demanded, not even 

recognizing my voice.  The raspy, wanton desire 

was evident in my words.  He’s teasing me by not 

removing his clothes.  Bypassing his sore ribs, I 

hooked a finger into his waistband and yanked the 
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material over his luscious ass.  I contemplated 

running my nails over the tight muscle, but I needed 

him naked.   

I was too small to push them any further 

than beyond his thighs, and I groaned in frustration.  

My hands found his straining cock and I used both 

hands to wrap around his heavy length.  He sucked 

in a hiss through his teeth and attacked the skin on 

my neck.  He bit and sucked before settling on deep, 

hot kisses. 

He shifted me easily where my legs were 

hanging over the edge of the bed.  I had no strength 

against him as he pulled away from me and stood at 

the end of the bed looking down on me. 

“Beautiful.  So damn beautiful,” he groaned 

as he dropped to his knees on the floor.  I don’t 

know if the groan was from the pain in his body or 

the desire he had for me, and at this point, I didn’t 

really care. 

He pulled me so that my ass hung over the 

edge of the bed and my legs were thrown over his 

shoulder.  The first touch of his tongue against my 

swollen sex caused a shiver to race through my 

body.  The second time was deeper, more like the 

Reed I love.  He ended with my clit between his 

teeth and he had to throw an arm across my waist to 

keep me from bucking off the mattress.   

“Oh, Reed,” I panted as he continued to 

assault my clit with his powerful mouth.  He added 

two fingers into my pussy and mimicked his thrust 

with the suction on my clit.  He knew I’d come and 

I could almost feel him smiling against me.  He’s 

ruthless with his love making and I didn’t want it 

any other way.   
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My hands found his scalp and I buried my 

fingers into his thick hair.  Pulling him closer to my 

aching pussy, I cried out as the orgasm hit my core.  

My womb clenched, pulling his fingers deeper 

inside me.  Even though he had his arm across my 

waist, I pushed toward his face, silently begging 

him not to stop. 

For a moment, I was sure that the climax 

wouldn’t stop, because it rolled through my body 

like a hurricane.  Before I could come down, Reed 

pulled away and flipped me over onto my stomach.  

He used his large hands to grab my hips, pulling me 

back toward him, so that I was raised on my knees. 

His cock touched my pussy and he had no 

problem sliding in from the wetness that remained 

from my climax.  He buried himself so deep that my 

womb contracted and threw me back into a blinding 

orgasm. 

“You like that,” he said, more as a statement 

than a question. 

“Yes,” I replied on instinct, because I liked 

anything Reed did with me.   

“Seeing my cock move in and out of my 

pussy,” he panted with each brutal thrust.  “That is 

the most amazing sight in the world.  Tell me you 

are mine.” 

“Yours,” I panted.  “Oh, Reed.” 

“That’s right,” he grunted, and continued the 

deep thrusts inside me.  I loved it.  Reed knew how 

to make love to me.  He always took what I gave 

him, and he never held back because of my size.  

Sweat beaded up on my forehead from the 

exertion of our love making, and I dropped down on 

my elbows to open myself more for him.  A hand 

clasped over my shoulder to pull me back onto his 
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cock.  Something about the way he held me like this 

turned me on.  His demanding sexual nature was 

what I needed.  I wanted it like this.  

He stopped suddenly and I look over my 

shoulder at his tightly chiseled jaw.  He’s clinching 

his teeth, trying to ward off his own orgasm. 

“Turn around,” he demands.  “I want you to 

taste me when I come.  Taste us together.”  

The demand cause my sex to weep even 

more.  He held my chin for a second before pressing 

his thumb between my lips; his other hand stroked 

his cock.  “Open.” 

That one demand caused me to obey 

quickly.  He didn’t say anything else as he slid his 

cock into my throat.  I tasted myself on him and I 

knew that he was aroused from the action. 

Rolling my tongue around his swollen head.  

I pulled back so that I can run my tongue over the 

slit at the head of his cock.  His hands tightened in 

my hair and I knew what was coming. 

“Touch yourself,” he growled.  “Come with 

me.” 

He didn’t say anything else as he seated 

himself deep in my throat.  I hollowed out my 

cheeks and used one hand to press hard against my 

clit.  I alternated between my clit and fucking 

myself with my own fingers.  I worried because I 

knew that he was close and I have to come with 

him.  Reed must’ve sensed my tension, and 

removed one hand from my hair to take my nipple 

into his fingers.  The moment he added pressure, I 

felt myself explode.  He swelled inside my mouth 

and his release hit the back of my throat.  I 

swallowed it down and let him fuck my mouth as I 

rode out my own orgasm against my hand. 
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When I tried to collapse from exhaustion, 

Reed rolled me over and buried his face between 

my legs, using his own tongue to clean the desire 

from my sex.   

I end up having two more orgasms before he 

was done.   

The last thing I remembered was falling 

asleep with a smile on my face. 
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Chapter 10 

 
Reed 

 
Sitting in a waiting room full of pregnant 

women wasn’t what I envisioned when I told Li that 

I wanted her to see a new doctor.  I was very 

uncomfortable and Dallas ‘Jackass” McGuire was 

beside me silently laughing at all of the pregnant 

women who were eyeballing me.  It was less 

strange when I was at a venue and the fans were 

watching me.  This was just weird. 

“Come on,” he chuckled.  “What are they 

going to do?  Cuddle you to death?”  He was so 

fired.  After he dropped us off at the house, I was 

going to kick him to the curb. 

“You think this is funny,” I asked, from my 

chair in the corner.  For some reason, we were 

sitting the furthest from the door.  Isn’t that against 

standard security protocol?  

“I wish I could’ve gone in there with her,” I 

admitted quietly.  “They wouldn’t even let me go.” 

“It’s because you’re not married.  Put a ring 

on her finger and you will be included.  Until then, 

you have to deal with this,” he said looking around 

the room. 

He was right.  I needed to marry her, but 

when would be the right time?  We wouldn’t be 

home forever and the unspoken knowledge that we 

were going to tour again left us back to where we 

started.  With me being gone and Liana home alone, 

that scenario didn’t work well for either of us.  Not 

now. 
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Part of me wanted to barge down the halls 

looking for my Li, but the other part of me was 

afraid of what I may accidently see.  Ash still talked 

about the time when the doctor checked Mary 

toward the end of her pregnancy.  I don’t think I 

could handle that.  Or any of this women stuff.  I 

shivered. 

“Are you cold,” Liana said standing in front 

of me.  I looked up and she held her hand out.  

“Come on, I’m ready to go.” 

“What did he say?” I asked softly. 

“Nothing yet,” she shrugged, and tugged 

harder on my hand.  “Someone will call me with the 

test results in a few days to a week.” 

I let her led me out of the room.  Most of the 

women smiled as I passed by and I’m sure some of 

them secretly snuck pictures of me looking lost in 

the waiting room chairs.   

Liana wore her tight jeans today and a baggy 

sweater that fell off one shoulder.  She looked like 

this wasn’t bothering her, but I knew she was 

putting on a front.  That was something she’d taught 

herself the moment she started getting noticed as 

Gabe Miller’s little sister.  She had a certain set to 

her lips and the little crease in her forehead always 

gave her away. 

Once we were inside the SUV, she leaned 

her head on my shoulder.  I kissed the top of her 

head and didn’t ask any more about the 

appointment.   

Once inside the house, I went to the kitchen 

to make lunch for the both of us.  Dallas didn’t stay 

and I was thankful he knew when it was time to 

leave.  This was private and although he knew what 
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was going on, it wasn’t his place to be here when 

she broke down. 

And I was waiting on that to happen. 

Liana was curled up on the corner of the 

couch when I brought her a plate of food.  I didn’t 

make anything fancy, just some sandwiches.  We 

ate in silence, not even the television was on.  The 

sunlight from the window cast a shadow across the 

floor from the lamp by the window.  I stared at it for 

a moment trying to swallow the lump that had 

formed in my throat. 

“Are you ready to tell me what they did,” I 

asked after I’d taken the plates back into the 

kitchen.   

“It wasn’t much, just some ultrasounds and 

x-rays.  I talked to the doctor and he had me sign 

some release forms to get my chart from the other 

doctors in Phoenix.  Like I said, we have to wait on 

them to call.” 

“Okay,” I said.  “Then what do you want to 

do in the meantime?” 

“I want to see Mary and Gabe,” she 

admitted.  “But first, I’d like to lay down.  It’s been 

a long morning.” 

I watched as she left me sitting on the couch.  

I heard her yawn as she hit the bedroom door.  She 

really was tired.  

Last night had been hell.  She’d woken up 

three different times with nightmares she wouldn’t 

discuss, and cried herself back to sleep.  Holding 

her was the only thing that I could do.  Even though 

the anger inside me bubbled like a witch’s cauldron, 

I maintained calm when dealing with her.  

Sometimes the pain inside me caused me to snap.  

Just like the time that man had touched her and I’d 
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ended up in jail for the night in Phoenix, because I 

couldn’t handle the anger.  There was a decent 

person inside of me, most of the time, but ever since 

Sabrina was taken away from us, I wasn’t the same.  

Now, Liana was almost taken away from me and I 

hated the other person I became when the anger 

became too much.   

Before I knew what I was doing, my phone 

was to my ear and I was calling Ash.   

He answered almost immediately. 

“Hey,” I said as a way of greeting.  “I need 

to talk to you.” 

“Is everything okay,” I heard a door shut on 

his end of the line.  “Is Liana okay?” 

“She’s fine,” I paused.  “We had a doctor’s 

appointment today.” 

“How did it go,” he asked, concern coated 

his voice. 

“Wait and see,” I replied.  “She wants to 

come by to see Mary.” 

“We’re not doing anything special.  You 

know you are always welcome, Reed.” 

“Thanks, man,” I sighed. 

“That’s not all…is it?” he asked quietly. 

“No,” I admitted.  “Do you think we could 

go to Kane’s place and use his workout room?” 

“Yes, brother,” he sighed.  “I think that 

would be a very good idea.” 

He knew what I needed.  Ash had been there 

for my anger over the years.  Although I’ve never 

told him what it was for.  He’d seen me hit that bag 

over and over with my bare fist so many times, that 

he’d only stop me when my knuckles began to 

bleed. 
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Tonight I was going to come clean.  Ash 

was the brother I never had, but always needed.  I 

just hope that my secret wouldn’t hurt him as bad as 

it hurt me. 

 

Liana 
 

Ash’s place always felt like a second home 

to me.  The sounds of Ivy laughing from the kitchen 

made me smile.  She was my niece, regardless of 

blood ties.  Hell, as I looked around, this was my 

family and had always been. 

Kane ended up being the source of the 

giggling baby in the kitchen.  He was attempting to 

feed her, but the child was too busy laughing to get 

any of the food in her mouth. 

“She has half of the food on her face, Kane,” 

I laughed from the doorway. 

Mary was at the stove stirring a pot of 

something and looked like a domestic goddess.  Her 

long blonde hair was stacked neatly on her head and 

I noticed a love bite on her neck, just below her ear.  

Those two were insatiable when it came to each 

other, and I wouldn’t be surprised if she announced 

she was pregnant again in the near future.   

“Hey,” I said, pulling her into a hug.  “I 

missed you.” I whispered into her ear, where none 

of the guys could hear me. 

“Missed you too, Li,” she replied softly. 

Ash and Reed had been in the front room for 

awhile when they finally found us around the table.  

Kane was finishing up feeding Ivy.  
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Ash took me into his arms and hugged me 

for all he was worth.  I loved him as the father I 

never had.  “Hey handsome,” I teased. 

“You’re not so bad yourself, hot stuff,” he 

laughed.  “Hey, I’m going to steal the guys for a bit.  

We are going to go over to Kane’s house and work 

out.  David is in the back, so if you need anything 

he’s here.” 

I frowned, because I didn’t know that they 

had planned on leaving us here…alone. 

“Hey,” Reed said, pulling me into his arms.  

“David’s here and I called Dallas.  He should be 

here before we leave.  Are you okay?” 

“Fine,” I shrugged.  “Didn’t know you were 

going to leave.”   

“Just guy stuff.  I’ll stay if you want me to,” 

he kissed my temple, but there was something…I 

don’t know…off about him.  His muscles were tight 

and he looked sick.  Ever since I woke up from that 

nap, he’d been…different.  I really couldn’t put my 

finger on it.  

“No,” I said.  “Actually, we have girl time to 

catch up on and I’m sure you guys do to.” 

“We do not have girl stuff to catch up on,” 

Kane said behind me.  He poked me in the ribs, 

causing me to jump, but his playful attitude didn’t 

bother me.  Sometimes it was refreshing. 

“You boys run along,” Mary said from the 

table, where she was trying to wipe off that poor 

babies face from her uncles attempt at feeding. 

Dallas arrived before they’d even walked 

out the door.  Reed wouldn’t be far and he was 

right, if I didn’t have him then these two men were 

capable of taking care of us.  I hated the fact that I 

felt unsafe when I was alone.  Needing someone 
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with me at all times was some fucked up problem 

I’d had since I was little.  Gabe didn’t help either, 

by coddling me and watching out for me my entire 

life.  He always thought because of my size that I 

was unable to do anything for myself.     

 

After the guys left, I sat on the bathroom 

sink while Mary washed little Ivy in the tub.  The 

child loved the water, and ended up getting more on 

Mary than she did on herself.  I wondered who 

taught her that and I’d put money on it being Kane.   

“So,” Mary began as she wrapped Ivy in a 

soft white towel.  “What’s wrong?  And don’t lie to 

me, because you suck at it.”   

“Something’s wrong with Reed,” I scowled.  

“He’s been acting strange since I woke up from a 

nap.” 

“Strange how,” she asked as she rubbed the 

towel over Ivy’s blondish brown hair.  It’d grown 

out a lot since she was born.  I pictured her in the 

next few years with beautiful curls like her moms, 

and the sun-kissed light brown hair of Ash.   

“Like he’s angry, I guess.  We’ve had some 

arguments lately and I think that may be a part of 

it.”  I hopped off the counter and followed her into 

the bedroom, where she laid the baby on the bed to 

dress her. 

“What have you been arguing about,” she 

asked, reaching for the clean diaper I was holding. 

“Stuff,” I hedged. 

“Okay,” she nodded.  “And did this ‘stuff’ 

cause you to feel differently for him?”   

“No,” I smiled.  “I still love him.  I’ve 

always loved him, you know that.” 
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She nodded and picked up her daughter.  We 

didn’t talk much more after that.  I wanted to tell 

her about the possibility of me being unable to bear 

children, but I just couldn’t make the words fall 

from my lips.   

Dallas was waiting on us in the kitchen once 

we emerged from the nursery.  He was sitting at the 

table looking at his phone.  He was frowning at 

whatever was on the screen.  When he heard us 

approach he righted his expression and locked his 

phone. 

“What’s going on,” I asked. 

“Oh, nothing,” he lied.  “Are you ready to 

head home?” 

“I didn’t know I was going anywhere.  I 

thought we were going to wait until Reed got back, 

then go home together.”  He stood up from the 

table.  The man was just as wide as Reed, and 

maybe an inch or two shorter.  His blonde hair fell 

into his eyes, but I saw something there that I didn’t 

like.  Pity? 

“He asked me to take you home,” he averted 

his eyes to look at Mary.  “The guys said they’re 

going to be later than they expected.”   

“That’s okay,” she said slowly.  “Dallas, 

what the hell is going on?” 

“Yeah, Dallas,” I growled.  “Something is 

going on that you’re not telling us.  Not spit it out.”  

I managed to walk right up to him and grab him by 

the shirt collar and pulled him down level with my 

eyes. 

“It’s really nothing,” he sighed.  “They’re 

just extending their workout for a few more hours.” 
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“Bullshit,” I growled into his face.  “Either 

you take me to him, or I steal that SUV and take 

myself over to Kane’s.” 

What the hell are they doing?  If Kane had 

brought over strippers, I’d kill the son of a bitch.  

Was someone hurt?  Dallas looked worried and I 

scratched the idea of strippers.  

“Liana,” he scowled. 

“Fine,” I lifted the keys off of the table and 

made a dash for the garage.  I may be smaller, but I 

found out that I wasn’t faster, when Dallas swooped 

in with a well-placed arm around my waist and 

hauled me off my feet. 

“Put me down,” I yelled. 

“Dallas!” Mary yelled from the door.  “What 

the hell?” 

“I’m taking you home,” he demanded.   

“Fuck you,” I growled.  “I’ll just leave.”  I 

struggled while he deposited me into the back seat 

of the Escalade.  He strapped me in and actually 

tossed the child safety lock on the back door so that 

I couldn’t get out. 

He said something to Mary, who was staring 

at us with her mouth hanging wide open.  Once 

inside the car, Dallas threw it in reverse and backed 

out of the garage, closing the door with the remote 

on the visor. 

“He told them,” he announced once we 

turned onto the main road heading back over to 

Reed’s house. 

“Told them what,” I said in a small voice. 

“About his sister,” he stated.  “He’s working 

out his years of pent up anger the only way men 

know how to.  He’s been wailing on the punching 
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bags in Kane’s gym for over an hour.  Gabe doesn’t 

want him around you right now.” 

“He would never hurt me,” I cried.  My poor 

Reed was hurting.  He’d finally told them what had 

happened all those years ago and most likely about 

how he feared that I’d meet the same demise when 

he found out about the attack.   

“We don’t know that,” he replied. 

I was sick to my stomach.  Reed Sullivan 

was my gentle giant.  He’d never take his anger out 

one me.  That was why he was different after my 

nap.  He’d had hours to stew over the memories.   

“Take me to Reed’s house,” I demanded.  

“Please Dallas.”  I should’ve said ‘our house’, 

because it was the only place I could call home.  

Hell, I was the only place I wanted to call home. 

“Okay,” he said, as I leaned my head on the 

window and let my tears fall.  I needed to see him 

and make sure he was okay, but it looked like I had 

to wait for him to come to me.  This was an issue 

that needed to be address.  I don’t want the past to 

ruin any chance we have at a future. 
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Chapter 11 

 
Reed 

 
Thwack!  Thwack! Thwack! 

Punching the bag over and over again, I felt 

the burn in my muscles and my hands were on fire.  

There was blood on the bag every time my fist came 

away, but I didn’t care. 

I’d just spilled my deepest darkest secrets to 

my brothers and the fact that I was scared that I’d 

never father a child with the woman I love.  Gabe 

took the news hard and had to leave the room, but 

they needed to know.  I finally wanted them to 

know.  

Ash currently held the bag and didn’t speak 

as I wasted my hands on the hard leather.  Sweat 

poured into my eyes, and although my vision was 

blurry, I still hit my mark.   

Thwack!  Thwack! Thwack! 

His face was on the bag.  The face of 

Jonathan Jones.  The blackness was for the man 

who killed my sister.  The man they never found.  

Was he young or old?  Sabrina wasn’t as large as I 

was and her small frame probably lured him to her.  

Just like Liana.  My little darlin’ was brutalized in 

the worst way and I was here beating the hell out of 

this bag, worrying about my own anger. 

Thwack!  Thwack! Thwack! 

Suddenly, I was done.  My hands stopped 

the brutal attack on the bag.  The anger faded into 

nothing, and I let my arms fall to my sides. 

“I need to go to Li,” I panted, gasping for air 

to fill my lungs. 
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“Not right now,” Ash said from the bag.  

“You need to cool down and let me take care of 

those hands.”  I looked down at them and winced 

from the sight of the torn skin at my knuckles.  

Blood trickled down my fingers and dripped onto 

the mat below where I was standing. 

Ash finally let go of the bag and led me over 

to the bench, pushing me down so that I was seated.  

I kept my head hung low.  A bottled water was 

shoved in my face and I turned it up, draining its 

contents.  Ash knelt down in front of me and 

wrapped a cold wet rag around my knuckles, adding 

pressure to the wounds. 

“Do you feel better,” he asked.  My best 

friend looked worried. 

“I need to go to Li,” I repeated as if on 

autopilot.   

“Not happening right now,” he sighed.  

“She’s at your house, with Dallas.” 

“I need to go home,” I sighed, and closed 

my eyes for a moment before opening them up to 

see that it was only Ash and I in the weight room.   

Ash looked at me as if he was trying to read 

my mind.  He must’ve been okay with what he saw, 

because he sat back on his heels and said, “Alright 

buddy, we’ll get you home.” 

I was left alone with rags wrapped around 

my hands.  All I really wanted to do was see her, to 

make sure she was okay.  I needed to hold her in my 

arms, to cherish her.  To love her.  My heart ached 

with the amount of love I have for that woman.  I’d 

always loved her, and I don’t think there was ever a 

time that I didn’t have her on my mind.  Even with 

the millions of opportunities to have another woman 



106 
 

in my bed, I never once gave in to the offers of the 

women we’d met on tours. 

Gabe returned with Ash, and he knelt down 

in front of me.  He too was trying to gauge my 

anger.  If he only understood, I would never hurt 

her.  I’d give my own life before I’d lay a hand on 

Liana. 

“Hey,” he started.  “I’m going to take you 

home and stay at your place tonight.”  He stood up 

but I reached out and caught his forearm. 

I looked into his eyes meaningfully, “I’d die 

before I ever hurt her.” 

“I’m still staying at the house.  Not just for 

you, but because I need to be with my sister.”  Gabe 

turned to leave the indoor gym at Kane’s mansion, I 

looked back and saw Ash cleaning my blood off of 

the bag I’d been punching.  He didn’t look at me, 

but I knew he was worried, just by the set of his 

shoulders. 

Following Gabe out of the house, I 

automatically got into the front seat of his truck.  

He’d actually driven his Dodge truck over and I was 

glad it wasn’t those damn SUV’s security totes us 

around in.   

The numbness was still there during the ride.  

The pain in my hands remained as we turned onto 

my street.  I flexed them, but it did nothing for the 

burning other than to make it worse.  I watched as 

the house came in to view, smiling to myself, 

because I knew she was waiting on me. 

Gabe walked inside the house ahead of me.  

I heard Liana call out my name, but I was just too 

exhausted to answer.  She gasped when she saw my 

appearance, and Gabe stopped her before she could 

come to me. 
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“Sis, let him shower,” he said. 

Liana scowled at him and pushed past, only 

to end up in my arms.  “I’m sweaty,” I told her. 

“I don’t care,” she whispered as she rested 

her head against my chest.  “Come on, I’ll get you 

in the shower, and then you can go to sleep.” 

Gabe was left in the kitchen while she pulled 

me into the bathroom.  I lifted my arms when she 

told me too and stepped out of my pants on her 

command.  The water was hot on my tired muscles.  

I let her run the soapy rag over my body to wash 

away the sweat and grime.  When the water finally 

ran cold, she pulled me from the stall and dried me 

with a towel.  I fell face first into the bed.  I felt the 

covers being pulled up over my naked body.  Her 

precious lips fell upon my cheek. 

“Goodnight, I love you,” she whispered as I 

let sleep take over my tired body. 

 

Liana 
 

Reed fell asleep before my lips left his skin.  

I stood there for the longest time just watching him.  

The sheet was tucked around his waist, and he 

looked so peaceful in his rest.  I kissed him again 

before turning off the lamp and leaving the room. 

Gabe looked up from where he was sitting 

on the couch, his hands were clasped in front of 

him.  When I approached, he stood up and pulled 

me into his arms.  He held me for a very long time 

without saying a word.  It felt good to have him 

here, with me. 

“Why haven’t you told me?  Why did you 

keep it from him?” he whispered into my ear.  I 
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didn’t have to ask him what he was talking about.  

Reed was as close to these guys as I was to Mary.  

He told them everything. 

“I wasn’t ready to tell,” I admitted with a 

small voice.  “I needed time, Gabe.” 

He walked with me over to the couch, where 

he took the seat on the end.  I fell in beside him, but 

I laid down so that I could rest my head in his lap.  

Gabe reached behind him and pulled a blanket 

down, tucking the ends around my body as if I were 

still a child.  The action was more comforting than 

it should be. 

“When will you know something from the 

doctor?” he asked, stroking my hair.  “I want to be 

there when they tell you.” 

“It could be as soon as three days,” I 

answered, closing my eyes.   

“Are you prepared for bad news,” he asked.   

“I don’t know if I’m prepared for any 

news,” I admitted.  “Honestly?  I would rather hide 

in a hole and not know.”  I squirmed and pulled the 

blanket higher up over my shoulders.  The talk with 

my brother was strange.  We’d never discussed girl 

stuff…ever. 

“I though mom and I taught you better, Li.  

You can’t hide from reality.  It’s better to just grab 

it by the horns and see where you go.  Good or bad, 

honey.  The last thing you should do is bury your 

head in the sand.” 

He was right.  I’d been hiding for over a 

year now.  I needed to get up and move on with my 

life.  Right now, I had nothing.  There was no job 

waiting on me to go back too.  I was living with my 

boyfriend, in a new town, and it was time for me to 

wake up from this hell I’d been living. 
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“It’s time to start living again,” I muttered. 

“Yeah, baby girl.  It’s time.”  He continued 

to rub circles against my back while I rested my 

head in his lap.  It felt really good having him here.   

We talked more throughout the night about 

the future.  Gabe was different than before my 

attack and I don’t think he’d ever return to his hyper 

self, just like I’d lost my own playful ways.  We’d 

started growing up finally.   

He refused to leave for the night and had 

expressed concern for me sleeping with Reed.  I 

understood where he would worry, but I knew Reed 

better than most people.  Hurting me would be the 

last thing he’d ever do. 

Gabe was content to sleep on the couch, just 

outside the bedroom.  I made a mental note before I 

fell asleep, to reject Reed if he got the urge to have 

sex with me in the middle of the night.  I don’t think 

my brother could handle hearing our sounds coming 

through the bedroom door. 

 

I woke around nine in the morning and Reed 

was gone from my side.  The sheets were cold so I 

knew that he had been awake for awhile.  The 

covers were pulled up over my shoulders neatly and 

I knew that I didn’t sleep like that on my own 

either.  I was usually tangled up in the sheets by the 

time my eyes opened every morning.  He must’ve 

covered me up before he got out of bed. 

After using the bathroom, I made my way 

into the kitchen.  Reed had set out my coffee cup by 

the maker so that I didn’t have to hunt it down when 

I was still half asleep.   

I saw them sitting at the table on the back 

porch and it looked like they were in deep 
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discussion, most likely about the events of the night 

before.  Wanting to prove my brother wrong about 

Reed’s anger and being around me, I made the 

decision to invade on their conversation. 

“Morning,” Reed said as I came out onto the 

porch.  The wind was chilly and I shivered slightly.  

“Let me go get you a blanket.  You shouldn’t be out 

here without a robe, Li.”  He frowned and went 

inside to grab something for me to cover up with. 

Knowing he’d be back soon, I only raised a 

brow in question at my brother.  His answer was a 

shrug, leaving me to wonder what was going on. 

The huge blanket he provided wrapped 

around my body twice.  I barely had room to keep 

my cup exposed so that I could drink my coffee 

without assistance.  He looked me over and nodded 

as if he was pleased with the burrito job he’d done 

with the blanket. 

“I’m really not that fragile,” I scowled. 

“Yes you are,” both Reed and my brother 

said in unison.  They thought it was funny as hell, 

although, I did not. 

“Really,” I growled.  “I’m a lot more 

resilient than you think I am.”  I may have huffed 

and stuck out my bottom lip, but only for a second. 

“Ok,” Gabe began.  “Look, I know we are 

on vacation and all that, but do you think we could 

get in some time working on some new songs?” he 

asked Reed. 

“Sure,” Reed replied.  “Have you got 

anything new?” 

“Yeah,” he shrugged.  “Do you mind going 

over some of it with me?” 

Reed looked for my approval and I waved 

toward my brother, “Go, make magic!” 
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It took some convincing, but I finally got 

Reed to agree on leaving me home alone while they 

went over to Ash’s place to work on some new 

material for the next album.  Of course, I wasn’t 

going to be entirely alone.  Dallas McGuire was 

called in to hang out at the house with me.   

I found myself sitting on the plush bed in 

our room.  My laptop was open and I was pecking 

out information on how these guys got together as a 

band.  I entered information that I knew on a 

timeline.  There was a ton of things that had 

happened between then and now. 

The writing kept my mind off of the test 

results.  I don’t know what will come of them, but I 

had to prepare myself for anything.  Like I told my 

brother, I wanted to just hide, but he was right, I had 

to face things head on.   

Reed would be there for me, no matter what 

the doctor or the test said.  I’d have to rely on that to 

get me through the next few days. 
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Chapter 12 

 
Reed 

 
She was asleep by the time we got home.  

Most of the evening consisted of us writing lyrics 

and trying to come up with something better than 

the last album.  I’d missed her from the moment we 

left the house, but I knew she’d want me to not sit 

around the house.  As much as she hated being 

alone, Liana still liked having some time to herself.  

Liana never was one for hanging with us 

when we rehearsed or brainstormed for songs.  That 

was why she stayed in Phoenix for all of those 

years.  I think she tried to distance herself from the 

band, just because she wanted her own life and 

didn’t want to be in her brother’s shadow.  

She’d told me a few times that she’d always 

wanted to write a book.  Being that she previously 

worked in that field, I don’t see why she shouldn’t 

try.  Of course, I am a little biased and believe she 

could do anything she wanted to do, and be 

successful at it. 

Looking at the clock, I swore softly at the 

time.  It was well past one in the morning.  I found 

her in the huge bed, in nothing but my shirt.  The 

sight of here there, tangled up in my soft cotton 

sheets set my heart ablaze.  I frowned at the disarray 

of the bed.  Usually, she slept a little crazy.  She 

moved around a lot in the night, but it looked like 

she’d been restless even more than usual. Only 

when I held her did she sleep soundly.  My heart 

pinched from the guilt of leaving her here alone. 
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After sliding off my jeans, I tugged carefully 

and righted the corner of the fitted sheet, and 

attempted to straighten the comforter as well as I 

could with it twisted up around her tiny legs.  

Frustrated with it, I got comfortable on my side and 

eased her onto my chest where she needed to be; 

where she belonged.   

Liana didn’t wake up, but she did snuggle 

into a more comfortable position.  She was so tiny 

that when her face was buried in my neck, her tiny 

feet only came to my knees.  The feel of her warm 

breath on my neck lulled me to sleep.  I wrapped 

my arms around her, holding her close to my body 

and fell asleep. 

 

Full lips on my collarbone and tiny 

wandering hands on my chest woke me from a 

restful sleep.  Li was still where I’d put her the night 

before.  My hand found her hip, and I traced circles 

on the soft skin there.   

“Morning, darlin’,” I rasped.   

“Mmmm,” she purred.  “Missed you last 

night.”  She wiggled slightly and I pulled her over 

were her legs were on either side of me, straddling 

my waist.  

“Missed you too,” I admitted softly.  “We 

wanted to get a few things done.  Kane’s going to 

head out with Cash to fill in on the rest of the tour 

with Fatal Cross, because they fired Luke.” 

“What,” she gasped.  

“Cash had enough of his bullshit and kicked 

him out.  Now, they’re without a drummer, and 

Kane’s bored.  He offered to go out with them for 

the next few weeks.” 
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“Well, that’s good for Kane, and I guess that 

sucks for Cash, but I’m glad they got rid of Luke.  

Just for the fact of what he did to you.” 

She sat up so that she was sitting on my 

cock and I felt it jerk from the connection, because 

she wasn’t wearing any underwear.  My oversized 

shirt hung off one of her tiny shoulders and I 

immediately pulled upward on the hem, stripping 

her bare to my eyes.   

“Wait,” she said suddenly, taking her hands 

and covering her breasts.  I growled at her for 

hiding them from me.  When I tried to pry her hands 

away she shook her head.  “We need to talk.” 

I felt my cock die out from the words that 

spilled from her mouth.  “About what,” I raised a 

brow. 

“About the other night,” she began.  “Why 

did you leave me when you were so angry?” 

“I needed the release,” I closed my eyes, 

pinching the bridge of my nose with two fingers.  I 

really didn’t want to talk about this, but something 

in the way Liana’s face was set, I was going to have 

to fess up.  Or else.  “Sometimes I just need to work 

it out, you know?  I don’t want you to be scared, 

baby.” 

She was already shaking her head, “I know 

you’d never hurt me.  But I don’t want you to go off 

anymore and beat yourself bloody on a damn 

punching bag.  You need to let me help you.”  She 

took one hand into hers and softly stroked the 

wounds on my knuckles. 

This time I was shaking my head, “No, I 

have to do that.  It’s a good release for me.” 

“You need to learn that I’m here for you.  

That bag only hurts you.  Let me help you release.”  
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She removed her hands from my knuckles and 

leaned over, grasping the top of my head with her 

tiny fist.  The spark of pain in my scalp told me 

what she was saying.  She wanted to be my release.  

When she pressed her breasts into my face, I used 

my teeth to nip at the flesh.  My cock flared to life 

again, as if to say thank you.   

“I will not have angry sex with you,” I 

growled into her cleavage.  “Never.” 

“Then don’t be angry,” she said in a husky 

voice.  Sliding off of me, I reached for her, but that 

little pixie was too quick.  She danced around the 

end of the bed.  “How could you be angry when 

you’re in my arms?” 

“Never,” I growled, rolling off the bed to 

bring her back to me.  She wasn’t expecting my 

longer reach when she tried to go around me again.  

My arm snuck out and wrapped around her waist.  I 

pulled her back to my chest and growled in her ear.  

“You know I don’t like it when you run from me.” 

My voice was serious, but still teasing as I 

turned her into the wall.  Her hands automatically 

planted flat against the surface.  Fortunate for us 

both, we were already naked.  Pulling her long hair 

over her shoulder, I kissed the tattoo on her arm and 

worked my way up to her neck.  I felt her shiver 

against my tongue as I made a trail to her ear. 

“Spread for me,” I demanded.  Her legs 

parted and I reached down to part the folds of her 

sex.  She was already wet for me and I moaned at 

the heat I felt between her legs.  “Anxious, are you 

darlin’?” 

“Reed,” she moaned and tried to turn around 

to face me, but I wasn’t having that.   
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“I want to taste you, all over,” I said as I 

kissed a trail down her shoulder blade.  With my 

free hand I took one breast into my hand, her nipple 

was already at its tightest peak, and I had to know if 

the other one was just the same.  I alternated 

between the two as I continued my southward trek 

over her body.   

“I love this part of you,” I said as I kissed 

the small of her back.  The roundness of her ass 

lured me in so that I could show my respect for this 

glorious piece of her body as well.  She yelped 

when I nipped the flesh lightly.  Her giggle told me 

that I didn’t hurt her. 

After I was satisfied with her back, then I 

turned her around.  Looking up into her face, I 

noticed the slight flush to her cheeks, and the desire 

in her beautiful blue eyes.  The spark there caused a 

tightening in my heart.  She was mine.  Finally 

mine.  We didn’t have to sneak around her brother, 

or only see each other every few months, or when I 

had time between shows.   

Eventually, when I found the inside of her 

thighs, I smiled to myself when she groaned in 

frustration for me not going for what she was 

wanting.  She loved my explorations and even 

though I’ve done this a million times, she always 

was impatient with my slowness.   

She also knew that when I was ready to take 

her, she’d get everything she wanted and more.   

“Oh, Reed.  You have to touch me, now.  I 

can’t take any more,” she begged as I took one 

sweet nipple into my mouth.  Her hands buried 

themselves deep into my hair.  I purposely keep my 

hair long so that she has something to hold on to.  
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Liana loved my hair and I’d have to be in a coma 

before I’d ever let anyone cut it off. 

When I found her pouty lips, she didn’t 

waste time in pushing her tongue past my parted 

lips.  The war our mouths waged on each other 

caused her lips to turn a deep red and swell with 

desire.    

Her hands left my hair and when she used 

both hands to take my cock into her grasp, I nearly 

died from the sensations.  A deep, almost animalist 

sound came from my chest as I grabbed her by the 

hips and lifted her up so that she was pinned against 

the wall.  Liana smiled smugly because she knew 

that she was about to get what she wanted.  

The immediate thrust inside her soaking wet 

heat caused my balls to tighten, threating for a 

release.  She bit down on my shoulder and that 

slight flare of pain spurred my thrust deeper, faster.  

I could hear her back thumping into the wall and I 

placed one hand behind her to absorb the impact, 

because at that moment, I was too involved, too 

primal, and too desperate to stop what my body was 

programed to do.  If someone broke into this room, 

I’d probably lose all sense and end up killing them. 

“Don’t…stop,” she begged, her legs 

tightened around my waist. 

“Darlin’, I’m not going to stop until your 

legs are weak and the neighbors know my name,” I 

growled against her neck.   

Liana took my frantic pounding into her sex.  

I could feel her pussy dampen with each thrust, her 

frantic panting, begging, assured me that she was 

enjoying herself.  The tight hold she had on my 

body told me that she didn’t want me to let her go. 
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“Love you,” I growled as I thrust deeper into 

her welcoming body.  “Love you so damn much, 

Li.” 

“I know, baby,” she sighed, taking my 

forceful thrusts.  “I know.” 

“Marry…me,” I begged, tears almost 

threatening my eyes as I never lost rhythm with my 

frantic lovemaking.  “I want you to marry me.  

Now…tomorrow.” 

“W…what,” she stilled, but only for a 

moment.  My eyes locked on hers and I gritted my 

teeth. 

“Marry me,” I whispered as my thrust 

finally began to slow. 

“Yes,” she cried out as her pussy clamped 

down on my aching cock.  The orgasm raced 

through her body.  “Yes, Reed.  I’ll marry you.” 

My own seed shot forth at her words, and I 

rode out both of our releases, and finally, only when 

we were both spent, did I turn her and place her on 

the white cotton sheets on the bed. 

We were still tangled together when I 

pushed the hair out of her face and smiled, “You 

will really marry me?” 

She kissed me softly and smiled, “I thought 

you’d never ask.” 

 

Liana 
 

He finally asked me.  After four years, Reed 

Alexander Sullivan, finally asked me to marry him.  

There was no doubt in my mind at my answer.  For 

a split second, I thought he’d just blurted it out in 

the heat of passion, but I was wrong.   
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Reed was in the shower and I was still 

tucked in the bed.  He wanted to get married soon, 

but I wanted to wait.  At least until I knew the 

results of the tests.  We had two more days before 

my follow up appointment with the doctor.  

Regardless of their stupid rules, I wanted Reed in 

there with me.  At least he wouldn’t be freaked out 

by the exams.  I chuckled to myself when I thought 

about him seeing all the things women have to deal 

with, because he’d probably faint. 

“What’s so funny,” he asked, startling me. 

“Damn, Reed,” I gasped.  “You scared me.”  

My heart thundered in my chest.  I’d been really 

good about not letting people sneak up on me, and I 

guess my mind was elsewhere. 

“I’m sorry, baby,” he started, but I held up 

my hand to still his own panic.   

“Are you going to tell me what’s so funny, 

then?” 

“Nothing,” I blushed.  “Just thinking about 

stuff.” 

“Stuff?” 

“Girl stuff,” I raised a brow. 

“Oh…no,” he held his hands up in the air.  

“I really don’t want to know.” 

I laughed so hard, I had a few tears leak out 

of my eyes.  Reed crinkled his nose at me and 

turned for the closet.  He was in there for awhile 

before I saw him peak out and smile. 

“Can I give you something,” he hesitated.  

His back was to me and I couldn’t see what he was 

doing.   

“Um, yes.  I guess,” I smiled.  “What is it?” 

I tried to see around him, but couldn’t make out 
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what he was holding.  Suddenly he turned and thrust 

his hand behind his back. 

He knelt down on the floor so that we were 

somewhat eye level.  I rolled over on my stomach 

and folded my hands under my chin, “I love 

surprises.  What is it, Reed?” 

“Okay, I want you to listen first,” he laughed 

when I frowned.  “I wasn’t saying that earlier just 

because we were making love.  Liana Miller, I have 

loved you since the day I first laid eyes on you.  We 

have suffered enough apart and I would be honored 

if you would marry me.”  He brought his hand 

forward and in it was a small velvet box that could 

only hold a ring.   

“Reed,” I gasped and covered my mouth.  

The tears came naturally. 

“I bought this the day after the first time I 

ever kissed you.  I’ve kept it all of this time, 

because I knew that someday I would get up enough 

nerve to ask you to marry me.”  He flipped open the 

box and I sucked in a shaky breath. 

The ring was white gold and the diamond 

sitting on top had to be bigger than Mary’s and I 

squealed in delight.  There were two other smaller 

diamonds on each side of it that made it look 

elegant.  He took my hand and slipped it on my 

finger.  The heavy weight was foreign at first, but I 

soon realized that it was where it belonged.   

“Yes, Reed,” I sniffled.  “I love it, just like 

I’ve always loved you.  Forever.” 

He scooped me up in his arms and spun me 

around, while kissing me senseless.  We didn’t 

leave the bedroom for a long time.  I had to show 

my appreciation for his gift. 

At least for the next few hours. 
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A phone ringing brought me out of a sleep I 

didn’t realize I had fallen into.  I fumbled around 

and finally found it on the floor.  It must have fallen 

during our sexcapades this morning.  We’d pretty 

much broken in every piece of furniture, the wall, 

and even the counter in the bathroom more than 

once since we woke up that morning. 

I looked at the read out and saw that it was 

my brother. 

“Hey Gabe,” I answered. 

“Sis,” he began.  “How are you?”  This was 

my brother.  His first words to me for the past year 

were wanting to know how I was. 

“Really good, G,” I smiled into the phone.  

“Reed asked me to marry him.” 

“And,” he hesitated.  “What did you say?” 

“Yes, of course.  I told him yes,” I 

answered, sitting up in the huge plush bed.  I 

realized this was also my bed, with Reed.  Soon, it 

would be ours together. 

“It’s about damn time,” Gabe murmured.   

 “What’s wrong,” I asked.   

“Nothing,” he grumped.  “Nothing at all.” 

“Are you mad?” he was confusing me. 

“I’m happy for you, Li.  I truly am, but I 

don’t know how to not take care of you,” he 

admitted.  I twisted the sheets up in my fingers. 

“Gabe,” I sighed, heavily.  “You don’t have 

to take care of me anymore.  I’ve been telling you 

that for years.” 

“I promised mom,” he blurted.  “What am I 

going to do without you?” 

“You’re not losing me.  I’m still going to be 

around,” I grumped.   
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“Yeah, I guess so,” he whispered.  “Hey, 

look.  I’ve got to go.  I’ll be over later to see you.” 

I hung up the phone and stared at it for the 

longest time, trying to figure out what his problem 

was.  Mom had made him promise, on her deathbed, 

that he’d care for me, and that’s what he’d done for 

far too long now. 

Maybe Gabe was having what most parents 

have once their child was married and out of their 

house.  Almost like an empty nest syndrome.  It was 

time for him to quit worrying about me and go out 

and find himself his own love.  I frowned to myself.  

Whoever she was better be worthy of him and not 

some tramp just looking for a rockstar and his 

money, because I’d kill her. 

Slipping out of the bed, I smelled food 

cooking and knew that Reed was preparing for 

dinner.  No one would let me cook and I really 

didn’t blame them; I sucked at it.  Gabe wasn’t 

much better and that made me hope that whoever he 

eventually fell in love with would be able to feed 

him properly.  

The heat from the shower was welcomed.  

My muscles ached and I still had a slight cramping 

that wouldn’t go away.  We already determined that 

I wasn’t pregnant, but something had to be going on 

with me.   

Biting my lip, I washed methodically, trying 

not to think about the appointment coming up.  I 

needed to bring myself to a certain realization that I 

wouldn’t be able to get pregnant easily, if at all.  I 

had to squeeze my eyes closed to shake the image 

of little Reed Sullivan juniors running around this 

place. 
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I waited until the water ran cool before I 

turned it off and stepped from the shower.  Since 

my brother was coming over, I pulled on a pair of 

jeans and a tank top, before walking out to find 

Reed looking totally humpalicious in nothing but a 

pair of jeans and a black Devour The Day t-shirt 

that hugged the muscles in his arms so tightly that it 

should be illegal. 

My womb quivered at the sight and my 

thighs clenched in need.  How could I be ready for 

him again after the half day marathon of sex we had 

earlier? 

“Gabe’s coming over later,” I blurted out to 

keep from jumping him while he stood at the 

counter making our dinner.  “I told him about you 

asking me to marry you.  He’s probably coming 

over to threaten your manhood again.” 

Reed threw his head back when he bellowed 

out a deep throaty laugh, and I followed right 

behind him.  My brother wasn’t small, but he was 

still smaller than Reed.  Hell, everyone was smaller 

than Reed Sullivan, the giant.   

“Have you thought about when you want to 

get married?” He walked past and placed a soft kiss 

on my lips before setting the bowls on the table. 

“I want to wait until after we get the tests 

results,” I shrugged. 

Reed frowned and then nodded.  We sat 

mostly in silence through dinner.  I knew he was 

thinking that if the results were bad that I’d 

probably back out, but I had no plans to do that. 
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Chapter 13 

 
Reed 

 
Sitting on Ash’s couch, I watched as he held 

his daughter, Ivy.  She was beautiful and a perfect 

blend of both Ash and Mary.  Seeing him with her 

was a sight that I’d pictured myself doing over the 

years.  Except, the little girl in my arms would have 

raven hair, and hopefully big beautiful blue eyes 

and pouty lips. 

“You’re worried,” Ash said suddenly. 

“Yeah,” I nodded.  “I am.” 

“Have faith,” he said, but I could see in his 

eyes, he wasn’t expecting positive results for Liana.   

“That’s all I have,” I admitted. 

The girls had left to go shopping, with 

Dallas and David for security, about half an hour 

ago and I was already restless about Liana not being 

here.  The paparazzi had backed off since Mary and 

Ash had done a three page spread in Rolling Stone, 

introducing their daughter to the world.   

Mary said that retail therapy always took a 

woman’s mind off of stressful things.  Or, maybe 

she was just wanting to get out of the house and 

have a break.  Either way, Liana agreed to go out.  I 

always had issues with her being away from me, 

since the attack.  I didn’t like the idea of anyone not 

within our private circle getting close to her. 

  Kane was in the kitchen getting something 

to eat.  He’d finally let go of Ivy and said he was 

starving.  The dumbass had gone and gotten his lip 

pierced the night before.  He’d been complaining 

ever since he walked in the door that he couldn’t eat 
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anything that required his lips to move.  Mary, 

being the one who spoiled him the most, had 

prepared him a pot of soup that was on the stove 

keeping warm until he was ready to eat. 

Ash and I laughed when we heard him moan 

in the other room.  He must’ve liked what he was 

eating.  Ash growled protectively when Kane yelled 

out, “If you ever get tired of Mary, I want her for 

myself.” 

“You’re only saying that because she spoils 

you,” Ash yelled at him. 

Kane walked into the living room and 

smiled happily, “Man that was good.” 

He’d had a hoop put through the very center 

of his bottom lip and it was a little red and swollen.  

Ivy reached for him from her play mat on the floor, 

and Kane scooped her up into his arms.  “Come on 

little M, we need to go practice for my little trip.”   

He took the baby into the studio Ash had in 

his house, so that we could practice here instead of 

renting out a place in town.  I kept equipment here, 

just like Kane and Gabe did.  Ash was, not only our 

manager, but the one who held us together as a 

family.   

Ash sat on a stool while Kane propped the 

baby on his knee.  He wrapped her tiny hand around 

a drum stick and moved it around where she’d play 

what he was wanting her too.  I’d bet that child 

would be a musical genius by the time she was six 

years old, if we had anything to say about it.   

Ash ended up taking Ivy into her room for a 

nap, while we practiced for his upcoming semi tour 

with Cash’s band.  Kane was excited to be doing 

something on our off time, and I didn’t blame him.  



126 
 

If I didn’t have Liana here, I’d probably be restless 

as well. 

“I’m going to miss you guys,” Kane 

admitted.   

“It’s only for three weeks,” I shrugged.  

“Plus, we’ll probably come see you a few times 

while you’re gone.” 

“I’m meeting up with them day after 

tomorrow in Portland, and then we head to San 

Francisco.  The Los Angeles show is on Friday.  

You’ll come, right?” 

“Of course,” I promised.   

Kane began playing and I sat on the leather 

couch against the wall.  Checking my phone again, I 

didn’t see any missed calls or text, so I assumed the 

girls were okay.  I knew Ash was probably checking 

in with them now that he had Ivy down for a nap.  

He was just as protective over Mary as I was of 

Liana. 

Taking a deep breath, I winced from the 

pain.  My ribs were better, but still ached like a son 

of a bitch.  I was enjoying Liana too much to let her 

see me in pain, but I knew better.  She watched me 

like a hawk whenever I moved and she probably 

already sensed my discomfort. 

“Those ribs still bothering you,” Kane 

asked, stopping his solo practice session.   

“Deep breathing still hurts,” I admitted.   

He nodded and went back to playing.  Ash 

was still absent from the room and I decided to go 

check on him to make sure he wasn’t bugging Mary 

or David as to when they’d be home.  Ivy was still 

asleep.  I knew this because being the child of two 

natural singers, that child could belt out the loudest 
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cry in the world when she was needing her mom, or 

a diaper change. 

I found Ash pacing in front of the back 

windows that looked out over the Pacific Ocean.  

His cell phone was against his ear and he was 

frowning.  He ended the call, looked up at me, and 

redialed whoever he was trying to get ahold of. 

“None of them are answering their phones,” 

he growled.  “Something’s wrong.” 

My phone was out before he could take his 

next breath.  Liana’s phone rang to voicemail. 

“Liana, baby.  What’s going on?  We can’t 

get anyone to answer.  Please call.”  We both ended 

our call and within two heartbeats, we heard the 

garage door open. 

Ash beat me to the door, and I could already 

see Mary in the backseat with her arms wrapped 

around a visibly upset Liana.  Mary was pulled out 

of the car by Ash, and Liana stayed in her seat.  

Only then did I notice Dallas was in the driver’s 

seat.  He nodded for me to get inside and he kept 

the engine running. 

“What the hell is going on, Mary?” Ash 

growled.   

“We’re fine,” she sighed, then turned to me.  

“You need to take her home.  She had a setback 

today.”  Mary’s eyes filled with tears and she turned 

into Ash’s shoulder to cry softly. 

“What do you mean?” I begged. 

“It was a misunderstanding,” she began.  “A 

man, who resembled Jonathan, bumped into her at 

the store, then reached out to steady her.  When he 

grabbed her by the shoulders, something inside her 

snapped, Reed.  She just lost it.  Thankfully, we got 

her out before there was any problem.” 
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I didn’t say anymore and kissed Mary on the 

cheek.  As they went into the house, I slowly 

opened the back door to the SUV.  I didn’t want to 

startle her.  She was staring at the ground, her arms 

wrapped around her waist. 

When was this going to end?  How could we 

get Liana back to her old self?  How long was it 

going to take before she’d be over this?  Could she 

ever be over this? 

I didn’t have the answer for that. 

Sliding into the back seat, I closed the door 

softly as Dallas backed out of Ash’s garage.  She 

didn’t acknowledge that I was close, which could be 

a good sign, because she didn’t back away. 

“Li,” I whispered. 

“Not now, Reed,” she replied.  She wasn’t 

crying, and she wasn’t using her angry voice, and 

that concerned me even more. 

“Can I hold you,” I asked. 

“No,” she sighed.  “Please, just not now.” 

“Okay,” I replied.  I looked up and met 

Dallas’ eyes in the mirror.  Pity dulled his vision 

like a stormy night.   

The ride home took forever.  I couldn’t tell 

you the route Dallas took to get us there, because I 

watched her the entire time, looking for any sign of 

life in her. 

And I found none. 

 

Liana 
 

I couldn’t live like this anymore.  The 

humiliation I endured for my stupid actions at that 

store will keep me from ever going there again.  
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Thankfully, Dallas knew me well enough to get me 

the hell out of there.  I knew that man wasn’t him, 

but when he touched me, it was all too real again.  

The pain and the words hit my mind so fiercely that 

I felt myself fall back to that day. 

What good was I in this world?  How could 

I survive anymore?  Reed deserved better than a 

broken shell of a woman, who couldn’t even bear 

his children.   He was such a good and decent man, 

that he deserved someone who could give him the 

universe. 

I couldn’t look at him on the ride home.  

Neither one of them said anything to me even after 

we arrived at Reed’s house, and I’m grateful for it.  

The last thing I needed was sympathy from either of 

them.  I was a wasted and ruined shell of a person.  

The scars on my body reminded me every day that I 

was a tainted woman.  The original test results 

showing my infertility were just the nails in the 

coffin. 

Refusing to eat, I went into the bedroom and 

climbed into bed.  All I wanted to do was to sleep 

for the next sixty years, and never wake up.  I didn’t 

even have the energy to get into the shower and 

wash the filth off of my body. 

He’d won.  Jonathan Jones won his game 

and made me suffer for Mary.  Mary, my dearest 

friend, who didn’t do anything to deserve this, was 

okay, and that was the only thing in my life that was 

right.  She was safe, and happy. 

There were two pain pills left in the drawer, 

next to my side of the bed.  I quickly took them and 

wondered if that would take the pain away, just for 

a few hours.   
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It didn’t take long before my eyes felt 

heavy.  I closed them and prayed that the 

nightmares would stay away.  I don’t think I could 

handle reliving the attack in that detail tonight. 

 

It was after midnight when I opened my 

eyes and realized I couldn’t do this anymore.  

Making Reed suffer with me was wrong.  My 

brother needed to get on with his life as well.  His 

career was at its peak and the last thing he needed 

was a sister who couldn’t take care of herself. 

I needed to get away from all of this.  That 

thought brought tears to my eyes.  Looking at Reed, 

lying next to me peaceful in his sleep was hard.  I 

only watched him for a moment before I made my 

decision. 

Slipping out of the bed, I quickly grabbed 

my clothes and my bag.  I changed quickly and 

went into the kitchen.  Quietly, I placed a quick call 

from the backroom where I wouldn’t be heard.  

Once I hung up, I found a piece of paper and cried 

softly as I wrote the words: 

 

I’m sorry.  You deserve better. 

I will always love you. 

Li 

 

I quickly pulled off the beautiful diamond 

ring and placed it on the paper.  Slipping out the 

side door, I walked down to the end of the driveway 

and waited for the cab to pick me up.  I didn’t look 

back at the house as I booked a flight back to 

Phoenix.  I had enough money that I could get a 

hotel once I arrived.  Thankfully there was a red eye 

flight that left in just over an hour. 
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When the cab arrived, I opened the door and 

climbed in.  It was hard, but I was able to keep my 

composure until I boarded my flight.  Thankfully, I 

had the row to myself in the first class seat.  I asked 

for a blanket and covered myself up.  I cried softly 

for the next hour and a half as the plane took me 

back to the desert that I loved so dearly, because I 

felt that I’d just made the worst decision of my life. 
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Chapter 14 

 
Reed 

 
“Reed! Reed! Wake the hell up,” Dallas 

yelled from my bedroom door.  I sat straight up in 

bed and automatically reached for Liana.  My habit 

was to make sure she was covered so that she 

wouldn’t be exposed to anyone who barged into my 

room.  She wasn’t there and my sleepy brain 

couldn’t register what he was doing. 

“What the hell Dallas,” I growled.  “I’m 

trying to fucking sleep!” 

“She’s gone,” he stated harshly.  “Get the 

fuck up.  Liana is gone.” 

My heart turned to ice at his words.  “What 

do you mean ‘she’s gone’?”  I reached for a pair of 

shorts that I’d discarded and slipped them on 

quickly.  Dallas held up a note and I gasped when I 

noticed her diamond ring hanging from his pinky. 

I grabbed the note and sank to my knees.  

The tears spilled over as I clutched the ring to my 

chest.  She was gone.  My heart…my life was gone. 

This wasn’t happening.  It was a dream.  It 

had to be a dream.  The note in my hand was as real 

as the cold metal of the ring in my grasp. 

“C…call Gabe, please,” I managed to get 

out over the broken sobs wrenching my chest. 

Dallas immediately called Gabe while I stayed in a 

heap on the floor. 

She said I could do better and she was 

wrong.  

I called her cell phone over and over again 

and it only went to her voicemail.  I left several 
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tearful messages begging her to call me or to come 

home. The last one I sent was when my patients had 

worn out. 

“Dammit, Liana!  You will not run from me!  

Do you hear me?  This isn’t the way we do things 

and you know it.  Baby, please come home.  I love 

you.  I love you so damn much.”  The message 

clicked off too soon and it was all I could do to keep 

from throwing the damn thing against the wall. 

My anger boiled to the surface.  Today was 

the day of her appointment and she’s disappeared.  

She gave up on me…us.  Why would she leave me?  

Why would she give up?  I didn’t need anyone 

better for me.  I needed Li. 

My fist slammed into the hardwood floor I 

was kneeling on.  I heard the boards below crack 

and I hit them again.  The pain in my hand helped 

distract me from the pain lashing at my broken 

heart.  On the third punch, the pain never came, 

because Dallas had my arm pinned behind my back. 

“Alright, that’s enough.  We can’t start 

looking for her with you in here beating on the 

floor.  Gabe is on his way, and I’ve pulled up the 

camera footage from last night.  Are you going to 

be okay going through it with me?” 

I nodded and let him help me up from the 

floor.  As we walked past the kitchen, Dallas 

handed me a steaming cup of coffee he must’ve 

poured earlier while on the phone with her brother.  

I took a rag off the counter and tied it around my 

now bleeding knuckles. 

My office had two desks in it; one was for 

myself and the other held the monitor for the 

security system.  The image on the screen was of an 

empty driveway at sunset the night before.  We 
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were already home by then and that was about the 

time I’d offered Liana food, but she refused to eat 

anything.  It was only a little while later that I found 

her asleep.  I’d gone to bed around ten and slept 

peacefully beside her.  If I’d just brought her to my 

chest like I wanted to, I may have felt her move in 

the night.  I might have been able to prevent this. 

“What did Gabe say,” I asked as he pressed 

play on the screen.  The shadows from the palm 

trees in my front yard cast shadows on the concrete 

drive.  As Dallas sped up the footage, those 

shadows moved showing the setting sun. 

“He’s scared and angry as hell,” he sighed. 

“So you better be ready for anything.” 

Gabe would blame me for this and he’d try 

to kick my ass, but at this point I didn’t care.  

Without Li, I’d rather be dead.  He’d threatened me 

more times than I can remember that if I hurt her 

he’d come after me. 

My thoughts returned to the screen when I 

saw her slip out the side door and walk down the 

driveway.  She sat outside the gate for only a few 

minutes before the taxi cab pulled up.  She didn’t 

look back at the house and I cried harder when the 

yellow cab pulled away from the house.  She left so 

easily.  Like it was nothing.  Like we were nothing. 

“I have David running a check on her to see 

if she’s checked into any hotels in the area, or if 

she’s boarded a plane.  There’s nothing we can do 

until we hear from him.” 

A door closed and I heard Gabe’s angry 

voice echoing down the hall, “Where the fuck are 

you!  Where the hell are you, you son of a bitch.” 

I didn’t move when he stormed into the 

office.  I did nothing but stare at one of my best 
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friends and the brother of the woman I’d given my 

heart too.  I also didn’t do anything when he threw 

the first punch.  I let him hit me over and over again 

until Dallas was able to pull him off of me as I knelt 

on the floor, letting the blood drip from my nose. 

“What did you do to her?” Gabe demanded, 

as Dallas held him tightly against his chest.  “I told 

you that I’d kill you if you hurt her.  You better start 

explaining.” 

“Gabe,” Dallas demanded.  “It’s not his 

fault.” 

“Yes, it is!  He was supposed to protect 

her!” Gabe swore and shoved away from Dallas. 

“Listen to me,” Dallas roared.  “She left on 

her own.  Mary and Liana were shopping yesterday.  

A man who looked similar to Jonathan Jones 

accidentally bumped into Liana.  She lost her 

balance and the man grabbed her to steady her.  She 

started shaking and murmuring something.  I took 

her away as David told the guy it was no big deal.  

The man didn’t mean any harm, he was just trying 

to keep her from falling, but something about the 

way he touched her had her almost flipping out 

right there in the store.  After we got her home, she 

went to bed and wouldn’t eat or talk to either of us.  

When I woke up, I found a note and the engagement 

ring on the counter.  We ran the video footage and 

she slipped into a cab around midnight.” 

“Where did she go,” he asked.  Gabe took 

the other office chair and sat down.  He too had 

tears in his eyes and I didn’t know how we would 

get her back, that is, if we even found her. 

“David is running a check on her to see if 

she’s in a hotel, or has flown out of the city.” 

“What do we do now,” Gabe asked. 
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“We wait,” Dallas answered. 

Gabe looked me over and I saw the sorrow 

in his eyes, “Don’t even say you’re sorry.  I deserve 

every punch you threw.  I’ve failed her and I’ve 

failed you as a friend.” 

“I shouldn’t have taken my anger out on 

you,” he sighed.  “I’m sorry.” 

“I know,” I replied and got up off the floor.  

No one said anything else as I went to the half bath 

off the kitchen to clean up the blood on my face.  

The corner of my eye was already turning an ugly 

shade of red.  I’m sure it’d be swollen by the next 

day.  I really wish he hadn’t hit me in the face, 

because when I found her and brought her home, 

she’d be angry at him for hurting me. 

The landline phone rang and I heard Dallas 

answer.  He found me still in the bathroom.  My 

heart soared for a moment, thinking they’d already 

found her, but I was quickly let down when he 

handed me the phone. 

“It’s her doctor’s office,” he frowned.  “She 

had that appointment today.” 

“Fuck,” I growled, taking the phone.  I 

apologized and made an excuse that she was sick 

and we’d forgotten all about it.  I told them that I’d 

have her reschedule once she was feeling better.  It 

took all I had to ask if they could tell me over the 

phone, although, I knew they’d never tell me any 

information that didn’t pertain to myself. 

It was almost an hour before we heard from 

David.  Dallas left Gabe and I sitting at the kitchen 

table and took the call in the other room.  We were 

at their mercy.  David was really good at what he 

did and had a ton of connections in the area.  I only 

hoped it would help us today. 
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Dallas returned quickly, looking somewhat 

relieved, “They found her.  She boarded a flight out 

of LAX early this morning.  She’s in Phoenix and 

we have a hotel.” 

“Let’s go,” Gabe and I said in unison as we 

stood up from the table.  It was a flurry of motion as 

we packed bags and had David set us up tickets on 

the next flight to Phoenix.  We had just under three 

hours to get to the airport and on that plane. 

Gabe had to return to his home to get his 

own things and we made plans to pick him up once 

we were ready to go.  Ash called and I could hear a 

crying Mary in the background.  Mary had been 

trying to reach Liana’s cell phone all morning and it 

was going straight to voicemail. 

“You call me if you need me,” he growled 

into the phone.  “I can’t believe she snuck out of the 

house in the middle of the night.  Doesn’t she know 

how dangerous that is?” 

“She does know,” I cursed.  “But, Ash, she’s 

not herself right now.” 

“I know,” he sighed.  “I’m just worried and 

Mary is upset.  I don’t like her being upset.  Do you 

want me to go with you?” 

“No,” I replied.  “Stay with the girls.  I’ll 

bring her home to us.” 

“You know that I’ll go, all you have to do is 

say the word.” 

“I do and I thank you, but I’ve got to do this.  

Gabe and I have to do this on our own.  She needs 

us and is upset, she’s not thinking straight.” 

“Okay, but my offer stands,” he answered. 

We ended the phone call, and Dallas and I 

threw our bags into the Escalade.  Gabe was waiting 

for us when we arrived at this house.  Thankfully 
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we had no problems boarding our plane and waiting 

to taxi out.  Once in the air, we all waited 

impatiently for the plane to arrive in Phoenix.   

She had to come home.   

She just had to. 

 

Liana 
 

I hadn’t eaten in over twenty-four hours and 

I was starting to feel sick.  My stomach ached with 

the lack of food, but I felt nauseous anytime I 

considered putting substance in my belly.  At one 

point, I ran to the bathroom and cried from the pain 

of trying to expel an empty stomach. 

The sun was setting on my first full day 

back in Phoenix, Arizona.  The air was just as I 

remembered it; hot and dry.  The hotel I’d booked 

was in Scottsdale, not too far from my old home 

that I’d only lived in for a few months before 

deciding on going on tour with Glory Days. 

I didn’t get the penthouse suite, but I did 

book a room with a kitchenette, so that I could live 

here for a solid week before I made a decision on 

what I wanted to do with my life.  The concierge 

thankfully sent out for a few groceries I needed 

today while I took a much needed nap.  A female 

employee stopped by and delivered two paper bags 

filled with soups and crackers, some bread and 

lunch meats.  I didn’t eat much anyway and I 

figured the few items I had would hold me over 

until I was ready to move on.   

My car was currently parked in one of the 

bays at Reed’s house in LA.  I didn’t require 

transportation anytime soon, and thankfully, I had 
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enough money that if I needed to get around, I’d 

call a cab or rent a car.  

 I grabbed a sleeve of crackers out of the box 

and sat on the tiny loveseat in front of the 

television.  Instead of watching whatever was on the 

screen, I stared out into the darkening desert sky.  

The rainbow of colors at sunset always fascinated 

me.  The mountains and their treeless peaks made 

this place more mesmerizing than anywhere else I’d 

ever seen.  The colors of sunset were beautiful 

shades of red, orange, pink, and blue.  Like most 

days, there were no clouds in the sky and I 

remembered that once the sun set the temperature 

would quickly drop to something more tolerable. 

I waited until almost eight o’clock before 

climbing into the plush, overstuffed bed.  The 

comforter was beige and felt like it weighed just 

enough to make you feel like you were in a cocoon.  

I kept the air turned on cold, so that the room would 

stay chilled.  The cover helped make me feel as if I 

wasn’t alone. 

Tears welled in my eyes when I thought of 

Reed.  He was all I ever wanted in a man, and I 

could honestly say, he’d been my best friend.  The 

idea of not seeing him anymore hurt me more than I 

thought it would. 

I was alone again, and I hated it.  Alone 

wasn’t my strong point.  Tomorrow, I’d look into a 

small one or two bedroom apartment close to 

Scottsdale.  It was one of the nicer areas here and 

it’d be safer if I found one with around the clock 

security.  I’d also send for my belongings, or what 

little I had of them. 

Reed must’ve found the note by now.  My 

heart lurched at the thought of him finding it, but I 
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also know it had to be done.  I wasn’t worth 

anything to him.  How could I be?  I was a victim of 

rape, and even if I could get completely over what 

happened to me, there was still the fact that I 

couldn’t get pregnant.  The scars would remind me 

for the rest of my life of the pain I’d been dealt at 

the hands of a monster. 

My appointment passed hours ago, and I’m 

sure the results were the same.  Once I got settled 

somewhere, I’d call them just to hear the news 

again.  The cold dull knife that was my infertility, 

would be shoved into my heart again. 

Ever since I’d met Reed Sullivan, I’d 

dreamed of becoming his wife and having as many 

babies as he wanted.  I rubbed the ring finger on my 

left hand.  I missed the weight of the ring, even 

though I’d only had it a short time. 

My life felt like it was over.  All I wanted to 

do was to get my old job back and move on.  I 

needed to forget about a life with Reed.  Would it 

have even worked out between us?  His traveling 

would be hard on the both of us.  Most celebrity 

marriages didn’t last anyway because of the amount 

of time apart, and of course the groupies. 

I’d seen all of the slutty girls that hang 

around rockstars.  Reed would probably get tired of 

me not giving him children, and find one of those 

whores who would be willing to push out a few 

dozen just to get the child support.  

Why did that thought make me want to rip 

any woman who got within a mile of him to shreds?  

Who was I kidding?  I’d never get over Reed 

Sullivan.  He was my soul mate, but I just couldn’t 

drag him through this hell I called my life. 
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Getting out of the bed, I moved to the couch 

and closed my eyes, just to rest for a few minutes.  I 

didn’t like being alone in the dark.  The dark 

brought with it memories, and pain.  The pain I was 

feeling now, was the pain of loss.  The loss of the 

man I loved. 

Tears fell and I squeezed my eyes closed to 

keep his image away, but it didn’t work.  He was 

there, in my mind’s eye, tall and strong.  The time 

on the beach when he carried me into the water, or 

carried me to bed, in his muscular arms.  I 

remembered the nights he wanted me to sleep on his 

chest, where he told me I always belonged. 

My cell phone rang again from my purse, 

and I didn’t answer it.  I didn’t even look to see who 

was calling.  I already knew it was either Mary, 

Gabe, or Reed.  I just couldn’t talk to any of them 

right now, even though I knew they were worried. 

I’m sure David and Dallas had already 

figured out that I was in Phoenix.  If they knew that, 

then they also knew where I was staying.  

Hopefully, I could just get through the night before 

they showed up at the door.  Tomorrow I’d find a 

new place to rest my head, because that’s all I 

would be doing.  Living just wasn’t an option for 

me anymore. 

My eyes drifted closed and I breathed a sigh 

of relief.  Maybe I could get just a little rest before 

the nightmares came.  If Reed were here, he 

would’ve chased them away.  This caused another 

round of tears to flow from my raw eyes.  I fell 

asleep with a pillow pulled up against my aching 

chest. 
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He was here.  I knew it, but I couldn’t find 

him.  I ran through the murky swamps calling out 

his name, but the thickness in the air stole the sound 

before it even passed my lips.  Weeping willow trees 

blocked out the dim light of the moon and I couldn’t 

see where I was going.  

Someone else was there following me, but I 

didn’t care who it was.  I only wanted to find Reed.  

Searching through the darkness made me cold with 

fright.  I hated the dark, but I loved Reed more.  He 

was all that mattered. 

Where was he? 

My name whispered on the wind.  I turned to 

my right and instead of my giant, I saw the demon 

eyes of a predator.  Jonathan stood there, his hands 

turned to claws as the smell of death rolled off of 

his body.  He laughed so hard, like he did that night 

in my home that I cried, though no tears would fall.  

My stomach lurched and I turned to run, but the 

mud had me…pulling me deeper.   

 My hands clawed at the soft ground, trying 

to pull myself from the death I knew was coming.  

Wolves howled their midnight call somewhere off in 

the distance.  Bats flew around me, their wings 

slashing at my face.  I fought with every ounce of 

energy I had.  The ground moved and I felt cold 

hands wrap around my throat.  

The air whooshed from my lungs as I heard 

him laughing at my back.  The blows to my head 

came, as I knew they would.  My will was going and 

going fast.  I already knew how this nightmare 

played out. 

I’d lived it once and a million times over in 

my dreams. 

 



143 
 

Chapter 15 

 
Reed 

 
“Get this door open,” I growled.  I could 

hear her crying through the door.  She was having a 

nightmare.  I knew the sound.  I’d lived with the 

horrified sounds of her pain for over a year.  She 

needed me there to keep away the dreams. 

“Move,” Dallas said, shoving me aside and 

slipping the card into the slot.  The second the light 

turned green, I was through the door.  

She was curled up on the couch, clutching a 

pillow to her chest.  She was screaming into it; 

muffling the sound of her fear.  The television was 

on the local news, and the room looked untouched.  

A sleeve of opened crackers sat on the coffee table.  

It looked like they were barely touched. 

It only took me a few steps before I scooped 

her up in my arms.  “Liana,” I shook her and pulled 

her face into my neck.  She startled and screamed as 

she pushed at me, clawing at my clothes. 

“No…No…Noooooo,” she screamed. 

“Shhh,” I whispered.  “I’ve got you darlin’.  

It’s okay.” 

She pulled back from me and looked around 

the room.  Her eyes fell upon her brother and she 

immediately pressed her face back into my neck. 

“Take me to the bedroom, please,” she 

whispered.  “I don’t want him to see me like this.” 

Gabe’s eyes were moist with unshed tears.  I 

shook my head as I walked by, silently asking him 

not to follow us.  The bed was unmade, as if she’d 
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tried to sleep there and her bag was hastily thrown 

on top.  

“Why did you leave me,” I demanded as I 

sat her down on the bed.  I was tired of her running 

away and she knew that.   

“Please, Reed,” she begged.  “Just let me 

go.” 

“No,” I growled. 

“I’m nothing.  I’ll never give you what you 

need.  You need to move on.”  She pulled a pillow 

up to press into her stomach.  She didn’t look well 

at all.  

“There is no way that I will accept that,” I 

said, a knot formed in my chest.  “I love you, no 

matter what, Li.  I don’t care about children right 

now.  I just want to love you…forever.” 

“Please…j…just go,” she cried.  “I can’t do 

this.” 

“Yes you will,” I roared and climbed onto 

the bed. 

It was then that she looked up at me and got 

a good look at my face.  My eye was swollen from 

the beating I took from her brother. 

“Oh, Reed,” she gasped.  “Did Gabe do 

this?” 

“Doesn’t matter,” I said, pulling her into my 

chest.  “As long as I found you, it doesn’t matter 

about me.  I’m just glad you’re okay.” 

“I’m not okay,” she shook her head.  “I’ll 

never be okay.” 

The depression was back and I wanted to 

scream from the setback she was obviously having.   

“You will be fine,” I told her.  “As long as 

I’m here, you will be fine.”   
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She finally gave up and relaxed into my 

chest.  She felt so right in my arms that I wanted to 

cry with relief that I had her back.     

“I don’t know what’s wrong with me,” she 

whispered. 

“You’ll be fine,” I repeated.  “No more 

running, okay?” 

“I know,” was her only reply.   

We sat there while she cried out what she 

needed to get out.  I didn’t say anymore, because I 

didn’t want to upset her any more than she already 

was.  At one point her stomach growled loudly. 

“When was the last time you ate,” I asked, 

worried. 

“Awhile ago,” she hedged.  “I don’t really 

remember.” 

“Did you eat those crackers out there?” I 

asked, pulling her hair back from her red blotched 

face.  She was even beautiful when she cried. 

“Only two,” she shrugged.  “The thought of 

food kind of makes me feel sick.” 

“You need to eat,” I growled. 

She nodded and rested her head in my lap.  I 

pulled the covers up over her frail body.  It didn’t 

take long before she fell into a peaceful sleep.  The 

last thing I was going to do is get out of this bed and 

lose the connection with her. 

Texting Gabe, I told him to come in the 

room quietly.  He was there immediately.  He sat on 

the bed and rubbed lightly on her ankle.  He didn’t 

say anything as he stared at her for the longest time.  

She smiled in her sleep and I was thankful that even 

in rest she knew the touch of those who loved her. 

“She hasn’t eaten,” I whispered.  “I want her 

to sleep, but she needs to eat.” 
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“I’ll call down for something,” he nodded 

and got up from the bed.   

We were left alone and I tucked a stray hair 

behind her ear.  She snuggled deeper into my thigh, 

and I carefully slid down the bed, so that I could 

pull her up onto my chest.  Once covered up, I 

listened to her soft breathing and the hushed 

whispers coming from the other room. 

Gabe was on the phone with room service 

and Dallas was on the phone with Ash.  I found her 

phone next to the bed and I looked at the display.  

Mary had called her over thirty times.  Gabe and I 

had called almost twice as much.  

“Reed,” she said in her sleep. 

“I’m here,” I said, rubbing circles on her 

tiny back.  The tank top she was wearing left her 

beautiful hibiscus flower tattoo exposed.  I traced 

the petals and she shivered against me.  She smelled 

like home. 

A knock sounded on the door and I rubbed 

her back a little harder, “Darlin’, you need to wake 

up.  Food’s here.” 

She frowned against me and groaned, “I’m 

going to be sick.”  She scrambled off the bed and 

ran to the bathroom.  I followed her and 

immediately pulled her hair back as she tried to 

throw up, but nothing came out. 

“You need to eat,” I said. 

“I know,” she panted while she pressed her 

tiny fist into her stomach. 

“What’s wrong,” Gabe said from the door. 

“The thought of food makes me sick,” she 

admitted. 
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“That’s why I got you some broth for your 

crackers, and a grilled cheese, if you want to try it.”  

She smiled at her brother and nodded. 

Liana walked back to the bed without any 

assistance as Gabe brought a tray to set at the foot 

of the bed.  She reached for the bowl of broth first 

and moaned after the first sip.  Gabe and I breathed 

a quiet sigh of relief when she went for the grilled 

cheese and took a healthy bite. 

I left her to talk to Dallas, while Gabe stayed 

in the bedroom with his sister.  They needed time 

alone and right now I needed to collapse from the 

exhaustion of worry.  I slumped down on the couch 

and placed my head in my hands. 

“It’s over,” Dallas said from beside me as he 

placed a hand on my shoulder.  “Gabe and I will be 

staying in a room just down the hall.  I’ll book a 

flight back home for around noon, so that we can 

sleep in a little.” 

“Thanks, Dallas,” I said.   

“Anytime,” he replied. 

Gabe came out with the tray a little later.  

He looked about as bad as I felt.   

“She’s waiting for you,” he said.  “And I’m 

sorry for hitting you.”   

“She made you say that, didn’t she?” I 

laughed, and damn it felt good to laugh. 

“Yeah,” he replied and held his hand out.  I 

took it in mine and we did the handshake-bro-hug 

thing before letting go.  Dallas snickered from the 

corner. 

They left shortly after to go to their own 

room.  I walked slowly into the bedroom to find her 

sitting up in the bed, the sheet twisted up in her fist.  

We did not talk for the rest of the night.  I just took 



148 
 

her into my arms and thanked the man above that 

she was safe and that I’d be taking her home 

tomorrow.   

Once we got home, I’d slip that ring back on 

her finger, and if I had to weld it on, Liana Miller 

would never take it off again. 

 

Liana 
 

We’d been back in Los Angeles for two 

days and I was getting nervous, because the 

appointment for my results were the next morning.  

Reed and I talked and had come to the 

understanding that he wouldn’t ever let me go.  He 

assured me that I was everything to him and no 

other woman would do.  He loved me. 

And I loved him. 

Running away was one of the dumbest 

things I’d ever done.  I knew this because Mary told 

me this about twenty-seven times over the past forty 

eight hours.  She was angry and hurt at what I’d 

done.   

Dr. Powell, my shrink, would be by after the 

appointment to have a session. We’d talk on the 

phone the day before and she thought that I might 

need to have a few sessions regardless of the test 

results. 

I didn’t want to burst Reed’s bubble, but I’m 

sure they wouldn’t be any different from the 

original one.  He needed to understand that I’d 

never get pregnant naturally.  There was always 

other options, but I’d never get to be surprised with 

the fact that I was pregnant with his children.  
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Adoption was always another option and I once told 

myself that I would do that if worse came to worse.   

Kane was off with Cash’s band keeping 

himself busy.  I’d picked up my laptop last night 

and wrote a little on the secret story of Glory Days 

without Reed knowing.  My mind was churning 

with stories that I wanted to write down, but didn’t 

want anyone to know about just yet. 

I don’t think they’d be mad about my 

writing, but I did want to have something tangible 

when I told them.  The idea was to write their story 

starting with when Ash and Reed met.  I wouldn’t 

put in anything about Ash’s parents, because that 

would cause them to want to gain money from the 

royalties.  If I ever got this published, then I wanted 

to take the money and open an abused women’s 

shelter in a city that didn’t have the resources to 

fund one.  The money I had in savings could help at 

least start preparing a building for those women.  

Maybe I shouldn’t wait to tell them about this. 

Resigning myself to actually tell someone, I 

found Reed in his office playing a game online.  He 

was gritting his teeth at the screen. 

“Can’t pass that level,” I laughed. 

“Come here,” he growled held out his arm 

for me.  He pulled me onto his lap and held my left 

hand, rubbing the engagement ring he’d returned to 

my finger this morning. 

“Can I tell you something,” I dove in, 

hoping he wouldn’t laugh at me. 

“Sure, baby,” he looked worried.  I used my 

thumb to trace the worry lines in his forehead. 

“If you keep scowling like that, you’ll get 

wrinkles,” I laughed. 
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“Don’t change the subject,” he growled.  

“Talk to me.” 

“It’s really nothing,” I shrugged.  “I’ve been 

thinking.” 

“About,” he questioned. 

“I want to write a book on Glory Days,” I 

smiled when his eyes lit up.   

“What, like our life story,” he asked. 

“Yeah, I guess so.  I’d like to start when you 

and Ash met, then work up until whenever I finish 

the book.” 

“Have you talked to Ash about it,” he asked.  

“I think he’d have the finale vote, but I think it 

would be great; that is, if anyone will buy it.”  He 

laughed when I slapped his arm playfully. 

“That’s the other part of this,” I said shyly.  

“What,” he pushed again. 

I told him my vision for the royalties from 

the book.  Reed listened and nodded thoughtfully, 

but never interrupted me during my speech.  If I 

could pull this off, then it may just work.  I wanted 

to speak out for victims.  It occurred to me that I 

really wanted to make a difference. 

“Let’s call Ash,” he smiled.  “I’d say your 

idea is amazing and I’m sure we’d kick in some 

money to help as well.” 

“Really,” I smiled.  “You’d help me do 

this?” 

“If you feel this strongly about it, which I 

know you do, then yes,” he pulled me closer to his 

chest.  “You’re right, there’s not enough help out 

there for victims.” 

The call to Ash was more like a 

brainstorming session.  He and Mary were on board 

with it and Ash agreed to toss in some money as 
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well.  I might even be able to start this shelter 

before I launched the book.   

Gabe was also enthusiastic about the book 

and the shelter.  Kane called after a text from Reed, 

and he too was all for my idea.  It would take some 

time finding the right place to open a shelter, and to 

get all of the necessary things done in the city we 

chose, but this just might work. 

Eventually, I pulled out my laptop and let 

Reed look over everything that I’d outlined.  He 

gave me a few things to change.  With me not being 

around all of the time, I’d gotten some dates wrong, 

but that’s why I had him here to help. 

I felt good about this and the heaviness 

finally lifted from my chest, but one thing remained.  

The appointment was fast approaching.  We had to 

get through the next day and the results.  After that, 

Reed and I could finally take the plunge and get 

married.   

We hadn’t talked much about it, but I 

wanted a small ceremony, here at his house.  I 

wanted a beautiful white dress and I wanted Gabe to 

walk me down the aisle, because it was only fitting 

since Gabe had practically raised me. 

Everyone was excited about the idea of me 

writing their book, and I was honored that they’d let 

me.  Pulling it off would be hard, but somehow, I 

had faith, and sometimes that’s all you needed. 

 

Reed 
 

She didn’t speak when I woke her up early 

and watched as she stepped into the shower.  The 

appointment was in two hours and our fate would 
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finally be known.  Liana didn’t ask me to join her 

and I wanted to give her time alone.  We both knew 

that regardless of the outcome, we’d still love each 

other the same. 

As I held her last night, she promised me 

that she wouldn’t leave again.  We’d decided to 

have a small wedding in a few months, or however 

long it took to put one together.  The only people 

we wanted there were the guys, Mary and my 

parents.  It would be private and here at our house. 

We ate breakfast in silence and after 

cleaning up the kitchen were we ready to go.  I 

pulled her into my arms and held her tightly for a 

few minutes. 

“No matter what,” I reminded her. 

“No matter what, I promise that we can get 

through it,” she repeated what we talked about the 

night before. 

Liana wore a simple blue, sleeveless dress, 

her tattoo stood out against her pale skin.  She’d 

already lost the tan she’d gotten from the island.  I’d 

expressed the desire to have another vacation, but 

she wanted to stay in Los Angeles so that she could 

see her shrink and work through the depression she 

was feeling.   

Dallas drove us over to the office and we sat 

in the waiting room for what felt like forever.  The 

nurse called her name and Liana stood up, reaching 

for my hand.  I nodded and let her pull me to my 

feet.  My hands heated and I felt a little clammy at 

the idea of walking past that threshold, but I did it. 

Liana was weighed and her vitals were 

taken.  We were put into a room, and waited.  

Neither one of us spoke as we stared nervously at 
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the door.  Several minutes later, we stiffened when 

we heard heavy footsteps coming down the hall.   

This was it.  Our fate was written in a chart 

in the hands of the man behind that door.  I 

squeezed her hand and smiled as best as I could 

without breaking down.   

We both took a deep breath as the handle on 

the door turned slowly.  Our future could go either 

way, but as long as Liana was with me, I felt that I 

could face anything. 
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Chapter 1 
 

Liana 
 

We didn’t speak as we left the doctor’s 

office.  Reed walked solemnly next to me.  The 

news was the same as it was the first time. 

I was unable to get pregnant on my own. 

I twirled the engagement ring around on my 

finger.  The thought of running again burned at my 

brain, but I knew no amount of running was going 

to change the fact that we wouldn’t ever be able to 

produce a child without help from some surgery, or 

medicine, or even a surrogate who would carry my 

child to term, deliver it, and then hand it over to me 

as if I’d had it in my womb for nine months. 

Dallas was waiting for us at the curb of the 

doctor’s office, with the door already open to the 

backseat of the Escalade.  He only nodded as Reed 

helped me into my seat.  I latched the seatbelt and 

sighed heavily.  I’d already known the results, but 

now we were going to have to deal with the pain 

and shock as Reed dealt with this for the first time.  

Hearing it from me, then hearing it from a doctor, 

were two totally different things. 

Reed had hope, and I loved him for it, but 

now he would go through his own feelings of loss.  

It wasn’t something we needed to worry about right 

now.  We weren’t even married, and we sure were 

not ready to be parents.  Maybe someday, down the 

road, I’d be able to have another surgery to repair 

the damage, but the doctor didn’t give us any hope 

by saying that the surgery wouldn’t be one hundred 

percent effective. 
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Taking his hand into mine, I rubbed the raw 

spots on his knuckles, where he’d beaten the 

punching bag in Kane’s workout room so much that 

he’d bled.  Reed’s anger was bubbling and I didn’t 

know how to stop it. 

I’d made him promise that he’d not do that 

anymore, but I don’t know if that promise held any 

weight when he felt the need to release his anger.  I 

didn’t suffer from the anger, like he did, over my 

attack.  I only suffered the sadness of not being able 

to move on.  The depression was there.  You only 

had to look at me to tell that there was something 

wrong.  My ribs were visible and I’d taken to 

wearing shirts that were a little baggy on me, so that 

no one could count my ribs through my tank tops. 

Reed was going to have to accept me for the 

way that I was and the way I would be for the rest 

of our lives.  I think I’d finally come to the 

realization that this wasn’t going to be easy.  For 

either of us.   

“Can I get you two anything,” Dallas asked 

as he pulled into the driveway.  He’d been watching 

us carefully in the rearview mirror on the ride home, 

and I saw his expression of sadness more than once.  

It didn’t take much for anyone to understand that 

the appointment didn’t go as we’d hoped. 

“No,” I said, since Reed was still in a state 

of shock.  “I think we’ll be fine.” 

“Okay,” he nodded.  “But call me if you 

change your mind.” 

It had started raining while we were sitting 

in the waiting room, and I thought that the angels 

were weeping on us because they already knew our 

fate.   I didn’t question fate, most of the time, 
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because whatever was planned out for us, I believe, 

was known before we ever were put on this earth. 

We entered the house and Reed walked past 

me, unbuttoning his dress shirt he’d worn to the 

appointment.  I was impressed that he’d done that, 

because the appointment wasn’t anything formal.  

He’d stayed casual with a pair of jeans and his 

heavy black boots that he loved.  The white with 

blue pin stripped shirt was tossed onto the couch 

and he walked into the bedroom with just his jeans 

and the white cotton undershirt on.  I heard his 

boots hit the floor next to the bed. 

When I followed him, I stopped in the 

doorway.  He’d laid down on his side of the bed and 

pulled the covers up over his shoulders, his eyes 

were closed tightly. 

“Reed,” I whispered. 

“Not now, baby.  I just want to sleep for a 

little bit, please.”  I sighed and pulled the door 

closed.  He was going through what I had done in 

the beginning.  It was shock, then he’d experience 

denial.  After that, I’m not sure how things would 

progress. 

I needed him.  He wasn’t the only one upset 

about the appointment.  My mind waged a war 

against being angry at him for not talking to me, 

and the sadness of him finally dealing with my 

infertility.  I wanted nothing more than to go in that 

room and pull him to me, so that I could hold him.  

He would probably push me away, and that was 

something I couldn’t handle. 

My phone rang from my bag and I quickly 

grabbed it before it woke him up.  My brother, 

Gabe, knew about the appointment today and was 
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probably worried, since I hadn’t even texted him to 

let him know what happened. 

“Gabe” I said quietly into the phone. 

“Well,” he answered.  “What did the doctor 

say?” 

“Same as before,” I sighed.  “I’m not going 

to be able to get pregnant without some sort of 

help.” 

“I’m so sorry, Li,” he sighed into the phone.  

“Where’s Reed?  Is everything okay over there?”  I 

looked toward the bedroom door and closed my 

eyes. 

“He’s laying down,” I replied. 

“Do I need to come over?  Is he angry?”  

Bless my brother for worrying, but this was 

between Reed and me.  I don’t think he’d be too 

happy to wake up to a house full of his bandmates.  

He just needed time to absorb all of the things he 

was told today. 

“He’s not angry,” I admitted.  “He’s 

quiet…too quiet.” 

“Maybe I should come over,” he worried 

aloud. 

“No, don’t come over.  I’ll call you if I need 

anything.  I think right now, Reed and I need to 

work on this alone.  I hope you understand.” 

“I guess so,” he cursed.  “I don’t like it when 

he gets angry, sis.” 

“And I’ve told you a million times, Gabe.  

He won’t hurt me,” I gritted through my teeth. 

“Okay, but call,” he said, finally after a long 

pause. 

After promising him for a third time that I’d 

be okay, I was able to get him off the phone.  I hung 

my head as I set the phone on the kitchen counter.  I 
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made my way back into the living room, where I 

laid down on the plush beige loveseat and closed 

my eyes.  We needed to get through this somehow. 

Reed wanted to get married soon, and I 

wanted it as well.  The only thing to do now was to 

prepare for our ceremony and not dwell on what the 

doctor said.  Glory Days would be going back into 

the studio soon and then would strike out on tour in 

just over six months.  

Six months together before the separations 

began.  I had to get to a point where I could handle 

these things in my life, or I may fall back to a place 

I never want to be again. 

 

Reed 
 

It didn’t hit me until the doctor came into 

the room and delivered the punch to the gut I had 

been praying wouldn’t happen. 

“I’m sorry Liana, but at this point the scar 

tissue is too severe.  You most likely will not be 

able to become pregnant on your own,” he’d said. 

Those words echoed through my head and 

through my dreams as I slept in my bed alone.  I 

needed time to absorb the news that Liana had kept 

to herself for almost a year.   

In reality, it’s not as if we were ready for 

children, and even if we were, there were still 

options available to us.  She could have surgery to 

try to repair the damage.  I’m guessing any help in 

us conceiving would be welcomed. 

Knowing that I’d left her for too long, I got 

out of the bed and walked toward the door.  When I 

opened it, I found her laying on the couch looking 
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defeated, her eyes were closed.  My heart pinched at 

the sadness radiating off of her frail body. 

I made a split second decision. 

“Get up,” I growled.   

“What,” she jumped.   

“Dammit,” I began.  “We are not sad people.  

This is not what we do.  No more, Li.  Go.  Get 

dressed and call your brother.  We are going out 

tonight and forgetting about all of this.” 

“Okay,” she drawled, and looked at me as if 

she was measuring my sanity.   

“Call your brother and tell him to meet us at 

Rosie’s.  We are going to go out and party like the 

rockstars we are.” 

She sat up looking confused.  I smiled as 

well as I could, but she still wasn’t moving.  So, I 

did the only thing I could think to do to get her 

moving. 

“Reed,” she gasped as I picked her up and 

tossed her over my shoulder.  She giggled and 

smacked my ass. 

“We both need to shower and if you keep 

smacking my ass, we won’t get out of the house,” I 

growled and gave her a smack of my own. 

“What has gotten into you,” she demanded. 

“We need to stop this depression…in us 

both,” I sighed.  “We can worry about this later.  

I’ve decided that we need to enjoy each other, 

before we bring children into our lives.” 

“Oookay,” she said, but still looked at me as 

if I’d sprouted horns when I sat her down next to 

the shower. 

Ignoring her scowl, I started pulling clothes 

off the both of us.  I knelt at her feet to pull off her 
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tiny shorts and used my teeth to remove the purple 

lace panties she’d worn today. 

“I changed my mind.  I need you before we 

leave,” I announced as I pushed her back against the 

wall and pulled one leg up to rest over my shoulder.  

I looked up at her before I tasted her; her heavy 

breasts rising and falling with each panting breath 

she took.  I thought I was dying from the beautiful 

woman I was knelt in front of, because she looked 

like a dream. 

“Reed,” she growled my name. 

A low, hungry sound ripped from my throat 

as I took her wet pussy with my tongue, parting the 

folds with my first taste.  Sweet honey touched my 

lips and I knew I had to have more.  The predatory 

desire to have her to myself bubbled deep within 

my soul.  Liana was mine.  She’d always be mine. 

Pushing frantically against her sex, she 

finally lifted her other leg, so that both were over 

my shoulders, and rested her back against the wall 

as I devoured her desire.  Liana mewled and writhed 

against my face as I took her clit into my mouth.  

Biting down, she screamed my name and I felt a 

rush of fluid against my chin.  She buried her hands 

into my hair and gasped hard as I let her ride out her 

first orgasm.   

Abandoning the shower, I moved toward the 

bathroom sink.  It was just the right height for us 

and I immediately pushed inside her.  Feeling her 

heat milk against my aching cock, I watched myself 

in the mirror take her over the edge again.  When 

she threw her head back and moaned, I latched on 

to her tightly peeked nipple.   

“More…please…Reed,” she panted as I 

assaulted her with my desire.  When she fell limp 
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against the mirror, I pulled out and ignored her 

protest.  Turning her around, I entered her from 

behind and wrapped my hand into her long black 

hair. 

“Look at us,” I demanded, meeting her eyes 

in the mirror.  The lusty haze to her vision told me 

she was enjoying this.  Her sexy smile only sealed 

the deal.  “You like watching me, you little minx.  

Tell me you like watching me take you this way.” 

“Yes, Reed,” she purred.  “Please come with 

me.” 

When she pushed back into my thrusts, I 

gave her what she wanted.  This time, when her sex 

clamped down on my cock, I closed my eyes and let 

the sensations take over.  My seed spilled inside 

her, and I growled my approval of her body 

accepting what I was giving her.   

Eventually, we made it to the shower, but 

her body was so languid that I had to hold her in my 

arms to wash us both.  I didn’t mind.  I’d hold her 

up for the rest of our lives, if she needed me to. 
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Chapter 2 

 
Liana 

 
It was two hours before we were decent 

enough to leave the house.  Gabe agreed to meet us 

at the club and promised that he’d meet us in the 

parking lot.  Apparently, some local band was 

playing and the guitarist was an old friend of 

Gabe’s I’d never met.  Of course, living in Phoenix, 

I didn’t get to meet a lot of the people in their circle.  

Mary and Ash declined to come out, saying Ivy 

wasn’t feeling well and they didn’t want to leave 

her for the evening. 

Kane was still out on tour with Cash’s band 

Fatal Cross.  He was filling in for the drummer who 

was fired from the band for the accident he caused 

to purposely hurt Reed while we were on vacation a 

few weeks ago.  Reed was almost healed from his 

broken ribs.  Only certain movements caused him 

pain now.   

The inside of Rosie’s was dark, and the 

stage was small.  There were no tables, only a bar 

that took up the entire back wall. Reed pulled me 

toward a small set of stairs that were cordoned off 

by a red rope and a really huge bouncer. 

“Hey Slim,” my brother announced as we 

approached.  Slim shook Gabe’s hand and pulled 

back the rope.  We walked up the stairs and found 

numerous tables around with a small bar off to the 

left.  The balcony overlooked the entire stage and 

floor.  We had an excellent view of the band.  

The opening band looked young.  They 

reminded me of Glory Days back when they first 
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started out.  These guys couldn’t have been out of 

high school more than a year or two.  

A cocktail waitress came by and took our 

drink order.  I was feeling better tonight and 

decided to at least have a drink.  “Jack and Coke, 

please.” 

The guys ordered beers as soon as we sat 

down. We watched the young guys play their 

opening song, and I had to admit, they were pretty 

good.  After four additional songs, the lights went 

up and they left the stage.  Rosie’s wasn’t packed 

with people, only twenty or so mingled around.   

The waitress kept our glasses full and never 

spoke to us other than to ask what we wanted.  

Rosie’s private area was discrete and I’m betting 

that was why the guys liked hanging out here.  A 

nice looking woman with short blonde hair 

approached the table.  Gabe and Reed immediately 

stood up and hugged her tightly. 

“Oh, my boys are finally home,” she smiled 

and rubbed Gabe’s back sweetly. 

“Rosie,” my brother laughed. “We missed 

you.” 

“Who’s this,” she nodded toward me. 

“Rosie, this is my sister, Liana,” Gabe 

announced proudly.   

“Oh, Liana, dear,” she held out her hand, 

and I accepted it with a smile.  “I’ve heard so much 

about you from your brother.  It’s a pleasure.” 

“Thank you,” I replied.  I immediately liked 

this woman.  She wasn’t much older than us, maybe 

only ten years, if I had to guess.  She wore a 

beautiful diamond ring on her hand.  It was simple, 

but elegant.   
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“Alright, you know the drill.  Have Naomi 

get me if you need me, I have to go make some 

money.” 

We said our goodbyes and I watched as 

Rosie talked to the bartender and the waitress.  

Naomi was a cute girl, probably in her mid-

twenties. She had very long brown hair, and was 

dressed in a conservative black knee length dress.  

The bartender was a nice looking blonde guy with a 

multitude of tattoos that crawled up his arms and 

ended on his neck.  He reminded me of Kane and 

for some reason, it made me miss him even more. 

Dallas stood at attention at the back of the 

balcony, by the stairs, waiting on any trouble, or us 

just needing a ride home.  He watched the room 

with hawk-like eyes, always observant.  I’m sure 

he, or David, already had the background on all of 

these employees, seeing as this was a local hangout 

for my brother and his friends. 

By the third drink, I was starting to feel a 

little numb.  I found myself standing up and leaning 

against the balcony watching the second band play.  

The lead singer had hauntingly dark eyes and long 

black hair.  When he sang, the sound was 

mesmerizing.  The following song was much faster 

and harder.  He could scream almost as well as Ash, 

and I found that I really liked them. 

“What band is this?” I yelled at Reed, who 

was leaned back in his seat watching me with heat 

in his eyes.  My tiny legs were exposed by the tight 

mini-skirt I’d worn, and I’d already caught him 

more than once staring at them. 

“Manic End,” he yelled back. 

“I like them,” I said, turning back to watch 

them perform. My hips swayed to the music and I 



14 
 

felt my inhibitions slipping due to the alcohol.  I 

decided right then that I was done drinking.  Even 

with Reed and my brother here, I still didn’t feel 

comfortable being drunk in public.  It was one thing 

to do it at home, but with all of the strangers 

around, I just didn’t think it was safe. 

When the waitress came around, I denied the 

next offer for a fresh drink.  I looked around and 

noticed there were other people up in the VIP 

section with us.  Gabe was talking to one of the 

band members from the first band.  He 

enthusiastically waved his hand around and laughed 

at something the guy said.  I looked over at Reed, 

but he only had his eyes pinned on me.   

Reed watched me with heat in his eyes.  He 

wore my favorite pair of black jeans and his heavy 

black boots again.  This time he wore a Glory Days 

concert t-shirt that had the sleeves cut off.  I could 

see his muscled arms flexing as he slowly tilted the 

longneck bottle to his lips.  My own tongue snaked 

out to touch my lips as if I was tasting the fragrant 

beer on his.  Reed was leaned back in his chair, with 

a booted foot resting on the seat of another.  He 

looked like the sexy rock god he was.   

With the hand that wasn’t holding the beer, 

Reed raised two fingers and motioned for me to 

come to him.  The action of his hand had my insides 

contracting and my thighs going damp.  If he 

touched me right now, I’d probably embarrass 

myself by climaxing here in front of everyone. 

“Come here, darlin’,” he purred.  Sitting on 

his lap, he grasped the back of my head and pulled 

me in for a heated kiss.  His mouth was cold and 

tasted of beer.  Mixed with his natural scent, I could 
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bottle that fragrance and make millions off of that 

alone.   

“Love you,” he whispered into my ear. 

“Really,” my brother growled from beside 

us.  “I don’t want to see you two getting it on.  

That’s gross.” 

“Well,” Reed laughed.  “I’m going to marry 

this girl and then you have no say over what we 

do.” 

“Okay, okay,” Gabe shivered and threw his 

hands in the air. 

“Where’s your drink,” Reed asked, changing 

the subject. Thankful for the distraction, I slipped 

off his lap and moved his foot off of the other seat 

so that I could sit down. 

“I’m already a little buzzed, and I don’t 

think I should get drunk,” I admitted shyly. 

“What are you worried about,” Gabe said.  

“Look, you have us and Dallas over there.  

Nothing’s going to happen.” 

“Yeah,” I looked around nervously.  “I 

guess you’re right.”   

Gabe nodded his satisfaction and leaned 

back in his chair.  He looked handsome in his tight 

leather pants and sleeveless white shirt.  My 

brother’s hair was growing out some and it now 

hung long over his eyes, which I didn’t like.  He 

had amazing eyes, and he shouldn’t hide them from 

the world. 

“What are you looking at,” he scowled and 

then took a sip of his beer. 

“You,” I blushed.  “You’re such a handsome 

devil.” 

“Oh, please,” he laughed.  “Whatever.” 
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We ribbed each other back and forth 

throughout most of the night.  I ended up only 

having one more drink and that was right before last 

call.  I was completely sober by the time we made it 

back to the house.   

“Did you have fun,” Reed asked, once we 

were curled up in bed.  My hands roamed along the 

dragon’s tale of his tattoo.  Even in the dark, I could 

trace it with my finger to its exact location.   

“I had fun acting like big time rockstars,” I 

yelped when he poked me in the side.  His sultry 

grin told me that there would be no sleeping, at least 

for the next few hours. 

 

Reed 
 

She was curled up like a kitten next to my 

side, my arm was her pillow.  I moved the stray 

lock of hair off of her cheek and she smiled in her 

sleep.  I took my unshaven jaw and rubbed it lightly 

against her cheek.  I laughed to myself when she 

scowled and mumbled something I didn’t 

understand.  I continued to assault her cheek and 

pulled back when she reached up with her free hand 

to rub at her cheek, “Damn Reed, you need to 

shave.” 

“Thinking I may grow it out,” I said as I 

took her hand and rubbed it against my jaw.   

“Okay, whatever…just go back to sleep,” 

she mumbled and her breathing immediately leveled 

out.  She’d fallen back asleep.   

I was about to wake her up again when I 

heard my phone signal an incoming text.  Getting 

out of the bed, I walked over and pulled on pair of 
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shorts, and then fished my phone out of my pants 

pocket from the night before.  I smiled to myself, 

because our clothes were strewn all over the 

bedroom, and I found Liana’s heels outside the door 

leading into the living room. 

The text was from Kane.  He and Fatal 

Cross would be in town tonight and he wanted us 

all to get together at Ash’s place.  I silently 

wondered if Ash knew about this then figured it 

didn’t matter, because Mary would spoil his ass and 

put together a quick party on the fly, just for him.  I 

replied that we’d be there and that he better let Ash 

know.  

Pouring a cup of coffee, I grabbed a few 

sheets of paper and a pencil, before walking out 

onto the patio.  It was time to write more songs and 

get ready for the next album.  When the album 

released, we’d be off again on another tour, but this 

time it wouldn’t be as large.  At least that was the 

plan, but with this business, who knew? 

We always tried to have one ballad on the 

albums, for the ladies.  Kane had already written 

something that looked promising.  My idea was 

something different, something harder. 

My ideas flowed into lyrics on the white 

sheet of paper.  The story was of a man, who loved 

a woman, that didn’t know how to help her heal.  

He’d do anything to keep her safe and secure.  

Working the words to fit Ash’s sound was easy, 

because I’d been doing it for years. 

My coffee was cold by the time I finished 

with the first page, and I didn’t bother with getting 

up for more.  My mind closed off and I wrote.  

Lyric after lyric flowed from my brain and through 
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my fingers.  Some of them may never be made into 

music, but at least they were on paper. 

“Hey,” Liana’s sleepy voice announced her 

arrival, and I turned around to find her in nothing 

but my discarded shirt. 

“Good afternoon,” I laughed as she tried to 

run her fingers through her tousled hair.  She looked 

amazing and I felt my chest swell with the 

knowledge that those red, pouty lips were swollen 

from my torture on them the night before. 

“What are you doing,” she yawned and took 

a seat in my lap.  “May I?”   

“Of course,” I said, holding up the paper for 

her to see.  She smiled when she read the lyrics I’d 

written down. 

“This is about me and you,” she whispered, 

and turned where we were nose to nose.  “You love 

me.” 

“More than you will ever know,” I admitted 

and took her lips with mine.  “So, when are you 

going to make an honest man out of me?” 

“Well, I don’t know,” she looked confused.  

“When do you want to do it?” 

“Today,” I raised a brow then laughed at her 

scowl.  “What?” 

“I need to plan,” she frowned.  “Can you 

give me two weeks?” 

“Two weeks?” I smiled.  “You’re going to 

throw a wedding together in two weeks?” 

“Sure,” she shrugged.  “It can be done.  I 

don’t want anything big.  All I want is to have the 

ceremony on the beach at Ash and Mary’s house, 

and the only guests are the band and your mom and 

dad.  Dallas and David as well.” 
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“Oh, mom,” I cringed.  “I think you may 

need to call her.  She may want to take over and, I 

don’t know, bake the cake or something.” 

“Oh, no, Mr. Sullivan,” she shook her head.  

“You get to tell her about the wedding, because you 

are her son.” 

I growled something that wasn’t worth 

repeating, and rolled my eyes at her as she laughed 

hysterically behind my back when I went in search 

of my phone, where I’d left it on the counter by the 

coffee pot.  I noticed Liana didn’t pour herself a cup 

before finding me, so I fixed her one quickly before 

heading back outside. 

When I walked out to hand her the cup, she 

was still laughing, just not as loudly.  “You’re in so 

much trouble later.”  I pinched her painted toe and 

kissed her head as I placed a call to my mom. 

“Reed, dear,” my mother answered 

promptly, as usual.  “How are you feeling?”  I’d 

been hit recently by a jackass on a Jet Ski while 

Liana and I were on vacation.  I was air lifted to a 

hospital in Miami and had my spleen removed.  

Three of my ribs were broken, but I was on the 

mend. 

“Much better, Ma.  I feel great, really.”  I 

rolled my eyes at Liana, because she knew my 

mother was a little overbearing now that she’d 

gotten older.  She used to be the ‘cool mom’. 

“Good,” she sighed.  “How’s Liana?” 

“That’s why I called.  I asked her to marry 

me and she said yes.”  Liana sat forward and 

smiled, the huge diamond ring sparkled in the 

sunlight.  I took Liana’s hand into mine and played 

absently with the ring. 

“Well, it’s about damn time,” she growled.   
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“Ma!”   

“Well, it is,” she scolded.  “Have you set a 

date?” 

“Liana and I want it small, just the band and 

you and dad.  We are going to talk to Ash today 

about having it at his place on the beach.”  I took 

Liana’s hand in mine and rubbed softly on the backs 

of her knuckles. 

“I think that will be wonderful.  What can I 

do?”  There was the question and I didn’t have the 

answers. 

So, I did what any man in my situation 

would do, “Here, talk to Liana.”  I shoved the phone 

in her hand and backed away.  This was considered 

girl stuff and I didn’t want anything to do with it. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



21 
 

Chapter 3 

 

Reed 
 

“What is taking you so long,” I growled at 

the bedroom door.  She’d been getting ready for 

almost an hour.  “It’s nothing formal. We’re just 

going over to Ash’s place.  Hurry up!” 

“Reed,” she cursed as she opened the door.  

“What the hell?” 

I was struck numb by her beauty when she 

flung the door open looking mad as hell.  She was 

wearing a pair of Daisy Duke’s and one of my cut 

up Glory Days shirts, with a tight tank top 

underneath.   

Snatching her hand I growled, “We need to 

go now!” 

“W…what’s wrong, Reed,” she gasped as I 

pulled her toward the garage.  

“If we don’t leave this very moment, I don’t 

think I will be able to control myself.  I’ll end up 

keeping you in bed for the rest of the night.” 

“Do I need to change,” she giggled. 

“Yes…no,” I muttered as I lifted her into my 

truck.  I didn’t even try to buckle her in because 

being that close to her sweet smelling skin would 

have sealed our fate. 

The drive to Ash’s was spent with me 

scowling at the road, while Liana laughed 

uncontrollably at my side.  She’d slid over to the 

middle seat in my truck, and I currently had a death 

grip on her exposed knee; my thumb made circles to 

calm my desire.  It really didn’t calm anything.  I 

was hard as steel, and all I wanted to do was to turn 
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around this truck and take her home.  The evening 

would be better if I was buried deep inside my girl.   

When we parked in the driveway, Liana 

started to unbuckle and slide over to the passenger 

side to get out of the truck.  I quickly pulled her 

over where she was straddling my lap in the driver’s 

seat. 

“Someone will see us,” she gasped.   

“Windows are tinted,” I mumbled into her 

hair as I teased the lobe of her ear.  She shivered in 

response and undiluted her hips as she melted into 

my kiss.  She surprised me when she grabbed 

handfuls of my hair and took my mouth with a 

passion that would light the world on fire.  She 

didn’t coax my mouth to open, she demanded it.  

Leaning back, I let her take the lead.  Her tiny 

tongue danced softly against my own.  Her teeth 

nipped at my bottom lip. 

Liana was being her old self again, and I 

loved it.  Maybe we just needed to stop thinking 

about all of the ‘what-ifs’ and just focus on us.  She 

was doing great and was excited for our nuptials.  

My mother had talked her ear off for almost an 

hour.   By the time the call ended, Liana was 

exhausted and she swore she was getting a 

migraine. 

“Touch me,” she begged.   

“Oh darlin’,” I smiled.  She lifted up a little 

and I was able to tuck my finger inside her tight 

shorts.  When I grazed and then parted her sex, she 

moaned deep in her throat.  She was wet and ready 

for me.   

A knock on my window caused Liana to 

scream and jump off of me.  She immediately 

buried herself under my arm.  Thankfully my 
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windows were so darkly tinted that her brother 

didn’t see what we were doing. 

“Goddammit, Reed!  What the hell are you 

in there doing to my sister?  Get the fuck out of the 

truck,” he scowled into the darkness.  He turned on 

his heel and made a hasty retreat back inside the 

house. 

“Fuck,” she growled.   

“We’ll finish this later,” I promised. 

Liana growled and opened the passenger 

door, and without waiting on me, she jumped down 

and started for the house.  I was immediately around 

the front of the truck and thrust her up into my 

arms. 

“Put me down,” she gritted through her 

teeth.  Her brother’s back was in her sights.  I’m 

sure she’d kick his ass if she had the chance, but I 

wouldn’t let her do it. 

“Where are you going,” I laughed.  “Don’t 

give him the satisfaction.” 

“He’s being an ass,” she pouted. I leaned 

down and kissed her neck.  She smiled and wrapped 

her arms around my neck before deepening the kiss. 

“Um,” I said pulling back.  “We really need 

to go inside.” 

“Fine,” she huffed and stormed back toward 

the house. 

Watching her walk away was just as nice as 

watching her walk toward me.  Her lusciously 

round ass sauntered perfectly as she went.  The 

thought of her being like this when I got her home 

only excited me more.  I had to adjust my cock due 

to the discomfort in my jeans.   

Damn, how long did we have to stay? 
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The inside of the house was fairly calm.  

Gabe was sitting at the kitchen table with a scowl 

plastered on his face.  He nursed the beer like a man 

drowning his last sorrow.  Ash was holding a 

sleeping Ivy, his eyes fixated on nothing but the 

baby in his arms.  Liana and Mary were off in the 

kitchen talking and Kane still hadn’t arrived. 

“Hey,” I whispered as I walked up to Ash.  

“May I?” 

Ash nodded and let me take Ivy from his 

arms.  I held her in my arms for a very long time, 

just swaying back and forth to keep her peaceful.  

This may have been one of the worst things I’d ever 

done.  The bundle in my arms was warm and fit 

perfectly in the crook I made to support her tiny 

body.  Her beautiful pale pink lips pushed out in a 

sleepy pouty. Her long lashes rested softly against 

her creamy skin.  I could hear her little puffs of 

breath as she slept soundly in my arms. 

“You did well, Ash,” I complimented.  

“She’s perfect.” 

“Yes, she is,” he sighed dreamily at his 

daughter.  “I need to go put her down, she didn’t 

sleep well today.” 

“Is she okay,” I worried.   

“Yes,” he laughed.  “She’s strong willed like 

her mother, and was fighting her sleep.” 

“Like her mother,” I raised a brow, 

questioning his assumption.   

Ash ignored my comment with a smile and 

took Ivy from me.  He left the room and headed 

toward the back of the house where they kept the 

nursery.  I was so happy for him.  Ash had been 

dealt a rough hand growing up.  His parents were 

abusive and neglectful drug users and thankfully, 
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my mom and dad took him in as their own.  Ash 

never wanted for anything when he was with us.  

There were times he’d stay for weeks before his 

parents would sober up enough to come looking for 

him.  I remembered those days he’d look at my 

mom, pleading with his eyes, to find a way to keep 

him at our house.  My mother would cry in her 

room for hours at the helplessness she felt when she 

couldn’t do any more than what she was already 

doing. 

Shaking off those horrible memories, I 

found Gabe at the table, still scowling. “What’s 

going on with you?” I asked, carefully. 

“Nothing,” he muttered.  

“Everything…Hell, I really don’t know.” 

“Start with why you’re walking around like 

a pissed off cat,” I said.  It was a little strong, and a 

tad bit demanding, but I didn’t care.  Gabe’s glare 

assured me he didn’t miss it either. 

“I’ll tell you, but if you so much as mention 

it to Li, I’ll deck you again,” he glared at me. 

“Promise,” I agreed. 

“I’m having a hard time with letting her go.  

I’m so happy that you two are going to get married.  

I mean, I’ve taken care of her for what seems like 

forever, and now, poof, she’s gone.” 

“She’s not gone,” I said.  “Gabe, she’ll 

always be your little sister.  There are going to be 

times when she’s so angry at me that she’ll come 

running to you.  She’ll always need you.  Just 

because we are getting married doesn’t mean you 

still can’t be there for her.” 

“Yeah, I guess you’re right.”  He huffed out 

a frustrated breath and tossed back the remnants of 

his beer.  “You want one?”   
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“I’d love one,” I said and followed him over 

to the cooler.  Looking up, I saw the two girls 

talking.  They were both looking anxiously out the 

dining room window toward the driveway.   

Sudden headlights flashed through the panes 

and Mary squealed, “He’s here!” 

With Liana on her tail, the two girls ran out 

to meet Kane Maddox, our drummer. 

“Geez,” Gabe said coming up beside me.  

“He wasn’t gone that long.” 

I watched as they engulfed him with hugs 

and smiled.  Family.  We were all back together, 

everything felt right, and I couldn’t have been 

happier. 

 

Liana 
 

“Come here beautiful,” Kane said, reaching 

out for me.  He enveloped me into the biggest hug I 

think I’d ever received, even from my brother.  “I 

missed you, baby girl.”  

“I missed you too,” I whispered into his ear.  

Kane was fiercely loyal to those he was close too, 

but restrained and cautious around those he didn’t 

know. 

Mary was standing next to us, still wiping 

the spit from Kane’s incessant need to lick the side 

of her face.  It was weird, but totally Kane. 

“Come on Kane,” she said tugging on his 

hand.  “We made food.  Where is everyone else?” 

“They’re checking into their hotel and will 

be here in about an hour,” he said, picking up Mary 

and swinging her around, before setting her down 

and pushing her ahead of him.  He reached back and 
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grabbed my hand.  With a small wink, he pulled me 

along with him.  I noticed how he’d used his tongue 

to play with the lip ring he’d gotten a few weeks 

ago. 

Kane was met with hugs and back slaps.  He 

searched the room and frowned, “Where’s my little 

girl?” 

“Asleep,” Ash smiled.  “She couldn’t wait 

up any longer.” 

Kane had become attached to Ivy, and every 

one of us was a little shocked that he’d enjoy a baby 

as much as he had.  He’d even watched her so that 

Ash and Mary could have a night out occasionally.  

She survived, so I’m guessing that was a good sign. 

Kane frowned and looked down the hall, 

like he was about to just go wake the child up 

anyway, but a fierce scowl from Mary had him 

turning for the kitchen. 

Ash fired up his grill that he’d gotten for his 

birthday, and Mary took the steaks out for him to 

cook.  The men were on the patio, talking about 

band stuff, while Mary and I checked on the 

potatoes and premade the salads. 

Ash came in a wrapped a protective arm 

around my shoulders, “Hey, I wanted to talk to you 

before everyone arrived.” 

“About,” I asked skeptically. 

“About this shelter idea,” he smiled.  

“Whatever you need, I’ll help you, Li.  No 

questions asked.”  He stopped when I held up my 

hand. 

“Let me explain,” I said.  “I want to write 

the story of Glory Days; of how you became who 

you are today.  I’m not sure how it will turn out, and 

you and the guys would have final say over the end 
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result.  I could totally fuck it all up and you’d hate 

me forever, but Ash, I really want to try.” 

“I don’t think you’ll fuck it up,” he shook 

his head.  “We’ll help you.” 

“I want to use the royalties to open up a 

shelter somewhere, but Ash I can’t ask you to front 

the money.  It’s just going to have to wait.” 

“Well, if you change your mind,” he 

nodded. 

“Thank you,” I said. 

“Anytime, sweetheart,” Ash said, leaning in 

and kissed the top of my head. 

“Can I ask you something,” I smiled 

warmly.  

 “Yes,” he replied, a little skeptical this time. 

“Reed and I would like to get married here, 

on the beach.  If that is okay.  We only want it to be 

the band, Mary and Reed’s parents.  Also, I want 

Dallas, David, and Eric here as well.  Nothing big, 

just a simple ceremony.” 

“Of course,” he hugged me again, but not 

quite as hard, and kissed my hair.  “When do you 

want to have it?” 

“In two weeks,” I laughed at Mary’s sudden 

intake of breath. 

“Two weeks!  We can’t put together a 

wedding in two weeks!” 

“Yes we can,” I rolled my eyes.  “Simple, 

Mary.  Plus, I’ve already talked to Ann about it and 

she will help us.”  Reed’s mom had been beside 

herself with joy and I silently wondered what she 

had in mind.  I shivered and sent up a silent prayer 

that by the time we got married that I wasn’t going 

to lose my mind. 
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Chapter 4 

 
Reed 

 
Cash Roberts and the other two band 

member of Fatal Cross arrived and I saw Liana’s 

excitement at seeing our friend again.  Cash was the 

one who watched over Liana while I was airlifted 

from the island after being rammed by his ex-

drummer’s Jet Ski.   

Liana was stuck on the island for three days, 

before Gabe was able to go in and get her to Miami, 

where I was in the hospital recovering from my 

injuries.  Cash had taken care of her as if she was 

his own.   

I was forever in debt to Cash for the care he 

took with her.  Not many people knew of her attack, 

but Cash and I had been friends for a very long 

time, and I needed someone to confide in during 

that time, that wasn’t my band members.  He was 

delicate with her and watched over her like a hawk.  

Liana told me that he made sure she ate and was 

safe in the villa at night.  He spent the days with her 

to keep her company. 

“Welcome to LA,” I laughed as Cash rolled 

his eyes.  The guy didn’t like the hustle and bustle 

of city life.  Even for a tall, tattooed, and long 

haired rockstar, Cash lived outside of Seattle in an 

elaborate cabin on a beautiful lake, where he 

enjoyed the peace and quiet when he was home. 

“This place makes me a little crazy,” he 

laughed and shook my hand.  His eyes flickered 

over my shoulder and caught view of Liana.  His 
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smile was caring when he opened his arms, “Liana, 

come here.” 

She bounced over and hugged him like she 

would’ve hugged Gabe, and I was okay with that.  

My inner man-beast rattled ever so slightly at him 

touching her, but from their playful ribbing I was 

able to calm before taking my place beside her.  I 

placed a possessive hand around her when she 

returned to my side and slid my hand in her back 

pocket, squeezing her ass lightly.  

“I want you to meet my guys, Li,” he smiled 

proudly.  He waved to the lead singer of Fatal 

Cross, who was standing by the back door, looking 

out over the ocean.  “This is Grant Ryker, or better 

known as “Ace.” 

“Nice to meet you,” Liana said politely, 

extending her hand.  It made my heart swell that she 

felt secure enough to make the first move to touch a 

stranger.  It could be, for the simple fact, that she 

felt comfortable around Cash and therefore, his 

band as well.  Minus the asshole that almost killed 

me, but he was long gone from what I’d heard. 

Ace was a great guy.  I’d hung out with 

them over the years and although Cash and I were 

good friends, I didn’t know his bandmates as well.  

Ace was my height, but nowhere near as bulky as I 

was.  His shoulder length curly brown hair was 

pulled back into a sloppy ponytail.  I hardly ever 

wore mine up, because Liana wouldn’t like it.   

“Hey, can I join in,” a voice said from 

behind me.  This was the guitarist for Cash’s band.  

He wasn’t anywhere near as tall as Ace and I, but he 

still towered over Liana. Taylor Vaughn was a great 

guy, even if the multitude of tattoos made him look 

different.   
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“Taylor,” I reached out a hand.  “Good to 

see you again.”  We shook and he turned toward 

Liana, a predatory grin raised the corner of his 

mouth.  My arm automatically went back around 

her waist, pulling her close to my side. 

“This is my fiancé, and Gabe’s baby sister, 

Liana Miller,” I announced.   

“Ah, yes,” he laughed.  “The pleasure is 

mine, Ms. Miller.”  He shook her hand, and 

thankfully didn’t do anything like kiss her knuckles.  

I’d have to cut his lips off.   

“Thanks for coming over,” she said politely.  

Ash barged in the door with a plate full of 

steaks.  Liana left us to help Mary set out 

everything else.  Liana jumped back with Gabe 

came by and nudged her out of the way.  The 

Neanderthal in me barged over and snatched the 

plate out of his hands. 

“Ladies eat first,” I growled at her brother.  I 

saw approval in Mary’s eyes, but didn’t comment 

on it as I loaded food on the plate.   

I took Liana over to the table and pulled her 

down on my lap, where I could feed the both of us.  

Ever since our little make out session in the truck, 

I’d been feeling a little anxious to get us both home.  

With her on my lap, I could feel the heat coming off 

of her sex and I knew her thoughts were right on the 

line of mine. 

Kane walked by and dropped a fresh beer 

off in front of me, and handed Liana a tall glass that 

smelled like whiskey and soda.  She took a sip and 

winced, “Did you make this?”   

“Yup,” Kane laughed and saluted me.  

“Ensuring Reed will get laid tonight.”  He was cut 
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off by Mary reaching out and smacking the back of 

his head. 

“Dammit, Kane.  Use your filter!”   

Of course, Mary always tried to train Kane 

with his problem of speaking whatever came to his 

thoughts.  Kane was having none of that, and gave 

her a look that said he was about to go after her.  

Mary yelped and ducked around Ash, before taking 

off through the living room.  Everyone looked 

shocked by their playful attitude.  Ash ignored it all 

and started making his plate of food while everyone 

was preoccupied.  He did snicker when he heard 

Mary growl, “Dammit, Kane Marcus Maddox!” 

He’d obviously caught her and licked the 

side of her face.  I just didn’t get those two, at all.  

Ash’s wife didn’t have a family of her own.  We’d 

taken her in as a sister of sorts.  Ash fell head over 

heels in love with the woman, and the rest was 

history. 

Dinner rolled by like a huge family reunion.  

Liana was a little woozy from the drink Kane had 

made her, but I was enjoying watching her interact 

with the others like she’d done before the attack.  

She sat on my lap during the meal, because there 

wasn’t much room at the table.  We all squeezed in 

so that everyone would fit. 

Liana wiggle slightly on my lap and made 

contact with my cock.  I growled low in her ear, 

“You need to sit still.”   I laughed when she 

shimmied again.  When she looked over her 

shoulder and pouted those already too plump lips, I 

almost threw her over my shoulder and left the 

house right then and there. 

“What’s wrong,” she grinned smugly.   
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“Are you ready to leave,” I asked, raising 

one brow as high as it could go. 

“Nope,” she said turning back around to 

answer something Cash had asked her.   

Eventually we were able to get away.  It was 

late, and Liana had a few too many when we 

decided to go home.  We said our goodbyes and left 

with a promise to Ash that we’d be back over 

around noon the next day to work on the new 

album, before we went to see Fatal Cross play. 

Lifting Liana up into my truck, she leaned 

her head on my shoulder, “I love you.”  

“Love you to, darlin’.  Let’s get you home.”  

I buckled her in and closed the door.  She said 

something, but I didn’t hear her.  I wasn’t surprised 

to find her completely passed out when I opened the 

door and slid into the driver’s seat.  The fact that the 

old Liana came out tonight, put a smile on my face 

all the way home. 

 

Liana 
 

The sun shining in the window had me 

growling and turning into a hard mass of warm 

body.  Reed was awake and staring at me when I 

opened my eyes.   

“Morning,” he smiled. 

“Ugh,” I moaned.  

“That bad, huh,” he laughed.  I covered my 

face with the pillow, and pushed at his hands as he 

tried to pull me closer.  My head ached and I had 

this overwhelming urge to beat the shit out of Kane 

for making my drinks too strong. 
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“Reed, stop,” I laughed, even though I didn’t 

want to. 

“You need to get up,” he sighed.  “Mom 

wants to go shopping today and I have to go work 

with Ash.” 

“Shop,” I questioned from the backside of 

my pillow.   

“Wedding stuff,” he announced proudly.  

“I’d go, but I have to work, baby.” 

“Right,” I growled.  “When does she want to 

go?”  

“You have two hours to pick her up.  Dallas 

will drive the two of you.”   

The shower helped and so did the Motrin 

that Reed brought me to take once I was dressed.  

He placed the notebook, he’d been writing lyrics in, 

on the counter and went in search of his boots.   

When he returned, I was leaning on the 

counter, slapping a little butter on my toast.  He 

frowned, “I could’ve made that for you.” 

“No,” I shook my head.  “I told you that I 

can make toast.” 

I swear he said something that sounded like, 

“It looks burnt to me.” Which it wasn’t, because I 

happen to like my toast a little on the dark side. 

Dallas arrived only minutes before Reed left 

to go to Ash’s place.  I finished getting ready, by 

throwing a ponytail in my hair and slipping on a 

pair of sunglasses.  The paparazzi didn’t mess with 

me much, because I was nothing to them, at the 

moment.  Once Reed and I were married, that may 

all change. 

The ride over to the Sullivan’s was quiet.  

Dallas didn’t hound me much into talking and for 

that I was grateful.  He usually kept to himself, 
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unless he felt strongly about his opinion.  I 

respected him for it, and never once did he ever 

annoy me with mindless chatter. 

Mrs. Sullivan met us at the car.  She wore 

jeans and a simple blouse, her purse hung off the 

crook of her arm.  When I tried to get out to greet 

her she only tsked and smiled, “Liana darling, don’t 

get out, there is no need.” 

“Yes ma’am,” I laughed.  She was an 

amazing woman and I felt at ease with her by my 

side.  At least I wouldn’t be one of those women 

who hated their mother-in-law.   

“Alright Dallas,” she shoved a folded piece 

of paper at him and I swear I heard him groan.  

“These are the places we need to go.”   

Dallas nodded pleasantly, but caught my 

eyes in the rear view mirror.  At my eye roll, he 

only nodded his agreement and backed out of the 

driveway.  Mr. Sullivan stayed on the porch until 

Reed’s mother and I were out of sight.   

“Where are we going first,” I asked. 

“Dresses,” she stated.  “Always start with 

the dress.  Once you have that right, then we can get 

everything else in order.” 

The woman was right, and I trusted her 

game plan, because I had no idea what I was doing.  

We didn’t stay long at the first place, because the 

dresses were too fancy for my liking. It was fall, 

and the temperatures were still warm enough that a 

simple white dress would do for a beach wedding.  I 

didn’t want anything flashy or extravagant.   

“I like these,” I muttered to myself, once we 

were inside the next boutique.  The place was small, 

but boasted more of the style of dresses I was 

looking for.  Poor Dallas, he looked like he was 
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about to be taken to slaughter standing over in the 

corner.  He stood at attention as if he was guarding 

the President.  I motioned for him to take the seat 

next to where he was standing, but he only shook 

his head and resumed watching our surroundings. 

With an armload of clothes, I found the 

dressing room and started trying on my load.  After 

the tenth dress, I was just about to give up, when I 

slipped the last soft cotton dress over my body.  It 

was sleeveless, and the silky sheath that lined 

underneath felt amazingly comfortable on my tiny 

legs.  It drug the floor and would obviously needed 

to be hemmed, but I loved it.  There was 

embroidered roses on the left side, from waist to 

bodice.  They didn’t stick out much, and the dress 

flowed perfectly around my body.  

Lifting the long hem, I walked out to find 

Reed’s mother talking with a saleslady about a veil.  

When the ladies turned, I dropped the dress and 

turned around in a circle, “I really like this one.”   

Their gasp had me looking up at them 

quickly.  Ann Sullivan was dabbing the corner of 

her eyes.  The saleslady held a shaky hand over her 

mouth.  One look at Dallas, and the satisfied smile 

that crinkled his eyes told me that this was the one. 

“Oh, Liana,” Mrs. Sullivan sighed.  “That is 

perfect.  We need to hem it, but other than that.  It’s 

the one.  Don’t you think?” 

I looked into the three way mirror and 

turned from side to side, “Yes, ma’am.  I do believe 

I have found the one.”   

The saleslady tried to talk Ann into having 

them do the hemming, but she waved them off, 

saying she would do all of the alterations.  We 
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looked at veils and decided that we’d hit up the next 

store before heading to lunch. 

“I love that dress,” she smiled as we 

approached the car.   

“Me too,” I replied, and took her hand into 

mine.  It was nice to have someone there to help 

me.  My own mother would’ve been beyond herself 

with joy if she was here to help.  I was thankful that 

I had Ann to stand in for my mom. 

“What’s got you thinking, dear,” she patted 

my knee.  Dallas had already pulled into traffic and 

I’d been in my own world, so deep, that I hadn’t 

noticed. 

“My mom would’ve been having the time of 

her life,” I smiled at Reed’s mother.  “I’m glad 

you’re here, Mrs. S.” 

“Me too, honey,” she sighed. 

The next place was one of those stores that 

carried everything you needed for a wedding.  They 

even had a cake decorator on call.  This boutique 

was more like a small store, and we were offered 

complimentary wine when we entered, but both of 

us declined. 

We found a veil that matched the dress 

perfectly.  It was short and came down to just about 

the crease in my elbows.  There were no flashy 

sparkles on the lace, or any sequins in the top.  The 

only flash of jewelry was a lone diamond that rested 

in the center of the material that sat atop my head.   

I was debating the importance of needing 

shoes for the beach wedding, when I turned to ask 

Ann something.  She was holding a small white 

dress, obviously for a flower girl.  The wistful look 

in her eyes told me she was thinking of our future.  

A future with children. 
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The pain that hit my middle hurt so badly, 

that I dropped the shoes I was holding on one 

finger.  I wrapped an arm around my waist and sat 

down heavily on the bench in the isle.  Dallas was at 

my side immediately. 

“What’s wrong,” he whispered, hovering 

over me protectively.   

“I suddenly don’t feel very well,” I 

whispered.   

“Hey,” he said, kneeling down.  “What can I 

do?” 

“Make an excuse to get me home.  I don’t 

want to be out anymore.”   

I went numb, and thankfully Dallas sensed 

that I wasn’t physically sick, but more upset than 

anything.  He was able to purchase the veil and talk 

Ann into heading home.  She worried over me all 

the way back to her house and a few times she 

insisted on making me stay until Reed was done at 

Ash’s house. 

“I’m really fine.  I just think I need to go lay 

down for a bit,” I told her.   

“Can I please go over to Reed’s house and 

wait with you, honey.  You don’t look good.”  Ann 

felt my forehead for a temperature, frowning when 

she didn’t find anything wrong. 

“Mrs. Sullivan,” Dallas called from the 

driver’s seat.  “I’m medically trained.  If she gets 

worse, I will be sure to call you immediately.  Mr. 

Sullivan is waiting for you to return home.  I’ve 

already advised him of our arrival.” 

I could kiss him for his quick thinking.  All I 

needed was for her to be there when I broke down.  

The fact that she was so happy with the idea of 

being a grandparent broke my heart into a million 
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pieces.  The Sullivan’s had been through so much 

and seeing her looking at that dress only brought to 

the forefront of my mind that I couldn’t give them 

what they wanted. 

It wasn’t until we were three blocks away 

from their house that I finally gave into the tears 

and let the wrenching sobs tear at my chest.  

“I’m taking you home, Li,” Dallas said 

softly from the front seat.  I didn’t reply then, nor 

did I protest when he carried me, like a child, into 

the bedroom and placed me on Reed’s huge bed.  I 

don’t know how long I cried, but eventually, my 

head numbed and my eyes were heavy.  I closed 

them and hoped that when I woke up, everything 

would’ve been just a very bad dream. 
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Chapter 5 
 

Reed 
 

We’d just finished with lunch when my 

phone rang. I frowned at the display.  Dallas 

shouldn’t be calling just yet.  I figured my mom 

would have Liana out for the whole day shopping.  

There was no way they were done yet.  

Unless something was wrong. 

The tingling in the back of my neck was a 

good indicator something wasn’t right. 

“What’s wrong,” I growled into the phone. 

“We’re home,” Dallas sighed.  “Something 

upset Liana at one of the stores.  She was fine one 

minute, and then she was sitting with her arm 

around her stomach.  She said she didn’t feel well 

and we took your mom home.  I thought maybe she 

was indeed sick, but as soon as we got around the 

corner from your parents place, she broke down.  

She’s finally asleep, but I think maybe you should 

head this way.” 

My heart sank, “Did anyone approach her?” 

“No.  I have no idea what set her off,” he 

growled.  “Your mom was looking at wedding stuff.  

They were separated, but I kept my eyes on her the 

whole time.  She looked toward your mom and then 

went…I don’t know…blank.” 

“I’m on my way,” I growled into the phone.  

“Go check on her.  I don’t want her to be alone.  

Keep the bedroom door open, if you have too, but 

Dallas…don’t let her be alone.” 

My one fear was that one day the pain 

would be too much and she’d start cutting herself 
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again.  She couldn’t have any setbacks.  We were 

doing so well.  I believed Dallas when he said that 

no one had approached her.  He was too protective 

over Liana to let anything happen. 

I explained to everyone that I had to leave.  

Ash patted my back as I left the house.  Gabe was 

scowling in the corner and I knew he wanted to rush 

over to check on his sister, but I was thankful when 

Mary talked to him quietly and calmed him down.  

She’d reassure him that everything was going to be 

okay. 

The ride from Ash’s place to mine usually 

took about twenty minutes, but today it felt like an 

eternity.  There was traffic at every light and by the 

time I reached those lights, they had already turned 

red.   

My mind reeled with worry over what had 

set Liana into a panic.  Did someone touch her?  My 

body burned hot with the thought of another man 

touching her.  Had my mom said something that 

hurt her feelings?  Or, was she truly sick?   

When I walked into the house, Dallas was 

sitting on the couch, where he had a straight line of 

sight into my bedroom.  His hands were folded 

under his chin.  When I approached him, he looked 

up and shook his head.  

“She’s been asleep this whole time.  I did 

sneak in there and check around.  I didn’t find 

anything out of the ordinary.”  He didn’t have to say 

it, because I knew what he meant.  There were no 

signs of Liana hurting herself to deal with whatever 

had happened. 

“Thank you,” I whispered and closed the 

bedroom door softly.  I didn’t want to go over what 
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had happened with him.  Just having her safe and in 

my bed caused my body to relax. 

I sat carefully on the edge of the bed.  She 

was curled up on her side, with her knees pulled up 

to her chest.  She looked fragile.  The weight she’d 

lost over the past year was finally starting to come 

back.  I’d been keeping her fed well, since I was in 

control of her intake, and the fact that I growled at 

her to make her eat, she’d finally regained her 

appetite. 

No longer was her spine visible through her 

shirt.  Her ribs still showed, but not as bad as 

before.  Her lips had regained their natural deep red 

and her hair had taken on a healthy shine.  She was 

still beautiful, no matter her size. 

My hand rubbed up and down her back 

softly.  Eventually, her eyes fluttered open and I 

was graced with her tantalizing blue stare.  Her 

frown caused my heart to twist. 

“Dallas called you, didn’t he,” she rasped. 

“Care to explain what happened,” I asked.  

There was no disguising the worry in my words. 

“No,” she barked.  “I really don’t.”  She sat 

up quickly and smoothed down her hair, trying to 

make some order out of it.  With a huff, she tossed 

the covers aside and swung her legs over the side of 

the bed.  I watched as she disappeared into the 

bathroom, only to return moments later.  She didn’t 

even look at me as she walked out into the living 

room. 

Dallas was already gone when I followed 

her out.  I stalked her like prey as she went into the 

kitchen to get a glass of water. 

“Would you talk to me,” I growled. 
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“No,” she returned my growl, still not 

making eye contact with me. 

“What happened?  Did someone hurt you?” 

“No,” she scowled.  “Just leave me alone.” 

I caught her as she came around the counter 

in the kitchen, my hands locking on her upper arms.  

My vision bled red as I looked into her eyes. There 

was pain there and I didn’t know what it was, or 

how to stop it. 

“Dammit, Liana,” I growled.  “How can I 

fix it if you don’t tell me what’s going on?” 

“Let go of me,” she whispered, her head 

turned to the side.  “P…please.” 

“No,” I ducked down to look into her eyes.  

“Look at me.” 

“R…Reed,” she cried.  “Y…you’re 

h…hurting me.” 

My heart sank and I dropped my hold on her 

immediately.  She backed away like a scolded dog 

and I fell to my knees. 

“Oh God,” I reached for her, but she 

continued to back away.  “I’m sorry, baby.” 

“No,” she repeated, over and over again as 

she backed out of the room. “I can’t see the pain in 

your eyes, Reed.  Please, don’t.”   

I’d done something that I promised everyone 

I wouldn’t do.  I’d hurt her, physically.  I’d used my 

frustration and turned it into anger, and I fucking 

hurt her! 

Standing up, I pulled my phone from my 

pocket and grabbed my keys.  As I sat in the truck, I 

typed out a message to Gabe, before I backed out of 

the garage. 
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You need to come check on Liana.  I have to 
go.  I’m sorry, I promised I wouldn’t hurt her, and I 
failed. 

 

Liana 
 

I kept telling myself that I should have come 

clean with Reed.  He was frustrated because I 

wouldn’t tell him what was wrong.  How could I 

tell him?  It would kill him to know that I’d lost it 

when I saw such joy on his mother’s face when she 

held up that little girl’s dress.  The images of a 

younger Reed and his sister flashed in my mind.  

Then of the children that we’d never have together. 

My world was shattering again.  The bullshit 

I’d worked so hard to overcome was laughing in my 

face.  Jonathan Jones was winning again.  He’d 

always win, no matter where my life lead.  He’d 

always be there to take away my happiness. 

“LIANA! LIANA!”  My brother’s voice 

boomed from the front of the house.  Before I could 

make it to the bedroom door, it burst open from a 

well planted boot to the door.  “Oh my God!  Where 

are you hurt?  Where the fuck is Reed?” 

“Gabe,” I gasped as he picked me up and 

took me over to the bed.  His frantic hands were 

pulling at my clothes, looking for any marks on my 

body.  He grasped my chin between his thumb and 

forefinger and turned my head from right to left. 

“Where did he hurt you,” he demanded. 

“It’s my fault,” I sighed and looked at my 

feet.  “I wouldn’t tell him why I freaked out today 

and he got angry, because he wants to make things 

better.” 
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“It’s not your fault,” he growled.  “That’s it!  

I’m so tired of his shit!  Are you hurt?” 

“Gabe,” I placed a reassuring hand to still 

him.  “He honestly didn’t hurt me.  Why would you 

think such a thing?”  Granted I’d told Reed he was 

hurting me, and he was, but not physically.  Yes, his 

grip on my arms was tight, but there would be no 

bruising.  Did it hurt?  Well, yes, a little.   

“This,” he held up his phone.  I gasped and 

covered my mouth when I read the words he’d 

texted Gabe only half an hour before. 

“Gabe, I swear!  He didn’t hurt me.  What 

have I done?”  It was my time to sink to the floor.  

My emotions were all a wreck.  I’d actually made 

him think he’d hurt me. 

“You’ve done nothing wrong, Li,” he 

growled. 

“Dammit Gabe,” I jumped to my feet and 

pulled my sleeves back, showing him I was okay.  

“I lost it today, okay.  I didn’t want to tell him about 

it, because it would have hurt him more than I’d 

already hurt him.  Ann was looking at baby clothes 

at one of the stores, and I couldn’t stand to see the 

wistfulness in her eyes, Gabe.  It killed me!  It killed 

me to know that I will not be able to give that sweet 

woman a grandchild.  Reed demanded to know 

what happened and I just couldn’t tell him.” 

“Then why did he tell me he hurt you?”  

Gabe calmed down and sat next to me on the bed, 

bringing me into the comfort of his arms.  I curled 

up like a child on his lap. 

“I was hurting here,” I put my hand to my 

chest.  “His anger and the pain in his heart because 

of what was done to me, it was hurting me.  I did 

panic when he got angry at me, but he didn’t 



46 
 

physically hurt me, Gabe.  I swear.  You know I 

wouldn’t stand for that, if he did.” 

“I know, baby girl,” he kissed the top of my 

head.  “I’ve seen his outburst before and he has a 

problem with the emotions.  Now I know why he 

has them, and I’d hoped once he told us about his 

sister, then he’d calm down.  When I got that text, I 

didn’t know what to expect when I got here.” 

“I’m sorry he sent that to you,” I sat up and 

wiped the tears from my face.  “Where is he now?” 

“I really don’t know, Li.  He didn’t say and 

when I tried to call him, it went straight to his 

voicemail.” 

“We have to find him,” I gasped.  “Gabe, we 

have to find him.  He’s out there somewhere 

blaming himself for something he didn’t do.” 

“I know,” he sighed and started hitting 

buttons on his phone.  He stood up and walked out 

of the room.  I heard his frantic plea with Ash to 

help him find Reed.  Ash must’ve know what was 

going on, because I heard Gabe reassure him that all 

was well and it was no more than a 

misunderstanding. Gabe’s shoulder sagged with 

relief, knowing that I wasn’t harmed. 

When I raced into the living room with my 

keys in hand, Gabe dropped the phone to his side, 

“Where the hell do you think you’re going?” 

“To find Reed,” I growled.  “I caused this 

mess, now I have to fix it.” 

“Oh, no you don’t!  You stay right here with 

me.  Ash and Dallas are out looking for him.  We 

think we know where he is.” 

“Where,” I demanded.  “Where is he?” 

“He could be at his parent’s house, or at the 

warehouse.  So, for future reference, if he takes off, 
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that is where he’ll be if he hasn’t shown up at one of 

our houses.” 

I nodded and tossed my keys on the coffee 

table.  Gabe was right.  I needed to stay put.  Reed 

would come home eventually. 

 

It was several hours later that Dallas 

returned with a sweaty Reed.  His knuckles were 

bloodied and I gasped in surprise. 

“Reed, what have you done?” I ran to him 

and pulled him into my arms.  Thankfully, his arms 

came around me automatically and he buried his 

face in my neck. 

“I’m so sorry.  I didn’t mean to hurt you.  

I’m…so sorry.”  I felt the silent sobs shake his large 

frame. 

I turned to Dallas and my brother, “He’s 

home.  You can go now.” 

Ignoring their comments, I walked Reed into 

the bathroom.  It was hard but I was able to undress 

him and push him into the shower.  I shed my own 

clothing and grabbed a clean washcloth.  

Methodically, I washed his broad shoulders slowly, 

and worked a path down one side of his body.  We 

didn’t speak, and as I watched his face, I was 

saddened by the look of defeat in his eyes. 

Reed was dealing with his own demons.  I 

knew that I was the only one to help him, just like 

he was the only one to help me as well.  Reed was 

just going to have to accept himself as he was; just 

like he was going to have to accept me for who I’d 

become. 

“Things are going to fall in place for us, 

Reed.  I swear it,” I whispered and turned him 

around, so that I could wash his muscular back.  



48 
 

The dragon watched me, and I swear, even the 

dragon’s eyes were sad.  The water that beaded up 

on its face made him look like he too was weeping. 

“I know why you panicked today,” he 

began.  His words caused me to freeze momentarily, 

but then I continued my path with the cloth.  “I went 

to talk to my mom, to see what had happened.  She 

went over the events of the day.  She said that she 

was looking at baby clothes about the time you fell 

ill.” 

“That is true,” I said honestly.  “I’m sorry, 

Reed.  The look in her eyes; the longing was just 

too much to handle.  I couldn’t tell her.  Not there in 

the store, at least.” 

“I told her,” he sighed.  “It was horrible.  I 

haven’t seen my mother cry like that in…well, since 

my sister died.” 

“Why are your hands bloodied then,” I 

asked, taking one in my smaller grasp. 

“I let myself in over at Kane’s place and 

used his gym.” 

“And did that help,” I asked carefully. 

“A little,” he whispered.  “I just wanted to 

come home and tell you I was sorry.  I thought I’d 

hurt you…physically.” 

“No, Reed,” I shook my head.  “My heart 

was hurting.  You’re anger hurt me, not your hands.  

To see you so upset, it killed me.” 

He didn’t say anything else and took the 

cloth from my hands.  I closed my eyes at his tender 

touch as he bathed me just as I’d done him.  The hot 

water beat relentlessly against my back, and I 

closed my eyes and rested my forehead against his 

shoulder. 
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 “The water’s getting cold,” I shivered, and 

reached back to turn it off.  Reed lifted me up and 

opened the shower door.  I kept my legs wrapped 

around his large frame as he wrapped us both in an 

overly large towel.   

When he was satisfied that we were dry, he 

pulled back the covers and climbed in.  After 

positioning me on top of his chest, I curled up on 

him and fell asleep, but not before I heard his tender 

voice. 

“We will get through this, darlin’.” 
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Chapter 6 

 
Liana 

 
A warm calloused hand moved up my side 

and wrapped possessively around my breast.  Hot 

lips descended on my nape, and I shivered from the 

pleasure of it.  Reed was spooned up against my 

back; I could feel his erection hard against my 

thigh.   

It’d been a week since we both had our 

meltdown.  He’d been extra careful with me and his 

mother had been apologetic on more than one 

occasion.  

The wedding was set for five days from 

now, and we had everything ready as of yesterday.  

I laughed to myself at Mary’s frantic worry over us 

not being able to pull this off in two weeks, but we 

managed just fine. 

“Mmm,” Reed growled from behind me.  At 

first, with his wandering hands, I thought that he’d 

already been awake, but from the soft snore in my 

ear, I knew he was still dead to the world. 

Last night had been late for him.  We’d 

stayed over at Ash and Mary’s while they worked 

on writing songs.  Mary and I spent time with Ivy, 

and eventually started ordering movies off of the 

satellite.  I must’ve fallen asleep, because I 

remembered waking up in Reed’s truck once on the 

drive home, and now our bed.  My heart warmed 

like a teenage school girl at the thought of him 

carrying me inside and putting me to bed.  The fact 

that I was naked made my womb clinch with need. 
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I squirmed around so that I was facing him.  

His hair fell haphazardly over his eyes and he 

indeed had decided to grow out his facial hair.  It’d 

been a week and now it was soft and I liked it more 

than I thought I would.  He looked older, wiser.  I 

ran my fingers through his bangs and moved them 

away from his face.  His long dark lashes laid softly 

against his face.  Lips barely open taunted me, and I 

traced them with my thumb.  I looked up and smiled 

when I saw that his eyes had opened while I was 

staring intently at his soft mouth. 

“Morning,” he rasped.  “Are you done 

molesting me?” 

“Not quite,” I laughed, running my hands 

down his bare chest.  I only stopped when I had his 

cock in my hands.  I ran my thumb over the softness 

and smiled when it jumped in my hands.  “Eager, 

are we?” 

“Darlin’, when your pretty hands touch it, 

the thing has a mind of its own.” 

Pushing him, so that he was on his back.  I 

kissed his chest and slowly, ever so slowly, used my 

tongue to trail a wet path down his massive chest.  

Instead of teasing him further, I took him entirely 

on one swallow, seating him at the back of my 

throat. 

“Oh yes,” he growled and plunged his hands 

into my hair. 

There was no sweetness to my act.  I wanted 

to taste him; to feel his heat against my tongue.  

Using my free hand, I reached between my legs and 

pushed two fingers inside, just to relieve the 

pressure in my own womb.   

Reed was struck silent as I paid special 

attention to him.  My tongue rolled over the heated 
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head of his length.  I traced the heavy vein in the 

underside several times, and on the last time around, 

I felt him stiffen. 

“You little minx,” he growled.  “Do you 

want to taste all of me?  Is that what you’re doing?” 

There was no need to answer, when I sank 

down and sucked deep, hollowing my cheeks.  The 

first spurt of his release hit the back of my throat.  I 

quickly swallowed it down, and milked him of his 

desire.  The slight pain of his hands balling into the 

roots of my hair only spurred me on, until there was 

nothing left of him to taste. 

Reed finally realized that I had my own 

hands between my legs.  He pulled at my arm with a 

growl, “Hell no, that’s mine.” 

I was flipped over and the backs of my legs 

hit the mattress when he buried his face between my 

legs.  He had a wicked tongue and assaulted my 

core until I was begging for release.  My clit ached 

with need as he devoured my heat. 

“Reed…p…please,” I begged.  “Let me 

come.” 

“Not until I’m inside you,” he growled at 

my sex. 

“Then get inside me,” I demanded.  My 

voice was not my own, and I sounded possessed. 

Large hands grasped at my hips, and I was 

rolled over onto my stomach.  He lifted my hips in 

the air, but only slightly.  A knee pressed into the 

mattress behind me, and I looked to see him place 

the other foot flat on the bed.  His length was 

already hard again.  My sex moistened at the sight.   

Reed was stalking me, preparing himself to 

take me.  I felt the heated flesh of his cock nudge at 

my entrance.  I sagged onto my elbows, knowing 
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that I’d eventually end up flat on the bed when he 

took me. 

“Relax,” he growled.  I didn’t even realized 

that the anticipation I was feeling had me tied up in 

knots.  Taking a deep breath, I relaxed my body a 

second before he worked his way inside.  The 

leverage he had from planting his foot on the bed, 

somehow sent him deeper than he’d ever gone.  My 

womb clamped down tight on him as he found his 

rhythm. 

“You let me make you come,” he said 

forcefully as he tightened his hold on my hips.  The 

pounding he was delivering in my flesh caused me 

to only mumble my reply.   

After a moment he stilled, and I felt him 

shiver behind me.  Before I could take the next 

breath, I was on my back.  He was inside me and 

pulled my legs up over his hips.  “Now, I want you 

to touch yourself.  I want to look into your eyes 

when you come.” 

Sliding my hand between our bodies, I 

rolled the bundle of nerves around until I felt the 

stirrings of the climax I so desperately wanted.  

Reed’s thrusts falters, but only for a second.  It was 

then that I knew he was waiting on me.  The 

moment I pressed hard on my clit, fireworks 

erupted behind my eyelids, and I screamed out his 

name multiple times as he took me over and over.  

His seed spurted deep within me for so long that 

eventually, I felt it coat the inside of my legs.   

At that point, I was too worn out to care. 
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Reed 
 

“Li,” I whispered into her hair.  She had 

fallen asleep after we’d made love, and I didn’t 

have the heart to wake her up, but I had too.  It was 

nearing mid-morning and I needed to get over to 

Ash’s place.  Kane was on a three day break from 

touring with Fatal Cross and had come in late last 

night.  We had only a few days to go over what 

we’d come up with and try to piece it together with 

some of the ideas we had. 

Kane was more than excited to get back in 

the studio, and then on tour.  The man was easily 

bored when we were on any sort of break.   

“What,” she growled into her pillow.   

“Are you going with me over to Mary’s?” I 

stroked her hair, then laughed when she batted away 

my hand. 

“No,” she mumbled.  “Think I may work on 

the book today.” 

“Okay,” I smiled and kissed the top of her 

head.  “Sleep as long as you want to, I’ll be home 

later.” 

After she mumbled something I didn’t quite 

understand, I slide quietly out of the room.  Her soft 

snore told me she’d already fallen back into a 

restful sleep.   

Dallas was already on his way over.  Liana 

really didn’t need the protection, but we all felt 

better with her not being alone.  I left before he got 

there, but a quick text told me he was only minutes 

away. 
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Kane greeted me at the door, when I arrived 

at Ash’s, he wore a scowl that rivaled our lead 

singers, “Why is there blood all over my weight 

room?” 

“Sorry,” I frowned. 

“I’m getting tired of your shit,” he growled.  

“No more of this beating the hell out of stuff when 

things don’t go your way.” 

“What the hell, Kane,” I gasped.  “I’m fine.  

I promise.” 

“Just worried, that’s all,” he sighed and 

moved out of the way.  “But I’m serious, Reed.  No 

more.”  It wasn’t like him to voice his concern for 

us.  Kane wasn’t the nurturing type.   

“I got it,” I assured him.  He nodded and 

followed me down the hall. 

Everyone was gathered in the practice room, 

minus Ash.  He soon arrived with a baby Ivy in his 

arms.  “Hang on.”  Gabe smiled when Ash yelled 

for Mary, and then rushed back into the room.  

“Sorry.” 

I pulled the folded up pieces of paper with 

my share of lyrics on it and spread them out on the 

coffee table.  Gabe scooped the one I wrote about 

Liana up and his face pinched in pain.  He sighed 

and stopped reading to only stare at what I’d 

written. 

“Reed,” he swallowed hard.  “This is really 

good.  Does she know you wrote this?” 

“Yes,” I nodded.  “She seemed okay with 

it.” 

Ash held his hand out for the paper and 

inspected it with wide eyes.  Kane looked over 

Ash’s shoulder and smiled, “Oh!  I know just the 

thing.” 
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I don’t know how Kane knew what I was 

wanting without telling him, but the man busted out 

into this amazing sound that reminded me of what I 

was hearing in my head when I wrote the lyrics.   

We spent hours on the sound until we had it 

just right.  It was hard and heavy, just the way I 

wanted it to be.  The wail of Gabe’s guitar made the 

song sound eerie.  Ash’s voice stretched to its limits 

as he belted out the chorus.   

Mary stepped into the room and smiled up at 

us, but we didn’t stop working on the song.  When 

she realized that the song was about Liana, her eyes 

watered and she held a hand to her chest.  Ash acted 

as if he wanted to go to his wife, but she raised her 

hand for him to continue. 

We stopped for lunch, and while I ate, I 

texted Dallas.  He said that Liana was in the 

bedroom typing away on her laptop.  I’m sure the 

half folder full of notes she took from talking to Ash 

earlier in the week would keep her busy for awhile. 

“So Reed,” Mary said dumping her plate in 

the sink.  “Are you ready to make an honest woman 

out of my best friend?” 

Gabe grumbled something under his breath, 

and I smiled, “As soon as I can get her in front of a 

priest.” 

“Well then,” she laughed.  “We should do it 

tomorrow afternoon.”  Ash smiled at his wife and 

then shook his head.  Mary was such a romantic it 

was sometimes a little sickening, but Ash still loved 

her none the less.  

Mary was right. What were we waiting for?  

Everything was ready to go.  If we could get the 

priest here at the beach house tomorrow, why 

couldn’t we just go ahead and get hitched?   
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“Yes, we should,” I smiled up at Ash’s wife. 

“Really,” she clapped her hands.  On my 

nod, she ran down the hallway yelling, “I’ll call the 

priest!” 

We worked well into the evening.  Mary 

ordered our favorite Chinese food and we ate in the 

studio while we worked on some more ideas for the 

next album. 

Eventually, I became restless and wanted to 

get back to Liana.  I’d been gone too long.  Ash 

sensed my anxiety and dismissed us from his house.  

I hurried out to my truck and slid in the driver’s 

seat.  I needed to tell my bride-to-be that we’d be 

wed after lunch the next day. 
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Chapter 7 

 
Liana 

 
“Stop fidgeting,” Mary scolded me as she 

worked her fingers through my hair.  She was trying 

to put it up into a sexy style that would keep the sea 

breeze from whipping it around in my face.  The 

dress was already on, and I loved the feel against 

my skin; hence my inability to be still. 

Oh, and I was nervous as hell. 

“I’m sorry,” I bit my lip, but quickly let go 

when she slapped the back of my arm.   

“Calm down,” she sighed, and placed a pin 

in my hair to set it in place.   

“I’m nervous,” I admitted shyly.   

“Why, Li,” she rolled her eyes.  “Isn’t this 

what you’ve been wanting for years?” 

“Well, yeah,” I shrugged.  “I’m afraid I may 

fall and face-plant in the sand, or something.” 

“Not if I can help it,” my brother’s voice 

sounded from the door.  I turned around and gasped.  

He looked amazing.  His black hair was combed 

back, leaving his forehead visible.  He looked 

amazing. 

“You look hot, brother,” I smiled as his 

scowl. The guys were dressed in beige pants and 

white button down shirts.  No shoes.  This was a 

beach wedding, so they weren’t needed.  Gabe’s 

cuffs were folded up twice, just as I’d asked them 

to, and he looked like a man our mother would be 

proud of. 
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Tears welled in my eyes and Mary growled, 

“Oh no you don’t!  I just spent an hour on your 

makeup.” 

I bit the inside of my cheek and looked at 

Gabe through the mirror.  I stifled a laugh when he 

rolled his eyes where Mary’s couldn’t see.   

Taking stock of what was happening around 

me, I felt…whole.  No, I felt like me.  There was no 

more worry.  The shame was long gone, and I 

actually felt lighter in a sense, like the weight of the 

world was lifting off of my shoulders.  Reed loved 

me regardless of the scars and the infertility.   

We were starting our lives together finally, 

and had all the time in the world to plan children.  

Maybe we just needed to worry about us for now.  I 

had a book to write about Glory Days and Reed had 

an album to record.  The tour was being planned, 

and I’d accepted Ash’s offer to come with them, so 

that I could have research for the book.  

I’d been around them over the years, but 

only as a visitor.  This time, I guess you could say, 

I’d be part of the band.  Mary wasn’t going to travel 

with us because of Ivy.  She felt better knowing that 

there would be someone with Ash and the guys to 

keep them grounded.   

“Are you ready, sis?” Gabe said, holding his 

hand out for me. 

Taking a deep breath, I stood up and threw 

my arms around my brother and hugged him as 

tight as I could.  “I love you, Gabe!” 

He returned my affection and kissed my 

cheek.  “I like seeing you this way…the old way.”  

It was a whisper only meant for my ears, and I had 

to bite my cheek again to keep from crying.  
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“I’m going to get Ivy, then I’ll meet you in 

the kitchen,” Mary said as she walked out the door. 

“Come on, let’s get ready,” Gabe said, 

taking my hand and pulling me along.   

I could see the archway that the guys had 

placed on the beach.  The idea was for Mrs. 

Sullivan and Mary to stand on my side, while Kane 

and Ash were on Reed’s.  When we got to the 

priest, Gabe would give me away and then he’d 

stand in with the guys.  David, Dallas and Eric were 

our witnesses. 

Mary and Ivy were to act as a flower girl 

pair.  That would signal when Gabe and I were 

ready to go.  I told them I didn’t care for any music 

to be played as I walked down the beach.   

“If you’re ready, then we’ll head down,” 

Mary announced from beside me.  On my nod, 

Gabe opened the door for us to go ahead of him.  

Mary kissed my cheek and walked out the gate to 

the path that lead down to the beach.  When she 

cleared the boulder that acted as a break in the path 

to the house, I took a deep breath and followed. 

Gabe looped my arm through his and 

squeezed my hand.  The sun was shining and 

thankfully it was warm enough not to cause a chill.  

The hem of my dress fluttered around my ankles as 

the breeze kicked up.  

“I love you, sis,” he choked out, a sheen of 

moisture welled up in his beautiful blue eyes. 

“Thank you for taking care of me for all of 

these years.  You’ve done well, Gabe.  Momma 

would be proud.”  My own tears threatened to spill 

over, but it was time for us to walk toward the 

ocean.  
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About the time we made it to the boulder, I 

heard a guitar and smiled.  I knew they wouldn’t let 

this wedding be without music.  Ash’s voice rang 

out over the sounds of the waves.  The song was not 

one that I knew immediately.  I took a chance and 

looked at Gabe, his eyes still looked a little moist. 

“This is the song that Reed had written 

about you,” he whispered into my ear.   

I let the tears spill over my lashes as I heard 

the words that Reed had written on paper only a few 

days ago.  How they came up with the music that 

fast always amazed me.  The song was of a girl who 

had been through hell and back.  This day was an 

awakening of sorts for her to become the woman 

she’d once been. 

Reed’s eyes locked on mine and I felt my 

knees start to buckle.  Gabe’s grip tightened on my 

arm, but we never faltered in our steps.  The love in 

Reed’s eyes was one to write novels about.  He 

loved me, just like he’d always said. 

I took a deep breath and held my head 

higher as we came to rest in front of the priest.   

“Who gives away this woman to this man?” 

“I, Gabe Miller, on behalf of our mother,” 

Gabe choked out.  There was no mention of my 

father and for that I was thankful, because Gabe had 

raised me better than any father could’ve done. 

Gabe kissed my cheek and placed my hand 

into Reed’s.  The warmth from his hands enveloped 

me and caused me to smile.  Us being here, this 

ceremony, was everything we’d worked for over the 

years.  Just like his song, I felt like this was an 

awakening of sorts…for the both of us.  I didn’t 

need to worry about him being gone all of the time.  
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We were about to become one unit.  We didn’t have 

to fight our love anymore.   

No, not anymore. 

Never again. 

The priest recited the traditional words of, 

“Do you Reed Sullivan, take this woman, to be your 

lawfully wedded wife.”  He continued on through 

the traditional vows.  Once he was done, it was time 

for us to recite our own. 

“Liana Miller, I, Reed Sullivan, before God 

and these witnesses, my family, take you as my 

wife.  I promise to cherish you, honor you, and 

protect you throughout all of our days.  For years I 

have loved you with all that I am and all that I 

have.”   

The tears spilled over my cheeks again and I 

had to take a deep, calming breath to steading my 

voice.  Any makeup that Mary had painstakingly 

applied to my face was now gone, washed away. 

“Reed Sullivan, I, Liana Miller, accept you 

as my husband, my protector, and my healer.  

Because of you, I dare to dream again of a future 

with the two of us, together.  I promise to stand by 

you, love you, and honor you for the rest of our 

days.  My love for you has been never ending since 

the day we met.” 

The priest said a few more things and then 

asked for the rings.  We slipped them on, where 

they’d stay for the rest of our lives, and then the 

priest said, “Reed, you may kiss your bride.” 

He took my face with his hands, his touch 

soft as he leaned in and pressed his lips to mine.  

There was none of the demanding Reed that we had 

in private, and I was okay with that.  What we did in 

the privacy of our home was not for public display. 
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We stayed pressed together until someone 

cleared their throats, and I assumed it was my 

brother.  Reed pulled away and smiled, “I love you, 

darlin’.” 

“And I love you,” I vowed.  “Always.” 

We were presented as husband and wife, and 

made our way back toward the house hand in hand.  

Mary and Ann were openly weeping, while the guys 

were looking a little misty eyed as well.  

The party moved inside, where Ash fired up 

the grill and Mary set about making an early dinner.  

Champagne was poured and the celebration began.  

As I looked around the room at my family, I felt 

more of the worry lift from my chest.  This was the 

beginning of something new, and I refused to let the 

past taint any of my future. 

 

Reed 
 

I looked at my wife, Liana Sullivan, and 

smiled like a damn school boy.  Liana was still 

wearing that dress she’d been married in.  I had not 

changed out of my wedding clothes, but planned on 

being out of them within a few minutes of arriving 

home. 

“What,” she grinned. 

“Just ready to be home, that’s all,” I said 

resting my hand on her knee.  She leaned her head 

on my shoulder and squeezed my arm. 

“Love you,” she sighed.  

“Love you too,” I replied.  “Are you sure 

you don’t want to go anywhere for a honeymoon?  

It just doesn’t seem right?” 
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“We have plenty of time for a honeymoon.  I 

just want to stay locked in the house for a few days.  

Plus, you have an album to record.” 

“Yeah, but I think Ash would understand,” I 

scowled.  He would understand if I took her away 

for a few days at least.   

“We can use the tour as our honeymoon.  I 

was thinking that whatever city we are in, and if we 

have time, then we can see the sites.  Like the 

world’s largest rubber band ball, or something.”  

She stopped on my outburst of laughter. 

“If you think a tour with Glory Days will 

substitute for a honeymoon, then you are crazy.  I’m 

taking my wife on the honeymoon of a lifetime 

once we get a chance to get away for a few days.”   

“If you insist,” she laughed and kissed my 

cheek.   

Everyone sent us off with nothing more than 

hugs and promises to leave us alone for a few days.  

Thankfully, they didn’t write ‘Just Married’ on my 

truck.  It would’ve been seen as an advertisement by 

the paparazzi that hung outside Ash and Mary’s 

home.  

It was all I could do to keep the truck on the 

road as I held her close to me as we drove.  Once 

inside the garage, I pulled her into my arms and slid 

out of the truck.  She smelled like the ocean and all 

I wanted to do was swim in her body for the next 

several days.  The idea of taking her as my wife 

caused my cock to harden painfully. 

Kicking at the door, I carried her over the 

threshold and didn’t stop until we were in the 

bedroom.  She made no sounds of protest as I 

stripped her of the beautiful dress she was wearing.  

Underneath she wore white lace panties and a 
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matching bra that made her look virginal.  I wanted 

to laugh at the thought, because nothing we’d done 

over the past years was anything close to that.  

Instead, I stripped her of her bra and panties, and 

growled at the sight before me. 

“Open for me, wife,” I demanded in a voice 

I didn’t recognize.  Shyly, she pulled her knees 

apart and ran her hands up the inside of her thighs.  

I stripped of my clothes and climbed up on the bed.  

Watching her being seductive caused a shiver to roll 

up my spine. 

When I kissed the inside of her knee, her 

legs trembled and she let out a breathy sigh as I 

lowered my head.  The first taste of her was like 

honey.  Liana’s moans of approval spurred me on.  I 

licked, nipped, and drank her desire until her hips 

bucked underneath my attention. 

Tiny hands sank into my hair when I sucked 

greedily on her swollen clit.  She rasped out my 

name several times as she came apart against my 

mouth.  Before she came down from her climax, I 

was inside her.  Deeply, I thrust inside her tight 

heat.  Sitting back on my knees, I watched as she 

moaned, eyes closed.   

“So beautiful, and mine,” I growled as I took 

her harder.  The light shone through a crack in the 

curtains.  It bathed her naked body in its own light.  

It was like a sign that she was my spotlight to stand 

in forever. 

“Reed,” she panted.  “Please, I need to come 

again.” 

“I wish you could see me taking you over 

and over,” I admitted.  “I glisten with your desire, 

baby.  You’re so perfect for me.” 
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Her hands went to her perk nipples, and I 

watched as she kneaded them, pulling them to the 

point where pain had to meet pleasure.  She was 

more beautiful than anything I’d ever seen.   

I scooped her up and turned us so that she 

was riding me.  My back hit the bed hard and we 

bounced but never lost our intimate connection.  I 

pulled her to my lips and kissed her with every 

ounce of love I was feeling in this moment.  I 

pressed my tongue to her plump lips.  When she 

opened, I invaded her mouth, taking every breath, 

every sigh, and every taste of her.  “So sweet, my 

darlin’,” I sighed into her mouth. 

Her hips rotated and she cried out with her 

release.  I grasped her hips and pulled her down 

onto my aching cock.  Wetness pooled on my groin 

as she came apart on top of me.  Her hot sex milked 

my cock, demanding my own release.  My balls 

seized up and the nerves in my spine fired as I felt 

my seed shoot into her womb.   

I wished, for a moment, that this was the 

deed that would set my men into place and rear a 

child, but I shook that thought from my mind.  I 

didn’t need to ruin our wedding night with sad 

thoughts about our future. 

 

 
Liana 

 
My sleep took me into its depths for a long 

time, because when I awoke, night had taken over.  

I heard water running in the bathroom and I sighed.  

Large arms hooked under my back and knees, as he 
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lifted me out of the bed and held me close to his 

chest. 

The smell of lavender greeted my senses as 

he walked into the bathroom.  I was awake, but had 

no desire to open my eyes.  Reed would take care of 

me; he always did. 

I stiffened as the hot water touched my skin.  

Reed chuckled and leaned back in the tub.  I curled 

up on his chest and continued to keep my eyes 

closed.  When he pressed the button to turn on the 

jets, I sighed heavily and let the water rush over my 

body. 

Who knew that a few words and a small 

ceremony could ease all of the tension in my mind 

and soul?  This was my end game all along.  Being 

with Reed, I felt like I could conquer anything. 

“What has you smiling,” he asked softly as 

he took a washcloth and began washing my back. 

“Just happy,” I sighed.   

“Will you let me cook you something to 

eat,” he asked as he began rinsing the suds off of 

my body. 

“Of course,” I smiled.  “I don’t think you 

want me to do it.” 

“No, I don’t want you to cook,” he laughed. 

We finished our bath without having sex, 

which was a miracle in itself.  I dressed in one of 

his oversized shirts and watched as he dressed 

himself.  Reed was only twenty-six, but he had the 

mind of someone much older.  He’d been through 

so much in his short time on this earth.  He’d lost a 

sister, dealt with my bullshit for over four years, 

and he was in one of the most successful rockbands 

in recent history. 
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“I’ll be in the kitchen,” he kissed my cheek 

and walked away.  

This man held his world on his shoulders 

and had a passport full of adventures.  My 

adventures were contained to the trips I’d made to 

Los Angeles or Las Vegas over the years.  Mostly, I 

waited until they were close to me before I’d see 

them perform.  My brother’s profession never did 

appeal to me much. 

In the beginning, I thought that my brother 

played guitar to be rebellious, but I soon learned 

that he used music to deal with all of the things he 

had to do growing up.  Being the man of the family 

wasn’t easy for him.  Our father was never there, 

and mom did the best she could with what she had.  

Gabe worked from the time he could find someone 

to hire him, so that we had food on the table.  

Learning guitar and playing on the weekends 

brought in a little extra money, but we still 

struggled.  Until he met Ash and Reed, we didn’t 

know where our next meals were going to come 

from. 

Gabe came home one day and the 

excitement in his eyes had us hoping there was an 

end to our poverty.  He rambled on and on about 

getting hired on with a new band.  He said this was 

his ticket to getting us into a better place.  It wasn’t 

until I saw their first show that I knew Gabe had 

truly found his calling.  His enthusiasm on stage 

was amazing.   

He took care of me, as he’d promised our 

mother on her deathbed.  He was happy for us, but I 

saw the sadness of letting me go in his eyes today.  

He didn’t know what to do if he couldn’t provide 

for me.  I hoped he’d get on with his life and find 
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his own love.  He needed happiness.  He deserved 

it. 

The aroma of food drifted into the room.  I 

turned off the light and followed the smell into the 

kitchen.  Reed was cooking stir-fry vegetables and 

something in the oven that smelled like chicken.   

I eyed the pan on the stove and scowled, 

“How do you do that?” 

“It’s easy,” he smiled and took me into his 

arms.  “Before too long, you’ll be cooking for the 

both of us.” 

“You’re really funny, you know that,” I 

teased. 

“You’ll do fine,” he assured me, but I didn’t 

believe him.  “So, tell me about your writing.” 

I sat at the table and pulled out the notebook 

I’d been keeping notes in.  Ash and I had talked for 

hours about the timeline of their story.  The things 

they’d done over the years amazed me, but didn’t 

surprise me.  They were just that amazing on stage. 

“Tell me about the incident where you had 

to drive the bus from Dallas to San Antonio.  Ash 

said I needed to ask you about that.” 

He chuckled and shook his head, “That was 

the scariest thing I’d ever done, because I’d never 

driven anything larger that my own truck.  Our old 

driver decided to hit the strip clubs one night while 

we were performing.  Oh, he was back by the time 

we were to depart, but he was hammered.  That man 

had spent his entire paycheck on women and 

booze.” 

“So, that’s how you ended up driving the 

bus,” I scowled, because I couldn’t see him driving 

a bus that size.   



70 
 

“Yep, we actually drew straws as to who 

would drive.  I argued that Ash, being the manager 

of the band, should do it, but he said ‘hell no’.  I 

ended up with the shortest one.  We tossed Rex in 

the bunk and I took to the driver’s seat.” 

“How long did it take you to get there?”  I 

smiled at him, because the look on his face was 

priceless.  You could see the memories flashing 

through his mind as he thought back. 

“Well, we were pulled over three times 

between the two venues, for going too slow.  Kane 

and Gabe sat on the steps and kept me company, but 

mainly they laughed and made fun of me the entire 

trip.  At one stop, for gas, I tapped the pole on the 

overhang of the gas station with the bumper, but no 

one noticed, thank God! I couldn’t get out of their 

fast enough, even though I felt guilty as hell for 

doing so.” 

“Did you pay to fix it?” I gasped.   

“Yes, darlin’, I sent them a check for the 

estimated repairs a few days later, with a hand 

written apology.”  He pulled the chicken out of the 

oven and plated our food.   

Once we sat down to eat, he finished his 

story.  “By the time we were a few hours out of San 

Antonio, Rex sobered up enough to take back over 

the driving, only to see that I’d gotten us lost.  So, 

in the end, we were almost late for our own show, 

and I was banned from driving the bus.” 

“So,” I laughed, looking at my notebook.  

“Basically you all were a bunch of trouble makers 

in the beginning?” 

“We were young and thought that it was all 

fun.  The work part came to us fairly easily.  We 

partied like the rockstars we wanted to be, but 
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eventually, that got old.  After the second year of 

touring, we finally grew up and took what we were 

doing seriously.”   He picked up his fork and ate a 

piece of chicken shaking his head, obvious he was 

thinking of something in the past. 

“What else,” I asked.  “What are you 

thinking about right now?”  I tapped my pen on the 

notepad just waiting to transcribe what he was about 

to tell me. 

“I was thinking about the night I got up 

enough nerve to kiss you,” he blushed and my 

womb clinched at his words.   

“And,” I prompted.   

“Your brother had warned all of us to stay 

away from you.  That you were too innocent,” he 

chuckled, knowing I was nothing like that.  “There 

was a fire about you that just reeled me in.  I had to 

know more about you, so I’d ask him how you were 

doing, when you would come to a show, anything to 

hear him speak your name.” 

“So, you had a crush on me,” I giggled.  The 

thought was precious and something I’d hold 

forever near to my heart.  This gentle giant was 

admitting he had been smitten by me. 

“It was more of an infatuation.  I finally 

made the decision when we came to Phoenix and 

when I found you out alone in that parking lot, I 

jumped at the chance.”   

“I’m glad you did,” I whispered and leaned 

over to kiss him.  I had to pull away quickly, or I’d 

never get any writing done.  Reed Sullivan could be 

very distracting.  
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Chapter 8 

 
Liana 

 
We’d been married for two weeks, and my 

life seemed to be turning around.  Long gone were 

the nightmares that disrupted my sleep.  Reed and I 

had accepted our future concerning children and 

even though my womb ached to bear his children, I 

knew that we’d find some way to get through this 

when the time was right. 

No longer did I feel the need to have 

someone here with me while I was alone.  The guys 

were now working in a different studio to start 

recording some of the new songs for the next 

album.  Honestly, I didn’t care much for sitting 

around and watching them work.  I’d only be bored 

and possibly in the way.  

Mary agreed to do some backup vocals for 

them, but said that she wouldn’t go on tour again.  

Ivy was more important and Ash agreed, although, I 

believed he’d rather have them with him on the 

road.   

How they went about traveling from city to 

city every day, living out of suitcases, was foreign 

to me.  This tour was going to be a learning 

experience for sure.  Seeing them as more than just 

my brother and his friends was going to take some 

getting used to.  The fact that I was going to 

catalogue everything they did was going to be a 

challenge I accepted with my old enthusiasm.   

Gabe was more than happy to have me along 

on the road.  He warned me that it’s not always 

easy.  Reed said that even with the strength of their 
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friendship, there were times when they argued.  The 

thought of being crammed into that bus for any 

length of time would cause someone to snap.   

Today, I was working on finishing up the 

outline for the book.  I’d taken all of the 

information the guys had given me, and compiled it 

all into a timeline of events for the last six years.  

I’d start the book with a section with all of their 

stats.  Each guy would have their picture with 

information under it.  Just the standard birthday, 

hometown, schools, and other things they did 

growing up would be listed.  Ash was adamant 

about not mentioning his family, and I agreed.  His 

parents would want royalties from the book if their 

names were mentioned, and I refused to do anything 

that would be in those assholes favors. 

Each guy’s personal biography page would 

be tuned to their wishes as to what should be 

released.  Mary was in charge of the photography 

and there was plenty of older photos to add to the 

book.  The design and layout was going to be a 

combined effort with Mary.  She knew more about 

those things than I did.   

Gabe and Dallas were coming over for 

dinner after they were all done at the studio.  Kane 

asked for a rain check, because he had a date and 

Ash and Mary were staying in for the night.  When 

Dallas had arrived this morning, he offered to stay 

at the house with me, but I told him not to, because 

I was fine.   

It was nice to have my brother and Dallas 

over for dinner every now and again, because I 

missed them both.  Dallas and I had bonded on the 

last tour and I’d gained not only a friend, but 
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another brother of sorts.  Of course, Dallas didn’t 

spoil me like Gabe did. 

Shaking my head, I put my pen to the 

notebook and worked on my timeline a little more.  

When I was satisfied with that, I used some scratch 

paper to get ideas of the layout for the pages.  If I 

took Mary’s pictures and put them on different 

places on the page, then I could have my 

information around them.  We could even angle the 

photos if we wanted. 

A text from Reed told me they were on the 

way home and that Gabe was taking a separate car.  

One of them would be here within the next half 

hour, so I finished up my sketching and put away 

my pile of scribbled notes.  Handwriting wasn’t my 

best subject in school and it followed me into my 

adult years. 

It’d only been about twenty minutes since 

Reed’s text when the front doorbell rang.  I frowned 

and wondered why Gabe got here so fast, then 

immediately shook my head at his lack of respect 

for posted speed limit signs. 

I was prepared to fuss at him when I opened 

the door, but instead it wasn’t my brother at the 

door.  Luke Mathew stood there with a polite smile 

on his face.  He looked better than when I’d last 

seen him, which was when he was floating 

unconscious in the ocean after plowing his Jet Ski 

into Reed and almost killing the both of them. 

“Luke,” I tried to be polite.  “What are you 

doing here?” 

“Is Reed home,” he smiled shyly.   

“No,” I answered, still wondering what the 

hell he was doing.  I was about to tell him that I’d 

let Reed know he’d stopped by, when Luke pushed 
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passed me and walked into the foyer.  He was 

wearing a pair of low slung jeans and a white t-shirt 

with black boots.  I scowled at his back and thought 

that his gesture was rude. 

“How have you been, Liana,” he turned his 

gaze on me, and it was all I could do not to shiver.  

Something was off about Luke.  I didn’t trust why 

he was here. 

“I’ve been great,” I replied.  Then I realized 

what was different.  Luke wasn’t being a prick.  He 

actually acted shy and reserved, not his usual 

attitude. 

Luke looked around the room and sighed, 

“I’m sorry about what happened on the island, 

Liana.  I really am.” 

“Maybe you should tell that to Reed,” I 

frowned and crossed my arms over my chest. 

“I wanted to see you,” he whispered and 

reached for my arm. 

“Why the hell would you want to see me?”  

I stepped back and immediately hit the door.  I was 

trapped by him, and I had this strange feeling he 

wanted it that way.  The hairs at the back of my 

neck tingled and my hands started sweating.  I had 

to control my breathing before a panic attack hit me 

like a ton of bricks. 

Maybe I was perceiving this all wrong.  

Luke could be genuinely sorry for the trouble he 

caused.  Could he really have changed that much 

over the course of a several weeks?  Guilt can eat at 

a person and eventually change them into 

something better, or worse.   

“You look amazing,” he said, using his eyes 

to roam my body.  The look he gave me was not 

one of a friendly man making an honest 
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observation.  It was one of a man who knew what 

he wanted and was going to go after it, 

consequences be damned.    

Why the hell was he being so blunt?  

So…forceful with his words?  He looked at me like 

he’d been dreaming of me for a long time.  Like it 

was his last chance at acquiring me for himself.  

Like…like he’d wanted to get me alone for a very 

long time. 

Realization hit me at once, “You hit Reed on 

purpose!  Am I right?  Luke, you meant to hit him 

and get him out of the picture!” 

“Yes,” he growled and lunged for me.  

“When are you ever going to realize that he isn’t the 

man for you?”  My heart thundered in my chest and 

it was like my world was crashing again.  Couldn’t I 

ever live in peace?  Was my small size a magnet for 

creeps who like to prey on those weaker? 

His huge hands wrapped around my arms, 

above my elbows.  The pain from his hold caused 

me to cry out.  The bruises, if I survived, would 

haunt Reed for a long time.  Oh God, Reed.  

“When’s he going to be home,” Luke 

growled in my face, shaking my body so forcefully, 

I felt my teeth bang together.  “Tell me!” 

“Not for awhile,” I lied.  My only hope 

would be that either Reed and Dallas or my brother 

got here in time.  They couldn’t be far away.  

Hopefully, they’d make it before Luke could do 

what he came to do. 

His mouth slammed down on mine, his 

tongue pressed into my mouth, seeking and taking 

what he wanted.  He tasted of beer and old beer at 

that.  I gagged and tried to pull away, but he was 
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just too strong.  Basic survival kicked in and I bit 

down on his tongue until I tasted blood. 

“You bitch,” he screamed and wiped at his 

mouth.  I tried to pull away, but he still had a good 

hold on my arm.  I looked around for something, 

anything, to use as a weapon.  When I turned back 

toward him, I saw the flash of his fist before it 

connected with my cheekbone. 

My knees buckled from the pain and I again 

screamed out for help.  Hopefully someone would 

hear me.  The neighbors were further away from 

Reed’s house than my neighbors were from my old 

one in Phoenix.  In all reality, I knew that no one 

would hear my screams.  

I wouldn’t let this happen again.  No one 

should have to go through what I’d gone through 

more than once in their lifetime.  Maybe this was 

why Luke thought he’d be able to scare me into 

being with him.  He probably thought I’d cower 

down and take another assault. 

Not this time. 

I balled up my fist and used all of my 

strength as I swung wide and connected with his 

jaw.  When he stumbled back, he grabbed for my 

shirt, tearing it in the process.  I couldn’t get my 

knee up quick enough, so I slammed my foot down 

onto his boot, hoping to hurt his toes, but he only 

laughed and started forward.  He had me by the hair 

before I could take the next breath, and he pushed 

me to the ground.  I cried out as I felt the strands rip 

from their roots.  I huddled up waiting for the next 

blow, but it never came.    

The sound of the door opening was the best 

sound I’d ever heard.  I screamed out for help and 

then chaos exploded around me.  The unearthly roar 
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of my husband’s voice vibrated the walls when he 

found us in the foyer.   

I was pulled into Dallas’ arms and rushed 

from the room.  I could hear Reed’s fists meeting 

Luke’s flesh repeatedly, and I finally found my 

voice, “Let Reed kill him, Dallas.  P…please don’t 

stop him.”  

“You’re okay,” he growled in my ear.  “Oh, 

God.  You’re safe now.  I’ve got you.” 

My name was called and an instant later, 

Gabe’s face came into view.  I was numb as to what 

was happening.  Gabe’s eyes were dark, lethal.  His 

hands were balled into fist and I could tell that he 

was holding on by a thread.   

“Liana, what the hell happened,” Gabe 

demanded.  “Did that motherfucker hurt you?  Did 

he…did he touch you?”  His protective gaze roamed 

my body and when he found my torn shirt, his 

hands began to shake. 

“I’m fine, Gabe,” I assured him with a shaky 

voice.  “He didn’t touch me.  I punched him.”  I 

held up my hand to show him my swollen hand. 

“Thank God,” he sighed and took my hand 

into his.  “You did good, peanut.  I’m so damn 

proud of you for fighting back.”  Gabe hadn’t called 

me that stupid nickname in a very long time.  He 

pressed a kiss to my sore knuckles as if to thank 

them for the good work they’d done. 

Reed’s roar of anger pulled us all up a little 

short.  Gabe and Dallas both ran from the room, and 

I followed behind, my shaking legs barely holding 

me upright.     

Luke laid in a bloody heap on the floor.  

Reed kicked him in the ribs over and over, giving 

Luke back the same injuries he’d given my 



79 
 

husband.  After I heard a loud crack, I knew that 

Luke’s ribs were definitely broken.  There was no 

doubt in my mind that Reed’s anger was fueling 

him now, and at the moment I was cheering him on.   

Dallas and Gabe stood back and let Reed 

wail on Luke, over and over again.  The moment 

Luke lost consciousness, my brother and Dallas 

wrapped their arms around Reed to pull him away 

from Luke’s mangled body.  Tremors racked my 

body and I had to return to the living room to sit on 

the couch before I felt onto the floor. 

“It’s over,” Dallas growled.  “Back off, 

Reed.”  Gabe had him around the arms, pinning 

them to his side.  Dallas moved between a limp 

Luke Mathew and Reed.  Dallas was bigger than my 

brother and was better equipped to handle Reed.   

“He touched her Dallas,” Reed cried out and 

looked around frantically.  From where I was 

sitting, he couldn’t see me, but I could see him just 

fine.  I was too unstable to go to him, and I know I 

couldn’t speak for the chattering my teeth were 

doing.  My aching body slumped over and I laid 

down on my side, pressing my face into the 

cushion.  “Where is she?” 

I made a mewling sound to signal my 

whereabouts.  Reed spun around and gasped.  I 

must have looked as bad as I felt.  Reed took long 

strides and was in front of me immediately.  He 

froze when I held out my hand.  The look of terror 

in his eyes made me want to cry, but it hurt to bad 

to shed tears. 

“I…I’m fine,” I stuttered.   

“Can I touch you,” he whispered and fell to 

his knees so that we were almost eye level with 
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each other.  “Oh God, baby.  I just want to hold you, 

but I’m scared.” 

   I looked past him to see Dallas on the 

phone and Gabe standing over Luke.  He wasn’t 

moving and at the moment I really didn’t care.  That 

man had burst into our home and tried to attack me.  

I couldn’t believe this was happening.  Everything 

seemed slow around me, like I was about to faint.  

My ears rang and my vision blurred.  I had to shake 

myself to get control before I did black out. 

My eyes fell onto Reed’s tear stained face 

and I frowned, “Don’t cry.” 

“I’m crying because I’m worried and scared.  

Did…Did he do anything to you?”  I pulled his 

hand to the uninjured side of my face and buried my 

cheek into his warm palm.  His natural, musky scent 

enveloped me and it gave me courage. 

When I shook my head, Reed launched 

himself at me and pulled my aching body into his 

arms.  “Reed, I’m okay.  You got here in time.” 

“Never leaving you alone again,” he chanted 

over and over again into my neck.  At one point, I 

was consoling him more than I was needing it 

myself.   

“Right now, I totally agree with you.”  I 

sighed and he pulled back to look me in the face. 

“Oh darlin’,” he sighed.  “Do you need a 

doctor?  Your face is swelling.”  He wanted to 

touch it, but quickly thought better of it.   

“Some ice would be nice,” I sighed.  

We were interrupted by Dallas, who leaned 

over to take a look at my face, “The police should 

be here in less than five minutes.  Are you going to 

be able to make a statement and do you need an 

ambulance?” 
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“Yes I can make a statement and no 

ambulance needed,” I shook my head.  “I’m fine 

really.  Just a busted face and sore arms.  My 

knuckles hurt like hell.”  I held up my hands to 

show them the reddened and swollen proof. 

“We’ll get you something for the pain,” 

Dallas nodded and placed a reassuring hand on 

Reed’s shoulder.  “You need to be prepared to make 

a statement as well.  I don’t think you will be 

arrested for this, but you need to get control of 

yourself before they get here.” 

“Just get her some ice,” Reed growled.  

Suddenly he stood up while holding me and started 

walking toward the bedroom.  When I tried to 

protest, he silenced me with a scowl.  “I want to 

look you over, in private.  Make sure you’re really 

okay.”  He didn’t have to say it, but I could see the 

questions in his eyes.  The promise of death, if Luke 

had actually violated me in any way, marred his 

features.  I’m sure that Reed would’ve killed Luke 

if my brother and Dallas hadn’t have stopped him. 

My back hit the bed and I winced from the 

ache that shot up my spine.  I’m sure the fall in the 

foyer was the cause for that.  Reed’s eyes narrowed 

on my torn shirt before he lifted it to look at my 

stomach, which was clear of any marks.  His huge 

hands caressed my arms softly as he traced the 

bruises that were forming there.  Gentle hands 

touched my chin as he turned my face toward him. 

He cursed and yelled for Dallas to bring ice as he 

examined the damage.  My teeth ached and all I 

really wanted to do was take a nap.  My eyes closed 

on their own, but quickly opened when cold hit my 

face. 

“Dammit,” I growled.  
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“I’m sorry darlin’,” Reed whispered.  

“We’ve got to get the swelling down.” 

I heard commotion coming from the front of 

the house, and I assumed the police had showed up.  

I turned on my side and rested my cheek on the ice 

pack.    

“Mrs. Sullivan,” a strange voice said behind 

me.  I looked up to see a uniformed officer standing 

beside my bed.  The man was young, about my age.  

The name on his badge said ‘Jones’.    “Do you 

need an ambulance?” 

“No, sir,” I yawned.  “Tired.” 

“She needs to be seen at the hospital,” 

someone said, but I was too tired to care.   

“Do you think she has a concussion,” Reed 

asked.  I knew it was him, because I’d know his 

voice anywhere.  He was talking so loud and it was 

irritating me.  I just wanted to sleep. 

“Shh,” I slurred, and covered my ears with 

my hands.   

Finally, everyone got the hint and there was 

silence in the room.  So much so, that I let the 

exhaustion take over and my eyes fell heavy as I 

drifted off into a needed rest. 

 

Reed 
 

“Oh no,” I growled as I pulled Liana into my 

arms and shook her.  “You can’t go to sleep, baby.”  

I looked up at the officer, and he nodded seconds 

before he radioed in that we needed an ambulance.  

He’d already hinted at the fact that she may have a 

concussion.  From her desire to sleep, I agreed with 

him, but she just wouldn’t wake up. 
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Dallas was in the front room with Gabe and 

the other officers.  They had roused Luke and from 

his constant whining, I assumed they had him 

cuffed and I’m sure those ribs were screaming about 

now.  I really didn’t care about his well-being at the 

moment.  I only worried about my wife. 

“Liana,” I tried again, but she just snuggled 

further into my chest and scowled when I spoke.  

Her cheek was swelling more as I held her and the 

dark discoloration was getting worse by the minute.  

There was blood on her lip and I tried to wipe it 

away but she moaned and swatted at my hand.  I 

placed the ice pack on her cheek and frowned when 

she covered her exposed ear again, like the sound 

was giving her a headache. 

“The ambulance is here,” the officer 

announced.   

I immediately stood up with Liana in my 

arms, and ignored the protest from the officer that I 

shouldn’t move her.  I didn’t want to let her go at 

the moment, so I walked out to the living room, 

where they were just starting to take Luke out of the 

house in handcuffs.  My blood boiled seeing him, 

and if I wasn’t holding Liana in my arms, then I’d 

try to kill him all over again. 

The ambulance was parked in the driveway 

and I met the guy with the stretcher on the walkway 

up to the front door.  He asked what had happened 

and I filled him in on what I had seen. He had me 

put her on the gurney and then wheeled her to the 

back of the ambulance.  While they set her up on an 

IV and took her vitals, I turned to look for Gabe and 

thankfully he was on his way out to me. 

“I’ll take care of things here,” he said 

looking at his sister.  “I’ll meet you at the hospital.  
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Here’s your phone.”  He handed it to me and I 

didn’t even know I was missing it.  It must’ve fallen 

out of my pocket when I was beating the hell out of 

Luke. 

“I’ll call you as soon as I know something,” 

I promised, and then jumped in the back of the 

ambulance.  I stayed quiet and watched them try to 

wake her, but she only frowned and pushed at their 

hands.   

Once we were at the hospital, I was allowed 

to go back in the room and watched as the nurses 

worked over her.  She was attached to machines and 

her clothes were cut from her body.  The scars from 

the first attack shimmered in the bright lights of the 

room, and I wanted to push everyone out of the way 

to cover her body, but I didn’t.  The fresh marks on 

her arms were darker now and her left eye was 

completely swollen shut.  She finally started to 

wake up once they’d prepped her to go for tests.  

The doctor ordered x-rays and some other scans of 

her head, just to make sure nothing was broken.  

The biggest concern was the possibility of a 

concussion.    

“Reed,” she rasped.  

“Right here,” I said, leaning over the bed 

and shielding the bright light from her one 

unfocused eye. 

“My head hurts,” she moaned and tried to 

touch her swollen eye.  I pulled her hand away and 

leaned in a kissed her forehead. 

“I know, but you shouldn’t touch your face,” 

I scolded her.   

“Okay,” she agreed and yawned.  “Tired.” 

There was nothing more to say, because she 

fell asleep again.  She was taken for tests and I was 
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left alone in the room.  I knew that Gabe should be 

there by now, so I stood up and went in search of 

the waiting area.  I was shocked to see everyone 

piled in the corner being blocked by David and Eric 

for security.  Ash and Mary were there, along with 

Kane, who was holding Ivy.  Gabe was pacing a 

hole in the floor.    

“How is she,” Gabe demanded. 

“Don’t know yet,” I sighed and took a seat 

next to Mary, who wrapped an arm around my 

shoulders.  “They just took her for tests.  We should 

know something soon.” 

“Can we get you anything,” Mary asked.   

“No,” I shook my head.  “I just want to take 

her home.” 

“We’re here for you,” Ash said, placing a 

hand on my shoulder. 

“Nope, not leaving,” Kane said as he 

bounced Ivy on his hip.  She was laughing and 

spitting bubbles at him, but he didn’t seem to care.  

“Isn’t that right Ivy, we are not gonna go are we?”  I 

smiled at his goofy behavior and it felt good, after 

all of the craziness over the past few hours.   

My smile died out when the officer from my 

house entered the doors of the emergency room and 

walked my way.  This was it.  I’d either be arrested 

or deemed a hero. 

“Mr. Sullivan,” he began.  “We need to ask 

you a few questions.” 

“Okay,” I said.   

I was escorted to a private room off of the 

waiting area and took a seat along with the officer.  

Gabe promised to take care of Liana if she was out 

of testing before I was done.  I noticed how he 

didn’t mention anything about me possibly going to 
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jail.  An officer went with Gabe to question Liana 

about what had happened to her and it killed me that 

I couldn’t be in the room with her. 

“Tell me what happened,” the officer asked. 

I took a deep breath and retold what I’d 

seen.  That we’d heard Liana screaming in the 

house and when we found her, Luke had her on the 

ground, his body over hers and his fist raised in the 

air.  I admitted to everything that I’d done; that I’d 

beat him until she was away and safe from him.  I 

also told him that I was worried that he’d 

overpower me and go after her again, so I kept 

hitting him until he lost consciousness.  I told them 

about the previous attack Liana had been through 

and how I didn’t want it to happen again.   

Eventually, I was allowed to leave with the 

promise that I’d be reachable in case I was needed 

for further questioning.  Gabe was in the room with 

Liana and I immediately went back to be with her as 

well.  She was sitting up on the bed, with an ice 

pack on her face.  Her uninjured eye was glossy and 

a little unfocused.  Her goofy smile told me that 

they’d finally given her something for the pain.  

Gabe was holding her hand and laughing at 

something she’d just said. 

“Hey,” she giggled. 

“Hey to you,” I replied.  “How are you 

feeling?” 

“Great,” she slurred and leaned back on the 

bed.  “I just wish they’d let me go to sleep.  It’s 

been forever since I slept.”  She’d been asleep 

already, and I didn’t know if it was the medicine 

talking, or she actually had a concussion.  
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“Well, I’m sure they’ll let you out of here 

soon and I’ll take you home.”  I looked toward 

Gabe who nodded. 

“That’d be wonderful,” she said as she 

closed her eye.  The ice pack slipped from her hand 

as she succumbed to the medicine and fell asleep.  I 

reached over and put the pack back to her face, she 

didn’t flinch when I held it in place. 

“What did they say,” I asked once I knew 

she wouldn’t wake back up. 

“They’re going to watch her for a bit, but 

there is no sign of a concussion.  Her sleepiness is 

probably just from the excitement of what 

happened.   You should be able to take her home in 

about an hour.” 

“I shouldn’t have left her alone,” I scolded 

myself and took the seat on the gurney Liana was 

asleep on.  I gently ran my hands over her silky 

hair.  Feeling her warmth under my fingertips, I 

sighed, thankful for her being somewhat okay. 

“You didn’t know,” he shook his head.  

“Hell, none of us knew.” 

“She won’t be alone anymore,” I growled 

and ran my hands through my hair, fighting the urge 

to pull it out from the roots.  “Never again.” 

“Good,” he agreed.   

Eventually, we were allowed to leave the 

hospital.  Dallas arrived with the Escalade and took 

us back to the house.  Everything was cleaned up 

and I was relieved that I didn’t have to see any 

reminders of what occurred earlier in the day.   

Liana was given a prescription for pain 

killers and was told to see her doctor if there were 

any problems.  I took her into the bedroom and 

stripped her of the clothes Mary had brought for her 
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to wear home from the hospital.  I removed my t-

shirt and pulled it over her head, knowing that she 

enjoyed wearing my clothes when she wasn’t 

feeling good.  I’d be lying if I didn’t admit that it 

also made me feel a little better seeing her in my 

things.  The caveman in me liked it more than I 

should. 

I snuggled up behind her and pulled her 

back against my chest.  I’d rather have her up on my 

chest, but I didn’t want to risk bumping her swollen 

face.  I buried my nose in her hair and breathed in 

her warm scent.  I sent up a silent prayer of thanks 

and closed my eyes.  I wasn’t sure how she was 

going to be after this.  Would she regress back to 

her depression?  The idea that she’d start cutting 

herself again to deal with the emotional pain scared 

me to death.  I’d have to watch her closely and like 

I told her brother, she wouldn’t be alone again.   

Ever. 
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Chapter 9 

 
Liana 

 
 My face ached and I moaned in my sleep.  

Warm hands rubbed up my arm and I snuggled back 

into Reed’s warm chest.  I took a deep breath and 

smelled him all around me.  That alone helped ease 

the pain. 

“Are you hurting,” he whispered in my ear. 

“Yes,” I groaned, my face throbbed 

painfully.     

“I’ll get you some medicine,” he kissed my 

shoulder and I felt him ease out of the bed.  The loss 

of his warmth caused me to shiver.  He’d been with 

me the entire night.  I wasn’t so far gone in my 

medicine induced fog to not realize that he’d 

changed out my ice packs or kept me comfortable 

since we’d gotten home from the hospital. 

“Here,” he said as I felt the bed dip from his 

weight.  I took the pill from him and the glass of 

water.  “Are you hungry?” 

“Starving,” I replied, after I’d taken the 

medicine.   

He left me with a promise for a meal in bed.  

I pulled his pillow to my chest and used it to 

snuggle up against until he returned.  The medicine 

quickly relieved the pain in my face, and I grabbed 

the remote and flipped on the television.   

The voices of the morning news kept me 

company while I waited for Reed to return.  I 

smelled bacon cooking and my stomach growled.  I 

needed to get out of bed to take care of my needs 

and decided I could do it on my own.  The medicine 
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made my head spin a little but I was able to use the 

bathroom without falling out in the floor.  By the 

time I returned to bed, I was exhausted and flopped 

down on the mattress. 

Reed came in with a plate of food and 

frowned, “I would’ve helped you.” 

“I needed to do it on my own,” I sighed.  

“This is not going to keep me down.  I just need a 

few days to rest, then I’ll be good as new.”   

Reed didn’t look like he agreed with me, but 

my pigheadedness reared and I told myself that I 

would be better.  This would not be a setback.  I’d 

win this fight, just like I’d won the other.  Luke 

wouldn’t get me down as Jonathan had.  No, this 

was minor and I was a stronger person now than I 

was when I was alone in Phoenix.  

“Then, you rest,” he agreed.  “But for 

awhile, I want you with me at the studio.  If you are 

going to stay here, then I want Dallas with you.”  

He handed me a plate of food.  I took a bite of 

bacon and groaned. 

“If you keep making me breakfast in bed,” I 

smiled as I picked up a piece of toast.  “I’ll agree to 

any of your terms.” 

He laughed and seemed to relax after that.  

After joining me on the bed with his own plate of 

food, we watched television in silence.  Fall was 

approaching and with that so was the release of the 

album.  We’d tour during November and then come 

home for Christmas.  After that, Glory Days would 

spend the first few months of the year promoting 

the new album.  This tour wouldn’t be as large as 

the last one, because of Ash’s inability to be away 

from his girls very long. 
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“Are you going into the studio today,” I 

asked. 

“No,” he shook his head.  “We’re taking a 

few days off.  I want to stay with you until you are 

better.”  He smoothed his large hand over the top of 

my head and I closed my eyes. 

“Reed,” I sighed.  “I’ll be okay here if you 

want to go in.” 

“No,” he growled, and his demanding tone 

made me jump.  “I’m not leaving you.  It’s just as 

much for my sanity as it is for your safety.  I…I just 

can’t leave you alone again.” 

“Okay,” I agreed.  “I don’t mind you staying 

home.”  I pushed the now empty plate toward the 

foot of the bed and rested my uninjured cheek on 

his warm chest.  He leaned back on the pillow and 

wrapped an arm around me protectively.  It didn’t 

take long before I drifted off to sleep. 

 

When I woke up a few hours later, I was 

alone in the bed and my face still hurt, but not quite 

as bad.  I didn’t want to take another pain pill and 

sleep away the day.  I really needed to get up and 

move around.   

Swinging my legs over the edge of the bed, I 

pressed my toes to the floor and hoped like hell I 

wouldn’t lose my footing when I tried to stand.  I 

used my hands to push myself upright.  The room 

spun, only a little, and I turned slowly to walk 

around the edge of the bed.  By the time I made it to 

the bathroom door, I had broken out in a sweat, and 

my legs were trembling. 

“Hey darlin’,” Reed’s deep rumble growled 

behind me only a second before warm hands 

grasped my waist.  “Why didn’t you call for me?” 
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“Because I needed to do this on my own,” I 

sighed, repeating my earlier statement, and tried to 

lock my knees together so that I wouldn’t fall.  “I 

just want a shower.” 

“Then let me help you,” he whispered and 

kissed the top of my head.   

I leaned against the counter and watched as 

he opened the shower door and turned on the water.  

He stripped himself of his shirt and I watched the 

dragon tattoo on his back flex as he went about 

getting towels ready for the two of us. 

I really wanted to do my shower alone, but 

he was determined to not let me lift a finger.  I 

remembered him whispering into my hair over the 

last few hours.  He felt bad about leaving me home 

alone and blamed himself for not protecting me 

again.   

Reed took my hand and pulled me to his 

chest.  He lifted the shirt from my body and I was 

left naked before him, because that was all I’d worn 

since coming home from the hospital.  Wearing 

underwear was never an option when I was with 

him.  He didn’t like them on me at night, and I 

couldn’t agree more. 

My back protested when he picked me up 

and wrapped my legs around his waist.  “Ow,” I 

groaned. 

“Is your back still bothering you,” he asked.  

On my nod, he flinched.  “I’m sorry.” 

“Not your fault,” I assured him with a kiss to 

his lips.  He pulled back quickly and I frowned.   

“Not now,” he shook his head.  “I just want 

you healed before we have sex.  I don’t want to hurt 

you.”  I rested my uninjured cheek against his chest 

and let him bath me.  
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The hot spray felt wonderful to my aching 

muscles.  Reed washed me carefully and very 

thoroughly.  By the time he was done, I was a ball 

of sexual tension.  My nipples hardened almost 

painfully, and my pussy throbbed with the need to 

have him inside me.   

“Reed,” I pouted.  “Please, make love to 

me.”  He stepped out of the shower and grabbed a 

towel to dry us both off.  I still hadn’t let go of the 

hold I had on him.  At this point, I didn’t want to let 

him go. 

“You make it very hard to resist when you 

beg me like that,” he growled.  I saw my open 

window and I took it. 

Tightening my legs around his waist, I lifted 

myself up and rubbed my aching sex against his 

hardening cock.  When it touched my slick folds, I 

threw my head back and let out a breathy sigh.  The 

animalistic growl that tore from his throat told me 

that I’d, in fact, won. 

 

Reed 
 

She was the devil sent to earth to kill me 

with a fiery passion that would make hell look like 

the Antarctic.   Her heat grazed against my aching 

cock.  I wanted inside my wife, like I wanted the 

last drink of water on Earth.   

She’d been attacked again, or almost 

attacked.  How much of an asshole am I that I just 

want to bury myself inside her and claim her as 

mine?  The need to mark her with my scent and 

seed was overwhelming.  I wanted to rub my body 
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against hers and hope that it would warn other men 

away from her. 

She was mine. 

“Baby,” I sighed against her sweet smelling 

neck.  “I want you so badly, and I don’t know if I 

can be gentle.  You’ve been through so much 

already.” 

“I know you won’t hurt me, Reed,” she 

whimpered and bit down on my earlobe.  The act 

caused a shiver to race up my spine.  I slid a hand 

up to grasp the back of her head and pulled her lips 

to mine.  I was careful of her bruised face as I 

melded our lips together.  Her tiny tongue pressed 

heavily against my lips, and I opened to let her 

inside. 

Her taste was pure heaven and the need for 

her was pure hell.  I took her to the bed and 

carefully laid her out for a feast upon my eyes.  

Mindful of her back and face, I knelt on the bed and 

leaned over her naked body.  I watched as her rosy 

nipples beaded under my heated gaze.  She reached 

and pulled me by the shoulders so that she could 

kiss me again.  

“Reed,” she whispered, once she was done 

assaulting me with her full lips.   

“Yes, darlin’,” I replied.  She looked like a 

dark princess waiting for her prince charming to 

come and ravish her body.  Well, I was her prince 

and the ravishing was about to take place. 

“I love you,” she sighed and closed her eyes, 

but I knew she wanted to say more. 

“I love you, too,” I scowled.  My cock cried 

out knowing it was going to have to wait a little 

longer to get inside the warmth of her body.  

“What’s wrong?” 
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“I don’t want you to worry about me,” she 

smiled.  “What happened with Luke…well, it’s not 

going to set me back.  I don’t like the person I’ve 

been.  I want to be the old Liana.  Even with what 

the doctor said, we need to accept me for what I am 

now.” 

“I love you regardless of which Liana you 

are.  I’ve made a vow to love you and protect you,” 

I felt my shoulders fall, because I had not protected 

her again.  I’d only saved her from a second 

horrible attack.  “Through sickness and health, 

baby.  Whatever happens with our future is fate.  

I’m not one to question what God has in store for 

us.” 

“Okay,” she nodded.  “Kiss me.” 

Sliding my hand behind her back, I placed 

the flat of my palm against the area she said was 

bothering her.  The heat from my hand had eased 

her discomfort the night before, and I know that 

what we were about to do may aggravate her injury.  

She sighed and deepened the kiss. 

Rolling to my knees, I used one to nudge her 

legs apart so that I could settle between them.  She 

opened willingly and allowed me in the space I 

wanted to be.  I guided myself to her opening and 

pressed forward.  She was already primed for me 

and I used that as a welcoming when I pushed all 

the way inside.  Her moist sex enveloped me and I 

leaned my head down on her shoulder, “You feel 

amazing.” 

“Reed,” she panted, and locked her ankles at 

my back.  The little minx was impatient and dug her 

heels into my ass, urging me to move; I did not need 

any further instructions.  Spreading my knees 

further apart, I kept one hand on her back and the 
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other I folded over her shoulder.  I pulled her slight 

body down with every thrust, ensuring I was seated 

to the hilt every time I pounded into her slick flesh. 

She was beautiful laid out beneath me, like 

an offering.  She was mine and I wanted the world 

to know it too.  If I could tattoo my name across her 

forehead, then I’d do it myself.  I’d waited so long 

to be where I am now.  Liana was finally mine, on 

paper and in the eyes of God.  We were bound by 

vows and by love. 

Feeling her softness under my fingertips, I 

removed my hand from her back, to possessively 

hold onto her breast.  She writhed underneath me 

when I rolled the stiff peak with my calloused 

fingers. 

“Reed, please,” she begged.  I knew she was 

ready to shatter, but I didn’t want it to end so soon. 

“Not yet,” I growled in a voice I didn’t 

recognize.  “You’re so beautiful beneath me, baby.  

I don’t want it to end.” 

“Never end,” she rolled her head from side 

to side.  “Always yours.” 

Her words shot through my soul, and I 

grabbed ahold of them with the strength of a 

hundred men, sealing them in my heart.  She would 

always be mine, and I needed to hear that.  It helped 

tame the raging beast inside me.  

“Please,” she begged.  When she went 

liquid around me, I knew that she wouldn’t hold out 

much longer, but I could. 

“Once you come, I’m not done with you,” I 

punctuated my words with each thrust into her tight 

channel.  Her pussy clamped down on my cock, and 

my eyes rolled in the back of my head.  



97 
 

“Harder, baby.  I need it harder,” she 

growled as her orgasm took over her body. 

Leaning over, I thrust faster and deeper 

inside as she wanted it.  No…as she begged for it.  

My name tore from her lips as she tilted her head 

back and accepted that I was taking my pleasure 

with her body.   

Rolling us over, I never lost our connection, 

as I sat her on top of me.  “Ride me, darlin’,” I 

whispered into her hair, when she fell limply on my 

chest.  “Take what you need from me.  I know you 

need more.” 

More is what she got.  Slowly, Liana sat up, 

careful of her back, and began riding my aching 

cock.  Long black hair was cast over one shoulder, I 

pushed the silky strands away so that I could play 

with her beautiful breasts.  They were made for me, 

just like a custom fit glove.  Hell, Liana was custom 

fit for me. 

The moment she slammed down on my shaft 

as far as she could, I tensed when she rolled her hips 

over and over again.  Air hissed through my teeth as 

my seed burst forth.  I grabbed her hips and helped 

her ride out another orgasm, and the first for me.  

Turns out, we had several more before the night was 

over. 
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Chapter 10 

 
Liana 

 
“Can we go over to Ash’s later,” I asked 

Reed, who was sitting at the table writing a list of 

things he was going to need for the tour.  The man 

was always prepared, hardly ever forgetting 

anything. 

“Sure,” he looked up and smiled.  “Are you 

feeling up to it?” 

“It doesn’t matter,” I said.  “I need to get out 

of this house.  There’s no need for me to lay around 

all day.” 

Standing up, Reed hurried to my side and 

took my chin with his thumb, tilting my face up so 

he could look me in the eyes, “I don’t want you to 

overdo it, baby.  We’ve decided to take a few days 

off from writing anyway.” 

“Maybe one day this week, we can talk 

about the shelter idea with Ash,” I wondered aloud.  

“I’ve been doing some research online about cities 

in need, and I’ve found a few here in California.” 

“That’s good,” he smiled.  “I’m proud of 

you.” 

“You are,” I furrowed my brow.  He hadn’t 

said anything much on my idea and I thought 

maybe he’d forgotten about it. 

“I think that your vision is a good one, and 

all of us want to help you,” he shrugged.  “Plus, I 

have no doubt about your abilities.” 

“Thank you,” I laughed.  “That makes me 

feel good to hear you say that.” 
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“Well, I am a little biased when I comes to 

you,” he teased and poked me in the side. 

“You’re funny,” I returned his poke, but 

backed away before he could get another jab into 

my side. 

“Go get dressed, before I keep you busy in 

bed for the rest of the day.  I’ll call Ash and tell him 

we are coming over.”  I reached up and pulled him 

down for a heated kiss. 

“That’s for later,” I purred and walked 

away, only to hear a strangled growl coming from 

his throat.  

Looking in the mirror, I touched the blacked 

area around my eye.  The swelling was down, and I 

could see out of my left eye, but it was still blurry.  

There was no need to even try to put makeup on, 

because not even a professional could cover it.  I 

left my hair down and brushed it until it was 

somewhat manageable.  I slipped into my jeans and 

winced when I bent a certain way.  I didn’t want 

Reed knowing that I was having any discomfort 

because he’d order me to bed, and I was tired of 

resting.   

As I pulled my shirt over my head, I thought 

about our future.  Reed and I had come to terms 

with the fact that I’d probably never get pregnant in 

any traditional form.  Luke’s invasion on our home 

was frightening and I agreed with Reed, it just 

wasn’t safe being alone.  I never was one for being 

alone anyway.  Yes, I did live alone in Phoenix, but 

I had Mary.  She lived fairly close to me and we 

were almost always together anyway.  Gabe would 

visit whenever he could, but with his career, he 

didn’t get much time to leave Los Angeles.   
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Reed and I would sneak away sometimes 

during their break from touring, but it was few and 

far between.  We’d fought our love for far too long 

and only after what had happened over a year ago, 

did we take the plunge and confess our true 

feelings.   

Even with the swollen eye and the bruises 

on my arms, I felt better.  Emotionally better.  I’d 

worked through my fears and hate of my attack with 

the shrink.  She’d told me that only I could make 

myself better.  She could tell me a hundred different 

ways to heal, but only I could fully recover on my 

own.  She had also said that I’d know when that 

time was here, and I smiled into the mirror, because 

this was that time.  I truly believed I could move on 

with my life now, and not worry about what was 

done to me. 

Reed was the one who showed tremendous 

strength in helping me.  He didn’t force me to get 

better, he just walked alongside me as I’d healed.  

He was the one who held me up when I needed it.   

Things would be better, because I didn’t 

want it to be any different. 

I walked out of the bathroom, ready to leave.  

Only to find him sitting on the bed, pulling on a pair 

of boots.  When he looked up, the smile on my face 

couldn’t be hidden. 

“Why are you smiling,” he asked. 

“I’m going to be fine, baby,” I laughed.  

“Because I will it to be so.” 

He had me up in his arms instantly and spun 

me around until I was a little dizzy.  “Those are the 

most beautiful words I’ve heard in a long time.” 

“I love you, Reed Sullivan,” I kissed his 

nose. 
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“And I love you Liana Sullivan,” he laughed 

and sat me down, pausing a second to make sure I 

was steady on my feet.  “Are you ready to go?” 

“Yeah,” I grabbed my purse.  “Let’s go.” 

  

I wore a pair of really large sunglasses to 

cover up my swollen left eye.  If there were any 

paparazzi outside Ash and Mary’s place, I didn’t 

want them seeing me.  That would raise all sorts of 

questions as to what the hell was going on in the 

lives of Glory Days.  I’d always been very careful 

about what I said or did in public.  Now, I didn’t 

have a problem telling the little whores off that tried 

to befriend me to get to them, but other than that I 

was an angel. 

Mary met me at the door, enveloping me 

into a warm sisterly hug, “Are you sure you should 

be out of the house?” 

“I’m not going to let this get me down,” I 

growled.  “Dammit Mary, I need to move around.”  

She eyed me suspiciously, because she knew me all 

too well.  I frowned and patted my purse, “I have 

pain meds, if that’s what you’re wondering.” 

She nodded and pulled me into the kitchen.  

Kane was sitting at the table, reading over a baby 

magazine and I frowned; Mary rolled her eyes.  

Reed was already back in the studio Ash had 

specially made for the house, so that they could 

work there if they wanted to.  That was the place 

they liked to work on song writing, and whatever 

else they did to make musical magic. 

“Kane,” I blurted, startling him a little.  

“What the hell are you looking at?” 
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“Baby stuff,” he mumbled, but otherwise 

ignored me.  It was refreshing that he didn’t hover 

over me like everyone else did. 

“Is there something you’re not telling me,” I 

asked with a chuckle. 

“What are you talking about,” he replied 

with a furrowed brow. 

“Are you pregnant,” I laughed. 

“Hell no,” he said, placing a hand over his 

flat abdomen.  “What the hell would make you say 

that?” 

“Because you’re staring at that damn thing 

like you’re expecting a child,” I punched him in the 

arm to let him know I was teasing. 

“It’s cool shit,” he huffed and went back to 

browsing the pages.  

I then noticed his hair was much longer than 

he usually kept it.  He’d had a haircut recent, but it 

wasn’t his usual.  His natural hair was a dark brown, 

but not quite black.  The sides were shaved and it 

looked like he was trying to grow it out into a 

longer Mohawk. 

“New haircut,” I asked. 

“Mary did it,” he looked up at me and 

smiled.  “Thought I’d do something new.” 

“I’d say so,” I reached over and ran my 

fingers through his soft hair.  “Are you going to 

leave the tips blonde?”  His hair was naturally silky 

and the new cut looked really good on him.  With 

his height and lean muscled body, women would be 

falling all over him, more than they do now. 

“I haven’t decided yet,” he shrugged.  “Do 

you remember when I had it long?” 

“Yeah, that was a few years ago,” I nodded.   
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“Well, I’m going to let it grow out again,” 

he smiled.  “Something different for the new tour.” 

Kane was the extravagant one of the bunch.  

Always doing something crazy with his hair, or 

adding another tattoo to his collection.  There 

wasn’t much of his body that wasn’t covered in ink.  

The only virgin skin that I knew of was over his 

heart and he’d told me a long time ago that he was 

saving that for the woman who captured his heart. 

“I like it,” I said standing up and ruffling his 

hair.  He scowled and pushed my hand away.  

“Where’s Ivy?”  I looked around and didn’t see her 

in the playpen in the living room. 

“Sleeping,” Kane grumped. 

“Kane, she has to sleep sometime,” Mary 

sighed heavily.  “He wants her to be awake all the 

time.”  She looked at me and laughed.  Who would 

have thought that Kane Maddox would have a love 

for children? 

Whatever Ash and Reed were doing, I left 

them too it.  It was nice to sit and catch up with 

Mary.  She told me that Ash had been begging her 

for another baby, but she didn’t know if she was 

ready.  

All the talk about babies had me laying my 

hand against my flat abdomen.  Would the pain of 

knowing my womb was unable to carry a child ever 

get easier?   

At this point, I had no answer to that 

nagging question. 
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Reed 
 

“I don’t know Ash,” I shook my head.  “She 

wants to do this on her own.  Sneaking around and 

finding a place may just piss her off.”  We were 

discussing Ash’s desire to find a place for Liana to 

start a shelter.  He wanted to surprise her with it.  A 

women’s shelter for the abused was something that 

Liana wanted to start with the money she made 

from the sales of our book. 

“I’m just investing in her vision,” he 

shrugged, but I knew Ash better than he knew 

himself sometimes.  Ash Martin was a businessman 

underneath the rockstar.  He knew when to dive into 

something that would benefit the band or his 

personal life.  Something about his tenacity to get 

this building in Northern California told me that I 

should just let him do it.  He was doing it for Liana, 

and for Mary.  Mary Martin was abused as a child 

and had suffered dearly for it.  Ash, along with all 

of us, felt strongly about abuse toward women and 

would do anything we could to speak out against it. 

“If you think it’s the right place,” I smiled.  

“Then I’ll go in half with you.” 

“Okay,” he smiled, knowing he’d made a 

good decision.  “She’ll love the place.  It needs 

work, but it’s an old mansion that has twelve 

bedrooms, each with their own full bathrooms.  

Liana can design the makeover as she wants, or I 

could hire a designer to come in and do it all for 

her, but either way, I want her to have this.  It’s my 

wedding gift.” 

“Man,” I patted him on the back.  “I don’t 

see how she’s not going to love it.” 
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“Good, I was hoping you’d say that,” he 

laughed.  “Because I plan on taking you two up 

there as soon as Liana is feeling up to traveling.” 

“Really,” I said in shock.  “You’ve planned 

everything?” 

“Yes, pretty much,” he nodded.   

“Well, you better go out there and tell her,” I 

laughed at his scowl. 

“Do you really think she’s going to be 

mad?” 

“Probably not,” I pushed him toward the 

door.  “There’s only one way to find out.” 

We found her in the kitchen with Mary.  

Kane was telling Ivy that it was about time she’d 

woken up and I had to laugh at him.  He was too 

good with children that he claimed scared the living 

daylights out of him. 

Ash leaned in and kissed Liana on the 

temple, “Hey beautiful.” 

“Hey yourself,” she said smiling up at him.  

“What have you two been up to?” 

“Discussing something,” Ash hedged, 

weighing Liana’s reaction. 

“About what,” she asked a little skeptical. 

“I wanted to talk to you,” he swallowed hard 

and took a seat next to her.  He turned the chair and 

took both of Liana’s tiny hands into his. 

“Ash, you’re worrying me,” she frowned. 

 “It’s nothing bad,” he paused.  “I’ve found 

a place up north for your first shelter, and I wanted 

to buy it and give it to you as a wedding present.” 

Several emotions played across her battered 

face.  First was shock, second was disbelief, then 

finally, happiness. 
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“What,” she exclaimed.  “Ash, what are you 

saying?  Did you already buy it?” 

“No,” he shook his head.  “But I did have a 

realtor go scope it out.  Liana, it’s damn near 

perfect, but I want your final approval on the place.  

It needs work, and you can design it as you like, or 

we can hire someone to do it for you.” 

She was quiet for several minutes and for a 

second, I thought maybe I’d read her reactions all 

wrong.  That was, until she leapt up and wrapped 

herself around him. 

“Thank you.  Thank you.  Thank you, Ash!  

I’ll love it!  I was kidding myself when I said I 

wanted to do it on my own.  It’d be forever before 

I’d have enough money to find a place. These 

women need help now, and I don’t want to wait.” 

“So, if I take you up there, after you’ve 

healed up a little, then you don’t mind me buying 

the property?”  He pulled her back where he could 

look in her face.  I noticed a tear roll out of her 

beautiful blue eye that wasn’t swollen and I almost 

went over to comfort her, but her breathtaking smile 

caused me to pause. 

“Yes, Ash.  I’ll let you buy it, but I want to 

pay for the renovations.  I been thinking about a 

name and I want to call it Glory’s Place, after the 

band. That is, if it’s okay with you.”  Liana bit her 

lip like she wasn’t sure if he’d like the idea.  I 

personally loved the idea.  

“I’ll go in on the place with you and help 

with the fix up,” Kane said from the window, where 

he was bouncing Ivy on his hip.  “I think it’s a great 

idea.” 

“Me too,” Ash smiled up at his wife.  “Mary 

and I will do whatever you want us to do to get this 



107 
 

thing off the ground.  I’d be honored if you named it 

after the band.” 

Liana was practically bouncing in her seat.  I 

could see the ideas running around in her head.  Ash 

offered to show her the pictures that were online 

through the listing he’d originally found.  They left 

the kitchen and went into the office to look things 

over and left me there with Kane and Mary. 

“I appreciate what you are doing for her,” I 

said to Mary and kissed her cheek.  

“It’s the least we can do,” Mary sighed.  

“She needs something to keep her busy.  She never 

has been one for taking it easy.  Liana’s a 

workaholic and needs something to focus on.” 

“I think this is just the thing,” I sighed 

heavily.  “It’ll help her heal.” 

“How is she,” Kane asked, handing Ivy back 

over to her mother. 

“She’s determined to not let what happened 

yesterday set her back,” I smiled.  “She’s showing 

her old self a little more recently, and I’m relieved.” 

“That’s a great sign,” Mary smiled.   

We all mumbled our agreement and I went 

about helping Mary make dinner.  She insisted we 

stay and catch up.  Ash and Liana stayed in the 

office for a very long time, and I was tempted to go 

in there to find out what was going on.  By the time 

we’d set everything up to cook, Liana bounced 

around the corner and jumped into my arms. 

“Oh, I love it, Reed,” she kissed me hard on 

the lips.  “It’s perfect!” 

“Ash said he’ll take us up there when you’re 

feeling better,” I announced once she slid down my 

body. 
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“You mean, when I look better,” she 

frowned.   

“No,” I growled, and took her face into my 

hands.  She sighed and leaned into my palm.  “If 

you want to go tomorrow, then we will.”  

“No,” she shook her head.  “No, I need to 

wait until the swelling is down and I can see better 

out of this eye.” 

“Whatever you want to do, Li,” Ash said 

from the kitchen door. 

“Maybe next week,” she raised a 

questioning eyebrow. 

“Sure,” he nodded and walked over to Mary, 

kissing her on the cheek and stealing a cucumber 

out of a salad bowl.  Mary scowled and slapped his 

hand, but giggled when he kissed her on the neck. 

Dinner was relaxing, and I wished that Gabe 

was able to be here, but he said he had something 

else to do.  I personally think he was out on a date 

and didn’t want to mention it to his sister.  She 

sometimes didn’t approve of the girls he hung out 

with, but I also know that she worried about him.  

She’d mentioned one time that no woman would 

ever be good enough for him.  Gabe was a smart 

man and would eventually find the right woman, 

and I’m sure when he did, she’d be spoiled by him.  

That is, if she passed Liana’s protectiveness about 

her brother.  I feel sorry for any woman that Gabe 

brings home to meet my wife.  If the woman could 

get through Liana, then she’d fit in just fine.  

Mary and Liana watched a movie in the 

living room while the three of us went over some of 

the songs we had chosen for the new album.  The 

one that I’d written for Liana was going to be 
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hardcore; nothing like the slow acoustic version 

Ash had sung at our wedding.   

Kane sat behind his kit, playing something 

slow and erotic, his eyes closed in concentration, his 

body moving with the beat he was hearing in his 

mind.  When Kane played, all of the childish 

behavior melted away, and the extraordinary 

musician that he was poured out of his soul.  I 

watched him for a long time, taking in what he was 

creating.   

We continued brainstorming ideas for a few 

hours.  By the time we called it quits, Ash and I 

found both women asleep on the couch, their feet 

intertwined in the middle.  I smiled at the two of 

them.  They’d been close for so long now that they 

acted more like sisters than friends.  

Ash carefully picked up Mary and took her 

to bed.  I woke Liana when I pulled her from the 

couch.  She blinked, focused her good eye on me, 

and frowned, “Sorry, I fell asleep.” 

“It’s okay,” I promised her.  “Let’s go home.  

How are you feeling?” 

“My eye hurts, and I’m tired,” she admitted. 

I snatched a bottled water off the counter 

and took it with me to the truck.  “Take a pill and by 

the time we get home, you should be feeling better.” 

I watched her from the corner of my eye as I 

drove us home.  Even with the bruised face, Liana 

Sullivan was the most beautiful woman I’d ever laid 

my eyes on, and my heart swelled with joy at 

knowing she was mine.  Forever. 

Who knew what our future held?  Knowing 

that she was mine to keep until our days ended, 

well, that was enough for me.  I’d take whatever 

came our way.  As long as Liana was in my life, it 
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didn’t matter if we had children, or adopted them.  

We’d face the future head on and deal with it one 

day at a time. 
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Chapter 11 

 
Liana 

 
I climbed out of the SUV that had taken us 

to the property.  The place was even better than the 

pictures Ash had shown me two weeks ago.  The 

old, rundown mansion was in serious need of repair. 

Dallas and Eric were with us, but hung back 

at the vehicle while Ash, Reed and I walked up to 

meet with the realtor.  He was a tall man, well 

dressed, and looked old enough to be my father.   

“Ash,” the man nodded and shook Ash’s 

hand.   

“Liam Hardwell,” Ash announced.  “This is 

Reed and Liana Sullivan.”  I still got a thrill 

whenever I heard Reed’s last name attached to 

mine. 

The man took my hand in his, and then 

Reed’s, “Very nice to meet you.” 

After the introductions, Mr. Hardwell took 

us inside the home.  The tile was crumbled and the 

walls were in need of some cleaning and a fresh 

coat of paint.  The kitchen was huge and open.  A 

dining area, off the kitchen, was lined with beautiful 

floor to ceiling windows that looked out into a tree 

lined yard.  There was a gigantic pool enclosed 

within a gate to ensure a child’s safety.   

There was a bedroom off of the kitchen, 

which was more than likely used as a maids 

quarters.  On the other side of the spacious living 

room were two more master suites.  One of the 

bathrooms needed a complete replacement, while 

the other one may do fine with a good cleaning.  
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Upstairs were the remaining eight bedrooms; all of 

them set up as master suites.  There were a few 

sitting areas placed around the wide hallways and I 

could imagine seeing the women hanging out in the 

quiet nooks, reading or relaxing.   

“This is the surprise,” Ash said as we neared 

two double doors at the end of the hallway.  He 

pushed them open, and I gasped in surprise.  “This 

could be set up as a playroom, or a daycare of sorts, 

for any children that may be here.” 

“Oh, Ash,” I sighed, holding my hand to my 

mouth.  “It’s everything I’d hoped for and more.” 

“So,” he smiled widely.  “What do you 

think?” 

“I want it,” I whispered and looked up at 

Reed.  “What do you think?” 

“I think it’s exactly what you’ve been 

looking for.”  Reed’s protective arm came around 

me and I wrapped my arms around him 

momentarily, before breaking away and pouncing 

on Ash. 

“Thank you so much!”  I kissed him quickly 

and left the men standing there while I went back 

through each bedroom to start making plans. 

I heard Ash say, “Well, Liam.  I think we 

want to make an offer.” 

I left them to the paperwork and pulled a 

notepad from my bag.  I numbered each room and 

went about making notes.  I’d have each room 

designed in different themes so that we could call 

them by their respective colors.  The room I was in 

now would be the yellow room, because of all the 

bright light that came in, it would look great with a 

pale yellow paint on the walls. 
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By the time I’d finished planning each room 

upstairs, I found the men standing at the kitchen 

counter discussing what came next with the 

contract.  Walking past them, I found my way into 

the suite off of the kitchen.  I realized that I’d need 

to hire a house mother of sorts to take care of these 

women.  They’d need direction and someone to 

help them to get back on their feet.  This could be 

her quarters.  I wanted a woman who was strong 

and independent.  She’d need to know how to 

handle things in any situation.  We’d need some 

type of security for these women.  The abusers may 

try to find them here and I didn’t want any 

problems.  There was an old gate at the end of the 

long driveway that would need to be repaired.  The 

five acres around the house were fenced, but would 

need better security measures before we were 

allowed to open. 

I blew out a harsh breath at all the things we 

needed to accomplish before this place would be 

ready.  I’d have to interview prospective house 

mothers and get a crew in to start on the repairs.  I 

jotted down a few more notes and walked back 

across the house to the remaining rooms I hadn’t 

decided on themes for yet.  I was just about done 

when I felt Reed’s presences behind me.  When I 

turned, I found him standing in the door staring at 

me with nothing but pride. 

“I’m glad you let Ash bring us up here to 

look at the place,” he said as he came forward to 

take me in his arms. 

“Me too,” I nodded.  “I have so many ideas.  

When do you think we can get started?” 

“It may be a few weeks, but as soon as the 

paperwork is finalized, then you can get started.  
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That’ll give us about seven weeks before we head 

out on the first leg of the tour.  We can work on this 

place during the holiday break.  It’s going to be a 

ton of work.” 

“Good,” I said sternly.  “I just need a crew 

of people.  I’ll have it all planned out by the time 

the keys are in our hands.”  I closed the notepad and 

shoved it in my bag, before pulling him from the 

room. 

When we climbed into the SUV, I placed a 

hand on Dallas’ shoulder.  He looked at me in the 

mirror and smiled, “So, you like it?” 

“I love it,” I said.  “Can you get someone 

over here as soon as we get possession of the 

property to give me an estimate on security?  I want 

that gate monitored, along with the entire grounds.  

I want these women to be safe.” 

“Actually, I know the perfect person to call.  

I have an old buddy from the service that owns the 

best security company in Northern California.  I’ll 

give him a call tonight and see if he can run by the 

place to get a look.” 

“That’d be great,” I patted his shoulder and 

sat back in the seat. 

My vision was coming to life and I couldn’t 

wait to turn that into a reality.  There would be a 

place for women to get help and learn to live again.  

I wanted to give that to those who couldn’t find a 

way out otherwise.  There would be women there 

who were probably drug addicts or extremely poor.  

They’d need rehabilitation so that they could learn 

to live in society again. 

I pulled out the notepad and scribbled down 

a few more notes.  I decided to leave it on my lap, 

in case I came up with anything else on the ride 
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back to the hotel.  Ash and Eric were going to take a 

late flight back to Los Angeles.  Dallas would be 

staying in a room attached to ours at the hotel for 

the night. I wanted to stay until the following night, 

so that I could check out the town that I’d be 

opening my first shelter in.   

Reed frowned when I told him that I wanted 

to tour the worst areas, to see what type of 

environment these women would be coming from.  

Dallas made a strangled noise of protest, but 

understood my curiosity.  We would visit during the 

early afternoon when most crime was at a 

minimum.  The fact that we’d be driving through in 

a fancy, tinted out SUV would probably draw 

unwanted attention, but I trusted Dallas not to get us 

into any situations that would harm us.  I’d told him 

that if he ever felt uncomfortable then he had the 

right to get us out of there. 

Then there was the issue of the women who 

came from the upper class areas of town.  How 

would they interact with the other women?  Would 

there be conflicts? Or would they join each other in 

their rehabilitation?  Who’s to know how all of this 

would play out?  I had the vision, I just needed 

someone with the knowledge to show me the way. 

We arrived at the hotel around dinner time, 

and Reed suggested we just order room service and 

take it easy for the rest of the night.  Dallas left us at 

our room and told us to knock on the adjoining door 

if we needed anything.   

“What do you want to eat,” Reed asked, 

once we were safely in our suite.  He pulled the 

menu from the table and flipped it open. 

“Just order me something,” I said.  “I’m 

going to go shower.” 
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“Okay,” he smiled.  “Take your time.” 

I left him there to order our dinner and 

grabbed my pajamas out of the suitcase.  The 

shower felt wonderful against my tired body.  We’d 

left Los Angeles early that morning and had just 

enough time to check into the hotel before heading 

over to meet with the realtor.   

The past two weeks, Glory Days had been in 

the studio recording the new album.  Their tour 

would strike out in a few months, after the release.  

I was all set to go with them and work on the book 

showcasing their lives.   

My bruises had faded, and my spirits were 

back the way they’d been over a year and a half 

ago, before the rape.  Yes, I could say it now.  I was 

raped and beaten so badly that I could have died.  

At the time, I wanted to die.  I couldn’t see any light 

to the end of that tunnel, but with Reed’s help I was 

myself again. 

The old Liana was back.  I smiled as I let the 

hot water soak my hair.  I caught myself singing an 

old Glory Days song from when they’d first started 

out.  It was a song about new beginnings and 

finding happiness.   

After I was sure I’d used up the entire hotels 

hot water source, I twisted the knob to stop the flow 

and grabbed a clean towel.  I dried off, threw on my 

clothes, and brushed out my hair.  By the time I 

entered the living area, Reed was pulling the silver 

dome lids off of our dinner.  He’d ordered steak and 

lobster, and a bottle of wine. 

“To celebrate,” he said when he caught me 

staring at the bottle on the table. 

“That sounds like a great idea,” I bound up 

to him and pulled him down for a heated kiss.  I 
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groaned at his taste, and tightened my hold on him 

for another second, before pushing him away.  I 

smiled at the fire in his eyes, and he reached for me, 

but I jumped back and raised a teasing eyebrow. 

“Food’s getting cold,” I pointed out. 

“Hurry up and eat,” he demanded. 

And I did just that. 

 

Reed 
 

The old Liana was back.  The light in her 

eyes shown like the brightest sun.  This was the 

Liana I’d fallen in love with all those years ago.  

She’d been back in her old skin all day.  The vision 

she’d had over the past months was finally falling 

into place.  To see the determination in her eyes was 

a miracle I’d been praying about for a very long 

time. 

We finished our meal and I pulled her up 

from her seat.  Her breath came out in a rush and 

her body molded to mine.  Knowing that I couldn’t 

wait, I picked her up and wrapped her tiny legs 

around my waist.  She surprised me by attacking my 

lips with a kiss that made me stumble.   

Her tongue pressed against my lips, 

demanding entrance.  Sliding one hand up her back, 

I tangled my fingers in her hair and held her to my 

mouth.  Our kisses were bruising, the heat between 

us fierce.  

Liana took it upon herself to divest herself 

of her shirt.  Our lips were only separated for a mere 

second before we returned to each other like 

magnets.  Her breasts pressed into my chest, but my 

shirt was still on.  I needed her to be skin to skin 
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with me.  Wanting that connection, I pulled her 

back long enough for her to lift my shirt over my 

head and toss it somewhere on the floor.   

Annoyed with her choice of clothing, I let 

her fall to her feet, then impatiently pushed at her 

cotton pants to get them off.  I unzipped my jeans 

and stepped out of them quickly.  She groaned 

loudly when her eyes roamed my body.   

Needing her now, I knew that we wouldn’t 

make it to the bedroom anytime soon.  I picked her 

up with one arm, and turned toward the table, where 

I used my free hand to swipe at the dishes sending 

them to the floor.  For a split second, I wondered if 

Dallas had heard the noise in the next room.  When 

I was sure that he hadn’t, I laid her out on the table 

like a feast for the taking. 

“Mmmm,” I said as I knelt down to capture 

her moist heat with my mouth.  Dragging my 

tongue through her wet folds, I nipped and kissed 

her until her hips were writhing under my torment.  

Her hands were in my hair urging me forward, and I 

knew she wanted me at her clit, but I avoided the 

spot to keep her from coming.   

“Reed,” she chanted my name as I continued 

tasting her sweet flesh.  She squeezed her legs 

together against the sides of my face, and I felt the 

rough edges of the scars on the inside of her thighs.  

I pushed the memory away of when I found those 

fresh marks on her skin all those months ago.  That 

was over.  She’d never hurt herself again, and as 

long as I was alive I’d do everything to make sure 

she was safe. 

“Reed, I need you,” she begged.  I kissed a 

slow trail up her body and took a nipple into my 
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mouth.  The tight hold I had on her hips kept her 

from bucking right off the table.  

When I captured her mouth, I also plunged 

inside her in one deep thrust.  I swallowed her cries 

of passion as I pounded into her welcoming sex.  

Her pussy convulsed around my cock and I gave it 

to her hard, just the way she liked it.  There were 

times when she’d beg me to fuck her deeper and 

harder, and I thought I was going to hurt her, but 

she never complained. 

She finally came down from her orgasm, 

and I picked her up from the table so that she 

wouldn’t have any strain on her back.  We were still 

connected when I found the bed and pushed her 

back, but kept her so that her ass was hanging over 

the edge.  I stood there and held her legs as I 

continued to get lost inside her body.   

“So wet for me, baby,” I panted.   

“Deeper, Reed,” she closed her eyes and 

pulled at my arms, trying to get me closer to her.  

She needed more.  I needed more. 

Pulling out, I ignored her mewl of protest 

and used a hand to roll her over to her stomach.  

Her legs dangled off the edge of the bed.  I entered 

her swiftly and we both cursed at the feeling of the 

new position.  I leaned over her so that my chest 

was flush against her back as I rocked my body 

against hers.   

I always felt primal when I was inside her.  

She was mine, and I hers.  The need to mark her 

every time we made love probably made me the 

worst asshole on the planet, but I couldn’t help it.  I 

bit down on the flesh at the base of her neck.  I felt 

her pussy go tight around my length.  Her sex 

rippled and then she was pushing back against me.  
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Her orgasm was harsh and demanding.  The throaty 

grunts coming from her sounded just as animalistic 

as the ones I was shouting as well. 

“I’m going to come, but we are not done,” I 

growled in her ear.  “Are you ready for me?” 

“Yes…y..yes…yes, Reed,” she grunted.  

“Give it to me hard, baby.  Please, I need it.  I want 

it.”  Her hand came back and grasped onto the 

outside of my thigh. Tiny nails dug into the skin and 

I used that pain to spur me on.   

Raising up off of her back, I folded one hand 

over her shoulder and used the other one to lift one 

of her legs high on the bed.  This moved me so that 

I could penetrate her deeper with each thrust.   

My balls seized and I felt all of the nerves in 

my spine fire at the same time.  My seed shot forth 

as I growled out my release.  Liana was panting to 

catch her breath when I finally stilled.  My cock 

was still hard as steel inside her.  This is what she 

did to me.  Her welcoming body accepted me every 

time we were locked together.   

Flipping her onto her back again, I wrapped 

an arm around her waist and moved her up the bed, 

so that she could rest her head on a pillow.  Using 

my knee, I kicked her legs apart and guided myself 

back inside.  She took me willingly and sighed 

when our bodies joined again.   

Each thrust and each kiss brought us 

together on a level we hadn’t be at in a very long 

time.  This was the way we had been before her 

attack.  So hardcore together that we’d have marks 

for days after a session like the one we were having 

tonight.   

Liana pushed at my shoulders and I rolled to 

my back, where she took over her own need.  Her 
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hips rolled and lifted, pulling up so that only the 

head of my cock was inside her.  Slowly she’d slide 

back down my shaft until she was seated fully 

against me.  Then she would roll her hips and start 

her routine all over again.  When she threw her head 

back and moaned out my name, I let her ride out her 

next orgasm on her own. 

The night continued for hours.  We never 

had enough of each other, and I let her take what 

she needed from me.  By the time we finally stilled, 

it was well into the early hours of the morning.  The 

sun was just starting to break across the horizon 

when I closed my eyes and pulled her up onto my 

chest. 
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Chapter 12 

 
Reed 

 
“Looks like we are done,” Ash said, placing 

his guitar on the stand by the door.  We’d come in 

to record the last song on the album.  It was one that 

Kane had written about being a rebel and the damn 

thing was one of the best songs, I thought, that we’d 

ever recorded.  “I think this album is going to be the 

best one yet.” 

“You say that every time,” Kane teased Ash.   

Ash ruffled Kane’s longer hair and punched 

him in the arm.  “I’m heading back to the house to 

see the girls.  Are you coming?”  Kane nodded and 

followed his best friend out of the room.   

Gabe was packing up his things when he 

looked up and smiled, “Liana’s doing better,” he 

stated.  He’d noticed her renewed enthusiasm, and I 

was glad that I wasn’t the only one. 

“She is,” I nodded and grabbed my keys off 

the table by the door.  “She’s had her nose in the 

computer since we got home, planning out this 

shelter.” 

“That’s a very good thing,” Gabe said 

proudly.  “She’s determined enough to make this 

thing work.”  He found his own keys and let them 

dangle from his finger as he checked his phone for 

any messages. 

“I’m glad,” I admitted. 

Gabe and I walked out to the parking lot and 

said our goodbyes.  He promised he’d be over the 

next day to have dinner with us, and I’m sure Liana 

would be happy to see him.  
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 We’d only been back two days from the 

visit up north to look at the property and house.  Mr. 

Hardwell called Ash this morning to let us know 

that the seller had accepted our offer.  We’d close 

on the property in another two weeks, then the 

renovations would begin.   

Liana had the realtor send over the floor 

plans of the house, so that she could use those as a 

guide while planning each room’s décor.  When I 

returned to the house, I found her hunched over her 

laptop at the kitchen table, Dallas was sitting across 

from her studying the floor plans and frowning. 

“Hey,” I said as a way of announcing I was 

home. 

“Hi,” she muttered and otherwise ignored 

me.   

“She’s been planning this renovation all 

day,” Dallas said standing up from the table and 

stretching.  “You can take over looking at these 

plans.  I have a headache.” 

“Shut up, Dallas,” Liana giggled.  “You 

loved it.” 

“Yeah,” he frowned. “But looking at all of 

these colors are sure to give me seizures when I try 

to close my eyes tonight and sleep.”  He patted 

Liana on the head and grabbed his keys off the 

table. 

“See you later,” Liana said before leaning 

back over her laptop. 

I watched her work diligently over her ideas 

for a good hour.  When her eyes started to close on 

their own, I walked over and closed the lid to her 

computer. 

“What the hell,” she growled, but it was a 

puny growl.   
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“You’re dead on your feet,” I scolded and 

reached down to lift her from the chair.  She didn’t 

protest and laid her head on my shoulder, her tiny 

hand covered her mouth as she let out an unladylike 

yawn. 

“Sorry,” she sighed.   

“Do you want a bath,” I asked. 

She nodded and I walked her into the 

bedroom, where I laid her down on the bed.  With a 

promise to be back, I started the water in the tub, 

adjusting the temperature until it was just right.  

When I returned, she was thankfully awake, but the 

heaviness of her eyes told me she wouldn’t be 

awake for too much longer.   

Quickly, I stripped us both and ignored her 

when she told me she could do it on her own.  

Knowing Liana, she’d fall asleep in the tub.  I’d 

found her like that many times over the years.  

Tonight, I wanted to get her warm and relaxed so 

that we could fall asleep in each other’s arms.  

“I missed you today,” she said lazily, as I 

washed her arms with the soapy rag. 

“I missed you too,” I replied. 

“How did it go today,” she drew circles on 

my thigh and I shivered from her touch. 

“We finished recording the last song,” I 

answered while I rinsed us both off. 

“Good,” she yawned.  “That’s good.” 

“Come on, let’s get you to bed,” I lifted her 

from the water and grabbed a clean towel.  After 

setting her on the counter, I dried us both off and 

carried her in my arms.  She laid her head on my 

shoulder and sighed heavily.  By the time I reached 

the bed, Liana was fast asleep.  I slid us both under 
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the sheets and let her curl up on my chest, as I 

closed my eyes and followed quickly behind her. 

 

Liana 
 

When I opened my eyes, I was on my side 

with my back up against Reed’s chest.  His strong 

arm was locked possessively around my waist.  I 

tried to pry it loose, but he only grunted his 

disapproval and squeezed me tighter. 

“Reed,” I shook his arm.  “Bathroom.” 

“Come back,” he said sleepily and released 

his hold. 

Slipping from the bed, I went into the 

bathroom and did what I needed to do.  When I 

returned to the bedroom, I didn’t want to get back in 

bed.  The shelter held my attention and I knew that 

I’d be able to get some work done before he woke 

up. 

After looking at the clock, I shook my head 

at the early hour.  The sun wasn’t even up and I 

wondered when the last time I’d ever gotten out of 

bed before six in the morning.  I laughed at myself 

silently when couldn’t remember, so I went into the 

kitchen and started the coffee.  While I waited, I 

pulled out my laptop and opened the program I was 

using to make my list of things I wanted done with 

each room.  There was a few emails from 

contractors who were interested in putting a bid on 

the work to be done on the property.  I moved them 

into their own folder to look at later.  Once we had 

the keys we could choose a company to do the 

heavy work.   
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I had no desire to get my hands dirty.  Not 

because I was a snob, but because I had no clue 

what I was doing.  I’d pay the money to have the 

contractor do the work.  It was a win-win situation 

in my book. 

Grabbing a cup of coffee, I dumped a ton of 

sugar and cream into it until the bitter taste of the 

drink was covered.  I sat at the table for a long time 

watching as the sky lightened outside the windows 

to a pale blue.   

There was a lightness in my chest I hadn’t 

felt in a very long time.  Finally healing from the 

attack was one thing, but the idea that I was about to 

open a shelter to help women caused a strange 

sensation in my chest.  The idea that I’d have a love 

for people that I’d never met caught me off guard.  

My mother always told me that I had a big heart.   

I wanted to help these women realize that 

they were not the victim, they were survivors.  I’m 

sure most of them had been mentally beat down so 

much that they thought they couldn’t live in society 

without their abusers. 

I’d been studying domestic abuse and rape 

websites over the past year.  I understood more now 

than I did when I was attacked in my own home.  

The idea that some women have lived with the 

abuse for years caused a shiver to roll up my spine.  

I’d only had one night of torture.  The strength of 

these women, I was about to help, would probably 

inspire me to do more.  I had a good feeling about 

this shelter. 

Smiling to myself, I worked on the colors 

and design for the last four rooms.  It wasn’t until 

Reed found me hunched over my laptop did I 
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realize that my coffee was cold and it was well past 

ten in the morning. 

“Hey,” he smiled.  “You never came back to 

bed.” 

“You just now noticed,” I giggled.  “I’ve 

been up for awhile.” 

“Well,” he admitted.  “I was tired and fell 

back asleep.  Gabe texted me and woke me up.”  He 

poured himself a cup of coffee and frowned when 

he took a sip.  It must’ve been cold.  I’d been up so 

long that the coffee pot had shut itself off. 

“What did he want,” I asked as I closed my 

laptop and stood up to stretch. 

“He wants to go car shopping,” Reed 

shrugged.  “Wanted to know if we wanted to go 

with him.” 

“Oh, no,” I waved my hands out in front of 

me.  “You go right ahead.  I’ll stay here.  The last 

time I went with him, he took forever and then tried 

to buy me some stupidly expensive car that I would 

never drive.” 

“Oh,” Reed frowned.  He actually looked 

disappointed. 

“Do you want to go with him,” I asked. 

“Well, yeah,” he shrugged again. 

“Call Dallas,” I laughed.  “He can help me 

with colors again.” 

“You think that’s a good idea?” 

We both laughed and then laughed some 

more when Reed picked up the phone to text my 

bodyguard, telling him to be over in an hour.  Dallas 

may just quit when I was done with him today, 

because we’d be picking out drapes and furniture 

online as well. 
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That sent me into another round of 

hysterical laughter.   
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Chapter 13 

 
Liana 

 
We received the keys to Glory’s Place the 

same day that the new album was released.  Reed 

and the guys would be doing radio interviews all 

day from Ash’s place, and all I wanted to do was 

hop on a plane and fly north. 

Mr. Hardwell arrived in Los Angeles early 

in the afternoon to hand over the keys and the final 

paperwork saying that the place was mine.  I danced 

around in the kitchen while Mary and Ivy watched.  

Ivy squealed with laughter and held out her hands.  

I scooped her up and twirled around the baby in my 

arms.  She was coming up on her first birthday and 

was already walking.  She laughed when I kissed 

her chubby cheeks and handed her back to Mary. 

“I already have a team ready to go in to 

work on the house,” I admitted.  “As soon as I can 

get up there and open the place.” 

“What are you waiting for,” Mary asked, 

confused. 

“Reed,” I frowned.  “It’ll be at least a week 

before he can get away and go with me.” 

“Why don’t you take Dallas and head on up 

there?  Then Reed can come when they are done.” 

“I’ll only be a few days,” I chewed on my 

bottom lip.  Mary was right.  I could go up there and 

get things rolling while he took care of business 

here in Los Angeles.  They were doing interviews 

by calling in from Ash’s home office. 

“Talk to Reed and Dallas,” she picked up 

my phone and handed it to me.  I really didn’t want 
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to bother Reed, because I didn’t know if he was 

doing an interview at the moment. 

“Talk to me about what,” Dallas said from 

the doorway to the kitchen.  He’d been here, but in 

his guest room while I was doing the paperwork 

with the realtor. 

“Look,” I swallowed and took a deep breath.  

“Reed is busy here with the album stuff and I really 

want to go up north to get the contractor in to start 

on the repairs to Glory’s Place.  Will you go with 

me?  Just for a few days?” 

“Have you talked to Reed about this?” he 

raised a worried brow. 

“Well, no.  Not yet.  I was about to call 

him.”  I held the phone up as proof. 

“You call him and then we’ll talk.”  I could 

tell that Dallas didn’t mind taking me, but I did 

need to let Reed know what I’d planned. 

I crossed my fingers and pressed the speed 

dial for his number.  It rang twice before he 

answered. 

“Hey baby,” he whispered into the phone. 

“Did I catch you at a bad time,” I cringed. 

“No, we were just finishing up.  Hang on,” 

he whispered.  I heard a series of doors opening and 

closing before he returned to the phone.  “Okay, I’m 

free.  What’s going on?  Did the realtor show up?” 

“Yes,” I laughed.  “It’s mine!  I have the 

paperwork and the keys!” 

“I’m so proud of you, darlin’,” he said. 

“Look,” I paused.  “I really want to get 

things started on the house up there.  If I take Dallas 

with me, do you care if we go tomorrow?  I’ll only 

be a few days.  I’ll probably be back before you get 

done with all of your release things.” 
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“My release things?” he chuckled.  “Sure, 

Li.  I don’t see why it would be a problem.  I need 

to be here, but if Dallas says he’s comfortable with 

it, then I’ll suffer the loneliness for a few days.”  I 

heard the forced pout in his voice. 

“I’ll make sure you’re taken care of before I 

leave,” I whispered suggestively into the phone.  I 

heard Mary chuckle behind me, but I didn’t care.  

She was my best friend and married.  She’d 

probably do the same for Ash if she was going to be 

gone for a few days. 

“I’ll be home in a few hours,” he growled.  

“I want tonight with you.” 

After promising him hours of hot sex, I 

finally got him off the phone.  Mary eventually took 

Ivy home when David came to get her.  Ash didn’t 

like Mary getting out alone with Ivy because the 

paparazzi still hounded them daily, and it just 

wasn’t safe.  David dropped her off earlier with a 

promise from Dallas that he’d call if there was any 

trouble.  It seems that David’s cop friend was in 

town and they spent the afternoon together.   

Reed found me in the closet, pulling clothes 

off the hangers, and folding them into my suitcase.  

He stood at the door and put his muscular arms up 

on the frame while he watched me work. 

“I’m going to miss you,” he admitted and 

reached out, pulling me to his chest. 

“It’s only for a few days,” I poked him in 

the ribs and walked into the bedroom where I could 

grab some things out of the dresser. 

“And you’re okay with going alone?”  

“Dallas will be with me,” I shrugged. 

“I don’t like you being away,” he stopped 

me when I tried to walk by him.  When I looked 
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into his eyes, I saw the worry there and it made me 

pause.  “You’ll be far away.” 

“And I’ll be fine, Reed,” I assured him. 

“Come here,” he pulled me over to the bed 

and we sat on the edge.  I scooted up where I could 

cross my legs on the bed.  Reed took one of my 

hands into his and bowed his head over it for a 

minute.  “I want to tell you something.” 

My heart raced in my chest until he kissed 

my knuckles softly.  “What’s wrong?” 

“Nothing’s wrong,” he shook his head and 

when he looked at me again, all I saw was love.  

“Liana Sullivan, I am so fucking proud of you, 

darlin’.  The joy in your eyes when you talk about 

Glory’s Place, well, it makes my heart soar.” 

“Thank you,” I whispered, because my 

throat was getting tight. 

“I love you so damn much it hurts 

sometimes.  Whatever our future holds, I just want 

you to know,” he paused to take a deep breath.  “I 

just want you to know, that I’ll stand behind you in 

everything.” 

“I love you, Reed,” I said as I leaned up and 

took his lips with a soft kiss. 

“I don’t like the idea of being away from 

you for that long, but I have to let you do this,” he 

admitted.  “Go, open up Glory’s Place, baby.  Get 

everything started and as soon as I’m done here, I’ll 

go back with you or meet you there.” 

“Okay,” I said, as I jumped off the bed.  

“I’ve got to pack and book a flight.  Oh!  I have to 

call Dallas and let him know when to pick me up 

tomorrow.” 
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“Stop,” he said, halting me with a laugh.  

“I’ll call Dallas as soon as you book a flight.  We 

can finish packing you after that.” 

“Okay,” I squealed and started digging 

through my things.   

Tomorrow would be the day that my new 

adventure started.  It would be a miracle if I slept at 

all tonight.  

 

Reed 
 

Watching Liana bounce around the house 

was the best thing I’d seen in over a year.  She was 

back and as hyper as ever.  This was the Liana that 

we all knew and loved.  Her bubbly spirit was 

sometimes tiring, but from this moment on, I would 

cherish it.   

I propped myself up on the pillows and 

watched her pack.  She moved like a whirlwind, 

grabbing clothes and shoving them into the suitcase, 

then changing her mind and grabbing something 

different.  

I clicked on the television and decided she’d 

come to bed when she was ready.  Eventually, she 

came by and tossed a piece of paper on my lap, and 

smiled, “That’s the flight information.  You can call 

Dallas now.”  And then she was gone.   

Pulling out my cell, I sent him a text with 

the flight schedule and told him to be at the house 

by eight the next morning.  He replied instantly that 

he’d be there ready to go.   

I caught her by the waist the next time she 

got close and pulled her into the bed, “You’ve 

packed enough.  I think you need to come to bed.” 
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“Okay,” she said breathlessly.  I reluctantly 

released her so that she could change out of her 

clothes and turn off the lights.   

Once in the bed, I pulled her close and 

showed her exactly how many ways I was going to 

miss her. 

 

Morning came with the reality that she was 

going to be gone, and I was having a hard time with 

seeing her off.  My heart squeezed knowing I 

wasn’t going to be there to protect her if something 

went wrong.   

“Dallas,” I growled as he walked by me in 

the kitchen.  

“Yes,” he stopped and waited for me to 

speak. 

“Please watch over her,” I begged.   

“With my life,” he nodded and walked 

away.  I didn’t realize that I had a death grip on his 

arm, until he walked away and I had no choice but 

to let go. 

Liana followed behind him, her hair was up 

in a ponytail and on top of her head she wore one of 

my baseball caps.  She was holding her bag and a 

pair of sunglasses.  Dallas and I had asked her to go 

as incognito as possible, just in case she was noticed 

at the airport. 

“I’ll call as soon as we land,” she whispered 

and leaned into my chest.  I wrapped my arms 

around her tightly. 

“I’ll come as soon as I can get away.  If you 

need me before then, just say the word and I’ll be 

on the next plane.”   

She nodded and kissed me softly on the lips.  

We both knew that if the kiss deepened I may never 
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let her out of the house.  We’d spent hours the night 

before saying our goodbyes.  We talked well into 

the night about what she had planned for the shelter.  

The ideas she had were perfect and I had no doubts 

in her ability to get this off the ground. 

“Li,” Dallas announced from the door.  “We 

need to get going.” 

“Okay,” she sighed and tightened her hold 

on me.  “I love you.” 

“I love you, darlin’,” I replied and kissed her 

once more. 

It wasn’t until I watched them back out of 

the driveway that my heart sank in my chest.  Then 

immediately my phone rang.  I smiled thinking that 

she was calling to talk to me until they got to the 

airport, but when I pulled out the phone, I noticed it 

was Gabe calling instead. 

“Yeah,” I sighed. 

“Get your mammoth ass up, because I’m 

coming to get you,” he growled into the phone. 

“What,” I asked, confused.   

“We have interviews and you will not sit 

around in that house acting all lonely and shit.  

Now, get your shoes on, I’m about to pull in the 

driveway.”  He hung up the phone and left me to 

stare at it in confusion.  How did he know the exact 

time to show up at the house? 

“You’re wife asked me to keep your 

miserable ass busy,” Gabe announced from the 

door.  I turned around and noticed he now had a lip 

piercing, like Kane. 

“She did,” I asked.  “And what the hell did 

you do to your lip?  Kane talk you into that?” 
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“It was more like a bad bet gone wrong.  

Don’t ask, because it’s embarrassing.”  He ducked 

his head and headed for the garage door. 

“Could’ve been worse,” I laughed.  “He 

could’ve made you tattoo his name on your ass.” 

Gabe froze and turned toward me, his 

expression grim.  “Just shut the hell up!” 

“Oh my God!” I bent over at the waist trying 

to hold myself together as I laughed so hard that 

tears came to my eyes.  “Let me see!” 

“Hell no,” Gabe growled, and placed his 

hand over his ass as if I could see it through his 

jeans.  “Fuck you, anyway.” 

“What the hell was the bet for?”  I still 

couldn’t stop the fit of hysterical laughter 

wrenching from my body.  This had to be good. 

“It was over some stupid girl.  We were 

drunk and he said I couldn’t get her to go home 

with me.  It was tat for tat.  She thought I was ‘cute’ 

and didn’t know who Glory Days was.  Shit, she 

like country music for crying out loud.  I didn’t 

stand a chance, and I have a good feeling Kane set 

me up.  The lip ring was something different all 

together, and I’m not going there so just drop it.” 

“You still have to let me see it,” I begged.  

“Please Gabe!  I have to see it.” 

“No,” he growled and got into his truck.  

“Are you coming or not?” 

The ride to Ash’s was the most interesting 

one I’d had in a very long time.  I was still laughing 

like a fool when I walked into Ash and Mary’s 

place.  When I saw Kane standing there with a 

smug look on his face, I lost it all over again.   

Mary was the only one to get Gabe to drop 

his pants for her to inspect the tattoo.  She bit her lip 
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and went into the bathroom to grab some ointment.  

She thrust it out in front of her and smiled, “You 

really need to put this on there.” 

I tried to duck around to see the tattoo, but 

Gabe pulled his pants up quickly and growled, “Not 

a word of this to Liana!” 

“Sure,” Kane laughed.   

I really thought that those two were going to 

brawl, but Ash walked in at the perfect time and it 

sobered us all up quickly.  He was trying his best 

not to laugh either, but he managed to get us back 

on track. 

“We have less than ten before we have to 

call the station in Seattle.  Get yourselves together 

and let’s go,” he smiled at Mary and I had to look 

away at the love between the two.  I missed Liana 

too much to enjoy their loving stares. 

We had work to do and the faster we got 

finished with this promo for the album, the quicker I 

could see my wife.  My foot tapped restlessly as we 

waited for the call to Seattle to connect. 
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Chapter 14 

 
Liana 

 
Using an old rag, I wiped the sweat that had 

beaded up on my forehead.  I didn’t expect to be 

working on this house, but when the crew got here, 

I couldn’t stop myself from helping.  Even Dallas 

was in the bedroom with me preparing the room for 

a new coat of paint.   

We were currently in the yellow room, 

taping off the doors and windows.  The buckets of 

paint were sitting in the middle of the floor.  We’d 

ripped out all of the old carpets and would replace 

the flooring last.  Thankfully we could make a mess 

and not really have to worry about getting it on the 

new floors. 

It’d been three days of working from the 

time the sun came up, and we didn’t go back to the 

hotel until the sun set.  I’d have stayed longer, but 

Dallas forced me to head back for some sleep.   

We’d met with county officials on the first 

day, to get all of the needed paperwork filed as a 

non-profit organization.  Mostly, I had my lawyer 

meet with them to get all of the other stuff in order.  

We were well on our way to opening this place. 

I’d interview three women early the day 

before and had David running their background 

checks before I made a decision.  All three were 

overly qualified and I was having a hard time 

deciding which one would work best. 

“Do you think I should hire all three of them 

and put them on a rotating schedule,” I asked 

Dallas. 
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“At least two of them,” he handed me a 

roller.  “That way they can have a few days off 

during the week.” 

“Yeah,” I agreed.   

Taking the roller, I made the first pass on the 

wall and smiled to myself.  This room was going to 

look great.  Each pass with the new color felt like I 

was washing away all of the depression that had run 

my life for the past year.  This was my time to turn 

things around and help others.  I’d take my attack 

and show Jonathan Jones that he didn’t win. 

“What has you smiling,” Dallas asked as he 

poured more paint into the tray. 

“Just happy, I guess.  I feel free.  Like 

there’s been a huge weight lifted off of my 

shoulders,” I admitted and crinkled my nose.  I 

don’t even know if what I said made any sense. 

“I get it,” he smiled.  “I totally understand.”  

Dallas was very good at deciphering my words 

sometimes, and I appreciated it. 

We painted for most of the day while the 

security company worked on the gate and put in 

cameras all over the property.  It wasn’t until late in 

the afternoon that I sat down on a closed bucket of 

paint and hung my head.  I was getting so tired. 

“You okay,” Dallas asked, a little worry line 

puckered on his forehead. 

“Just tired,” I yawned.  “All of this work has 

been draining.” 

“Let’s get you back to the hotel and then 

you can sleep,” he held out his hand and pulled me 

up from my position. 

 “Sounds good to me,” I sighed.   

The drive back to the hotel was quiet.  

Dallas and I parted ways at our rooms.  He had an 
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adjoining room that we kept the door unlocked 

between the two.  That way, if anything were to 

happen, he had quick access to me.   

Thankfully, since we’d arrived, there had 

been no reporters around.  The shelter was to be 

sworn in secrecy and kept out of the spotlight.  The 

last thing we needed was for word to get out as to 

who owned or funded this shelter.  Everything was 

for the safety of the women who would soon reside 

inside. 

I took my shower and ordered room service.  

Sitting alone in my room, I picked at the food, even 

though I was starving.  I hadn’t heard from Reed 

since this morning and I was missing him terribly.   

Reaching for my phone, I dialed his number 

again, but didn’t get an answer.  I started to text 

Dallas and ask him if he’d heard anything from my 

husband, but a knock on the door made me pause. 

I stood slowly and wondered if maybe the 

guy who brought my food forgot to leave 

something.  Walking over to the door, I raised up 

and peeked through the hole in the door. 

I gasped and jerked the door open.  One leap 

had me in the arms of my husband.  He dropped his 

bags and enveloped me in a fierce hug. 

He pulled back and scowled, “Why did you 

answer to door?  It could’ve been anyone standing 

out here.” 

“I saw you through the peephole,” I said, 

then took his mouth with my own. 

Reed pushed us into the room, after 

reclaiming his bag, and kicked the door closed.  My 

shirt was off in a matter of seconds and his soon 

followed.  We tore at each other’s clothes and 

within a matter of seconds I was pinned to the wall. 
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“Missed you,” he growled and pressed deep 

inside me in one hard thrust.  I mewled like a cat in 

heat with the pleasure I felt as he slid in and out of 

my sex.   

“I’m so glad you’re here,” I moaned.  His 

hands gripped my thighs as he pulled me down to 

meet his demanding need. 

We made it to the bed and I giggled when 

his stubble tickled my neck.  He’d shaved off the 

beard, but now it felt like he was either trying to 

grow it back, or just didn’t bother the last few days.  

He licked below my ear and I felt my sex clench 

around his cock.  “You like that, don’t you?” 

I leaned up and nibbled his strong jaw and 

used my tongue to make a wet path to his mouth, 

where I pressed forward and demanded he open for 

me.  His velvet tongue caressed my lips and I felt 

myself loosen in his hold.   

My body ignited as my orgasm hit with a 

force that should have made me pass out, but did 

not.  Reed pumped himself as deep as he could, 

giving me what I was seeking. 

“Not going to last,” he panted as he pushed 

inside me over and over again.  The brutal thrusts 

only spurring on another round of mind blowing 

pleasure.  I felt him swell inside me and then his 

seed drenched my womb, his possession marking 

me as his own. 

“I’m sorry,” he panted with his forehead 

pressed against mine.  “Been too long.” 

“Reed,” I laughed.  “It’s only been three 

days.” 

“Like I said,” his sexy smile gleamed.  “It’s 

been a long time.” 
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“It’s okay, baby,” I panted while he was still 

semi-erect inside me.  “You’re here, that’s all that 

matters.” 

He pulled me up and after a long hot 

shower, we climbed into the bed and my eyes 

fluttered closed from the exhaustion I’d been 

suffering since I arrived here a few days ago. 

“Tired,” I mumbled and rested my head on 

his massive chest.  He’d turned the television on, 

but kept the volume low so that it wouldn’t bother 

me. 

“Dallas said you’ve been working too hard,” 

he whispered and pushed a strand of hair behind my 

ear.  I may have said something in reply, but I don’t 

remember much, other than a kiss to the top of my 

head, and a long peaceful sleep. 

 

Reed 
 

We had a month left to finish up the shelter 

and then we’d set out on the next tour.  Ash finally 

kicked my ass out of his house and told me to fly to 

see Liana.  My grumpy attitude was bringing 

everyone down, apparently. 

Liana was still asleep in the bed.  Her alarm 

sounded around six in the morning, but she never 

moved to turn it off.  Dallas had texted me and said 

that she’d been at the mansion working diligently to 

get the rooms painted and ready for carpet.  He did 

voice concern at how tired she was every night 

when they arrived back at the hotel.   

The fact that she didn’t even budge this 

morning told me that she needed a break.  Dallas 

knocked softly on the adjoining door and I quickly 
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walked over to pull it open.  Holding my finger up 

to my lips, I slid into his room, but kept the door 

ajar so that I could listen for Liana, in case she 

woke up.  

“I told you she was working too hard,” 

Dallas said pointedly.  “I’ve tried to get her to sleep 

in, but she refuses.  I’m glad you’re here to enforce 

that.” 

“The only reason she hasn’t woken up this 

morning is because she didn’t even hear the alarm 

go off.”  I pulled a chair over so that I had a direct 

line of sight to her on the bed.  Dallas poured a cup 

of coffee and handed it over as he pulled up his own 

chair.  

“Are you going to wake her up,” he asked 

with a raised brow. 

I pinched the bridge of my nose and sighed, 

“If I don’t wake her up she’ll be mad, but she needs 

her sleep.” 

“It’s your call,” Dallas chuckled.  I gave him 

a well-placed one finger salute and turned to see her 

moving around in the bed.  The comforter on the 

bed shifted with her body, and I was about to go 

check on her when she sat straight up in the bed and 

covered her mouth.  Our eyes met, on for a second, 

before she leapt from the bed and made a dash for 

the bathroom. 

“What the hell,” Dallas cursed behind me as 

I followed her into the luxurious bathroom.  She 

was hunched over the toilet trying to empty what 

little she’d eaten the night before.  I grabbed a glass 

and filled it with water, before kneeling down next 

to her on the floor. 

“Here,” I pushed the glass into her hand.  

“Drink this.” 
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“Thank you,” she sighed.  “I have no idea 

what came over me.” 

“Exhaustion,” I scolded.  “You should have 

been resting more.” 

“I know,” she wilted into my side.  After 

handing me the glass, I picked her up and carried 

her back to the bed.  “Reed, I’m fine.  Really, I 

promise.” 

“Are you hungry?” I asked hopefully. 

“Actually,” she held her now empty 

stomach.  “I’d love some toast.” 

Dallas ordered breakfast while Liana and I 

showered.  She yawned several times while I held 

her tight will expressing my concern, “Are you sure 

you’re feeling well?” 

“Yeah,” she yawned again.  “I just think I 

worked a little too hard yesterday.  We painted all 

day, and then I didn’t eat much last night.” 

“Do you feel like going over to the shelter 

today?”  I turned off the shower and grabbed both 

of us some clean towels.  She stepped out ahead of 

me, drying off quickly, and then wrapped her hair 

up in the towel. 

“After I eat, I think I’ll be fine,” she smiled.  

“I’m feeling better now.” 

I watched her eat the toast Dallas had 

ordered.  She even stole a few bites of egg off of my 

plate.  She declined when I offered the whole thing.  

After I made her sit to make sure she didn’t get sick 

again, I finally agreed that she was okay to go work 

at the house, but only for a few hours. 

Concern still rolled through my mind as we 

climbed into the back seat of the SUV.  She took 

my hand, once I was inside, to help her climb up 

into the back of the huge truck.  She took the middle 
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seat so that she could be close to me as I sat behind 

Dallas.  Liana rested her feet up on the seat beside 

her as we drove away from the hotel. 

Thankfully, the paparazzi hadn’t found our 

location yet.  Liana still wore a baseball cap and 

sunglasses just in case she was spotted.  Even 

though she was hiding, she looked amazing.  The 

sudden sickness this morning did nothing to her 

appearance, because she looked radiant as ever.  

She may have even looked better than when she left 

to come up to start work on the shelter. 

Liana started telling me about what was left 

to do.  The two of them had painted all but three of 

the rooms.  The carpet was ordered and set to be 

delivered in three days.  Dallas laughed at how 

much paint Liana had on her skin the first day after 

painting. 

“As of yesterday, I think she finally got the 

hang of using the roller,” he teased.  Liana stuck her 

tongue out at him, but laughed at his teasing. 

Honestly, I couldn’t wait to see what they’d 

done to the place.  Dallas’ security friend had sent a 

crew in on the first day to rewire the place and set 

up cameras all over the property.  Today they’d be 

putting in the secured gate at the entrance.  It would 

be controlled by the house mother that Liana 

planned on hiring. 

“OH! Shit!” Dallas yelled from the front 

seat.  I only had time to glance out the window to 

see that a car had run a red light and was heading 

straight for the SUV.  Instinctively, I turned and 

wrapped my body around Liana’s smaller frame just 

at the other car made impact with our vehicle.   

The window shattered and I covered my 

face to keep the glass from going into my eyes.  It 
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felt like the Escalade was spinning, but only for a 

second before we came to a stop.  Voices called out, 

but I was too dazed to answer.  My first reaction 

was to check on Liana. 

She was staring up at me with eyes open 

wide.  The glass had cut into her forehead, and a 

tiny line of blood dripped down her cheek. 

“Are you okay,” I said roaming my hands 

over her body.  “Oh, God!  Liana, are you hurt 

anywhere?” 

“I’m fine,” she panted.  “I think.  Are you 

okay?” 

“Yes,” I answered.  

“Dallas,” Liana said, looking toward the 

front of the vehicle.  Then she let out a gasp and 

frantically tried to release her seatbelt.  Dallas was 

slumped over the steering wheel, blood splattered 

all over the windshield.  The glass in his door 

window was shattered as well. 

I pushed her down and told her not to move.  

When I climbed between the two front seats, I 

noticed that his head had hit something hard and 

was bleeding badly.  The impact caused his body to 

shift, and it looked like his leg was broken.  

Thankfully he was unconscious so that he didn’t 

feel the pain.   

Sirens wailed in the distance.  People were 

screaming at us from outside the car.  I called out 

and told them not to touch the driver, that he was 

seriously injured.  Liana’s cry tore through my chest 

as her personal bodyguard and close friend was 

mangled up in the front seat. 

The first to arrive was a police officer, who 

came over to assess the damage and radio over to 

the paramedics as to what condition the victims 
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were in.  He told us that we were not to move, until 

help arrived.   

Thankfully, the paramedics and fire 

department made quick work of getting Dallas out 

of the vehicle.  He was the first one transported, and 

Liana and I were escorted over to an awaiting 

ambulance. 

The young man asked a series of questions; 

my age, height, weight, and names.  My side was 

screaming, but I was more worried about Liana. 

“I’m really okay, just a scratch,” she assured 

us. 

“Mrs. Sullivan,” the paramedic began.  “Do 

you feel dizzy?  Nauseous?” 

“No,” she replied while the other medic held 

a gauze to her forehead. 

“How old are you?” 

“Twenty-five,” she replied. 

“Are you on any medications?  Do you have 

any conditions we need to be aware of?” he 

continued. 

“No,” she answered.   

“When was your last period,” he asked.  It 

was a clinical question and nothing for me to growl 

over, and I was proud of myself for not doing so. 

“It’s been six weeks or so, but mine are 

irregular anyway,” she shrugged. 

“I think we need to take you in, just to make 

sure everything is okay.  I’m sure the doctors will 

want a few x-ray’s and head scans.” 

There was nothing more to discuss as we 

were transported to the hospital.  Liana was taken to 

a separate room, but I could see her from my room 

across the hall.  They sent me to radiology for a 

scan, while Liana stayed in her room. 
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Eventually, I was given the all clear and 

crossed the hall to check on her.  We were told that 

Dallas was in bad shape, and needed to have 

surgery to reset his leg.  He did have a slight 

concussion, but would otherwise be okay after a 

few months of healing. 

“Are you cleared to go yet,” I asked. 

“No,” she pouted.  “Nurse said the doctor 

wants to talk to me.” 

“About what,” I scowled.  I’d taken more of 

the impact than she had, and I was fine.  They’d 

already bandaged up the small cut on her head. 

“I have no idea,” she shrugged.  “I really 

hate hospitals.” 

“Me too,” I sighed and took a seat in the 

chair next to the bed. 

We waited for what seemed like hours 

before a doctor came into the room to check on us.   

“Mrs. Sullivan,” he said as a way of 

greeting.  We shook hands with the doctor.  “How 

are you feeling?” 

“Fine,” she sighed.  “It’s just a scratch.”  

She touched the bandage on her head and dropped 

her hands to her lap.  

“I wanted to talk to you before we did an x-

ray.  The paramedics said that your last menstrual 

period was five weeks ago?”  He flipped a page 

over on his clipboard and smiled. 

“Yes,” she swallowed.  “I have problems 

from time to time.  I’d been raped and beaten 

almost two years ago, and as a result, I have some 

scar tissue and irregular cycles.”  Every time she 

admits to someone that she was raped, it tears away 

another part of my soul.   
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“Well,” he looked up from the clipboard.  

“According to our blood work, the test came back 

positive for pregnancy.” 

“What!” We both leaned forward.  He must 

have gotten the wrong results from the lab.  There 

was no way she was pregnant.  None.   

“That’s impossible,” Liana scowled.  “I was 

told I was infertile.” 

“Well,” the doctor laughed.  “God has a way 

of doing things as he sees fit, Mrs. Sullivan.  Our 

records indicate that you are pregnant.  

Congratulations!” 

I sat there staring at the doctor, thinking that 

I hadn’t quite heard him correctly.  Liana was 

pregnant?  How?  What?  

 

Liana 
 

“Pregnant,” I whispered and clutched at my 

flat stomach.  If he was serious, Reed and I had 

done the impossible.  We’d made a baby without 

any help from modern medicine.  There was no 

need to question the doctor.  The blood test couldn’t 

be inaccurate.  Could they?  

Tears streamed down my cheeks and I didn’t 

hold them back.  Reed took my face in his hands 

and tilted my head up until he could see my eyes, 

“Are you hurting?  What’s wrong?  Do you feel 

sick?  Why are you crying?” 

“I’m okay, Reed,” I assured him.  “I’m just 

in shock, and I’m happy.” 

He leaned back in his chair and wiped his 

hand down his face, before turning to the doctor.  
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“She was told that she’d need surgery to repair 

damage.  I’m sorry, doc, but we are just surprised.” 

“Oh I would be too,” he nodded.  “I’d like to 

do an ultrasound, because it sounds like you may 

run the risk of an epitomic pregnancy.  Then, if all 

checks out, I’ll let you go home, but I want you to 

come right back here if you are having any 

headaches or vaginal bleeding.” 

The doctor left with the promise to come 

back with an ultrasound machine.  I stared at my 

hands for the longest time.  It wasn’t until Reed 

climbed on the bed and took me into his arms did I 

begin to cry again. 

“Why are you crying,” he whispered into my 

hair, and then placed his huge hand on my stomach. 

“It’s a miracle,” I cried into his chest.  “I’d 

given up on the idea of ever carrying a child.”  He 

silenced me with a kiss.  I felt our tears mingle 

where our skin touched.   

We were interrupted when the doctor came 

in the room wheeling a machine that must be the 

ultrasound, “Are you ready to see your baby?” 

“Yes,” Reed said, wiping the moisture from 

his eyes.  Standing beside me, Reed held my hand 

firmly while the doctor instructed me on what he 

had to do.   

Reed growled low in his chest when the 

doctor told us that he’d have to do an internal 

ultrasound.  My eyes were wide as he explained that 

that was the only way, this early in the pregnancy, 

that we could check on the baby.  He removed a 

wand from the machine and I closed my eyes at the 

strange discomfort of having this probe inside me.  

When the doctor was satisfied with its awkward 

placement, I opened my eyes and turned toward the 
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screen.  The screen was in black and white, and I 

had no clue what we were looking for.  Eventually, 

the wand stilled and he pointed to the screen. 

“There he, or she, is.  Looks like everything 

is fine in there.  I’d say you are around five to six 

weeks pregnant Mrs. Sullivan.”  He finished taking 

some sort of measurements and finally printed out a 

few pictures for us to take home. 

“He’s the size of a pea,” Reed looked at the 

photos in awe, before handing them to me.  Seeing 

our child caused another round of tears to fall. 

“I’ll have them get your discharge 

paperwork ready.  Mr. Sullivan, I’d like to talk to 

you about your friend,” he smiled and walked out of 

the room, with Reed on his heels. 

I sat up after the nurse handed me something 

to wipe off the gel and then I was left alone to dress.  

I held the tiny photos in my hand and stared at them 

for the longest time.  The smile that broke out on 

my face was one I don’t think anyone had seen in a 

very long time.   

My life with Reed was beginning and the 

trauma of my past floated away with the news we’d 

just received.  We had a child on the way, and I 

suddenly felt my world shift.  It was no longer 

focused on myself, but on this tiny baby inside my 

womb. 

A child that Reed and I had made together 

after all the years of struggle and separation.  

Finally our love proved that anything can thrive 

when you find that one person that truly completes 

you.  The gentle giant I fell in love with, all of those 

years ago, accepted me for who I was and the 

person I thought I was going to be.  
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The door opened and I looked up into my 

husband’s eyes.  All I saw was the depth of love 

he’d harbored for me since the day we met.   

“Dallas is out of surgery,” he swallowed 

hard.  “I called Gabe.” 

“I’m sure he’s on his way here.  How’s 

Dallas?” I asked. 

“He’s going to be okay.  The leg has been 

fixed and he’ll be off of it for awhile before he’ll be 

fit to work, but I’m sure we can manage.” 

“What did my brother say,” I scrunched up 

my nose.  I knew Gabe would be on the next flight 

here, because that’s just the way Gabe was.  He was 

a worrier. 

“Well,” he laughed.  “I tried to hold off until 

we could tell him in person.  He wasn’t fooled, and 

demanded to know what I was hiding.  I finally 

gave in and told him.”  Reed sat on the bed next to 

me and pulled me to his chest. 

“What did he say?” I whispered into his 

shirt.  Reed smelled like home. 

“Your brother cried,” Reed sighed heavily 

and kissed the top of my head. 

“I love you Reed Sullivan,” I said, wrapping 

my arms around him and snuggling deeper into his 

arms. 

“I love you, darlin’.  Always have, and I 

always will,” he replied.   
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Epilogue  
 

8 months later…… 
 

Liana 
 

My due date was getting very close and I 

was so miserable that I’d do just about anything to 

get this child out of me.  The problem with being a 

small woman, whose husband was six and a half 

feet tall and over two hundred pounds of muscle, 

was that the child you made would most likely not 

be petite. 

We’d already been warned that the baby was 

going to be big, and if he didn’t come on his own in 

the next few days, then they would induce labor.  

That was not something I wanted to happen.  My 

mind had been set on going into labor naturally and 

having the excitement of the event.  I didn’t want to 

have some medicine pumped into my body to force 

it to go into labor. 

Currently, I was pacing the living room 

because I couldn’t sleep.  Our son didn’t care much 

for me laying down in the bed.  He seemed to want 

to squirm around and keep me awake at night. 

We’d decided to name him, Hunter 

Alexander Sullivan. It was obvious that the child 

would have deep black hair, but I silently wondered 

what color eyes he’d have.  Would they be blue like 

mine, or the stunning green of his father’s? 

Things haven’t been smooth since I found 

out I was pregnant.  At five months, I went into 

premature labor and thankfully they were able to 

stop our son from being born too early.  We’d been 
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on tour when it happened, and Reed was on stage 

when Dallas rushed me to the emergency room in 

Denver.  The last week of the tour was miserable 

and the fact that I was on bed rest made traveling 

even worse.  Reed wanted to cancel the shows so 

that he could take me home, but after an argument 

from me, he finally accepted the fact that I was 

right.  We needed to finish up the tour before going 

home.  It gave me time to work on the book while 

they performed. 

The book was finished and would be 

released in two months.  Mary and I worked 

diligently on the book from the time we arrived 

home up until two months ago, when I turned in the 

final draft.   

I was given the all clear last week and was 

told that I was allowed to move around freely.  The 

kicker was, I was so huge that getting around was 

now a problem.  Mary complained the last few 

weeks with her pregnancy that she was huge, but I 

had her beat.  My stomach was twice as big as hers 

had been when she delivered Ivy. 

Quietly, I slipped back into the bedroom 

where Reed was sound asleep, he faced my side of 

the bed.  His hand rested softly on my vacated spot.  

When I climbed into the bed, his eyes fluttered open 

and he frowned, “Is he keeping you awake again?” 

“I’m so tired,” I yawned.   

“Come here,” he said, pulling me where I 

was on my side.  Reed pressed his chest against my 

back and rested his hand over our son.  Rubbing my 

belly, I closed my eyes, and let his soft touch lull 

me to sleep.  The baby finally stilled and I was able 

to rest peacefully. 
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When I woke up a few hours later, the 

discomfort returned and I groaned as I sat up in bed.  

Checking the clock, it was after nine in the 

morning.  At least I had a good six hours of sleep 

before the misery returned. 

Reed was in the kitchen with his notebook, 

jotting down lyrics.  It was something he’d been 

doing a lot here lately.  He looked up when I came 

into the kitchen, “You should’ve slept in longer.” 

“I’m fine,” I leaned into his side.  “I needed 

to get up and move around anyway.” 

“Darlin’,” he said, wrapping his arms around 

my expanded waist.  He kissed our son and then 

pressed his lips to mine.  “I’ve been worried about 

you.  Since you came off of bed rest, you’ve been 

even more tired than before.  I really wish you’d at 

least rest on the couch, so I can watch over you.” 

“I could use a lazy day,” I smiled, and 

kissed his chiseled jaw.  

“I’ll fix you something to eat, and you go 

get comfortable on the couch.”   

“I’m not hungry,” I admitted, carefully.  

Reed didn’t like it when I skipped meals since I 

became pregnant.  He cooked whatever I was in the 

mood for and kept me healthy while doing so.  

Today, I really didn’t have the appetite I’d had since 

I became pregnant. 

“You need to eat something,” he growled. 

“Oh, don’t you growl at me Reed Sullivan,” 

I pointed at my stomach.  “He’s big enough!” 

He reached out to me, but I ignored him and 

found my place on the couch.  My fluffy red blanket 

was thrown over the arm of the recliner, and I 

snatched it up, before settling in to rest. 
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I heard my cell phone ring, but I was too 

exhausted to go get it.  Reed appeared with the 

phone stuck to his ear.  He was talking to Gabe and 

it sounded like my brother would be over shortly for 

a visit. 

Gabe had been around a lot lately, although 

our dinners together had shortened.  I had a good 

feeling that he was dating.  At least that’s what I 

overheard him and Kane talking about one day.  It 

seems my brother was a little smitten with a woman 

here in Los Angeles.  I didn’t ask or even push the 

subject with him.  My only hope was that she’d take 

care of him.  It’s about time he had someone for 

himself. 

I laid there in almost a twilight sleep for 

awhile, the discomfort in my abdomen made me 

shift restlessly on the couch.  When I opened my 

eyes, I found Reed sitting in the recliner next to 

where I was laying.  He was watching a hockey 

game, and didn’t even take his eyes off the screen.  

That was, until I started to get up from my 

makeshift bed. 

“Do you need anything,” he asked. 

“Bathroom,” I replied. 

As I finished doing what I needed to do, I 

stood up and felt an odd tightening in my stomach.  

Leaning on the counter, I rubbed the spot at the top 

of my stomach and smiled when Hunter kicked at 

my hand. The boy was restless and his movements 

increased with the pressure on my stomach.   

Deciding that a quick shower would 

probably relax both of us, I reached in and turned 

the knob.  The hot water felt great on my lower 

back as I lathered up a washcloth and scrubbed 

away the tension in my body. 
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The tightening in my stomach returned, a 

little stronger now.  I suddenly realized that I may 

in fact be in the beginnings of labor.  I tried to 

calculate how long it’d been since I woke up with 

the discomfort and realized it’d been around ten 

minutes. 

Excitement coursed through my veins, and I 

hurriedly exited the shower.  Grabbing a towel, I 

dried off and changed into another pair of pajamas.  

If I was going to be in real labor soon, I wanted to 

be as comfortable as possible.  The last thing I 

wanted to do was to be dressed up when I had to go 

to the hospital. 

Reed wasn’t in the living room when I 

returned.  Quickly, I glanced at the clock and laid 

down, waiting on the next contraction to hit.  If this 

was the day we’ve been waiting on, then I’d need 

all of the rest I could get.   

It wasn’t long before he returned with my 

brother.  From the conversation, they were 

discussing something about their damn vehicles.  At 

the moment, I really didn’t care much for any 

chatter. 

The next contraction was a little stronger, 

and the moan that came out of my mouth caused 

both of them to pause.  Reed was the first to move 

toward me.  He dropped to his knees; his hands 

fluttered around my face. 

“What’s wrong,” he said, stroking his hand 

down my hair. 

“I’m having contractions,” I whispered. 

“How far apart,” he demanded.  Looking up 

at Gabe he said, “Call the doctor, please.” 

“Wait,” I said, causing both me to stop.  

“I’m only having them every ten minutes or so, and 
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they are just now getting to where they are a little 

uncomfortable.  Don’t panic, okay.  We have time.” 

Gabe didn’t say anything and went in search 

of the phone.  Reed, being the prepared one, walked 

over to the closet by the door and retrieved the bag 

we’d packed months ago for this day.  He held the 

bag in his hand, but didn’t say anything; the look on 

his face said it all. 

Many emotions played across my husband’s 

face, happiness, worry, love.  My brother’s voice 

echoed from the kitchen and I only caught his side 

of the conversation, but it was just as I’d thought.  

We were to wait a little while longer before coming 

in. 

“Darlin’,” Reed’s voice was closer this time.  

Only then did I realize my eyes were closed and 

he’d moved back to the floor in front of the couch.  

“Are you hurting?” 

“Not really, just the tightness, like before,” I 

whispered, remembering the scare we’d had early 

on in the pregnancy.  “I need all the rest I can get.  I 

just want to close my eyes for a little while…see if I 

can sleep.” 

Reed kissed my temple and then our son.  

“You rest, Gabe and I will take care of you.” 

I nodded and let myself drift into a restful 

sleep. 

 

My eyes flashed open when a pain like I 

haven’t felt squeezed my stomach.  Nausea rolled 

through my body and I sat up quickly in case I 

needed to run to the bathroom. 

“Hey,” Kane said from his perch on the 

coffee table.  I scowled at him, my face pinched in 

pain.  “Am I going to get another baby today?”  
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Kane was practically bouncing where he sat.  I 

shook my head at him and flinched when another 

contraction hit. 

“Kane,” I panted.  “Where’s Reed?” 

“In the shower,” replied and took my hands 

into his. 

“Get him,” I said.  “It’s time to go.  Now.” 

Kane’s eye widened only a second before he 

shot into motion.  His long hair swayed as he ran 

into our bedroom.   

“Gabe,” I called out, and looked up as he 

appeared from the kitchen.  His beautiful face 

looked almost green.  “Come here.  It’s going to be 

okay.” 

“I’m not sure what to do,” he swallowed 

hard.   

“I need you to get my shoes from inside the 

bedroom.  They’re by the door.”  I had to give these 

guys something to do, or they’d all but carry me out 

of the house.  Or faint.  I wasn’t sure. 

“Okay,” my brother said before doing as I 

had asked of him.   

The next contraction was harder, more 

painful.  When Reed found me, I was panting 

heavily, tears filled my eyes.  He started to say 

something, but when I held up my hand, he paused 

until the contraction had subsided. 

“Hey, baby,” he whispered and took my face 

with his.  At the moment, I just wanted to crawl up 

on his chest and let him take away some of the pain. 

“We really need to go,” I begged, because 

the pain was almost too much. 

The ride over to the hospital was filled with 

questions about how I was feeling.  Gabe drove like 

a maniac and we’d probably arrive sooner than I 
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thought was even possible.  Kane was on the phone 

with Ash and Mary telling them that we were 

heading to the hospital. 

Reed had his arms around me, rubbing one 

huge hand over my stomach.  The hand that was 

around my back, rubbed lightly on my arm.  With 

every contraction, Gabe’s foot fell heavier on the 

gas pedal. 

When we arrived at the hospital, Reed and I 

were taken into a room, while my brother and Kane 

were left in the family waiting room.  The nurses 

hooked me up to the machines so that my 

contractions could be monitored as well as the 

baby’s heartbeat. 

 Reed paced the room while I was being 

attended to, and tried to stay out of the way.  Every 

contraction brought with it more and more pain.  By 

the time the doctor arrived, I was a mess. 

“Can she have her epidural now,” Reed 

growled at the doctor.  Reed didn’t like seeing me 

in pain, and at that point, I didn’t care much for it 

either. 

“Actually, yes,” he nodded to a nurse, who 

left the room.  I hoped she was coming with a 

sledgehammer to knock me out for the rest of the 

labor part.  “It could be a few more hours yet, 

Liana.  Your labor is progressing very well, and the 

baby looks fine.  I’ll be back in an hour to check on 

you again.” 

By the time Gabe and Kane were allowed in 

the room, I was an emotional wreck.  Tears 

streamed down my face, and I was cussing them 

with everything I had.  The pain was unbearable and 

I threatened to castrate all of them if they didn’t 

leave me alone.  Reed ignored my anger and kept 
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cold rags on my forehead, and one hand on my 

belly at all times.   

Thirty minutes later, I was resting 

comfortably with the medicine they put into my 

back.  Oh, I could still feel the pressure of the 

contractions, but the pain was finally only a 

memory.   

Ash and Mary showed up, and told us that 

David was staying with Ivy.  Dallas soon came in, 

looking a little worried that he may have missed the 

big day.  Eventually, I was able to close my eyes 

and take a small nap before the doctor came in. 

“Liana,” he said, after he’d violated me 

under the sheet covering my lower half.  “Looks 

like we are almost ready to push.  Maybe another 

thirty minutes.” 

The nurses sent Kane, David, and Ash away, 

but allowed Gabe and I a last minute conversation.  

“You can stay if you want.”  I didn’t care if he 

stayed. 

“I want to,” he admitted shyly.   

Reed nodded his head when I looked up at 

him with pleading eyes.  Gabe was my brother and 

father all rolled up into one amazing package.  I’m 

glad he wanted to be in here to see his nephew born. 

“As long as you stay up here, by my head,” I 

laughed. 

“I’ll be looking at you the whole time,” he 

said, then kissed my forehead.  “You’re doing great, 

sis.” 

“Li,” Mary stroked the sweaty hair back 

from my eyes.  “You can do this.  It’ll be tiring, but 

you can’t stop until he’s out, okay.” 

Mary walked over to get her camera from 

the bag she’d dropped in the chair when she came 
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in, and fiddled with it, before taking a few test shots 

of me, Reed, and Gabe.   

“I love you, darlin’,” Reed said as he kissed 

my lips tenderly. 

“I love you too, Reed.  We did it,” I cried.   

“Yes, we did,” he smiled.   

My heart rate increased when the doctor 

came in with a facemask and this blue gown that 

went over his scrubs.  This was it.  My pregnancy 

was almost over, and I’d soon be holding our 

miracle in my arms. 

Hunter was a miracle that we never thought 

would happen.  After years of struggle for Reed and 

I to be together, and the recent time that I’d 

survived the worst attack to happen to a woman, 

this child was something that Reed and I created out 

of love.  After all of the doctors told us that we’d 

never have children on our own.  We proved them 

wrong, and I couldn’t be happier. 

We were a family. 

Finally. 

   

 

The End 
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