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Disclaimer: 

 

This book is a work of fiction.  Any resemblance to 

any person, living or dead is purely coincidental.  The 

names of people, places, things, songs, bands are all 

created from the author’s mind and are only used for 

entertainment.  Any mention of a song, or band, in the 

book, has been given proper credit for use. 

 
This book is for adults only due to content. 
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Prologue 

 

Gabe 

 

Remembering  

 
Never in my life have I ever been so fucking 

scared.  She was there, in a hospital bed, almost dead 

from the hands of a rapist.  Her face was 

unrecognizable.  My sister, my sweet, darling, baby 

sister, had taken the wrath of the fucker who was after 

Mary. 

I didn’t send protection to watch over her when 

we knew someone was out to hurt our family, our Glory 

Days family.  Yes, Mary had fallen into our lives and 

stolen each and every one of our hearts.  She was the 

intended target, but my sister was the message. 

I promised mom, I fucking promised her, that I 

would take care of Liana.  And I failed.  I failed the two 

women who’d been in my charge to take care of since 

the day my mother kicked our sorry ass father out of the 

house.  He’d been caught doing things to little girls at 

the library he worked at as a janitor.   

My mom’s only worry was that he’d done 

something to her, Liana.  I was still young when she 

kicked him out, but she told me the truth as I got older.  

It was a heavy weight for her to bear alone and I think 

she needed someone to confide in. 

Over the years, we’ve watched Liana, looking 

for any signs that he’d hurt her.  The doctors assured my 

mom that Liana still retained her virginity, but he 

could’ve touched her in other ways.  She was so young 

then.  She doesn’t remember. 

Nothing. 



9 

 

Not once have we seen any signs of him hurting 

her.  I breathe a sigh of relief every time I lay eyes on 

her now.  Married to Reed, holding their beautiful son, 

my nephew.  Yes, Liana’s okay.   

She has Reed now.  I used to hate him, worried 

that he’d hurt her emotionally.  He was too good of a 

man to hurt her physically.  Do you know how many 

boys I ran off in high school?  How many since then? 

Overprotective big brother is right.  The images of 

someone laying a hand on her brought a feral rage to 

my system.   

No woman should be harmed…ever.  Regardless 

of age.  A child should be raised with loving parents, not 

ones who prey upon their innocence.  Women are to be 

cherished.  They are the ones that bring life into this 

world.  They are so strong, stronger than us men.  The 

things their bodies do to change- just to bring one life 

into the world- is a miracle I will never understand.   

Mom left us with nothing.  I didn’t blame her for 

that.  She did what she could to help us, but the cancer 

was stronger.  If it wasn’t for Ash and the band, I don’t 

know where we’d be today.  I cringed at remembering 

the thought of us having to live hand to mouth, on the 

streets of L.A.  Yeah, we’d both be dead by now. 

I am thankful for what I have accomplished.  I 

am thankful for my mother who raised me to not be like 

him.  No, I am nothing like him. 

I just wished I was stronger.  I wished I was 

smarter, so that I could’ve sent security to stay and 

watch over her.   

“She will need you, Gabriel,” mom whispered, 

as she struggled for breath.  The breast cancer had 

spread.  It was in her lungs, her ovaries, her stomach, 

and so many places that there was nothing that could be 

done.  She was so sick. 

“I know, ma,” I cried softly.  “I promise.  I 

promise I will take care of her.  No one will hurt her.  I 

swear to you.” 
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“You are such a brave boy, my son,” she 

reached up with shaky, bone-like fingers.  Her color was 

ghostly pale, her lips held no color and the life had 

already drained from her body.   

“I love you, ma,” I kissed her on the forehead.  

She was so cold and fragile. 

“Don’t forget, Gabriel.  Liana will need you.  

Take care of her and yourself.  Find happiness my 

beautiful son.  When you find the woman you will love 

for eternity, tell her…,” she gasped for air. 

“Ma,” I started, but she shook her head to 

continue. 

“No, Gabriel,” she whispered.  I had to lean 

down close to her ear to hear what she had to say.  “Tell 

the woman of your dreams that you love her.  

Every…day, Gabriel.  Love her and take care of her, 

because she will need you too.” 

“I will, ma,” I promised.  “Ma………….no!” 
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Chapter 1 

  

Gabe 

 
Everyone was off with their wives and here I 

was…alone.   

Ever since Liana, my beloved sister, had been 

violated by that monster, I hadn’t been myself. The 

spunk that used to power me died when she was hurt.  In 

her worst times, she found love with my best friend and 

Glory Days bassist, Reed Sullivan.  When I wasn’t 

enough to heal her, Reed stepped up to the plate and did 

the unthinkable.  He loved her enough to bring her out of 

the shadows, away from her demons. 

She didn’t need me anymore.  Liana had Reed. 

All I’d ever known was to take care of her, no 

matter where I was in the world.  Liana had always been 

my top priority, even over Glory Days.  I’d promised our 

mother, on her deathbed, that I would let no harm come 

to my little sister.  I’d failed the two women in my life.  

My sister when she was attacked and the simple promise 

to my mother. 

I inherited my nurturing side from her.  We 

didn’t have much growing up, but we were loved 

nonetheless.  When we found out she was dying, I 

stepped up and took over.  I became the man of the 

house before I was even old enough to drink.   

Finding Ash and Glory Days, was my way out 

of the slums, out of poverty.  Those first few years, we 

busted our asses to get noticed and it wasn’t long before 

we were signed.  My mother died before we’d hit 

number one on the charts.  It was hard, but I knew, 

somehow, that she was looking down on me and smiling 

happily at my success. 

I used my portion of the money we made to buy 

Liana a place away from the poor area we grew up in.  

She went to college and moved to Phoenix, Arizona, 
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where she lived up until a couple of years ago when she 

fell in love with Reed. 

I made it my life’s mission to provide for my 

little sister, pay for her college, and to protect her.  She 

needed me and now…she had overcome so much pain 

and anguish to get where she was with Reed.   

I also paid Eric a ton of fucking money to keep 

tabs on my father.  Yeah, I hadn’t seen him since I was a 

small boy, but I knew exactly where the son of a bitch 

was.  Didn’t matter anyway, we didn’t need him.  We 

didn’t want him.  After being let out of jail – too soon if 

you ask me – for molesting those little girls, Kevin 

Miller was working construction in a tiny community in 

the panhandle of Florida.  He never had attempted to 

contact me, or Liana, and I wanted to keep it that way.  

I was on my own – for once in my life – and I 

was clueless as to what to do with myself.  I was too 

damn old and too much of a public figure to party.  The 

paparazzi were always watching us, waiting for one of 

us to slip up.  We were smart, not giving them any 

reasons to put us on the front page of any magazines.   

Now, I was just alone and pathetic.  I came to 

this place because it was secluded and the photographers 

couldn’t get within a hundred feet of the place.  The 

windows were tinted, where one could see out, but no 

one could see inside.  The food was amazing and so was 

the view.   

A beautiful view that I had the pleasure of 

meeting once, but never had the balls to ask her out.  I 

found myself remembering her in my sleep, imagining 

things that would probably get me arrested, but damn, I 

couldn’t get the memory out of my head. 

Infatuated. 

Yeah, that’s what I was.  Totally infatuated with 

the owner of the restaurant I was currently sitting in.  

Cordeau’s was owned by the amazingly beautiful 

Brooklyn Cordeau.  Cajun French cuisine that was made 

with a spin, since it was located in Los Angeles.   
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I’d only met her about a year ago, when the 

place first opened.  She’d been at the door on opening 

night.  I’d heard about the grand opening and decided to 

stop in, because I was pathetic and had nothing else to 

do.  Why I came in here every chance I could, I still had 

no idea. 

Well, I did have an idea.  The woman with the 

long brown hair and big brown eyes mesmerized me 

more than any woman I’d ever laid eyes on.  She looked 

to be a little older than myself, but not by much.  I’d 

recently turned twenty-nine and the sexy chef couldn’t 

be older than thirty. 

She was the most beautiful woman I’d ever laid 

my eyes on.  She was from New Orleans and the Cajun 

twang to her voice sent the blood straight from my head 

to my dick.  Her curves, yeah well, I could write a 

million number one hits to her body alone.   

“Mr. Miller,” my waiter, Thomas, said as he 

approached my secluded table, a white cloth was draped 

over his arm.  “So nice to see you again.”  The man was 

tall and very well dressed.  His dark skin and Cajun 

accent told me that he wasn’t from Los Angeles, either. 

“Thank you,” I replied and set my menu down, 

thankful my waist was under the white tablecloth.  Just 

thinking about her caused me to sport a rock hard 

evidence I didn’t want anyone to see, except her. 

“What will you be having today,” he inquired. 

“Same as usual,” I smiled and raised a 

questioning eyebrow.  “Any chance that Ms. Cordeau is 

available for a moment?” 

“I’ll be happy to extend the invite to the lady,” 

Thomas smiled. 

Maybe this time she’d be willing to at least let 

me introduce myself.  Honestly, I just wanted to hear her 

amazing accent up close, see her plush lips part in a 

heated sigh.  I didn’t know if I’d be able to touch her, 

even for a handshake.  The idea caused my body to 

tremble like a crazed fan.  I had to tamp down the 
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overwhelming urge to barge into the kitchen and demand 

her presence. 

I was toast.  This woman got under my skin.  

Hell, I didn’t even really know her in person.  My 

fantasies formed her in my mind.  Long days and nights 

on the road would make a man do that.  There were 

plenty of empty hours to get lost in your own, wicked 

thoughts. 

I checked my phone as I waited for Thomas to 

bring my wine and gumbo.  Kane had texted me, saying 

that we were going to postpone tomorrows writing 

session, because Delilah was sick and he didn’t want to 

leave her side until she was better. 

That man had changed in the last year, for the 

better.  Delilah had taken our best friend, straightened 

him out and brought together his family.  Now, he was 

expecting twins!  His anxiety was all but vanished from 

his existence.  It took fear of losing the love of his life to 

snap something in his brain, making him right for once.   

I stifled a laugh, because Kane Maddox wasn’t 

completely right, on a normal day.  His anxiety had 

changed directions, though.  Now, he was an 

overprotective father-to-be, but at least he was focused 

on his future.  I still made fun of him for fainting, not 

once, but twice!  I had no idea how he’s going to handle 

the delivery, when that time came. 

“Ms. Cordeau asked me to advise you that she 

will be out shortly,” Thomas winked. 

“Thank you,” I jerked upright in my chair.  She 

was going to join me.  Deep breath, Gabe. 

I had one shot at impressing her.  If I fucked this 

up, there was no way in hell I’d ever forgive myself.  

There was just something about her that screamed she 

needed to be mine. 
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Brooklyn 

 
“Brook,” my head waiter Thomas smiled as he 

peeked around the corner where I was stationed in the 

kitchen.  “Your sexy-as-fuck guitarist is here.” 

My face flushed red and heat pooled between 

my legs.  That “sexy-as-fuck guitarist”, Gabe Miller, 

was in my restaurant every time he was in town.  I’d 

denied meeting him for a second time since opening the 

restaurant, because…well, look at him!  That man was 

tall and muscular, but not overly bulky.  His black hair 

was cut short in the back, but his bangs were long and 

covered the most bluest of blue eyes.  I’d dreamt of 

those eyes, the ones that were so sexy they should be 

illegal.  Tattoos adorned his arms and that man’s ass 

could fill out a pair of leather pants like they were 

custom tailored for him.  His lips were always in a 

perfect pout and he didn’t even have to try to look like a 

sex god.  It just came naturally. 

I couldn’t hide from him forever.  We’d had a 

small introduction on opening night, back a year ago.  

I’d been so overwhelmed by him, that I used some lame 

excuse and got away from him as soon as possible.  

Third time must be the charm, because I couldn’t put 

him off again. 

Gabe Miller had a presence about him that made 

everyone in the room notice him walk through the door.  

He looked one thousand percent rockstar and he worked 

that look like a damn supermodel.  He was also an idol 

of mine, being as I played guitar a very long time ago as 

a job.  Now, I only picked it up when I had a chance, 

which wasn’t very often.  He was here and asking me to 

come to his table, again.  It was one of the hardest things 

I’d ever done.  It was time to pull up my big girl panties 

and go out there to have a decent conversation with the 

most famous guitar god that ever lived. 

As I cleared the service entrance to the kitchen, 

the dining room was full, but my eyes landed on 
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him…his profile, because he was half-turned away from 

where I was standing.  I watched as Gabe Miller held a 

glass of red wine up to his full lips and tilted the liquid 

back, just enough to allow a small amount to touch his 

tongue.   

My knees vibrated and it was difficult, but I 

walked forward.  My head was held high as people 

greeted me when I passed.  He still hadn’t noticed that I 

was coming toward him.  I was glad for the moment to 

study him before our eyes met. 

I was only a few feet away when he turned his 

head as if he sensed my presence, a breathtaking smile lit 

up the corner of his mouth.  He’d brushed his bangs off 

to one side and his face was finally in full view.  As I 

approached, he set his napkin on the table and rose to his 

full height.  

He wasn’t the tallest man I’d ever met, but he 

still towered over me.  The top of my head was level 

with the top of his shoulders.  He was dressed nice, for 

the visit to my restaurant.  The sexy rockstar had paired 

his tight, black leather pants with an untucked, pale 

yellow button down dress shirt.  The yellow was so pale 

that it looked white, the sleeves were rolled up to his 

elbows.  On his feet, he wore a pair of laced up leather 

boots.  My mouth watered and I had to swallow down 

my need to drool as I held out my hand. 

“Mr. Miller,” I rasped.  Damn! Did my voice 

just have to do that?  I sounded like a lusty tramp.  

“Thank you for coming tonight.  It’s my pleasure to have 

you here.” 

“Thank you,” he smiled.  The blue in his eyes 

sparkled and I locked my knees in place to keep from 

falling.  When he touched my hand, it was like a raging 

fire burned through my veins and into all of the places 

my body wanted him to possess.  My nipples beaded in 

my bra and my sex pulsed with the idea of him ravishing 

my body.  “Would you like to join me?” 
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“Actually,” I paused, the look on his face broke 

me.  He looked like I was about to tell him I killed his 

puppy or something.  “I’d love to sit with you.” 

“Thank you, Ms. Cordeau,” he said, coming 

around to pull my chair back so that I could take the seat 

to his right.  The boy had manners.  That was for sure!  

Definite points in his favor.  

“Please,” I laughed.  “Call me Brooklyn.” 

“Brooklyn,” he smiled, my name fell from his 

lips like velvet and a promise.  What that promise was, I 

was afraid to find out.  Being Gabe Miller, he was more 

than likely used to getting whatever girl he wanted.  For 

the tiniest of seconds, I wanted to pretend that the 

sensual way he said my name meant that he was thinking 

of me, on a deeper level. 

Get a grip, Brook! 

Gabe Miller was not my type, anymore.  Long 

gone were my days of rock and roll.  I was already thirty 

and it was time to be an actual adult.  I had bills to pay 

and partying was out of the question.  It had been for the 

past ten years. 

Thomas swooped in and brought me a glass of 

wine, along with two bowls of gumbo.  Thomas was my 

life saver on most nights.  I’d had him around for so long 

that the man knew my thoughts before I actually had 

them in my own head. 

“So,” Gabe began, bringing me back from my 

rambling mind.  “How long have you been a chef?”  

“Oh,” I cleared my throat.  My body leaned 

forward as a response to his deep voice, like a damn 

moth to an open flame.  “My mother taught me to cook 

when I was just a little girl and I never went to school to 

learn.  I found that I liked it and was pretty good at it.  

Plus, my friends basically told me I was wasting my 

talent at home and should open a restaurant.  It wasn’t 

until a few years ago that I took the plunge and opened 

this place.” 
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“You are an amazing cook,” he smiled and took 

a sip of his wine.  His full lips pressed against the glass 

and my legs tightened underneath the tablecloth.   

“Thank you,” I blushed.  “It was the best 

decision I ever made.” 

“I agree with your friends,” he nodded.  “True 

natural talent is hard to find nowadays.” 

“You’re pretty talented yourself,” I blushed.  

Damn, why did I say that?  Can I just stand up and beat 

my head against the wall now?  Please? 

“So you listen to us,” he smiled, a little smugly.  

Just a lift to the corner of his beautiful lips.  When he 

smiled, the corner of his eye - that I could see from his 

bangs - crinkled in the most adorable way.  Hell, not 

adorable!  There was nothing but sexy, rockstar rolling 

off of this man.  He was…perfect, handsome.  Desirable.  

“Actually,” I nodded.  If I was going to blurt 

stuff out, might as well be honest.  At least that’s what 

momma always said.  “I used to play guitar.” 

“You did?” his eyebrows rose in wonder.  “Why 

did you quit playing?”  His expression changed from 

seriousness to complete excitement at my mentioning of 

the guitar.  I guessed that if he started talking about 

cooking Cajun food, I would’ve had the same reaction.  

This was Gabriel’s element.  Why did I just call him 

Gabriel?  Is that his full name?  He looked more like a 

Gabriel than a Gabe. 

“Long story,” I shrugged.  “Just got older, more 

responsibilities.  Now, I have this place.  There really 

isn’t enough time.” 

“Well,” he raised an eyebrow at me.  “You 

should play.  It helps you get away from it all, every now 

and then.” 

“True,” I smiled, remembering the times I was 

on stage, playing with my little band.  It did take away 

the worries, the stress.  When I played, it was…my safe 

place.  My happy place.  Until my life had taken an 

unexpected turn. 
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“Hey,” he said, bringing me back from my past.  

“I would like for you to come see us at Rosie’s this 

weekend.  We are playing there, kind of getting back to 

our roots.  Will you be my guest?” 

“Oh,” I blushed.  “I couldn’t.” 

“Please,” he pouted.  He looked so hurt at my 

words, it make my heart clench.  I wanted to stroke the 

long, black hair that had fallen over his beautiful eyes so 

that I could look into them fully.  Why did he hide them 

from the world? 

“I…yes,” I nodded.  “Sure, I’ll be there.”   

“Good,” he smiled.  It was beautiful…he was 

beautiful.  “I’ll put your name on the guest list.  Just give 

them your name at the door.” 

“Thank you,” I laughed.  “I haven’t been to a 

concert in a while.  I don’t get out much.” 

“You’ll have fun,” he assured me and I believed 

him.  

“Ms. Brooklyn,” Thomas said from my side.  “I 

hate to intrude, but you are needed in the kitchen.” 

“I’ll be right there,” I nodded toward my friend.  

“Gabe, it was a pleasure to finally meet you.” 

“The pleasure was all mine,” Gabe smiled and 

stood up from his seat, holding his hand out to help me 

out of mine.  I had to lock my knees together to keep 

from swooning and losing my balance.  He really was a 

gentleman.  “I’ll see you Saturday, Brooklyn.” 

“Thank you, Gabriel,” I purred.  His hand 

squeezed my fingers when I said his full name.  If his 

name wasn’t Gabriel, I was sure he would’ve said 

something to correct me.  But he didn’t.   

The fire that bled off of his skin and into mine 

was full of promise and unbridled passion.  When he 

lifted the back of my hand to his lips, as a silent 

goodbye, I smiled so hard that my face hurt.  His 

lips…they were soft against my skin.  His hands were 

calloused from years of playing the guitar, but the two 
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sensations together were more appealing than I ever 

thought they could be.     

I suddenly couldn’t wait for Saturday night. 

Once I handled the panic stricken chef in the 

kitchen, I returned to the dining area and felt a loss at 

Gabe’s table being empty.  I saw Thomas clearing the 

dishes and wine glasses when he picked up a card.  He 

smiled to himself and looked up toward the kitchen.  The 

slight wink told me that Gabe had left something 

personal.   

Automatically, my feet were moving in the 

direction, my curiosity getting the better of me.  “What 

did he leave?” 

“Here,” Thomas laughed, handing me a small 

business card.  It was his own personal one, with his e-

mail address and a P.O. Box.  The name Glory Days was 

across the top and his name was in smaller letters just 

under the band’s name.  I turned the card over and 

smiled when it read: 

 

The gumbo was delicious, but the company was 

even better. 

Thank you! 

 

Below was a phone number…his number!  

Followed by: 

 

If you ever just want to pick up the guitar again. 

 

Was he telling me we could play together?  

Holy…freaking…shit!  Gabe Miller, the number one 

guitarist in the world, wanted to give me lessons?  

If the dining room was empty and the place was 

closed, I would’ve squealed like a little kid!  I had to 

compose myself until I returned to the back room. 

Leaning on the wall in the kitchen, I ignored the raised 

eyebrows of my employees and clutched the card to my 

chest, smiling like a damn fool. 
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The night soon came to an end.  I left the 

restaurant in the hands of my crew and headed home.  It 

was still early and he was probably still awake.  So, I 

hoped that I had a few minutes to spare and he wasn’t 

already asleep, before I had to curl up in the bed. 

I was still smiling like a fool when I reached my 

little townhouse, not far from Cordeau’s.  The lights 

were still on, so I bound up to the door with a smile on 

my face. 

“Honey, I’m home!” I said as I opened the door.   
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Chapter 2 

 

Brooklyn 

 

“Mom,” my son exclaimed.  “What are you 

doing home so early?” 

“Decided to come home and see my little man,” 

I laughed at his scowl. 

“I’m not a little man anymore,” he rolled his 

eyes. 

“You may be ten years old, but you are still a 

little man,” I stated proudly. 

“You are so not cool, mom,” he shook his head 

and resumed playing his game on the PlayStation. 

“You’ve been around your Uncle Chase too 

much,” I frowned.  It really wasn’t that bad.  I just 

enjoyed teasing him.  The only male role model he had 

was my brother, who was in town about four or five 

times a year.  Thomas came by occasionally and hung 

out with us.  They got along well, but Thomas didn’t do 

many guy things.  So, hanging out and watching a movie 

was about the extent of his time spent at my home. 

My brother still lived in New Orleans.  It was 

home a long time ago, but I couldn’t go back.  Not 

after…no, I couldn’t go back to that place.  It still 

haunted me after all this time.  That was where I lost my 

career as a musician.  It was there that my life was 

turned on its head.   

But I wouldn’t give up my son, my little man, 

for anything in the world.  He was mine and solely mine.  

His genetic makeup didn’t matter.  Ethan Michael 

Cordeau was my flesh and blood.  I made sure of that 

when his birth certificate was declared by the state of 

California.   

“Brook,” my mom called, bringing me back 

from the nightmares of my past.  “It’s early.  Is 

everything okay?” 
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“Yeah,” nodded.  “It’s fine.  Just wanted to 

come home a little early and get him into bed.  School 

starts tomorrow.”  I made sure to say the words loud 

enough to be heard.  I laughed when Ethan growled his 

disapproval in my general direction. 

“He’s all ready for bed,” my mother smiled at 

him.  She was head over heels in love with him from the 

day he came into this world.  Thelma Ray Cordeau was 

my life saver in so many ways.  She stood behind me, 

packed all of her belongings to move across the country, 

and helped her healing, recently pregnant daughter run 

from her demons.  

“Thanks, ma,” I smiled.  

“Anytime, sweetheart,” she smiled.  

“Come on, boo,” I announced.  “Let’s get you to 

bed.” 

He put up a fuss, but eventually slipped into his 

room.  He was asleep in no time at all.   

Once back, I thought about how I was going to 

tell my mom about the offer to go see Glory Days at 

Rosie’s on Saturday.  Moreover, seeing Gabe Miller.  

Was it a date?  He said he’d put my name on the guest 

list.  I’m not sure if I wanted to take someone with me.  

I’d have to go alone.  A shiver rolled up my spine.  I 

didn’t do alone very well. 

“What has your hair all in a ruffle, lady?” my 

mom asked, reaching up to tuck a stray strand of hair 

behind my ear.  It was a motherly gesture that I used to 

hate when I was a kid, but totally understood it better 

now. 

“I got asked out on a date,” I blushed.  “Sort of.” 

“What do you mean by ‘sort of’,” she asked, 

smiling with joy at the prospect of me having a date.  

They had been very few and far between since Ethan 

came into my life.  No man wanted the baggage of 

another man’s child.  Or a single mom who works more 

than she’s home.  I’d resigned myself a few years ago 

that I would probably die an old maid. 
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“The guitarist for a really big rock band asked 

me to come see them perform at a local place close to 

here,” I admitted.  My mom sat silent for a long time.  I 

wanted to scream at her to say something, but she just 

pursed her lips and eyed me warily. 

“Does he know?” she asked, worried. 

“No,” I admitted with a shake of my head.  “I 

just met him tonight, at the restaurant.” 

“You really need to get out,” she pointed out.  

Indecision marred her features which most likely 

mimicked my own.  She was weighting the good and the 

bad.   

“I know,” I replied, biting the end of my index 

finger.  It was something I did when I was nervous.  She 

could tell. 

“Do you like the guy?” she ask.  It’s going to be 

a string of questions.  I’m thirty years old for Christ’s 

sakes!   

“Well, seeing as I just met the guy,” I paused.  

“I’m not sure.” 

“Are you attracted to him?” she smiled. 

“Momma!” I scolded. 

“Well?” she pushed. 

“Yes,” I blushed.  “He’s very easy on the eyes 

and he’s polite.  He also plays guitar.” 

“Oh,” she smiled.  I could see the plan working 

in her head, but she spoke it aloud.  “I wish you’d play 

more.  Why don’t you go?  You need a girl’s night out.  

I’ll watch Ethan.” 

“You think I should?” I asked, ignoring her 

guitar playing statement. 

“You should,” she smiled again and this time it 

was almost face splitting. 

“…Ok,” I resigned.   

“Good,” she pushed me toward my room.  “Go, 

sleep. I’ll be back tomorrow before you leave for work.” 
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“Thanks ma,” I grabbed her and hugged her 

tightly.  The smile I produced was hidden behind her 

back.  

 

 

Gabe 

 

“Why are you smiling like a fool?” Reed teased.  

We were currently at Rosie’s sitting in the green room, 

taking a minute to ourselves, before the doors opened at 

seven. 

“I…ah,” I blushed.  “Yeah, I invited someone.” 

“Someone?” Ash asked with a raised brow.  

“Someone, female?” 

“The chef?” Kane laughed around a piece of 

pizza. 

“The…who?” Reed smiled.  “A chef?” 

“Well,” Ash laughed as he stretched his back on 

the chair he was currently planted in.  “At least you 

won’t starve.” 

“Funny,” I scowled.  “I don’t even know if she’s 

going to show up.  I asked her to come and gave her my 

number, but I haven’t heard from her.” 

I’d left my phone number, which I never do, 

ever.  I sent a formal invitation to the restaurant 

yesterday, hoping that would impress her.  I’d asked her 

to please join us for the show and to text me if she had 

time to stay after for a few drinks.  I still hadn’t heard 

from her and the doors had just opened.  I was a basket 

full of nerves.  There was just something sweet, innocent 

about her.  I wanted her, but I needed to take it slow. 

“Come on Romeo,” Ash said, standing up to his 

full height.  The man was my best friend and a kick ass 

front man.  Without his guidance, we wouldn’t be where 

we were today.  “I need to warm up.” 

I grabbed my acoustic guitar by the door and 

started playing his and Mary’s song, “My Angel Mine”.  

Ash smiled at his song that he wrote for the woman he 
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loved beyond anything else in this world.  She was 

somewhere in the building with Liana and Delilah.  

As he sang, I closed my eyes and played the 

song…thinking of her. 

Brooklyn Cordeau was beautiful, stunning.  Her 

chestnut brown hair was pulled back into a simple 

ponytail the other night, but when I had first met her, the 

locks flowed freely down to her waist.  She was rounded 

in the prefect areas and the bad boy in me wanted to test 

her softness under my calloused fingers.  The man in me 

wanted to worship her body under candlelight.  Either 

way, I wanted Brooklyn Cordeau in my bed.   

I felt my phone vibrate in my pocket.  Ash 

scowled at me as I stopped playing and fumbled for my 

phone.  My hands shook causing me to almost drop the 

damn thing. 

“Is it from your girl?” he asked, peering over my 

shoulder.  I jerked the phone away from his prying eyes. 

 

Hey, it’s Brooklyn.  I’m here. 

 

“Oh shit!” I jumped from my seat.  “She’s 

here!” 

“Who’s here?” Delilah said from the door.  Her 

eyes sparkled with amusement, because she knew I was 

pursuing this girl.   

I held up my hand for them to hang on.  

 

Wonderful!  Your name is at the red rope for the 

upstairs bar.  It’s private.  I’ll meet you there after the 

show. 

  

It didn’t take long before I got a response.  That 

was a good sign that she was here.  Right?   

 

Okay, Gabriel.   

 

“Who the hell is it?” Reed pushed. 
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“Her,” I gasped.  “Oh my God, I’m going to 

puke.” 

“Seriously?” Ash laughed.  He grabbed a bottle 

of water out of the cooler and tossed it at my head.  The 

sounds of the second band starting their set drowned out 

most of the chatter in my head long enough for me to 

catch the bottle before it bounced off my face.   

“Man,” I shook my head.  “She’s 

just…beautiful.” 

“We want to meet her,” Kane said as he took his 

wife into his arms.  He kissed the small bump on her 

belly, holding their twins.   

“Oh, hell no,” I waved my hands out in front of 

me.  “You’ll run her off!” 

“No we won’t,” Kane scoffed.  “I just want to 

know when she sees my name tattooed on your ass.” 

“Geez,” I mumbled and rolled my eyes.  “I 

really need to get that covered up.” 

Everyone laughed at the damn tattoo Kane has 

tricked me into after a night of heavy drinking at 

Rosie’s.  I tried to hit on this girl.  Kane bet me she 

didn’t know who we were, but I disagreed.  I still 

thought it was a set up.  The night ended with both of us 

stumbling out of the tattoo parlor at three in the morning.  

It wasn’t my best night.  Now, I had his name tattooed 

on my ass, just below my waist.   

Liana entered the room and Reed immediately 

took her into his arms.  He laughed silently into her hair.  

I knew when he mentioned what we were talking about, 

by the thin set of my sister’s lips.  She didn’t think it was 

very funny. 

“You really need to get that covered up,” she 

scolded. 

“I know,” I sighed.   

“Gabe invited a girl,” Kane announced to my 

sister…who froze.  Her eyes narrowed, but thankfully, 

Reed squeezed her tight against his side.  She took a 

deep breath and relaxed slightly. 
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“Thanks, asshole,” I growled.  Kane shrugged, 

but not before Delilah hit him in the stomach. 

“Who is she?” Liana asked.  No, it was more of 

a demand than a question.  Fuck!  She was just as 

protective over me as I was of her. 

“A girl,” I answered.  “It’s really nothing, guys.  

Really!  Geez, I just asked her to come to the show and 

maybe have a drink afterward.  It’s nothing.” 

“What’s her name?” my sister continued.  Her 

voice gave away nothing as to how she felt about it. 

“Brooklyn,” I answered. 

“Brooklyn who?” she replied, quickly. 

“She owns a restaurant here in town, 

Cordeau’s,” I sighed, heavily. 

“Brooklyn Cordeau,” Delilah gasped, her eyes 

wide. 

“Yeah,” I looked at her in shock.  “Do you know 

her?” 

“I know someone with that name.  What does 

she look like?” she asked. 

“Long brown hair,” I said.  “She’s not from 

around here.  She’s from New Orleans.” 

“Oh my God,” Delilah gasped.  

“What?” I raised my brows.  Delilah’s shock 

worried me.  “How do you know her?” 

“Um,” she mumbled.  

“D,” Kane growled.  “What is it, kitten?  Is she 

crazy or something?” 

“Tell me,” Liana growled, protectively.  

“No, no!  It’s nothing like that.  I’m just in 

shock,” she sighed. 

“What the hell is going on?  What aren’t you 

telling me?” I demanded. 

“I know her,” she swallowed.  A hint of sadness 

crossed her face, but was quickly wiped away.  “Gabe, 

she was the guitarist for Deadly Doves.  I haven’t seen 

her in a long time.  It’s just a shock that she’s here.  

Wow!” 
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“Should I be worried?” Liana barked, causing 

me to spin and gape at my sister. She shouldn’t be acting 

like this.   

“No,” Delilah shook her head.  “Not at all.  Um, 

Gabe?  How long have you known Brooklyn?”  Her 

question puzzled me. 

“Not long,” I answered.  “We officially just met.  

I go to eat at Cordeau’s a lot and asked her out this 

week.  She came to my table and we talked for a bit, but 

that’s it.” 

“Good,” Delilah smiled.  “That’s good, Gabe.  

You’ll like her.  She really is sweet.” 

“Sweet?” Liana asked, pinning Delilah with a 

hard stare.  “Are you sure?” 

“Yes,” Delilah nodded.  “Maybe I will go find 

her and say hello.  It’s been about ten or eleven years 

since I saw her.” 

 Delilah knew something.  I felt it in my gut.  

She didn’t say anything in front of Liana, thankfully.   

“Come on, lover boy,” Kane punched my arm.  

“Let’s go impress your lady.” 

Oh, hell!  Now, I had to go on stage and perform 

in front of her.  She used to be in a band that Delilah 

worked with.  Brooklyn told me she played guitar, but 

she didn’t tell me she was in Deadly Doves.  Was she 

that bad?  No, I couldn’t see Brooklyn failing at that.  

She was too talented a person.  Whatever Delilah knew, 

I had to find out.  I didn’t think it was a bad thing, but it 

was something.  Something I wanted to find out. 

The beautiful Brooklyn Cordeau called to me on 

a level I’d never experienced.  My chest ached after she 

walked away from me the other night.  It was like a part 

of me left when she did.  This was so wrong!  I shouldn’t 

be infatuated with a women I didn’t even know!   

But truth was…yes, I was totally head over heels 

lusting over her. 

I was so screwed. 
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Chapter 3 

 

Brooklyn 

 

“Brooklyn,” a voice called behind me.  I was in 

the balcony at Rosie’s overlooking the mass of people in 

the crowd.  The place was at its limit of capacity.  I 

turned quickly at the sound and my eyes blinked, 

because standing there was a friend.  A dear friend of my 

past. 

“Delilah,” I gasped.  

“It is you,” she sighed and grabbed me up into a 

hug.  “Oh, Brook.  It’s so good to see you!” 

“What are you doing here?” I asked.  “I’m sorry.  

I’m just shocked to see you.  Oh!”  When I hugged her, I 

felt the press of her rounded stomach. Delilah was 

pregnant. 

“Yes,” she blushed, resting her hand on her 

stomach.  “I’m pregnant!” 

“Wow,” I smiled.  “Congrats!” 

“Thanks,” she looked me over.  “You look good.  

Really good.” 

“Thanks,” I lowered my eyes.  

“Um,” she bit her lower lip.  “Gabe said you 

were here, but I just had to make sure it was you.” 

“You know Gabe?” I asked, puzzled.  “Are you 

working for Glory Days?” 

“Well, sort of,” she giggled.  “I’m married to 

their drummer, Kane.  I was working for them, up until 

about four months ago.  Now I can’t do any set up.” 

“Wow,” I blinked.  “I had no idea.” 

“How are you?” she asked, meaningfully. 

“I’m…good,” I sighed, thinking of Ethan.  “I’m 

really good.” 

“I’m glad,” she pulled me over to a table and sat 

down.  “I really don’t mean to pry.  I know things have 

been hard for you, but how is he?” 
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“Oh, Delilah,” I smiled.  “Ethan is wonderful.  

He’s growing up so fast.” 

“You named him Ethan?  I never knew.  How 

old is he now?”  She held my hands on the table top and 

I noticed she had “LOVE KANE” tattooed on her 

fingers.   

“He’s ten,” I answered, taking a sip of my drink.  

I took a cab to the venue tonight, so that I could let my 

hair down.   

“Oh,” she smiled.  “I can’t wait to see them.”  

She rubbed the slight baby bump on her belly and sighed 

dreamily. 

“Them?” 

“Oh, twins,” she shrugged. 

“Wow,” I laughed, using the same word again.  I 

was just in shock at seeing my old friend.  “That’s going 

to be crazy.” 

“Tell me about it,” she rolled her eyes.  Damn, it 

really was great to see her.  We lost contact after I left 

Louisiana and this was the first time I’d seen her since 

then. 

“You’ll do fine,” I pointed to her belly. 

A waitress came by and spoke to Delilah by 

name, asking if I needed another drink.  I nodded and 

Delilah whispered something to the lady. She nodded 

and walked off. 

“What was that?” I asked. 

“Drinks are on us tonight,” she blushed.  

“Gabe’s orders.” 

“So,” I smiled. “Tell me about Gabe.” 

“He asked you out?” 

“Yeah, at the restaurant.  I don’t really know 

anything about him, other than what you read in the 

media.” 

“He’s a really great guy, Brook,” she said.  

“Really is a great guy.  Have you told him?  About 

Ethan?” 
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“No,” I blushed.  “I didn’t want to say anything 

the other night.  We’d just really met and he blurted out 

the invite to this show.  I said yes, because he looked so 

sad when I almost denied him.  He pouts very well.” 

“Gorgeous, isn’t he?” she laughed.  “Oh, God!  

Don’t tell Kane I said that, he’ll kill me!  I love Gabe 

like a brother, but I will admit he is very good looking.” 

“Yeah, he is,” I returned her laugh. 

“He’s a good guy,” she repeated her earlier 

statement.   

“Thanks,” I nodded.   

“Look,” Delilah stood up.  “I have to get back 

there and rub down Kane’s hands.  I’m so glad to see 

you.  Oh, give me your phone!”  I handed over my 

iPhone and she programmed in her number and sent 

herself a text, so that she’d have mine.   

“I’ll call you,” I promised.  “Maybe you can 

come by Cordeau’s and have lunch with me one 

afternoon.  It’s on the house.” 

“You better believe it,” she smiled and hugged 

me tight again.  “It really is good to see you, Brooklyn.  

I’m so happy how things have turned out.  I can’t wait to 

meet Ethan.” 

“Thanks, Delilah,” I pushed her back, taking one 

more look at her pregnant belly.  “You look really well 

yourself.” 

“Thanks,” she smiled. 

“Hey,” I stopped her from leaving. 

“Yeah?” she raised a brow. 

“Don’t tell Gabe about Ethan.  Let me do it,” I 

begged. 

“It’s not my place to tell him, Brooklyn, but if 

you like Gabe and plan on seeing him again, you need to 

tell him.  Sooner, rather than later.” 

“I promise.”  She turned for the stairwell leading 

back to the main floor and a guy in a suit escorted her 

down.  He was huge.  I noticed the little ear piece when 

his back was turned.  Security?  I knew the band was 
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huge, but they needed guys like the Secret Service 

working for them?   

The waitress returned with my drink and I 

nervously sat at the table.  So much had happened in the 

past hour that had my head spinning.  Delilah was 

married to their drummer and she was pregnant.  She 

knew about Ethan, but promised not to tell Gabe.  I 

shouldn’t be ashamed of my own son.  But how do you 

tell a potential date that you have a kid?  I’ve tried it 

before and the guy usually ran.   

Oh, what the hell was I doing here anyway?  

Gabe would probably do the same thing.  He was a 

rockstar for crying out loud!  He was never home, 

always traveling.  He didn’t have time for a washed up 

guitarist with a half-grown son.  The thought was very 

depressing.  I tilted back my drink and steeled my 

nerves.  At least I got a night to myself out of the whole 

thing. Reconnecting with Delilah was great as well.  I 

really missed her. 

The lights went down and the crowd roared 

loudly.  I stood up and walked over to the balcony just as 

the sheet dropped in front of the stage.  His eyes 

immediately locked with mine. 

I was lost in the blue sea of Gabriel Miller’s 

gaze.  He wore his leather pants again, the ones he had 

on the other night and a ripped up, white Jonny Lang 

concert shirt.  The sides were split down to the hem.  I 

could see a tattoo on his ribs, a phoenix.  There were 

several long strips of cloth hanging off the end of his 

guitar, his wrist was covered in a leather strap bracelet.  

That dark hair was over his left eye again, covering 

it…hiding.   

Ash belted out the beginning of the song and I 

shivered from the depth of his voice.  I loved Glory 

Days.  Ash Martin had a vocal range not seen very often.  

Every song that hit the radio went to number one.  

Gabriel tossed his hair aside and locked gazes 

with me after moving around the stage for a bit to woo 
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the crowd.  My womb clinched from the intensity of his 

stare.  How did he do that?   

The girl beside me squealed with delight as she 

swooned over him, but I knew and he knew, that it was 

me that he was looking at.  Not her.  No, that stare was 

not used for someone this man didn’t know.  This stare 

was used to capture you, entangle you…devour you.  

Gabe Miller wanted me and as I tightened my thighs 

together, I knew that I wanted him. 

 

Gabe 

 

Our eyes locked and I was done.  My body 

responded to her and I was thankful that my guitar 

covered my erection.  The damn thing had a mind of its 

own around her.   

She stood at the balcony holding a drink over the 

edge.  Her hair was down, the ends curling in a way that 

had my hands itching to wrap them around my fingers.  

She wore a black tank top that was tight across her 

breasts.  She looked amazing.  I couldn’t see what she 

was wearing below, because of the wall she was leaning 

against.   

Ash continued to sing and I couldn’t take my 

eyes off of her.  Brooklyn.  She was a goddess, beautiful, 

and so innocent.  My world was harsh, but she looked 

like an angel in the pits of hell.  My life was full of 

sleepless nights, long hours of travel, and going to places 

I didn’t even know at times.  The bus would arrive at a 

location and by the time we were gone, I didn’t even 

remember the name of the town we were just in.  It’d 

been this way for a long time now, but after meeting 

Brooklyn, all I wanted to do was stay in Los Angeles so 

that I could lay eyes on her every day.    

The rest of the set was played with me trying to 

not look at her, and failing miserably.  There was a girl 

next to Brooklyn in the balcony who practically fainted 

every time I did look that way, thinking I was singling 
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out her, but I wasn’t.  No, my eyes were only for the 

brown-haired goddess in the balcony.   

As the lights went out, we left the stage for the 

last time.  I pulled my sweaty shirt over my head and 

made my way to the showers.  Before stepping in, I 

texted her. 

 

Stay where you are.  Cleaning up.  Will come 

find you. 

 

My message pinged before I stepped into the 

shower stall. 

 

K, I’ll be here. 

 

I set out to wash the sweat and grime from my 

body, begging my cock to stay down.  I didn’t need to be 

going out there with a raging hard-on.  Fuck!  It’s no 

use.   

 

Eric met me at the bottom of the stairs.  He was 

in his suit, looking like we just hadn’t had a party with 

2000 of our friends.  “Everyone has been cleared out.” 

“Thanks,” I nodded and took a deep breath.  I’d 

requested that Rosie let me have the upstairs area after 

the show for our date.  She was more than willing to 

kick everyone out, except a waitress and bartender. 

As I cleared the last stair, my eyes fell upon her.  

She was standing at the balcony, rooted in the same spot 

she’d been during the show.  Brooklyn must’ve felt my 

presence, because she turned slowly toward me. My 

knees threatened to buckle when I saw that she was 

wearing a short fitted skirt that was the color of blood.  

Black stilettos adorned her tiny feet and she wore a gold 

anklet to match the gold bracelet around her wrist.   

“Hey,” I said, walking up to her and placing a 

soft kiss to her cheek.  I inhaled her scent, which was 

like smelling heaven.  “You look stunning.” 
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“Thank you,” she blushed.  Her cheeks turned 

the color of a pink rose and I clinched my hands in a fist 

to keep from stroking her face.  “You guys were 

amazing.” 

“Thank you,” I said, taking her hand and leading 

her over to a table in the corner.  Natalie, the waitress, 

came by and dropped a beer off at the table, along with a 

mixed drink for Brooklyn.   

“So, you’re going out on tour again,” she asked, 

filling the silence that was quickly eating up the 

moment, because I was too enthralled staring at her to 

talk.  She really was beautiful. 

“Yes,” I admitted.  She frowned, but quickly 

righted her expression.  Was she going to miss me?  “We 

won’t be gone long.  Just two months.” 

“That’s not bad,” she nodded, then took a drink.  

I watched as her bottom lip pressed to the glass.  The 

visual had my cock straining for attention.  I’d just taken 

care of that in the fucking shower and now it wanted to 

come out and play, again.  Dammit! 

“Maybe when we get back, I can take you out 

for dinner?” I asked, hopeful.  “Not a place where you 

work.  You need a night off.” 

“I’m taking one tonight,” she teased. 

“Are you teasing me?” I laughed.  She had whit.  

I liked that. 

“Yes,” she blushed, again.  “Maybe a little.  

Could be from all of the free drinks.  Thank you, by the 

way.” 

 “You’re welcome,” I nodded.  “Wait!  You 

didn’t drive, did you?”   

“No,” she shook her head.  One strand moved 

over her shoulder, escaping to her back.  I had the 

sudden urge to bring it back, but I didn’t want to act like 

a pervert and touch her this soon.  Oh, I wanted to touch 

her.  I wanted to have her all to myself, but I couldn’t.  

Not yet. 
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“I’ll have Eric give you a ride home,” I stated, 

protectively.  Geez, where did that come from?  My 

voice was a little harsh.  Brooklyn noticed, but her eyes 

glazed over a bit at my words.  She liked the protective 

Gabe?  Holy hell, no one liked the protective Gabe, as 

Liana called my behaviors.  Yes, she’d named them.  

‘Protective Gabe’, ‘Loving Gabe’, ‘Fun Gabe’, ‘Grumpy 

Gabe’.  The list was endless. 

“Who’s Eric?” she asked, her brows scrunched 

down in concern.  My fingers twitched to reach over to 

rub the spot so that she wouldn’t worry. 

“My security,” I admitted, nodding behind her 

where he was standing at attention, watching the room 

and stairwell. 

“Oh,” she gasped.   

“Tell me about yourself?” I began, distracting 

her from Eric.  “Delilah said that she used to work for 

you.” 

“Um,” she mumbled nervously.  “Yes, it was a 

long time ago.” 

“Why did you quit?” I asked, honestly curious.  

Delilah had said that the band was really good, but they 

didn’t click.  “Delilah said that you were one hell of a 

guitarist, but the band didn’t see eye to eye.  Why didn’t 

you start another band?” 

“She said that?” Brooklyn smiled.  “She’s such a 

sweet girl.” 

“Yes she is,” I nodded in agreement.  “She’s like 

a sister to me.” 

“That’s good,” she nodded, but fidgeted in her 

seat.  I asked her something that made her 

uncomfortable.  “The band and I didn’t work and my life 

kind of changed drastically after that.” 

She paused to collect her thoughts.   

“Gabe,” she sighed.  “Before we go any further.  

I really like you and I have to tell you something.  You 

know, before we see each other again.  That is if you 

want to see me again, after I tell you this.” 
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“What?” I asked, reaching out and taking her 

hands in mine.  “What is it Brooklyn?  You can tell me 

anything.  I won’t like you any less, honey.”   

“I have a son,” she said and sighed as if it was a 

great weight lifted off her shoulders.  I sat their 

speechless for all of a few seconds.  Brooklyn squirmed 

in her seat, looking like she was ready to bolt.  

“I’m sorry,” I admitted.  “You just took me by 

surprise, that’s all.  How old is he?” 

“He’s ten,” she smiled.  Her eyes lit up like my 

mom’s used to light up when she talked about Liana and 

I at that age. 

“I have to ask,” I swallowed hard and prayed 

that she didn’t slap me.  “The father?” 

“He doesn’t have a father,” she clinched her 

teeth together, in anger.  “He’s not in Ethan’s life.” 

“Ever?” I growled.  How a man could not take 

care of their own child was beyond me.  That asshole!  I 

hoped she was at least getting some type of support.  

She’s a single mom, trying to run a business.  She was 

obviously stronger than I thought.  A woman who could 

balance that life was a hero to me. 

“No,” she shook her head.  

“It’s okay,” I assured her.  “I’d like to meet 

him.” 

Her head snapped up, her eyes wide.  “Really?” 

“Yeah,” I laughed, leaning back in my chair.  I 

wanted to look unaffected by her statement.  Telling me 

she had a son was not that big of a deal.  “I love kids.  I 

practically raised my baby sister.” 

“Oh,” she giggled and it was the sweetest sound.  

“He would be delighted.  He’s a huge Glory Days fan.  

Sings the songs by heart.  Has the posters on his walls.  

It’s really a tad bit embarrassing.” 

“He does?” my eyebrows shot up.  “That’s so 

cool!” 
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“Oh great,” she rolled her eyes.  We both 

laughed.  It was refreshing and unfortunately, it was 

getting late. 

“It’s late,” I announced, sadly.  “We leave 

tomorrow.  Can I call you?” 

“Sure,” she blushed.  Damn, that’s beautiful. 

“Come on,” I said, taking her hand as I stood up.  

She slipped her tiny hand in mine and I felt the spark.  

The one Reed said that he’d felt the first time he’d 

touched my sister.  That zap of energy that went straight 

to his heart.  We’d talked about how much he truly loved 

Liana once and that was how he felt.  “I’ll take you 

home.” 

I felt the spark. 

With her…Brooklyn. 

We met Eric at the top of the stairs.  He was 

basically ignoring us, giving us space, while watching 

the venue for safety.  “Eric.  This is Brooklyn Cordeau.  

Brooklyn, this is Eric, our head of security.” 

“Ms. Cordeau,” he shook her hand. 

“Eric,” she smiled. 

“The Escalade is out back,” he said, holding his 

hand out for us to descend the stairs first.  Paul and Rafe, 

our newest additions, were at the bottom of the stairs 

waiting.   

We followed Eric out of the building, Paul and 

Rafe were taking off in separate cars.  We’d be fine with 

just the one guard.  Eric asked for Brooklyn’s address.  

She didn’t live far from Cordeau’s or Rosie’s. 

Pulling up outside of her small townhouse, I 

frowned at the area we were in.  It wasn’t low class, but 

it wasn’t middle class either.  It hit home the worry 

about the assistance from Ethan’s father I was thinking 

earlier.  I knew Cordeau’s was new and starting to make 

a name for itself in the area, but shouldn’t she live 

somewhere…nicer?  I shook my head. She was a single 

mother, raising her son, and running a business.  Money 

was probably tight. 
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There was a lamp on in one of the windows.  I 

couldn’t see through the curtains very well.  That gave 

me some relief at her safety.  At least no perverts would 

be staring into her windows at night.  The townhouse 

held only two units.  The driveways for the two units 

were on the opposite ends of the unit and a yard 

stretched out between them.  Her driveway was only 

wide enough for one car, but long enough to fit the two 

cars that were currently parked there.  One car was an 

old Buick, the other a Toyota Camry, both of them older 

with faded paint on the hoods. 

“Thank you for tonight,” she said as she 

gathered up her bag and waited for Eric to walk around 

to open the door. 

“I’ll walk you to the door,” I said, through 

clenched teeth.  The walkway up to the house was dark.  

Too damn dark.  I didn’t like it at all. 

I took her hand into mine as we lazily made our 

way up to the pale brick building.  “What time can I call 

you tomorrow?” I asked as she stopped at the threshold 

of the door. 

“Any time before eleven,” she said.  A strand of 

her hair fell over her cheek as the wind picked up, 

blowing leaves behind us in the yard.  I reached up and 

tucked it behind her ear.  Our eyes locked and it was 

there again. The spark.  The unspoken, soundless energy 

that radiated through the air was a heady mixture.  Her 

scent blew with the breeze and I closed my eyes, 

inhaling it…memorizing it.  I wanted to hold that scent 

in my mind for the next two months. 

“I’ll call you,” I promised.  “Goodnight, 

Brooklyn.”  I leaned down and placed a soft kiss on her 

cheek, just at the corner of her mouth.  Our lips grazed 

each other’s as I pulled away.  When I looked into her 

eyes, they had hazed over again.  She felt the spark too. 

“Goodnight, Gabriel,” she said, using my full 

name again. 
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I took the keys from her hand and unlocked the 

door.  She blushed as she reached for the handle.  I felt 

like I was in high school again with my first crush.  

“Lock the door, honey.  I’ll call you tomorrow.” 

“Ok,” she nodded.  “Be safe.” 

“Always,” I replied.  “Close the door, 

Brooklyn.” 

“Okay,” she giggled. 

I turned from the door just as I heard the locks 

click, knowing she was safe.  I wanted her to be 

protected.  She was alone with a child in that house.   

“How did it go?” Eric asked, once I climbed in 

the back seat. 

“It was perfect,” I replied, with a big stupid 

smile on my face.  “I want Paul or Rafe to stay behind.” 

“Why?” Eric asked, confused.  “What’s wrong?”  

He asked, but from the look on his face he knew what I 

was needing.  I wouldn’t ask for her protection if she 

didn’t need it. 

“I just think she needs someone to watch over 

the house, at night.  Make sure she makes it home safely 

from the restaurant.” 

“That can be done,” he nodded and started the 

SUV.   

“Good,” I said, looking back at the light in the 

window.  Her silhouette was outlined in the window.  

She was watching me leave.   
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Chapter 4 

 

Brooklyn 

 

I stood at the window and watched the heavily 

tented SUV pull away.  I hated not knowing if he was 

watching me, if he looked back, or not.  I touched the 

corner of my mouth, where his soft lips touched my 

own.  His clean scent enveloped me and I could still 

smell him on my skin and clothes.  He wore a light 

perfume, but the rest was all male.   

“Brooklyn,” my mom spoke sleepily from the 

hallway.  “How did it go?” 

“Oh, mom,” I sighed.  Happy tears pricked the 

back of my eyes.  “It went so much better than I ever 

hoped for.” 

“It did?” she squeaked.  “Tell me.” 

I told her about the concert and how he couldn’t 

keep his eyes off of me.  My mom blushed just as deep 

as I did as she heard the story.   

“He’s sweet, caring.  Very much a gentleman, 

momma.  Gabriel was…perfect.”  I sounded like a 

teenager, but I couldn’t help it.  I liked him…really liked 

him and he didn’t freak out when I told him about Ethan. 

“Well?” she pushed. 

“I told him about Ethan,” I admitted with a 

smile.  My mother’s eyes lit up and watered a bit.  “He 

loves kids.  Gabe wants to meet him.” 

“Really,” she gasped.  “Oh, darling.  That’s a 

good sign.” 

“Yes, it is,” I nodded.  I didn’t date, because of 

Ethan.  I’d never choose a man over my son.  Ethan was 

my world in everything.  Every course of my life 

directly affected him.  If Gabriel was willing to accept 

my son, then I would be willing to give him a chance. 

“Just be careful, Brook,” she warned.  “He may 

have just said that.” 
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“No, mom,” I shook my head.  “He didn’t.  I 

trust him.” 

“When are you going to see him again?” she 

asked and my little bubble burst into pieces at my feet. 

“He’s going out on tour for the next two 

months,” I admitted, my shoulders sagged.  “He’s going 

to call me in the morning, before I start work.” 

“That’s good.  That’s really good,” she stood up 

from the couch.  “Come on, dreamy-eyed child of mine.  

Get to bed.  You have to work tomorrow.” 

“I’m thirty, not ten,” I teased. 

“Always my little girl,” mom poked me as I 

walked by.  It was hard, but I didn’t yelp and wake up 

Ethan who was asleep just down the hall.   

Once in bed, I touched the corner of my mouth, 

wishing I could still feel the warmth from his goodnight 

kiss.  “Good night, Gabriel,” I whispered as I closed my 

eyes.  I fell asleep, eventually, still wearing the tank top 

I’d worn to the concert, because I could still smell him 

on the material.   

 

 

“Um, Brook, baby,” my waitress, Marissa said, 

peeking around the corner in the kitchen.  “There are six 

dozen red roses the size of New Orleans out here at the 

hostess station.” 

“Do what?” I gasped in surprise.  My heart 

fluttered wildly as I ran to the front of the restaurant.  

Thank baby Jesus we were not open yet and the 

customers didn’t see the blush to my cheeks as I turned 

the corner.  “Holy shit!” 

“There’s a card,” Marissa scowled, pointing to 

the mountain of red on the desk. It took a bit of digging, 

but I was able to get the card.  I didn’t know why she 

was scowling at me.  This was my damn restaurant and 

if a man wanted to send me flowers then he should damn 

well be able too. 
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Brooklyn, 

 

Thank you for coming to the show.  The night 

ended better than I could’ve ever hoped for. 

 

Love, 

Gabriel 

 

He used his real name!  His handwriting was 

elegant, the scroll readable.  Even his writing was sexy!   

Quickly, I pulled out my phone to text him. 

 

Thank you for the flowers!  They are lovely ~B 

 

Hitting ‘Send’, I removed the flowers from the 

station and placed them on the table by the door, so that 

Marissa would be able to see the customers coming in 

for Sunday brunch.  I slipped the card in my pocket and 

felt my phone buzz. 

 

Not as lovely as you.  I’ll call you soon.  ~G 

 

I had to prep the kitchen for the afternoon rush.  

Everyone had gathered to gawk at the flowers, 

whispering and wondering who they were from.  

Thomas gave me a knowing smile from the back of the 

room.  I smiled happily and walked into the freezer to 

get things we needed for the day. 

It was only a few minutes after nine and I told 

him to call before eleven.  The next two hours were 

going to be torturous.  I wanted to hear his voice again. 

What was with the teenage nerves?  I had to 

shake myself to get back with the program.  Gabriel 

Miller was a distraction, a very good distraction.  I 

remembered how he looked the night before, after the 

show. 

The way he moved was elegant, soft.  He 

handled me as if I was precious, like a woman.  If I 
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didn’t know who he was, I would’ve laughed if he’d said 

that he was a rockstar.  The man didn’t act like a 

hormone fueled sex machine.  No, not like other 

rockstars I’d met.   

My Gabriel was chivalrous. My Gabriel?  Oh, 

wow.  I couldn’t think of him like that. He’s about to 

leave.  I’d only known the man a week and I was already 

drawing hearts around his name.  I was too old for this.  

But it felt so good.  I giggled softly, causing Thomas’ 

eyes to lighten with happiness.  He was my friend, my 

dear friend, and I should probably talk to him.   

“Thomas,” I said, setting down my knife.  I 

pointed for my assistant to take over chopping and 

washed my hands.  “Can you come to my office?” 

“Sure, Brook,” he smiled knowingly.  

Everyone watched us as we passed through the 

kitchen.  My strict gaze told them this was private and to 

back away.  I wasn’t a mean person, but I liked order in 

all things.  Especially when it came to Cordeau’s. 

“Did he send those?” Thomas asked, once he 

closed the door behind him.  His smile was contagious, 

or it could’ve been that I was just being a stupid teenage 

girl. 

“Yeah,” I blushed. 

“You like him?” he asked. 

“Yes,” I said, honestly.  “He’s such a gentleman.  

Oh, Thomas.” 

“What is it, Brook?” he asked, reaching over the 

desk to hold my hand.  “Tell me, girl.  You know you 

can talk to me about anything.” 

“I know,” I sighed.  The happy tears that pricked 

my eyes finally went away.  The knot in my throat, 

however, did not.  I was on the verge of crying like a 

child, but I held strong. 

“He is very polite,” Thomas said, breaking me 

from my thoughts of crying.  “He’s in here a lot, Brook.” 

“Really?” I questioned.  I didn’t know this. 
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“He’s asked to meet you a few times…more 

than you know,” he flushed, a little embarrassed.   

“Why didn’t you tell me?” I gasped.   

“You were usually gone for the day,” he sighed.  

“I didn’t want you getting mixed up with him.  I thought 

he was bad news at first, but after the other night, I 

realized I was wrong.  A man who pursues a woman for 

as long as he has Brook, has got to have some good 

qualities.” 

“I can’t believe you didn’t tell me about the 

other times!” 

“Damn, girl.  I’m sorry.  Don’t be mad at me,” 

he begged.  “I was only looking out for you and Ethan.” 

“I know, Thomas,” I sighed, taking his hand.  

The tears finally broke free from the backs of my eyes.  I 

grabbed a tissue to blot my eyes.  “I’m thankful that you 

watch out for me, but I am a grown woman.  Let me do 

this on my own.” 

“Ok, but if he hurts you,” Thomas began, but I 

stopped him with a hand in the air. 

“I know, I know.  You’ll do some Haitian 

voodoo magic stuff on him,” I laughed, wiping away 

new tears.  My phone buzzed in my pocket and my heart 

kicked up.  “Shoo!  I have to take this.” 

“Remember,” Thomas laughed on his way out of 

the door, closing it tightly on his way out. 

“Hello,” I answered. 

“Hey you,” Gabe replied. 

“Hey,” I said, still blotting my eyes. 

“What’s wrong?” he worried.  My voice was off.  

I knew it was.  I never was very good at hiding my tears. 

“Oh,” I cleared my throat.  “I’m fine, really.” 

“You’ve been crying, honey,” his voice cracked.  

“Please tell me what’s wrong.” 

“Nothing,” I lied.  “Just a little emotional over 

the flowers.  They really are beautiful, Gabriel.” 

“I like hearing my full name coming from you,” 

he admitted with a soft voice.   
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“You do?” I asked, wanting to hear him talk. 

“Yeah,” he sighed.   

“Are you getting ready to leave?” I asked, 

changing the subject from my tearful outburst.  I was 

just so happy.   

“Not quite yet,” he said.  I could hear a series of 

doors open and then it sounded like he was outside.  The 

sound of cars driving close to him came over the speaker 

and I wondered where he was.  “We’re finishing up 

packing the bus.  We leave in two hours.  Are you sure 

you’re okay?” 

“Yes,” I smiled.  “I’m actually really okay.”    

“Okay,” he resigned, but I could tell he was still 

worried.  “Look, I have to go.  I’ll call you later.  Is that 

okay?” 

“Gabriel,” I laughed.  “You don’t have to ask me 

every time you want to call on me again.  It’s perfectly 

acceptable to call me whenever you want to talk to me.” 

“I may never hang up then,” he whispered into 

the phone. 

“I know,” I replied.  He was feeling the loss as 

well. 

“I’ll miss you,” he sighed.  “Look, we have a 

three day break in two weeks.  If I fly in from Texas, 

would you like to spend some time together?  Maybe I 

could meet Ethan then?” 

Oh!  He wanted to meet Ethan!  “Yes, Gabriel.  

I’d love that.” 

“Have you told him?” he laughed. 

“Oh,” I gasped.  “No, not yet.  I didn’t want to 

get his hopes up.” 

“Why?” he asked. 

“Well,” I bit my lip.  “It’s so new, Gabe.  He’s 

ten and he doesn’t have many male role models.  My 

brother comes here when he can, but Ethan is at that 

impressionable age.  I just didn’t want him to be 

disappointed, ya know.” 
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“Oh,” he sighed.  The disappointment was there, 

in his voice.  I cringed from speaking my words aloud, 

but damn, I needed to be honest and not wait to give 

information.  “I’d like to meet him, regardless.” 

“Okay.  I’ll miss you, too,” I sighed.  “Be safe.” 

“Always,” he replied.  “I’ll see you soon.” 

“Goodbye, Gabriel,” I said, my voice cracked, 

but thankfully he didn’t hear it. 

“Brooklyn,” he whispered, then hung up the 

phone. 

The tears ran anew, for a whole different reason.  

I was scared.  I was opening my heart for the first time.  

I’d never had a relationship with a man like this before.  

This was new. 

And I was scared to death. 

 

Gabe 

 

“I have to go,” I told Ash.   

“Where?” he growled.  “Gabe, we leave in about 

an hour and a half.  Did you forget something?” 

“Yeah,” I ducked my head, letting my hair fall 

over my eyes.  “I’ll be back.” 

“Hurry,” he shook his head. 

I bolted out the door and grabbed Eric.  “Take 

me to Cordeau’s.  Now!” 

“Gabe,” he gasped, leaning on the SUV that was 

parked by the buses.  “What’s wrong with Brooklyn?” 

“She’s upset about something,” I said, pulling 

the passenger door open to the vehicle and jumping 

inside.  Eric was next to me in a heartbeat. 

“Paul hasn’t reported anything,” he said, looking 

at his phone as he threw the Escalade in reverse.   

“I don’t think it’s anything serious,” I sighed.  “I 

just want to make sure she’s okay.” 

“Okay,” he smiled.  Eric got us to the restaurant 

in record time.  When we pulled up at the doors, it was 

right at eleven o’clock.  Good, I didn’t have to beat 
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down the doors to see her.  Eric pulled up at the curb.  I 

took a chance and ducked out, thankful there were no 

paparazzi there to hound me. 

“Hello, Mr. Miller,” Thomas said from the 

hostess stand. 

“I would like to see Ms. Cordeau, please,” I said, 

nicely, but my tone said I meant business. 

“She’s fine, Mr. Miller,” he promised.  “Just a 

little overwhelmed.” 

“Now, Thomas,” I demanded, a little stronger 

this time. 

“This way,” he walked toward the back of the 

restaurant.  I followed him through the kitchen, not 

caring that the staff had stopped their preparations to 

watch me move swiftly through their workspace.  

Everyone was wearing black pants and white chef shirts 

with Cordeau’s embroidered on the left breast pocket.  A 

female employee stared wide eyed, but quickly 

composed herself to smile at me.  I didn’t like the way 

she was eye-fucking me in the kitchen of my girlfriend’s 

business.  She quickly got the hint and turned away, 

making herself busy. 

“Take care with her, Mr. Miller,” Thomas said, 

protectively.  He pointed to the unmarked door and left 

me standing outside.  I took a deep breath and knocked 

on the door. 

“Brooklyn,” I said at the door, turning the knob 

to find it unlocked.  That was a good sign.  When I 

opened the door, I found her sitting at her desk, surprise 

written all over her red face. 

“Gabriel,” she gasped, standing up quickly.  

“What are you doing here?  You need to be on that bus!” 

“Come here,” I said, moving around the desk 

and pulling her up into my arms.  “I had to make sure 

you were okay.” 

“I told you I was,” she laughed.   
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“I just wanted to see you, ya know,” I smiled.  

“Then I find you in here still crying.  What’s wrong, 

honey?” 

“I’m scared,” she admitted, the tears still falling. 

“Scared of what?” I asked, sitting down in her 

office chair and pulling her onto my lap. 

“That we’re moving too fast,” she replied.  

“Gabriel, I’ve never been in a serious relationship before 

and I feel like this is heading that way.  I don’t know 

what to do.” 

“You’ve never been in a serious relationship?” I 

asked, confused.  “What about Ethan’s father?” 

“That’s different,” she looked down at her fists.  

“Different how,” I asked.   

“Just…different,” she looked up at me, pain 

evident in her eyes.  “It’s not something I like to talk 

about.  It’s in my past and that time is over.” 

“I understand,” I said, letting the hair fall over 

my eyes.  It was my own hiding mechanism.  It was my 

way of pushing away the horrors of the world.  

“Don’t hide your eyes,” she said, pushing the 

hair away from my left eye, stroking my cheek in the 

process.  “I like seeing both of them.” 

“Yeah?” I raised an eyebrow.   

“Yeah,” she smiled. 

“Are we okay?” I asked.  I had to know before I 

left for two months. 

“Yes, Gabriel,” she promised. 

“I’ll be home soon.  Two weeks,” I pulled her to 

my chest.  “Hold on for me.  Two weeks, Brooklyn.  I’ll 

be home.  I have plans for Saturday the twenty-fifth.  

Can you take that day off?  I’d like to take you and 

Ethan out.” 

“Out?” 

“Yes, out,” I laughed.  “Pizza and kids games?” 

“Sure,” she laughed.  “Yes, that would be great.  

Ethan will be excited.  He loves that place.” 
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“Good,” I stood up, still holding her close as I 

set her on her feet.  “I have to go back.  I’ll call you 

later.” 

“Okay,” she said, placing her hand over my 

heart.  I knew she felt the tension in my muscles relax 

when she did that.  “I’ll be here.” 

“Good,” I leaned in, letting her know what I was 

about to do.  The moment our lips touched, I tasted the 

saltiness that was left from her recent tears.  I didn’t 

ravage her mouth, as I wanted to.  No, I placed a soft 

kiss to her lips.  Once, twice…a third time.  It was a 

promise to see her again.  The kiss was soft and sweet, 

just like her. 

“See you,” I called as I walked out of the office.  

I didn’t look back, because if I did, I would’ve stayed 

and missed the bus. 
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Chapter 5 

 

Gabe 

 

 

“They’ve added more shows,” Ash announced.   

We were on the bus, heading toward Dallas.  We 

had this show tonight, then tomorrow I’d head home to 

see Brooklyn and Ethan.  

“When?” Reed asked.  He was planning on 

going home as well, to see Liana. 

“Tomorrow in Austin and next Friday in Baton 

Rouge,” he said.  My blood went cold. 

“No!” I gasped.   

“I’m sorry, Gabe,” he frowned.  He knew that I 

had plans with Brooklyn, so his sad, pitiful smile just 

pissed me off even more.  “You need to call her.  Don’t 

wait until tonight.” 

“Fuck,” I growled, walking toward the back of 

the bus to use the bedroom.  The bedroom was being 

used by Ziggy and Cal this tour.  Ziggy slept while Cal 

drove.  Cal slept when we were performing.  Rita and 

Ziggy were here to help set up at the smaller venues.  

There were six bunks, the top two were for Rita and Eric 

to use since we didn’t have the whole crew with us this 

time.  Mary and Liana were staying back with Delilah, 

who was put on a three week bed rest with the twins.  

Kane was losing his shit as well, wanting to be home 

with them. 

“Gabriel,” she answered.  “Hey.” 

“Brooklyn,” I sighed into the phone. 

“You’re not coming,” she guessed.   

“I’m sorry.  They added more shows.  I won’t be 

back for another month,” I said, rubbing my eyes with 

my thumb and forefinger.  “Please don’t be mad.” 

“I’m not mad, Gabriel,” she whispered, her 

voice cracking.   

“Did you tell Ethan?” I asked. 
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“No,” she sighed.  “I didn’t want to get his 

hopes up, ya know.”  Fuck!  We’d had this conversation 

over the past two weeks.  Every day I called her to keep 

the connection and she’d been so excited about me 

coming home.   

“I’m sorry,” I repeated.  What else could I do?  I 

couldn’t get anyone to fill in for me.  It was only a 

twenty-four hour notice.   

“I know,” she said.  “It’s okay, really.” 

“No,” I growled into the phone.  “It’s not, 

honey.” 

“Gabriel, you have to remember.  I was there.  

I’ve been in your shoes.  I understand.  Do I like it?  No, 

but I know that this is your career.  If I could come to 

you, I would, but I can’t.  Not this short notice.  Ethan 

will meet you in a month, okay?” 

“I guess,” I pouted.   

“Look, I have to go.  I need to get back to the 

kitchen.” 

“Okay,” I wanted to cry.  “Text me.  I don’t care 

what time.” 

“Goodbye, Gabriel,” she whispered into the 

phone, her voice cracked.  Before I could say anything, 

the line when dead. 

Returning to the front of the bus, all of the guys 

were hanging up with their wives.  From the look on 

their faces, their calls didn’t go over as well, either. 

“Liana’s pissed,” Reed said, flopping his giant 

ass onto the couch.   

“So is Mary,” Ash cursed. 

“Well, I have you all beat,” Kane sighed.  

“Delilah cried.” 

A round of curse words lit up the bus.  We 

should have never taken this tour.  It was a spur of the 

moment decision on our parts.  Everything was fine at 

home and we thought we’d be okay to do this ‘Back to 

Our Roots’ thing, but it seemed to be backfiring on us. 
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“How’s your girl?” Reed asked, twisting the top 

off of a beer bottle and handing one over to me. 

“Silent,” I shrugged.  “She said it’s okay.” 

“It’s not okay,” Ash raised a brow.  “Do you 

ever believe Liana when she says she’s ‘okay’?” 

“No,” I frowned.   

“Well,” Kane nudged me over in the booth.  He 

set his beer on the table and turned to me, “She’s 

pissed.” 

“Fuck,” I growled.  “I want to know more about 

Ethan, but she won’t tell me anything about his father.  

It’s driving me crazy.  I asked once, but she blew me 

off.” 

“Delilah may know,” Kane shrugged.  “She 

knew her back then.” 

“Do you mind if I call her?” I asked.   

“Go ahead,” he laughed.  “Maybe you can throw 

in a good word for me, keep me out of the dog house.” 

“Sure,” I rolled my eyes.  “Like whatever I say 

will help.” 

“It does,” he nodded toward me.  “She listens to 

you.” 

“She does, doesn’t she?” I laughed loudly and 

avoided a smack in the back of the head. 

“Go call her and see what she has to say.  Tell 

her I love her,” he smiled, showing all of his teeth.  The 

bastard. 

 

After a long exhausting talk with Delilah, she 

wouldn’t spill anything about Brooklyn or Ethan.  She 

said it wasn’t her story to tell and that Brooklyn would 

tell me once she got to know me better.  The whole 

situation gave me the creeps.  Something was totally off. 

Deciding to give her more reason to possibly 

hate me, I texted her as we rolled up behind the venue in 

Dallas. 
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Made it to Dallas.  I’m SO sorry!  I’ll see you 

soon.  

 

~Gabriel 

 

It was a shitty thing to do, but I signed with my 

full name, instead of ‘G’, like I usually did.  Maybe that 

would get through to her, but the reply didn’t make me 

feel all warm and fuzzy. 

 

I understand.  

 

~B 

 

Now, I just had to get through another month 

and a half of the tour and we’d be able to come home.  

Home.  I was starting to like the sound of that. 

 

Brooklyn 

 

 

I tossed my dinner in the trash.  Even my 

jambalaya tasted bad tonight.  It wasn’t the kitchen that 

made it that way.  It was his call. 

My mind knew that this would happen…that 

he’d get sidetracked and not come home.  Management 

added a few more shows to eat up their free time.  I 

knew it, but my heart didn’t.  I wanted to cry, I really 

did, but I held out until it was time to go home.  Tonight, 

I sent everyone home a little early and stayed back to 

clean up the last of the kitchen.  I ended up scrubbing 

baseboards and doing tedious work to avoid going home.  

Mom was there with Ethan and I knew he was asleep, 

but I needed time to think about this crazy long distance 

thing we were trying.   

 I liked him, really and truly liked him.  Gabriel 

Miller was a gentleman and it seemed like he genuinely 

worried for me.  The texts and the phone calls had been 
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wonderful.  He always asked about my day, how Ethan 

was.  Gabriel even went as far as to ask how Ethan was 

getting along in school.  I’d told him about my mom and 

how much help she was.  I’d talked to him about a lot of 

things.  He still slipped in questions about Ethan’s 

father, but I was not ready to make that plunge just yet.  

It was a long time ago.  I didn’t even know where he was 

and even if I did, I still wouldn’t let Ethan see him.  As 

far as I knew, the guy didn’t even know about Ethan. 

Deadly Doves had been doing well, but not well 

enough to gain a contract.  We toured, but mostly kept to 

the local scene in Pittsburg.  It was hell traveling up 

there, from New Orleans, but it worked out well.  

Presley, our lead singer and Della, our bassist, lived 

there, but Miranda, our drummer and I lived in 

Louisiana.  She lived on the outskirts of New Orleans 

and we saw each other often. 

My heart clinched at the memories.  I didn’t 

know why I tortured myself with the details.  It took me 

a long time to get over what happened.  I’ll never forgive 

myself for not turning her boyfriend over to the cops.  I 

made bad choices and I’ve had to deal with those 

choices for just over ten years now.  

Miranda Green and I were going to do a writing 

session. Her boyfriend, Colt, was going to meet her at 

my place.  He’d called and changed plans, saying he was 

going home early and that he’d catch up with her the 

next day.  We spent hours writing new songs.  I’d 

cooked dinner that night, lasagna, so we didn’t have to 

worry about going out to grab anything.  Not too long 

after Miranda left, there was a knock on my door.  I’d 

thought that she left something and I didn’t check to see 

who it was. 

Colt had always made me feel a little 

uncomfortable.  When I opened the door, he was 

standing there looking apologetic.  “Hey, I decided to 

come over anyway.  Is Miranda still here?”  He pushed 

his way inside and I remembered looking at him like he 
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was mad.  You just didn’t barge into someone’s 

apartment.  He was also acting very strange.  Now that I 

looked back, I realized he must’ve been on some type of 

drug.  He was jittery and paranoid, looking at the 

windows, his eyes bounced all over the room. 

“No, she just left,” I replied. “I think she was 

heading home.” 

There was only a second that I thought he was 

going to leave, but when he walked by where I was 

standing in the living room, he lunged.  The fist that 

connected to my eye knocked me to the floor.  He was 

so much larger than I was and I didn’t stand a chance 

against him.  I fought him.  I fought him until I left claw 

marks on his arms and his face. 

My mom found me the next morning, 

unconscious on the floor.  I begged and begged not to 

tell the police.  My mom was furious and wanted to get 

her shotgun and take care of him herself.  I told her that 

my career would be ruined if she went to the cops.  I 

couldn’t prove that it was him, even though now I knew 

that they could’ve matched his DNA.  I was so young 

then and I was also incredibly stupid. 

Miranda had seen the claw marks on Colt and 

had come to confront me.  He’d told her that I came on 

to him and that we had sex.  She didn’t believe me when 

I told her that he’d raped me.  She didn’t even care that I 

was beat to a bloody pulp.  Miranda pulled up and 

moved away.  I didn’t even know where she moved.  

She left without a single word to anyone.  Miranda 

disappeared and never came back. 

I ended up pregnant with his kid.   

My mother stood behind me.  Even a product of 

rape, the child was mine.  The thought of having an 

abortion made me sick.  I resigned myself to get out of 

Louisiana and raise the child as my own.  When I told 

my mom I was moving to Los Angeles, she packed up 

her things and moved with me.  I wanted to try and make 

a career again, after he was born, but I ended up taking a 
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job at a retail store’s corporate headquarters.  I never 

played professionally after that.  Ethan came into the 

world and I didn’t put a father’s name on his birth 

certificate.  Colt didn’t need to know about the child.  He 

had never been notified about Ethan and I wanted to 

keep it that way. 

I’d dealt with the trauma of the attack.  I’d put it 

behind me, so much so, that when I looked at Ethan, I 

didn’t think about Colt at all.  Thankfully, Ethan looked 

like a male version of myself.  There wasn’t one part of 

him that resembled his father.  Ethan was mine and mine 

alone.   

Gabriel’s questions brought it all back and I 

found myself sitting in the floor of the restaurant crying 

my eyes out.  All of the emotions poured out until the 

collar of my shirt was soaked.  I’d put a block up around 

my heart for so long, not letting myself fall for a man 

that may not want anything to do with my son, but 

Gabriel chipped away at that hardness I’d constructed.  

He cared, a lot.  He worried and he was so good.  

Gabriel Miller was the type of man I could see myself 

settling down with, falling in love with.  That scared me 

more than anything else.  What if he and Ethan didn’t 

get along?  What if he was just putting on a front? 

No, I don’t think Gabriel was like that at all.  He 

was too chivalrous, too caring.   

It took some willpower, but I pulled myself off 

the floor and took my cleaning supplies back to the 

storage room.  The towels went into a bag for the 

cleaning company to come by and pick up.  I turned off 

all of the lights and made my way out to the car.   

Just as I reached the front of the building, I saw 

two men walking past.  The lights were off behind me, 

so I didn’t think they noticed me.  It was well after one 

in the morning and I didn’t need to be going out to my 

car alone.  I watched as they got into their vehicle and 

left.  Breathing a sigh of relief, I hurriedly set the alarm 

to the building and exited, locking the door behind me.  



59 

 

As I walked toward my car, I noticed a tinted SUV 

similar to the one that took me home after the concert.  

My heart pinged a little, hoping it was Gabriel, but then I 

hung my head.  It wasn’t him.  He had just finished a 

show and they were on their way to Austin, instead of 

home for a break. 

Once inside my car, I locked the doors and 

prayed the car would start.  I’d been having problems 

with it, but just couldn’t afford to have it looked at. The 

costs of the beginning of private school for Ethan was 

killing me.  Times were tight, but they always were this 

time of year.  The old Camry spit and sputtered, but 

eventually fired to life.  I backed out of the spot and 

headed home.  I had the next night off, so I figured I 

might as well make the best of it and take Ethan out for a 

movie.  I was still sad that Gabriel wouldn’t be here to 

go with us. 

 

Gabe 

 

We went out and hit a bar with the other bands 

that had played with us.  We stayed until the wee hours 

of the morning.  It was nice to get out, but I still missed 

her. Still worried about her. 

The buses were ready to head out as we all filed 

inside and hit our bunks.  I checked my phone and had a 

text from Paul, the guard we left to watch over Brooklyn 

when she left work and headed home.  I didn’t tell her 

that I was having someone keep an eye on her, because I 

didn’t know how that would make her feel.  Right now, I 

didn’t see an issue.  I liked knowing that she was safe 

when I was far away.  It made me less edgy. 

 

Ms. Cordeau worked late tonight.  Was visibly 

upset, in tears, as she left the restaurant just after 1 a.m.  

Arrived home safely at 1:19 a.m.   

 

~Paul 
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“Fuck,” I groaned aloud.  Kane looked out of his 

bunk that was across from mine with a raised brow. 

“Everything alright?” he asked. 

“It’s fine,” I snapped.  He went back to scrolling 

through the music on his phone and ignored me.  That 

was fine with me, I really wasn’t in the mood to talk 

anyway.   

Looking at the clock and calculating the time, it 

was about 2:30 in the morning back home.  I’m sure she 

would be asleep, so I didn’t call.  She needed her rest.  

The woman was busier than I’d previously thought.  She 

told me that Ethan was enrolled in a private school, 

because she wanted him to have the best education 

money could buy.  I agreed with her. 

I turned off the light above my head and tried to 

sleep on our way to Austin.  All I could think about was 

getting back to Los Angeles, but that wasn’t going to 

happen.  I had to work. 

 

 

Austin was sold out even with the short notice 

for the charity concert the local women’s center asked us 

to perform at.  I felt bad for getting mad about the 

concert now; it was for a good cause.  Something that 

was near and dear to our hearts.  We spent the afternoon 

meeting and taking pictures at the newly opened center.   

Liana was getting ready to open up her next 

Glory’s Place, but this time in Los Angeles, after we 

returned from this small tour.  She had taken her attack 

and done something to help others in her same situation.  

I donated a ton of money to get this one open.  She still 

threatened to kick my ass for the money I’d spent, but I 

could tell she was happy that the next one would be 

opening ahead of schedule. 

I hadn’t heard from Brooklyn since we were in 

Dallas.  I knew she was okay, because Paul was keeping 
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an eye on her.  It was still early at home when the show 

ended.  I went straight to my bunk and sent her a text. 

 

Are you still awake? Can I call you? 

 

Her reply was almost immediate. 

 

Yes and yes you can call…quit asking! 

 

I laughed at her continued frustrations 

concerning if I could call her.   

“Hey,” she said as a form of answering. 

“Hey,” I replied.  “How was your day?” 

“Took Ethan to see that new kid’s movie.  Then 

we had lunch at the park.  It was a beautiful day.”  I 

heard the disappointment in her voice and it stabbed me 

right in the chest. 

“I’m sorry,” I whispered.   

“Don’t,” Brooklyn scolded.  “I understand.  

Really, Gabriel.  It’s okay.” 

“I feel really bad,” I admitted.  “I wanted to 

spend the day with you and Ethan.” 

I drew the curtain on my bunk, so that I could 

have a small amount of privacy.  The guys were in the 

living area getting ready to watch a movie.  I was pretty 

sure that they couldn’t hear me, but I wanted to cocoon 

myself in my bunk so that her voice could wrap around 

me as if she were here.   

“There’s nothing to feel bad about Gabriel,” she 

sighed.  “You’ll be home soon anyway.  It’s only three 

more weeks until you can get away, right?” 

“Yeah,” I answered.  Three long weeks.   

“So, tell me where all you guys are going.  I 

looked it up on the website last week, but I forgot 

already.”  I heard a little boy’s voice in the background, 

but I couldn’t make out what he said. 

“Is that Ethan?” I asked, kind of in awe.   
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“Yes, hang on,” she said to me, before cupping 

her hand over the phone, but I heard her well.  “Only 

water Ethan.  It’s late and you need to be in bed.  Fifteen 

more minutes on the PlayStation, boo.  Then bed.” 

She called him ‘boo’ in her native accent.  She’d 

lost some of her Cajun accent, but not enough that I 

didn’t notice.  I loved it!  I loved hearing her say my 

name, Gabriel.   

“Ok, sorry,” she was back on the line. 

“No problem,” I laughed.  “You run a tight ship, 

huh?” 

“Sort of,” she laughed.  “He gets away with 

murder.  Mostly by my mom spoiling him.”   

“I miss my mom,” I blurted out.  Damn, really?  

I didn’t know why I said that.  “She passed away about 

seven years ago now.” 

“Oh, I’m sorry, Gabriel,” she sighed. 

“She was the only one who called me Gabriel, 

besides you,” I admitted and shrugged, although she 

couldn’t see.  “It’s been Liana and I for so long now.” 

“I’d like to meet your sister,” she said.   

“Oh,” I paused.  “Ummm.” 

“What is it?” she gasped.  “Is she going to kick 

my ass?” 

“No,” I laughed loudly, very loudly.  “She’s as 

protective over me as I am of her.” 

“Oh,” she laughed, but it was a nervous laugh.  

“It’s okay.  I still want to meet her.  I think I can handle 

a protective sibling.  You still have to meet my brother.” 

“Is he bigger than me?” I asked, almost a little 

nervous to know the answer. 

“Oh, yeah,” she giggled.  I liked that sound.  

“He’s a big boy who lives in the bayou, Gabriel.  He 

hunts, a lot. So, don’t let him bully you about shooting 

you and stuff.  He wouldn’t waist a bullet on a human.  

He’d rather be out in the woods looking for game.” 

“Yeah,” I swallowed.  “I’m sure it will be 

alright.”  At the moment, I was relieved she couldn’t see 
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my sweaty palms.  I could just imagine what type of ‘big 

boy’ comes from the swamps in Louisiana.  

We laughed and talked more on the subjects of 

our families.  I hated to admit that I knew nothing of my 

own family.  I did tell her that my father left when we 

were younger and that my mom raised us.  Her extended 

family was rather large.  “Most southern families are,” 

she told me.   

Her father and mother split up when she was in 

grade school and she still saw him from time to time.  

He was a truck driver and occasionally got a chance to 

drive out to California to see all of them.  Her mother 

and father got along well, despite the divorce.  Brooklyn 

talked more about her brother and how he loved his 

simple life, working nine to five at a factory outside of 

town, not too far from his home.  

I told her about Liana and about Glory’s Place.  

She seemed very interested in what my sister was doing.  

I didn’t go into details about Liana’s attack.  It was still a 

sore spot in our lives.  I didn’t want Liana being 

uncomfortable about me telling the girl I was seeing.  

Maybe once we became more serious, closer, but not 

right now. 

“So, she’s opening another one here in Los 

Angeles?” she asked.  I heard the wonder in her voice.  

Pride swelled in my chest at what Liana had 

accomplished.  I was very proud of her. 

“Yes, about two weeks after we get back home,” 

I stated.  “You should come with me to the grand 

opening.” 

“Who’s doing the catering?” she asked, a smile 

in her voice. 

“I’m not sure she has that picked out yet.  Wait.  

Why?  Do you want to do it?” I asked.  I palmed my 

forehead.  

“I’d love to do it,” she paused.  “That is, if she’ll 

be interested.” 

“I’ll ask her,” I promised.   
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“That would be great,” she yawned. 

“You need to rest, honey,” I clipped, not 

intentionally.   

“Yes, sir,” she giggled.  “Why are you always 

worried if I slept?” 

“You are a busy woman, Brooklyn.  You need to 

take care of yourself,” I growled.   

“I am a very busy woman, Gabriel,” she sighed.  

“I really should go to bed.  It’s been a long day.” 

“I know, honey,” I breathed.  “Sleep well.” 

“You too, Gabriel,” she whispered, before the 

line went silent. 

I pulled up the updated concert list I had on my 

phone and checked the dates.  I couldn’t wait three 

weeks to see her.  We had a two day break next Friday 

and Saturday.  That’s forty-eight hours I could use to go 

home. 

I wanted to surprise her, I just had to come up 

with a plan. 
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Chapter 6 

 

Brooklyn 

 

My feet were killing me.  Thomas had this 

bright idea for us to stay late and rearrange the dining 

room.  His plan ended up being really good.  I hated to 

admit he was right, but in all truths, he was a genius. 

“I have to admit,” I said, hugging him with my 

arms around his waist.  “You are very smart.  I’m glad 

you proposed the idea.” 

“Yeah,” he smirked.  “I’m pretty awesome.” 

There was a round of cheers from everyone that 

stayed to help.  Marissa and the other waitresses had just 

finished placing the tablecloths back on the tables and 

the guys were moving chairs back in place.  All in all, it 

looked really good.  We cordoned off several areas for 

our celebrity guests to have privacy.  We originally only 

had four private dining areas, but now we had doubled 

that with Thomas’ cool design.   

A knock at the front of the restaurant had me 

turning.  It was really late out and we’d been closed for 

hours.  “Why the hell is someone knocking on the door 

this late for?” 

“Wait,” Marissa grabbed my arm.  “You don’t 

know who might be out there.”  She looked toward 

Thomas, who was smiling widely.  He was up to 

something. 

“What the hell is it Thomas?” I asked, the 

knocking continued. 

“Go see who it is,” he jutted his chin out toward 

the front entry.  From where we were standing, I 

couldn’t see anything. 

I walked nervously toward the door, wondering 

what the hell Thomas had gotten himself into.  If he’d 

bought those new paintings for the wall, I was going to 

kick his ass.  He’d been hounding me about changing the 

décor for weeks. 



66 

 

The windows were tinted so that we could see 

out, but no one could see inside.  As I turned the corner 

to go into the lobby, I gasped when I saw who was 

standing outside the door.  I ran, my shaky hands 

fumbling with the lock several times before I could get a 

good hold on it.  I threw the deadbolt and pushed the 

door open. 

“You’re here,” I giggled and jumped into his 

strong arms.  Gabriel caught me and laughed as he 

buried his face in my hair. 

“I’ve missed you,” he whispered, pulling me 

back from his neck, but kept me in his arms.   

Our eyes met and I felt tears prick the backs of 

my eyes.  Thomas knew!  He knew Gabriel was coming 

home and that’s why he insisted on us staying late.  Oh! 

His lips crashed down on mine.  I was glad that 

he held me in his arms, because I would’ve fallen into a 

heap on the ground from the feel of his soft lips on mine.  

He released one hand from my waist, the other tightened 

to keep me from sliding down his body. I whimpered 

from the loss of contact.  Reaching up, he cupped my 

face with his free hand, stroking my cheekbone with his 

thumb.  Gabriel pressed his tongue against my bottom 

lip and I was lost. 

Heated desire I’d never felt ran through my 

body, burning me in places I didn’t know existed.  His 

tongue stroked my own, occasionally pulling out so that 

he could bite my bottom lip.  When he did that, my 

nipples beaded against my bra.  The abrasion caused an 

ache in my sex.  My clit pulsed with every bite to my 

lips.  He nibbled at them, licked them, his breath washed 

over me…his scent surrounded me, all male…all 

wanted. 

Throat clearing behind us caused me to blush.  

Gabriel sucked my bottom lip one last time, then 

allowed me to slide down his chest.  I felt the bulge in 

his pants on my descent.  I turned around to find my 
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employees gaping at the sight of us making out in the 

front hallway.  A round of applause followed. 

“Alright everyone,” Thomas announced.  “Let’s 

give them some space.  Everyone out!”  Everyone shook 

Gabriel’s hand as they left, introducing themselves as he 

moved down the line.  Marissa blushed at him, giving 

him a heated smile.  When she caught me staring, she 

scowled again and bolted for the door.  A foreign feeling 

burned inside my chest.  Her actions made me want to 

rub myself all over Gabriel, marking him as my own.  

I’d never been a jealous person, but my employee just 

eye-fucked my boyfriend.  I didn’t like that at all. 

“Thomas,” Gabe said, halting my friend as he 

made his way out the door.  “Thank you.”  The two men 

shook hands and Thomas gave me a wink as he sashayed 

out the door.  Gabriel locked the deadbolt quickly and 

reached for me again. 

“I can’t believe you’re here,” I whispered, still 

in a little bit of shock. 

“I have forty-eight hours,” he sighed.  “I want to 

spend most of them with you…and Ethan.  If that’s 

okay.” 

“Yes,” I breathed.  “Um, yeah.  Ethan has school 

until four tomorrow.  Then Saturday he’s off. When are 

you flying out?” 

“Saturday night, around eleven,” he said, taking 

my face with his hands.  This time, both hands cupped 

my face, both thumbs tracing my cheekbones.  He made 

me feel fragile and priceless. 

“Kiss me again, Brooklyn,” he demanded, his 

voice deep and inviting. 

The assault wasn’t as desperate as the first, but it 

was just as good.  He still nipped at my bottom lip, like 

he wanted to eat me alive. 

“I came to give you a ride home,” he smiled.  

“Would that be okay?” 

“I have my car,” I pointed out.   
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“I know,” he said, kissing the corner of my 

mouth like he couldn’t stop himself.  His hands were 

still holding my face.  Ah, I really liked that.  I’d never 

been touched like this.  It felt so foreign, but so right, so 

needed.  “Paul is in the Escalade.  He will follow us to 

your house, after I drop you off, he will take me home.” 

“Okay,” I whispered, still gazing into his 

beautiful blue eyes.  He’d brushed his hair back so that I 

could see both of his eyes.  He knew I didn’t like it when 

he hid from everyone.  There was a reason why he was 

like that, but he wouldn’t hint as to why.   

“Grab your things,” he ordered.   

He followed me back to my office and watched 

as I shut the lights off in the kitchen.  We didn’t speak as 

I went through my nightly ritual.  I set the alarm and 

pushed him out of the door.  “I only have thirty seconds 

to get out of the door!  Hurry!”  He laughed and pulled 

me to his chest as I locked the door with my key. 

“It makes me feel better that you have an alarm 

on this place,” he said, almost shyly.   

“I had it installed a few months ago,” I admitted.  

“We had a break-in. They tried to get in the safe, but left 

it after trying to take a sledgehammer to it.” 

“Nothing was taken?”  He ran his hands through 

his hair in worry. 

“No,” I sighed.  “Thankfully.” 

“I’m glad no one was here,” he said, taking my 

hand and pulling me toward the parking lot.  I noticed 

the black SUV that I’d seen parked across the street at 

night.  Only now it was right in front of the building.  

The door opened and I stiffened. 

“It’s okay,” Gabe said, pulling me closer.  “It’s 

just Paul.  My bodyguard.” 

“Oh,” I frowned.  That was the same SUV that 

had been left on the street.  I thought it belonged to one 

of the store owners across the street.  “Wait.  Has he 

been here every night, Gabriel?” 
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He had the nerve to look ashamed, “I’m sorry.  

He’s just been here to keep an eye on you.” 

“Gabriel Miller,” I cursed.  “Do you realize 

that’s kind of creepy?” 

“I’m sorry,” he frowned.  “I just wanted to make 

sure you and your employees were safe at night.” 

“I don’t know what to think,” I admitted. 

“Don’t think, honey,” he said, nodding for Paul 

to return to the SUV.  “Just let me do this.  It makes me 

feel better knowing you’re okay while I’m gone.” 

“Are you really that worried?” 

“Now that you told me about the break-in,” he 

raised his eyebrows.  “Yes, I am.” 

“I don’t know what to say,” I sighed.  It was 

really creepy, like I told him, but then again, it was also 

sweet.  He worried about me.  “You really worry?” 

“More than you know,” he sighed, letting the 

hair fall back into his eyes.   

“If it will make you feel better,” I smiled, once I 

brushed his hair out of his eyes.  “Then Paul can stay, 

but he’s going to have to let me feed him.  I can’t let him 

stay out here all night and have no food.” 

“Okay,” Gabe laughed.  “I’ll tell him.  Now, 

let’s get you home.” 

Gabe insisted on driving my old car.  He 

frowned at the lack of reliability it was, due to the fact 

that he couldn’t get the damn thing to crank on the first 

try.  It was a little embarrassing.   

“I can always have Paul take you to work,” he 

shrugged. 

“If I need it,” I smiled, still a little embarrassed.   

Once we pulled up in the driveway, Paul parked 

on the street, but did not exit the vehicle.  Gabe walked 

me to the door and I turned to tell him goodnight.  The 

boyish grin on his face had me smiling as well.  “What 

are you smiling for?” 

“I feel like a pubescent teen,” he laughed. 

“I feel kind of giggly myself,” I admitted.   
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“Giggly?” 

“Are you making fun of me?” I scowled.   

“No ma’am,” he shook his head.  “I like giggly.” 

“Tomorrow?” I asked, changing the subject of 

my giggly behavior. 

“What time would you like for me to come by?” 

he asked. 

“If I’m taking the day off, can you be over 

around ten.  That’ll let me sleep in a bit and I’m sure my 

mom will want to come over and meet you.” 

“That would be great,” he smiled.  “Come here.”  

I didn’t have to ask what ‘come here’ meant, because 

Gabriel pulled me into his arms.  His lips pressed to 

mine with less heat than before.  He nibbled on my 

bottom lip again, sighing heavily into my mouth. 

“Goodnight, Gabriel,” I breathed, once he 

released me from his hold.  My hands stayed on his 

muscular shoulders, feeling them flex under my fingers.  

He had one arm around my waist, the other hand cupped 

my face.  He made me feel protected when he did that, 

precious even. 

“Eight hours,” he whispered.  “I’ll be back in 

eight hours.” 

“Okay,” I nodded and walked into the house.  I 

pressed my back to the door and giggled like a damn 

freshman on her first date.  My mom caught me 

swooning, approval was written all over her face. 

 

Gabe 

 

My house was quiet when I arrived.  Paul had 

been staying in my guest wing.  The main house was 

seen after by my sister and Mary, when she had time.  I 

found a few pre-made meals in the freezer, with Mary’s 

signature note. 

 

Don’t want you to starve! ~Mary 
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I knew that Liana hadn’t been cooking much.  

Hell, neither one of us ever learned how.  Reed had 

taken the task of teaching my sister how to cook.  I still 

didn’t trust her meals, not yet at least.   

My bed was pulled down and the sheets had 

been changed.  A quick shower later and I was in the 

darkness, but my mind was filled with her face, her 

voice.  That giggle.  Her laugh shot straight to my cock.  

Brooklyn Cordeau would be the death of me.  My worry 

for her would be the thing that took me out.  They had a 

fucking break-in a few months ago, for fuck’s sake!  

Paul better keep an eye on her while I was gone.  

I wouldn’t stand for any screw ups, not from him.  

Thankfully, she accepted his presence, although I could 

tell it was reluctant.  I really didn’t care, she was mine 

and I wasn’t taking any chances with her safety.  Not 

after what happened with Liana. 

Leaving Brooklyn tonight ate at me.  Something 

was bothering me and I wasn’t sure what it was. The hair 

stood on the back of my neck the whole time we were 

standing on her porch.  I didn’t like that house she was 

in, I didn’t like the area she was in, and I sure didn’t like 

the car she drove in to and from work.  Nothing about 

her life was secure, other than Cordeau’s.  Brooklyn told 

me that her mom didn’t live with her, that she’d go back 

to her place at night.  Hell, her mother shouldn’t be out 

that late at night either. 

My phone rang out in the dark, shrill and 

demanding.  I looked at the caller display and my heart 

fell.  Something was wrong. 

“Brooklyn,” I gasped into the phone.  “Honey, 

what’s wrong?” 

“G…Gabe.  I’m sorry to call.  I…I don’t know 

what to do,” she stuttered into the phone. 

“Dammit, Brooklyn, tell me what the hell is 

going on,” I was up, pulling my jeans on, holding the 

phone between my ear and my shoulder.  I slipped my 

bare feet into my boots. 
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“There’s someone outside my house.  I think 

they are trying to get in.” 

“I’m coming, stay on the phone with me baby,” I 

demanded.  I ran for the guest quarters and Paul must 

have heard me coming, because he met me in the 

hallway.  He was still dressed and nodded when I looked 

at him with pleading eyes.  His phone was already to his 

ear, calling the local police to get them in route. 

“I need to call the police,” she whispered. 

“Where’s Ethan?” I demanded.   

“We are in my bathroom in the master, locked 

in,” she cried.  “Police, Gabriel.  I need to let you go, so 

I can call them.” 

“No,” I growled.  “We have the police coming.  

I will be there as soon as I can.” 

“Don’t hang up,” she cried, then gasped.  “Gabe, 

a window just shattered.” 

“Stay quiet,” I said.  Paul was already in the 

SUV when I jumped in the backseat.  We pealed out of 

my driveway and headed straight for her place.  “Don’t 

talk.  Do NOT make a sound.  Keep Ethan calm.”  Oh, 

please God, let them be okay.  I was taken back to that 

night three years ago, with Liana.  Oh, God.  He broke in 

the house, the same way this guy was doing. Brooklyn 

had a child in there with her. 

“We are less than five minutes away, Brooklyn.  

You’re doing fine, honey.  Stay on the phone.  Paul is on 

the line with the police. They should be pulling up any 

second.”  Paul was repeating what the dispatcher was 

telling him, but I was more worried about her and Ethan.  

If anything happened to them… 

“I hear the police,” she cried.  “Good boy, 

Ethan.  You did so well.” 

“Tell her to stay in the bathroom until they come 

for her,” Paul said, relating what the dispatcher was 

telling him. 

“Did you hear that?” I asked.   

“Yes,” she sighed.   
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“We are pulling in now,” I said.  “I’m coming, 

baby.” 

“Thank God,” she breathed.  “The police are 

here.  I’m coming out Gabriel. 

“I’m here,” I said, the relieved sigh was more 

like a cleansing to my soul.   

Paul no more than stopped the vehicle and I was 

out the door at a full sprint. Police startled as I ran by, 

but I ignored them, shouting when I reached the door, 

“Brooklyn!” 

“Gabriel,” she cried as she turned the corner, 

dragging a little brown haired boy behind her.  I 

momentarily saw his eyes widen, before Brooklyn was 

in my arms.  “Thank you.  Thank you.” 

“It’s okay, baby.  I got you, you’re safe.”  I 

kissed her temple and set her down about the time Ethan 

said, “Mom?” 

“Hi Ethan,” I said, calming my voice.  He 

continued to stare wide-eyed at me.  I took a chance and 

held my hand out to him man-to-man.  “My name is 

Gabe Miller.” 

“Oh,” he laughed, just like his mother.  “I know 

who you are.” 

“Ethan, honey,” Brooklyn said, wrapping an arm 

around her son.  He looked just like her, only smaller 

and male.  His hair was cut similar to mine, although his 

bangs didn’t cover his eyes.  The back of his hair was 

cropped short.  His big brown eyes and thick eyelashes 

were definitely hers.  “This is my friend.” 

“That is so cool,” he whooped loudly and raised 

his hand for a high-five, which I returned immediately. 

“Hey, Ethan,” I began.  “I’m a little worried 

about you guys staying here tonight.  Do you think we 

can talk your mom into you guys coming to my house 

for the night?  You’ll have your own room and 

everything.” 
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“Oh, I don’t know about that Gabriel,” she bit 

her bottom lip.  There was no way in hell the two of 

them were staying alone in their house tonight.   

“Mom, please,” Ethan begged.  The plea was 

cute and I bit my lip to keep from smiling.  I turned to 

her and gave her my best pout, the one Liana always 

succumbed to.   

“Ethan, you have school tomorrow,” she 

frowned.   

“Ethan,” I interrupted.  “See that big guy over 

there.  That’s Paul and he’s a security guard who works 

for me.  He can take you to school in the morning in my 

big truck.” 

“Really,” he said in wonder and gave Paul a 

thumbs up. 

“Yep,” I nodded.  “As long as your mom says 

it’s okay.” 

“Gabriel,” she scolded. 

“I’m going to talk to your mom for a bit, if you 

want to go take a look at the truck.  It’s outside.” 

“Mom?” he asked. 

“Sure,” she sighed.  “But stay close!” 

“Paul won’t let anything happen to him,” I 

promised.  “Come here.”  I pulled her into my arms and 

held her tight, breathing in her scent.  She smelled clean, 

her hair was a tad bit damp and pulled back into a sloppy 

ponytail. 

“I don’t know if this is a good idea,” she 

frowned.  “I don’t want him to get his hopes up.” 

“Stop,” I demanded softly.  “I don’t want you 

staying here tonight, not until I can get someone over 

here to patch up that window and install a security 

system.” 

“Gabe,” she scowled.  “You don’t…”  I stopped 

her with my finger on her full lips. 

“That’s final, Brooklyn.” I raised a brow for her 

to protest.  “You two are coming with me.” 
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“Ms. Cordeau,” an officer approached.  “We’ve 

found only the window in the kitchen disturbed.” 

“Did you catch them?” she asked. 

“Yes, ma’am,” he nodded.  “We’ve had a few 

homes broken into this week and we are hoping these are 

the guys we’ve been looking for.” 

“Thank you,” she sighed and melted into my 

arms. 

“I’d suggest you stay with your friend here,” he 

said, pointing to me.  My smile was a little smug.  She 

pinched my side, causing me to wince. 

“Thank you, officer,” she shook his hand and 

signed a statement. 

“Get some things for you and Ethan,” I said.  

“Call your mom.” 

“No,” she shook her head.  “I’ll call her in the 

morning.  I don’t want to wake her up when everything 

is okay.”  Everything was not okay.  She’d almost been 

burglarized in her own home.  She had been burglarized 

regardless if nothing was taken. 

“Come, let me take you home,” I said, pulling 

her toward my chest one more time.   
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Chapter 7 

 

Brooklyn 

 

“Holy crap,” Ethan barked next to me, waking 

me from my sleep.  My head was on Gabriel’s chest, his 

arm draped over me protectively.  “You’re house is 

huge!” 

“Ethan,” I scolded.  “That’s not nice.”  Oh, lord 

that child! 

“Come on, big guy, let me show you around 

really quick.  It’s late and you need to get some sleep,” 

he said, opening the door.  He held a hand out for me to 

step out of the SUV.  I looked up at the house and 

smiled.  It really was beautiful.  Deep dark red brick 

covered the outside.  The house was two stories, but 

from the windows on the ground, it looked like there 

was a basement as well.  Paul grabbed our bags and 

followed us inside. 

“Thank you, Paul,” I said, once we entered 

through the front door.  

“You’re very welcome, Ms. Cordeau,” he 

muttered. 

“Please, call me Brooklyn,” I requested. 

“Brooklyn,” he nodded.  “Can I get you 

anything?” 

“No, thank you,” I shook my head, looking 

around Gabriel’s home.  Mediterranean flare inspired his 

home.  All warmth and stone accents throughout.  The 

kitchen was a cook’s dream.  I found myself, touching 

the granite countertops, enjoying the feel underneath my 

fingertips.  The fridge was three times the size of mine at 

home and there were cabinets everywhere.  A pantry sat 

off in the corner.  I didn’t snoop around inside, but that 

didn’t mean that I didn’t want to do it.   

“I knew I’d find you here,” Gabriel said from 

behind me.  He took me into his arms and kissed the side 
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of my neck.  “He’s in his room, across the living room 

from my room, getting ready for bed.”   

“Thank you for letting us stay,” I sighed.   

“Mom!” Ethan ran into the kitchen and froze, 

seeing us together.  I pushed away from Gabriel, but 

Ethan’s smile lit up the room.  “He has a room full of 

guitars!” 

“I’m sure he does,” I laughed.  “Get to bed, 

Ethan. I’m serious.  I’ll wake you up at seven.” 

“Ahh, okay.  Night momma,” he said, kissing 

my cheek.  He turned to Gabriel and got another high 

five.  “Night Gabe!” 

“Night,” we both said in unison.  Ethan ran 

down the hall and I heard his door click once he was 

inside. 

“Come, let me get you into bed,” he urged, 

keeping his arm around me.  Those blue eyes bored into 

my own, the corners of his eyes were crinkled with 

worry.  “I just need to hold you and make sure you’re 

okay.” 

I followed him into the master bedroom and 

froze at the door.  He expected me to sleep with him?  

I…I didn’t know if this was a good idea.  I haven’t been 

in bed with a man, well, ever.   

“What’s wrong?” he asked.  My blushed face 

turned from him to the bed and back.  “It’s just sleep, 

Brooklyn.  It’s late and we have to get up early with 

Ethan.  Come.”  He held his hand out for me.  I 

awkwardly looked at the large platform bed that was 

pressed up against the back wall again and sighed.  I had 

a feeling he was rich before I even laid eyes on his 

home, but the whole place screamed wealth.  Number 

one hits would make a band wealthy, it was just a fact. 

I’d brought a tank top and cotton shorts to sleep 

in and used the bathroom to clean up.  My hair was 

already hastily thrown together when I stepped out of the 

shower and heard the noise outside my window.  The 

heart dropping thought that someone would break in and 
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harm us threw me into action.  It wasn’t until the 

adrenalin died down that I realized the enormity of what 

happened.  My steps faltered as I opened the door to the 

huge master bedroom.  Gabe was sitting up in the bed 

with his arm thrown over his head.  When his eyes 

landed on me, the shock set in.  My knees gave out and 

he had me in his arms before I hit the ground. 

“You’re okay, honey. You’re safe.  I got you,” 

he whispered.  

My eyes brimmed with tears and then fell over 

my lashes, causing me to cry into his shirt, “I was so 

scared.” 

“I know.  You were so brave.  You protected 

Ethan and got help.  I’m so proud of you,” he whispered, 

pulling me into his bed and pulling the sheets up over 

each of us.  “Sleep, love.  I got you.  I’m here.” 

My face stayed buried in his neck for the longest 

time.  Gabriel held me and let me cry until the tears dried 

up and the shock subsided. 

“I’m sorry,” I blushed.  At least it was dark in 

the room and he couldn’t see me all that well.  The night 

was clear so the only light was from the moon coming 

through the curtains beside the bed. 

“Don’t be sorry,” he said, raising up so that he 

could remove his wet shirt.  I flinched when he pulled 

me back down to his muscular chest.  “Are you hurt?  

What’s wrong?” 

“I’m fine,” I yawned.   

“Sleep,” he said.  “I’ll wake you.” 

“Six thirty,” I mumbled.   

“Okay,” he sighed.  The last thing I heard was 

his cursing at the earliness of the time.   

I smiled as I fell asleep against his chest.  His 

scent enveloped me as I let darkness pull me under. 

 

“Brooklyn,” a voice called.  It was a very nice 

voice, too.  The warmth that held me tried to tug me 

back into the darkness, but the nice voice urged me not 
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to fall back asleep.  “Come on, sleepyhead.  You told me 

to wake you at this god-awful hour.  Get up.” 

“Mmm,” I protested, pushing blindly at him to 

leave me alone. 

“Not a morning person,” he laughed. 

“Mmm,” I protested, again.   

“Ethan has to get ready for school,” Gabriel 

said.  My mind fired at the name of my son. 

“I’m up…I’m up,” I growled, blinking my eyes 

to get them to work.  I sat up in the bed and pushed the 

hair out of my face.  Sometimes I just wanted to cut it 

off, but my mom would kill me.  She loved it too much. 

“Morning, beautiful,” he smiled next to me.  Oh 

shit!  I’m in his bed. 

“Morning,” I mumbled.  I went into the 

bathroom and brushed my teeth, before returning to find 

him sitting up in the bed.  He wore a simple pair of plaid 

blue sleeping pants and he was still shirtless. 

Oh, my!  Wow, Gabriel was…just…oh, his 

muscles were tight.  Each one rippled into a nice, healthy 

six-pack that wasn’t overly bulky.  The tight V-shaped 

muscle that ran from his side and disappeared into his 

pants made my mouth water.  My fingers itched to trace 

them…all of them.   

The tattoo of a phoenix wrapped around his side.  

His right arm was covered in various tattoos that my 

mind didn’t have time to process.  I couldn’t look at him 

too long, because that brought out foreign feelings inside 

me.  Never had a man affected me the way Gabriel 

Miller did.   

“Coffee?” I asked. 

“Kitchen,” he pointed.   

I sleepily made my way to the kitchen after 

slipping on a hoodie.  Thankfully I did, because Paul 

was already in the kitchen, sitting at the bar drinking a 

cup he’d just made for himself. 

“Morning, Paul,” I grumbled. 
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“Morning, Brooklyn,” he smiled.  I found a 

coffee cup above the pot and poured it black, thankful 

there was cream in the fridge.  After stirring the cream 

in, I took a seat at the bar and grabbed the paper Paul 

had just discarded.   

I needed to call my mom, but it was still early.  I 

wanted her to sleep in a little.  She wouldn’t be over to 

the house until around three.  That’s when Ethan usually 

arrived when he took the bus home.  Sometimes one of 

us would pick him up instead.  Usually, if I had the day 

off, or mom was going to keep him at her place.   

“Morning,” Gabriel said, coming into the 

kitchen.  He’d changed out of his sleep pants and had 

taken a shower.  His hair was still damp, the ends curled 

and were out of his face.  The simple gray cotton shirt he 

wore was tight across his muscular chest, the low slung 

jeans were faded and torn in all the right places.  When 

he reached up into the cabinet for a cup, my thighs 

tightened on their own at the sight.  As his shirt rode up, 

his firm ass came into view.  Those jeans did the same as 

the leather pants he wore.  His butt was a fine specimen 

that I really wanted to touch.   My eyes traveled over the 

skin that was exposed above his hips and found myself 

tracing my bottom lip with my tongue.  A hint of 

scrollwork showed, but I couldn’t make out what the 

tattoo said.   

“It’s almost seven,” he said, bringing me back 

from my examination.   

“Do you have anything here to eat for 

breakfast?” 

“Yeah,” he nodded.  “I think there’s some 

cereal.  Fruit Loops?” he grinned his boyish grin that 

made me giggle. 

“Like real food, Gabriel,” I scowled.   

“Um,” he paused, looking over at Paul with a 

panicked expression. 

“Brooklyn,” Paul said, laughing as he set down 

his coffee.  The guy was tall and built like a damn 
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linebacker.  I’m sure all of the muscle was due to his job.  

His brown hair was darker than mine and buzzed very 

tight to his scalp.  He looked like an ex-Marine.  His 

green eyes danced with humor as he continued.  “I have 

been staying here while Gabe has been away.  There are 

eggs and bacon in the fridge, bread is in the pantry.” 

“Thank you, Paul,” I smiled. “I’ll go wake him 

up and get him moving.  Would you two like breakfast?” 

“That would be great,” Paul smiled.  I smiled 

back; I couldn’t help it.  His smile was infectious.  The 

guy was pretty scary when you looked at him, but his 

manners were right up there with Gabriel’s. 

I found the room Ethan was staying in.  The 

poor guy was beat, but was anxious to go to school and 

tell them who my new friend was.  I asked him to not 

brag about it to his friends.  You just didn’t do things 

like that.  He reluctantly obliged, but I knew he was 

chomping at the bit to tell at least one person.  I pushed 

him toward the bathroom and told him breakfast would 

be ready when he was done. 

I returned to the kitchen and found all the 

ingredients for breakfast.  Gabriel and Paul watched 

from the breakfast bar, which was more like a huge 

countertop.  The damn thing was so large you could seat 

six people there.  As I worked around the kitchen, I 

hummed a song that I had written years ago.  I could get 

used to making breakfast in a kitchen as nice as this.   

 Ethan arrived just as I was plating his eggs.  

Gabriel smiled warmly when Ethan pulled a stool right 

up next to him and hopped up.  His normally big brown 

eyes were even larger as he looked at one of his favorite 

rockstars.   

“This is so cool,” Ethan laughed.  “Did you 

know my mom was in a band?  Before me, of course and 

she played guitar too!” 

“She told me, but I haven’t heard her play, yet,” 

Gabriel smiled at him.  “Maybe tonight we can get her to 

play with me, down in the guitar room.” 
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“Mom, please?” he begged, then frowned.  “You 

never play anymore.” 

“Maybe,” I blushed.  “It’s been a long time, 

Ethan.  I probably don’t remember much.” 

“You can do it,” he replied.  My little boy loved 

it when he was a younger.  I’d just been so busy the past 

few years, I hadn’t done any more than brush the dust 

off of my old acoustic when I cleaned house. 

“I’ll try,” I said.  “Now eat.  It’s getting late.” 

The boys tore into their breakfast and I plated 

myself an egg, over easy, and two pieces of toast.  I took 

the empty seat next to Gabriel, opposite of Ethan.   

All three of them moaned their approval at their 

food.  “That was amazing,” Paul said, putting his fork 

across his plate.   

“It’s just eggs,” I laughed.   

“I’ve never had eggs that amazing,” Gabriel 

laughed, leaning back and placing his hand over his 

stomach in a satisfied gesture.  

“How do you make them?” I asked, but frowned 

when Paul coughed to hide a laugh.  “What?” 

“I don’t cook,” Gabriel admitted. 

“Why not?” I asked.  “You have this amazing 

kitchen!  I’d be in here all of the time.  It’s beautiful.” 

“I…Er,” he blushed, ducking his head so that his 

bangs fell over his eyes.  “I never learned.” 

“Really?” I gasped. 

“Yeah, really,” he shrugged. 

“Momma can teach you,” Ethan offered, 

bouncing happily in his seat. 

“Yeah,” I laughed, ruffling Ethan’s hair as I 

stood up from my seat.  “I’ll teach you.” 

“Sure thing,” he laughed.   

“Brooklyn,” Paul interrupted.  “It’s seven forty-

five.” 

“Alright,” I said.  “Up you go, boo.  Get your 

backpack.” 
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“Are you going to pick me up today?  Or is 

grandma going to meet the bus at the house?” he asked 

as he set his plate in the sink. 

“We’ll pick you up,” I said, then turned to 

Gabriel.  “Is that okay with you?” 

“Yes,” he nodded.  “Paul will drive us to come 

get you.” 

After that, I kissed him goodbye and watched as 

Paul opened the rear door to the SUV and helped him 

inside.  I waved as they backed out of the garage, but 

couldn’t see him for the tinted windows. 

“I need to call my mom,” I said, once they had 

left. 

“I’ll be in the living room,” Gabriel smiled.  

“Just come find me when you are done.” 

He kissed the corner of my mouth and squeezed 

my hand as if he didn’t want to leave me, but smiled and 

walked out of the kitchen.  I heard the television come 

on, so I left the kitchen and made my way to the 

bedroom to call my mom.   

“Brooklyn,” she answered.  “Did Ethan get off 

to school okay?” 

“Yeah,” I answered.  Here goes nothing.  Mom 

was going to probably lose her mind when I told her 

about last night.  “Um, we aren’t home.  We had two 

guys break into the house last night, Mom.” 

“Oh sweet Jesus, Brooklyn,” she gasped.  “Are 

you okay?  Why didn’t you call me?” 

“It’s okay, momma.  Gabriel’s back in town and 

he took us to his place, until the window can be 

repaired.” 

“Window?” she asked. 

“They came in through the kitchen window.  

Gabriel wants to put a security system on the house for 

us.” 

“That would be a great idea, Brooklyn.  I wish 

you’d move somewhere safer.”  I could hear the worry in 
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her tone.  Then I realized she hadn’t said anything about 

us staying with Gabe. 

“Mom, are you going to ask me about Gabriel?” 

I bit my bottom lip, worrying about her reaction. 

“No,” she laughed.  “I’m not, baby girl.  If you 

called him last night, then he was the one you wanted to 

come and I’m glad.  That means you trust him to protect 

you, Brooklyn.  How did he handle last night?”  I told 

her about how I freaked out and called him instead of the 

police.  How, in the midst of the situation, my first 

thought was to call him.   

“Good,” she said.  “You need to open your 

heart, Brooklyn.  You can’t grow old alone.  I think this 

man may be good for you.” 

“Oh, momma,” I sighed into the phone.  She’d 

always been a romantic.  It was all of those romance 

novels she read. 

“How did Ethan take meeting him?” she 

continued. 

“Oh,” I laughed.  “How do you think?  I’m sure 

he’s going to tell the whole school today that he spent 

the night here.  I asked him not to brag, but you know 

how he is.  When he gets excited about something, you 

can’t shut him up.” 

“No,” she giggled.  “He probably won’t stop 

talking all day.  He’ll be the popular kid at the lunch 

table.  Now, why don’t you let me keep Ethan here 

tonight?” 

“We were going to get him from school,” I said. 

“Bring him over here afterward.  It’s Friday and 

I’m sure your man would like to spend his time home 

with you.  When does he leave again?” 

“Saturday night, around eleven,” I sighed. 

“Okay, then bring Ethan after school and you 

two go out.  Have some fun, Brooklyn.  You deserve it.” 

“Yes, ma’am,” I replied.  The thought of a real 

date with Gabriel made all of those teenage giggles to 

return.   
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After I hung up, I jumped in the shower and 

quickly washed all of the events of last night away from 

me.  I found a hair dryer under his sink and dried the 

long strands quickly, causing my natural curls to twist up 

on the ends.  A slight bit of makeup later, I was ready for 

whatever the day held.   

I found him still sitting on the couch, watching 

the national news. 

“Hey,” he smiled.  “Come.”  With that one word 

and his outstretched hand, the sight before me was hard 

to resist. 

“Do you have any plans for today?” I asked, 

burrowing deeper into his side.  He’d pulled me down 

next to him on the couch, throwing his arm over me in 

the process.   

“I just want to relax,” he sighed heavily.  

“Haven’t been doing much of that over the past few 

weeks.  I just want some quiet time with you.” 

“Quiet time I can do,” I assured him. 

“Good,” he breathed, closer to my lips.  His 

hand came up and cupped my jaw.  Whenever he did 

that, my legs quit responding to anything my brain told 

them to do.  Thankfully, I was sitting down, or I’d made 

a fool of myself.  “Because all I’ve wanted to do since 

you woke up all cute and feisty was to kiss you.” 

He pulled me to his lips; they were soft.  He 

smelled so amazing.  I took a chance and pressed my 

tongue to his bottom lip, in a silent plea for him to open 

for me.  His tongue snaked out and touched my own.  It 

was like a fire roared to life inside me.   

My whole body tightened when his free hand 

slid up my leg, over my hip, and rested on my side, just a 

few inches below my breasts.  My womb clinched, my 

nipples hardened against my bra.  Wetness pooled 

between my legs and I was completely lost in his touch, 

his kiss. 

“Relax,” he whispered.  When he pulled back, 

Gabriel pressed his forehead to mine, our eyes locked 
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and I could tell he was holding on by a thread.  One hand 

still cupped my face, the other on my side.  His thumb 

rubbed circles over my rib cage.   

“I…I’ve…Gabriel,” I froze.  I couldn’t tell him.  

“I don’t know what to do.”  I had to be honest with him.  

Dammit!  I didn’t want it to be like this.  I thought we’d 

have more time. 

“Just go with what you know,” he said, 

patiently.  “There’s no rush, baby.  No rush at all.” 

“I want to, but I…,” I paused.  Why was this so 

hard?   

“But?” He kissed the corner of my mouth, but 

his eyes were filled with worry.  “Tell me, Brooklyn.  

Whatever it is, I can handle it.  There’s something 

you’ve wanted to tell me, I know it.  I can hear it in your 

voice when we talked on the phone while I was away.  

What are you not telling me?” 

“I’ve never done this,” I whispered, 

embarrassed.   

“Done what?” he pulled away.  The loss was 

instant and my body screamed for him to come closer. 

“Sex,” I blurt out, nervously. 

“Well, of course you have,” he laughed.  “Or is 

Ethan adopted?” 

“No,” I tucked my chin, but he wasn’t having 

that.  I tried to drop my eyes as he pulled my chin, but it 

was no use.  I had to look at him. 

“Then what is it?” he begged.  Oh, Gabriel.  

How do I say this without you running away?  “Be 

honest with me, Brooklyn.”  His voice changed from 

pleading to demanding.  He was getting concerned, 

worried even. 

“I’m afraid you’ll run away,” I whispered and 

squinted my eyes. 

“I’m not going anywhere,” he replied.  “I 

promise.” 

“I’ve never been in a relationship like this,” I 

admitted, using my finger to point back and forth 
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between the two of us.  After a heavy sigh, I continued.  

“My mom, she told me that I needed to be upfront with 

you, if we were going to be serious.  From the feelings 

I’ve been having toward you, I feel like this is 

something…more.” 

“It is more, baby,” he whispered.  The crinkle in 

the corner of his eyes returned.  It was the way I could 

tell if he was worried, or scared. 

“Well,” I paused, collecting myself.  “Ethan 

knows nothing about his father and I’d like to keep it 

that way.” 

“Does he not support you?” Gabriel growled.   

“No, he doesn’t even know about Ethan,” I 

admitted. 

“Did you not tell him?” he asked, pushing me 

back so that he could get a better look at my face.   

“No,” I began.  The tears pricked my eyes.  I 

was going to do it.  I was going to tell him the truth.  

The tears I was holding fell over my lashes, the words 

tumbling from my lips.  “Ethan was a product of the 

night I was raped.” 

 

 

Gabe 

 

 

“Oh, honey,” I replied, immediately.  Her tears 

and admission cracked a piece of my heart.  Pulling her 

to my chest, I wrapped my arms around her protectively.  

“Please tell me that son of a bitch is in jail!”   

“No,” she mumbled into my shirt.  “No, I ran 

from home.  That’s why I live here now.  My mom 

pulled up our roots there and moved with me to Los 

Angeles.  I don’t know where he is and I don’t want him 

to know where I am.  The whole thing is fucked up.  I 

lost my band and my friendship with our drummer over 

this.  He was her boyfriend.” 



88 

 

“Tell me,” I demanded.  The anger boiled inside 

me.  My Brooklyn had been dealt a hand, just as my 

sister.  I wanted vengeance.  I wanted this fucker dead! 

“It will just upset you,” she said, wiping tears 

from her face.  “I’m sorry I cried.  I’d gotten over this.  I 

never cry about it anymore.  Having Ethan was the best 

decision I ever made.” 

“Please.  I have to know,” I begged, my voice 

cracked and she looked up from where she’d laid her 

head on my chest.   

“Don’t cry for me, Gabriel,” she whispered and 

wiped a tear away with her thumb.  

“I’m worried about you,” I admitted.  “Why did 

you originally say you hadn’t done this before?” 

“It’s the truth, Gabriel,” she paused.  “In all 

reality, I am a virgin.  He was my first and only sexual 

experience.  It took me years to get over it.  I started 

dating when I was back on my feet and ready to tackle a 

normal relationship, but most guys have kicked me to 

the curb once they find out about Ethan.  I’d never 

choose a man over him, never.” 

“As well you shouldn’t,” I agreed.  “Children 

come first.  Any idiot with half a brain would know that.  

I accept Ethan and I know that Ethan is your world.  I 

just hope that maybe I can share some of that world with 

him.” 

“You do?” she asked, her brown eyes wide.   

“Yes,” I nodded, pulling her in for a peck on the 

lips.  “I’m not going to pressure you into sex, Brooklyn.  

I can wait until you’re ready.  This thing between us has 

plenty of time to grow before we throw sex into the 

mix.” 

“You’d wait?” she smiled. 

“I’ll wait,” I assured her. 

“But I want you,” she blushed.  “I want this, but 

I have no idea what the hell I’m doing.” 

“Neither do I,” I laughed.  She scowled at me 

and raised an eyebrow. 
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“Are you trying to be funny?” 

“Well, yes,” I admitted.  “Is it working?” 

“Yes,” she laughed.  “Tell me about Glory’s 

Place?” 

She’d been genuinely curious about it since I 

first mentioned it and now I knew why.  It took every 

ounce of willpower I had to keep from demanding to 

know his name, to find him and kill him with my bare 

hands.  I’d accept the jail time if it kept her and Ethan 

safe.  I couldn’t let this guy into her life.   

“My sister, Liana, was raped three years ago,” I 

clinched my teeth.  It still hurt talking about it.  “We 

kept it out of the press, but she used her attack to make a 

difference.  She wrote the book about Glory Days and 

used that money to fund the first shelter in Northern 

California.  Her idea is to open other ones in places that 

need them.” 

“That’s amazing,” she smiled.  “I’d really like to 

do something with them.  If she doesn’t mind.” 

“Actually,” I raised an eyebrow.  “I can take you 

to meet her today.” 

“No,” Brooklyn shook her head.  “If you don’t 

mind, I’d rather just stay here today.” 

“That sounds good to me,” I agreed.   

Pulling her back to my chest, I kissed the top of 

her head, thankful for her here in my arms.  “What’s his 

name?” 

“Gabe,” she warned.   

“Please,” I growled.  “I need to know.  I want to 

know where he is, so we can keep an eye on him. I don’t 

want him getting close to you.” 

“He won’t.  He doesn’t know about me even 

being pregnant.  I left town before I started showing.  No 

one knows Gabriel and I’d like to keep it that way.” 

“Paul is going to have a security system installed 

in your house tomorrow. He’ll need your keys.  I want 

you and Ethan to stay here tonight.”   
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“Actually, my mom said she wants to keep him 

tonight, so we can have some alone time,” she blushed.  

“After we get him from school, can we drop him off at 

her place?” 

“So I can meet your mom?”  

“You’ll love her,” she promised. 

“I’m sure I will,” I smiled.  “I like her daughter, 

a lot.” 

“You do?” she asked, a smile played on her lips.  

She and I both knew we were teasing each other.  “Well 

her daughter likes you a lot, too.” 

Brooklyn surprised me when she tangled her 

tiny fingers in my hair and tugged me down to her lips.  I 

molded mine to her soft flesh.  Her breathing increased 

and I opened my eyes to see hers had hazed over with 

need.  She pressed her tongue to my bottom lip and I 

opened for her to delve inside.  Not once did we break 

eye contact as we made love to each other with just our 

kisses.  Her other hand landed on my chest, I covered it 

with my larger hand, cradling it to my heart.  My free 

hand went to her face, cupping her jaw, telling her how 

precious she was to me. 

“You’re so beautiful,” I whispered, as our bodies 

separated.  We were both panting hard and I could see 

the desire in her eyes.  Was she able to do this?  Did she 

want me now? 

“Please, Gabriel,” she panted, her eyes closed 

passionately, but when they reopened, there was a fire in 

there that caused the room to energize.  I felt the spark 

every time I touched her skin, kissed her lips.   

“Are you sure?” I asked.  “I have to make sure 

you are okay with this.  I…I don’t want to hurt you.” 

“Please,” she repeated.  “I’ve never been so sure 

of anything in my life.  Please.”  Her hands found the 

hem of my shirt, tugging it up and over my head.  My 

hand landed on her waist, my thumb touching the side of 

her breasts.  I stroked it through the material of her bra 
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and shirt, taking my time as I savored the gift she was 

bestowing on me. 

“Oh, baby,” I moaned as her hand moved to my 

bare skin.  Her tiny fingers danced across the muscles on 

my chest, causing a shiver to roll up my spine.   

“I don’t know what to do,” she whispered. 

“Let me love you, Brooklyn” I asked.   

“Please,” she begged, one last time.  “I need 

you.” 

“Come,” I growled, pulling her from the couch.  

She gasped when I picked her up and took her toward 

the bedroom.  I laid her on my bed, taking a step back to 

admire her laying there waiting for me. 

“We don’t have to do anything you’re not 

comfortable with, Brooklyn,” I stated.  The look I gave 

her said that I was serious.  I didn’t want to push her.  

“Baby, if you just want to lay here and kiss all day that 

would be fine with me.” 

“I want you,” she blushed, but didn’t tuck her 

chin.   

“You have me.  I’m yours, baby,” I promised.  I 

crawled up the bed, kicking her knees apart on the way 

and covered her body with my own.  We were dressed 

fully, except my missing shirt.  I didn’t want to scare her 

by stripping down to nothing the moment she said ‘yes’.  

Her hands roamed every inch of my body, testing my 

muscles under her fingertips, as if she was checking my 

strength. 

My lips found the spot under her earlobe.  She 

ground her hips against my cloth covered erection when 

I nipped at the spot with my teeth.  My hand found the 

top button of her shirt and I undid the first two quickly.  

The room was barely lit by the small amount of sunlight 

that peeked through my thick curtains.  With that light, I 

could see the swell of her breasts coming out of the top 

of her white lace bra.  I kissed a path down her neck, 

over her collarbone and used my tongue to lick the swell 

of her breasts. 



92 

 

“Is this okay?” I asked, concerned that I may be 

moving too fast. 

“More,” she moaned.   

“More?” 

“Please,” she begged, her hips twitched twice 

underneath me.  My cock was painfully hard against my 

fly, but I didn’t want to free the impatient thing just yet. 

“All you have to do is say ‘no’ if you are not 

comfortable, Brooklyn.  I understand the word.”  I had to 

reassure her.  I had to make sure she knew I wouldn’t 

hurt her. 

“Okay,” she panted, pulling my lips back to 

hers.   

Her hands moved around my back, her nails bit 

sharply into my sides, but the pain was welcomed.  It 

told me she was there, that she was real underneath my 

own hands. 

I unbuttoned the rest of her blouse, pushing it 

apart so that I could sit back on my knees and take her 

in.  “I’m going to taste you, everywhere, honey.  Tell me 

to stop if I do something wrong.” 

On her nod, I leaned in and pressed a kiss 

between her breasts, above the front clasp of her bra.  I 

slowly slid my fingers between them and popped the 

latch, freeing her breasts to my eyes.  “Beautiful,” I 

whispered, kissing her once more between the two.  My 

lips trailed a path to her left breast, taking the pale, pink 

nipple into my mouth.  Lapping it with my tongue, I 

touched the other to give it similar satisfaction, rubbing 

my thumb over the hardened peak.  Brooklyn moaned 

underneath me, her fingers tangled in my hair.  When 

she pulled me tighter to her chest, I knew she was okay.   

“Gabriel,” she moaned.  My name fell of her lips 

like a prayer and I was lost.  In that moment, my 

priorities changed.  It was no longer just myself in the 

world.  I had her, Brooklyn.  She was mine.  Everything 

about her was mine. 
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“You’re mine,” I growled.  “Brooklyn, you are 

mine.  From here on out, no one touches you except me.  

No. One. Touches. What’s. Mine!  Do you understand?”  

I stopped kissing, looked into her eyes and all I saw 

there was acceptance.  “Tell me.”  

I felt feral, completely possessive of her.  Every 

time I touched her, I wanted it to be a branding, a 

marking.  I felt like rubbing my body all over hers to 

transfer my scent to her skin so that no other male would 

touch her.  I felt like an animal marking its territory. 

“Yours, Gabriel,” she breathed, her eyes 

lustfully gazed as she answered my heated question. 

My hand found the button to her jeans, I didn’t 

waste time stripping her of the material.  She was left in 

nothing but a pair of lace panties.  The skin on her belly 

was tight, the only blemish were a few silvery lines 

below her belly button.  I traced them with my lips and 

she stiffened.  “Are these from Ethan?” 

“Y…yes,” she shied, trying to cover them with 

her hands.  “Don’t look at them.” 

“No,” I shook my head, pulling her hands away.  

“Don’t hide from me, baby.  These are a part of you, of 

him.  They signify a part of the miracle when you 

brought him into the world.  You’re beautiful.  They’re 

beautiful.”  I kissed them again, until she relaxed under 

my lips. 

“Oh, Gabriel,” she cried. 

“Don’t cry, baby,” I whispered, moving up her 

body and kissing away a tear that had fallen from her 

face.   

She smiled and pulled me in for another kiss, 

reaching between us and fumbling for my fly.  I lifted 

myself off of her by putting my weight on my left arm 

beside her and helped her drop the zipper on my jeans.  

Her hands delved into my pants and we both gasped 

from the contact. 

“Oh, baby, yes,” I hissed when she wrapped her 

tiny hands around my cock.   
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I struggled to remove my jeans, not wanting to 

break the connection.  Once we were undressed, I tugged 

on the last bit of material between us, her underwear.  

Brooklyn froze for a second and I mirrored her reaction. 

“Do you want me to stop?” I asked, rolling to 

her side.  I made sure my body was pressed closely to 

hers, my hard cock rested against her hip.  My hand 

spread flat against her stomach, waiting for her to give 

me the go ahead to continue.     

“No…I mean, don’t stop, Gabriel,” she 

whispered. 

She lifted her hips, letting me pull the tiny scrap 

of lace down her legs.  Once I threw them in the pile 

with our combined clothes, I leaned in a kissed the 

inside of her ankle, noticing a tattoo of the letter E.  I 

stopped and traced it with my thumb, looking up at her 

to see her reaction. 

“Ethan,” she breathed.  I nodded and continued 

my northerly trek.  When I reached the inside of her 

thighs, she began to shake.  I bypassed her sex and 

kissed her hipbone before moving up toward her breasts.  

They weren’t small.  No, they were more than my hands 

could hold.  I cupped one, thumbing her taut nipple.  

When I reached her lips, she was panting with desire. 

“I’m going to touch you, baby,” I said, kissing 

the corner of her mouth.  “You tell me if it’s too much.” 

“Please,” she responded. 

My hand left her breasts and I skimmed it down 

her side, over her hip and stopped at the little patch of 

hair over her sex.  She opened her legs just the tiniest bit, 

allowing me space to move my hand over her tender 

folds.   

“You’re so wet already, baby,” I whispered 

against her lips when I parted the slick folds of her 

pussy.  I slowly pushed one finger inside finding her soft 

and tight.  My cock jerked to awareness, knowing this 

was going to probably be over before it began.  I had to 
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bite the inside of my cheek to distract myself from 

coming before I even got inside her. 

“More,” she panted, grasping my upper arm with 

her hand.  “I ache for you, Gabriel.”  Her nails dug into 

the flesh there, rooting herself in place for my 

ministrations. 

“I want to taste you,” I said, moving down her 

body.  “All of you.” 

She parted her legs wider, allowing me space to 

fit between them.  I ran my nose up the slit, inhaling her 

scent…memorizing it for when I would be gone.  She 

was shaved everywhere except the patch on top of her 

mound.  My cock jumped again, begging me silently to 

hurry up.  Calm down!   

My tongue snaked out and parted her sex, 

getting my first true taste of her honey.  The ambrosia 

that hit my tongue was addicting.  I repeated the last 

stoke of my tongue, but this time sucked her swollen clit 

between my teeth. 

“Oh,” she gasped.  “Yes.”  Brooklyn tangled her 

fingers in my hair and tugged it slightly in the direction 

of her sex. 

“Do you like that?” I asked. 

“Yes,” she panted.  “More.” 

“More?” 

“Mmhmm,” she moaned.  I pressed two fingers 

inside her sex at the same moment I sucked her clit into 

my mouth.  I moved them, rotating them to prepare her 

for my cock.  She was so tight, I wanted her to come 

once to loosen her body for me. 

“Come for me, Brooklyn,” I said, pumping my 

fingers inside, finding a rhythm that made her moan 

even louder.  Her sex went liquid around my hand and 

she screamed out my name when her release hit her with 

a force that I felt radiate into my own body. 

“Gabriel,” she cried.  “Please…more.  Please.” 

“I got you,” I said, reaching over to the 

nightstand.  I pulled out a condom and ripped the foil 
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with my teeth.  Rolling it over my cock, I had to tell 

myself that was my own hand and not to get too damn 

excited.   

I positioned myself at her entrance and cursed 

when she looked at me with wide eyes.  “Wait.”  

“Stop?” I asked, freezing in place anyway. 

“Not yet,” she said.  “I’m scared.  Go slow, 

please.” 

“Of course, love,” I whispered and took her lips.  

I pressed against her sex, feeling it relax around the head 

of my cock.  She flinched as if she were in pain.  “Does 

it hurt?” 

“Sort of,” she trembled. 

“Once I’m inside, baby, I promise it will feel 

good.”  I stroked her cheek trying to soothe her, but 

didn’t push myself any deeper into her sex.  Not until 

she gave me permission. 

“Okay,” she panted.  “Okay.” 

God, she was so tight.  I pressed my eyes closed 

as I worked my way inside.  I only stopped once I was 

all the way in to the hilt.  My seed threatened to shoot 

straight from my body.  I found that I needed a moment 

to collect myself, but her hips flexed and I almost lost it 

right there. 

“Hang on baby,” I panted.  “I want this to last 

longer than five seconds.  Let me adjust to you.” 

“Gabriel,” she panted.  “You have to move.  I 

feel like I’m going to come again.” 

I thrust once, twice, and she was flying.  Her 

pussy clamped down on my cock and I found a rhythm 

that made her orgasm last.  The spot I was hitting inside 

her heightened her pleasure, both of our pleasures.  I 

kissed her hard, using my tongue to mimic what my 

cock was doing.  I kissed her neck, nipping the skin 

below her ear and she ignited again. 

“That’s it baby, come for me.  Come on,” I said, 

thrusting deeper, dragging out her climax.  Her nails 

sank into the skin on my ass and I couldn’t hold back 
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any longer.  My hips shifted, rolled once, and I was 

flying.  I came with a force I’d never felt before.  When I 

came down, I barely had enough strength to hold myself 

above her.  Stars danced in front of my eyes as I came 

down from the high of our love making. 

“Wow,” she breathed. 

“Wow,” I looked at her with a raised brow.  

“Yeah,” she giggled.  “Wow.” 

Pulling out, I watched as she winched slightly.  

“Let me clean up and I’ll draw you a bath.  It will help 

with the aches.” 

I got up to walk away to discard the condom.  I 

froze when I heard her quick intake of breath.  I cursed 

when she laughed, “Why do you have Kane’s name 

tattooed on your ass?” 

 

Brooklyn 

 

That explained what the scrollwork was that I 

saw this morning.  Someone had tattooed the drummer’s 

name on Gabriel’s ass.  I covered my mouth to keep 

from laughing too hard. 

“I need to have that covered up,” he growled, 

disappearing into the bathroom.  I heard the water start 

in the tub and I calmed down enough to lean back on the 

pillows. 

I’d done it!  I’d had sex and not completely 

freaked out on the guy.  Gabriel made everything 

perfect.  He didn’t push me, but he didn’t let me freak 

out either.  The whole time my mind was on him, 

Gabriel.  Not once did I think about what had happened 

to me.  Was this what I needed?  A man to take charge?  

To push me, show me how good it really could be?  

What we’d done was beautiful, not dirty or wrong.  He’d 

made love to me, giving me something that I’d 

remember for the rest of my life.  Something wonderful 

to wash away the bad.   

“Hey,” he said, startling me.  “You okay?” 
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“Yes,” I nodded, smiling up at his beautiful face.  

“I think I am.” 

“Good,” he smiled and leaned over to kiss me on 

the lips.  Man, I could kiss him all day and die a happy 

woman.  Gabriel knew how to kiss, how to make it sear 

your senses, guaranteeing you would never forgot that 

you belonged to him.  I’d remember those moments 

when he was back on the road touring.     

“Water’s ready,” he said, picking me up from 

the bed. 

“I can walk,” I laughed. 

“But I want to care for you,” he pouted.  I 

couldn’t tell him to put me down.  He’d been so 

wonderful, so perfect. 

At first, I didn’t think I could go through with it.  

It was after the talk on the couch that I jumped at the 

chance.  If anyone could look past all of my flaws, it was 

Gabriel.  Yes, I called him Gabriel.  I liked it better than 

Gabe, his nickname.  From what he’d said, I was the 

only one to call him that since his mom passed away 

several years ago. 

I didn’t mean to jump him, but I was so achy 

with need for him that I dug down deep and threw out 

my worry, my hesitation, at letting a man make love to 

me.  And that’s what he did.  Gabriel made love to me, 

taking me over that edge, over and over again.   

“Hey,” he said, bringing me back from my 

thoughts.  “Everything okay?  You left me behind here.”   

“Sorry,” I blushed and bit my bottom lip.  “Was 

thinking.” 

“Hope it was good,” he smiled and helped me 

down into his luxurious tub.  The thing sat down in the 

floor.  It was more like a bath for the gods.  The walls 

were covered in quartz stone and that extended to the tub 

surround.  Gabriel sat behind me, pulling me to his chest 

so that my back was to his front.  Our legs rubbed 

against each other, his hair tickling the outside of my 

own.   
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“I was thinking that I didn’t mean to jump you 

in the living room,” I said, honestly. 

“So,” he paused to push a stray lock of hair 

behind my ear.  “I’m basically your first?” 

“Um, yeah,” I blushed.  “I’ve dated, but never 

been in a physical relationship.” 

“Thank you,” he closed his eyes as if he was 

saying a prayer.  “Thank you for giving me such a 

special gift.  I will cherish it…you, forever.” 

“Oh,” I blinked.  Now was not the time to get all 

emotional.  I wanted to touch him, let him know that I 

cherished him, too.  Turning in his arms, I rested my 

cheek on his shoulder and placed my hand over the 

phoenix tattoo on his ribs.  I rubbed absently over the 

bird’s wings, just taking all of this in.  “I should be 

thanking you.” 

“For what?” he asked, genuinely confused. 

“For not running,” I admitted on a whisper.   

“I’m not going anywhere, love,” he kissed the 

top of my head.   

“When’s the next time you will be home?” I 

asked, dreading the fact that he had to leave in just over 

twenty-four hours.   

“I’m not sure,” he leaned his head back on the 

side of the tub and expelled a long, weary sigh.  “Our 

next break is in about three weeks, I think.  It’s a three 

day one.  Ash has already told them not to add any new 

shows.  There are some two days breaks between now 

and then.  I’ll probably fly home on those.” 

“You don’t have to come home every chance 

you get,” I said, moving my hand up to cup his jaw.  

Gabriel turned his head and nuzzled into my palm, 

placing a kiss in the center.  

“I want to,” he sighed.  “I don’t want to be away 

from you any more than I have to be.” 

“You’re going to wear yourself out,” I scolded.  

“Gabriel, I’ll be okay.  Ethan and I will be just fine.” 
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“What if you need me?” he asked.  “What if 

something happens and I’m across the country.” 

“I’ll be alright.  I’m fairly sure Paul will be 

doing his stalking and keep an eye on me.”  I grabbed a 

washcloth and lathered it up with the bar of soap in the 

dish next to the faucet.  I ran the cloth from my foot and 

over my leg, repeating the steps on the other one.  When 

I leaned back on Gabriel, I felt his erection pressing into 

my hip. 

“Sorry,” he blushed.  “But you are so beautiful.” 

“Oh, Gabriel,” I sighed.  He had such a way with 

words. 

“My girl,” he whispered and turned my head so 

that he could kiss me on the lips.  His hands roamed up 

my arm and he took my face again.  The way he did that 

when we kissed made me feel cherished, loved even.   

“Your girl,” I nodded, once he pulled back from 

the heated kiss.  “And you’re my guy.” 

“You better believe that sweet little ass I’m your 

guy,” he growled, possessively. 

“What do you want to do today?” I asked.  

“After we get dressed,” he smiled.  He looked so 

young when he was playful.  “I’d like to see what you 

can do with a guitar.” 

“Oh, Gabriel,” I sighed.  “I’ll probably 

embarrass myself.  It’s been so long.  Plus, I don’t want 

to play one of your guitars.  Aren’t they like insured or 

something?  I heard one of your guitars went for a lot of 

money at an auction recently.  I’d be too nervous to 

touch it.” 

“Baby,” he said.  “You can touch it anytime you 

want.”  After his raised brow, I laughed loudly, almost 

unladylike, at his innuendo.   

He pulled me from the tub and after some deep, 

sexy pawing and kissing, I was able to get dressed, but 

all I wanted to do was let this man make love to me 

again.  How could I already be so addicted to him? 
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 Grabbing my black cotton shorts, I pulled my 

favorite hoodie out of my bag, slipping it over my head.  

I waited for Gabriel to come out of the bathroom just to 

judge his reaction to my old, worn out Glory Days 

hoodie that I refused to throw out, because it was so 

comfortable. 

“Hey,” his eyes lit up.  “Nice!” 

“It’s old and ratty, but I love it,” I blushed, 

tugging on the hem.  “I’ve had it forever.  I saw you 

guys in concert when Ethan was about five years old.  

My mom forced me to go out and I took an old friend 

with me to the Staples Center to see you play.” 

“That’s just too cool.  That was one of our first 

stadium concerts when we hit number one.  Man, that 

year was crazy,” he shook his head. 

“Well,” I shrugged.  “I love this thing and will 

probably never throw it out.” 

“That is an old one,” he frowned.  He rummaged 

through his closet and pulled on his worn denim jeans, 

letting them rest low on his hips.  He still hadn’t put on a 

shirt and I secretly hoped he didn’t.  I quite enjoyed the 

view.  “Here.” 

“Oh no,” I said, shaking my head.  I tossed the 

newer hoodie back at him.  “I’m not taking your 

hoodie.” 

“I want you to have it,” he frowned.  “I can get 

some anytime I want.  Please, honey.  It’ll make me 

happy knowing you have something of mine while I’m 

gone.” 

“If you’re sure,” I bit my lip. 

“Positive,” he winked, handing it back to me. 

The smile I produced couldn’t be hidden as I 

removed my old one and slipped his over my head.  It 

was a little large and fell down below my shorts, making 

it look like I wasn’t wearing anything besides his shirt.  I 

smiled even more when he growled possessively at my 

appearance. 
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“Mmm,” he moaned.  “I like seeing you in my 

clothes, baby.  I may have to leave them with you.” 

“You are not going naked on stage,” I returned 

the possessive growl.  

“Yes, ma’am,” he smiled, walking past me out 

of the bedroom, smacking my ass as he continued down 

the hall.  I giggled and watched him saunter away from 

me. “Come on, let’s play.” 

I reluctantly followed him into his basement.  A 

spare bedroom had been turned into a guitar room and 

there were stands set up all over the room.  Each one 

held a guitar that he owned.  The walls were deep red 

and there were several framed gold and platinum records 

hanging on the walls.  Posters from their different tours 

were also framed.  The room was dedicated to his 

achievements.  There were awards in a glass case on the 

back wall.  It was very intimidating. 

“Wow, Gabriel,” I gasped.  “This is amazing.  

You are amazingly talented.” 

“I guess,” he shrugged, not liking my 

compliment.   

“You’ve worked very hard to get where you 

are,” I admitted, moving to his side.  I wrapped my arms 

around his waist and kissed his cheek. 

“Yes,” he blushed.  “It was my way out of 

poverty.  My sister and I were left with nothing.  I had to 

do something, or we’d been out on the streets.” 

“What about your father?” I asked. 

“He’s been out of the picture since we were very 

small.  My mom kicked him to the curb and we never 

heard from him again.”  He shook his head at some 

distant memory and his face pinched painfully.   

“I’m sorry,” I said. 

“No,” he sighed, heavily.  “It was best that he 

was gone.” 

There was something more he wanted to say, but 

the tone of his statement said that he wasn’t going to 

speak any more on the subject.  I didn’t push or pry.  If it 
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was something he wanted to tell me, then I trusted him 

to tell me if he wanted, or needed to. 

Reaching over to one of the stands, he picked up 

a black acoustic guitar and handed it over to me.  I took 

it and held it carefully in my hands.  He chose a similar 

one, but it was a light blonde colored wood.   

“Grab a stool,” he smiled, pointing to the wall 

behind me.  There were four high-backed barstools and a 

pub style table with a notebook resting on top.  I 

wondered if their next greatest hit was already written on 

those pages.  I smiled at the plain, blue binder, because I 

had one just like it at home.  Mine was red and I’d drawn 

music notes on the cover when I was daydreaming lyrics 

for songs I’d never record.  I just enjoyed writing.  It 

gave me peace. 

“Ok,” he said, getting situated on the stool to my 

right.  I pulled the strap over my head and took my seat.  

“I’ll play something.  You join in if you know it.” 

“Okay,” I blushed, rolling the pick around on 

my fingers absently.   

The song he began was one of my favorites.  I 

actually knew this song and played it for Ethan when he 

was a baby.   

“You know this?” he asked with a raised brow.  

“Yes,” I laughed.  “I used to play it for Ethan 

when he was little.  It put him right to sleep.” 

“Then sing it with me,” he demanded. 

“Okay,” I smiled.  “Start at the beginning.”  He 

stopped and started the song over.  I’d never heard 

Gabriel sing alone and I was thrilled when he started 

singing along with me.  He had an amazing voice. 

“Listen to the wind blow, watch the sun rise.  

Run in the shadows.  Damn your love, damn your lies,” 

we sang and played the old Fleetwood Mac song, “The 

Chain”.   

By the time we finished the song, we were both 

smiling like fools.  Gabriel took the guitar from my 
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hands and placed it back on its stand.  I handed him the 

pick, but he shook his head and said, “Keep it.” 

“Thanks,” I smiled and put it in the pocket of my 

new hoodie. 

“You’re really good,” he shook his head.  “I hate 

it that you stopped playing.” 

“Me too,” I said, wistfully.  “Some days I miss 

playing.  It’s getting too late to start over.  I just turned 

thirty a few months ago.  Plus, with Ethan, I couldn’t put 

him through the constant traveling.  I’m all he’s got, 

other than my mom.” 

“You could always start a small, local band.  

Play some opening shows over at Rosie’s.  You don’t 

have to travel.  Hell, just do it as a weekend thing.  

Think of it as a hobby.”  He came over, wrapped his 

arms around my waist, and placed a kiss on the spot 

below my ear.  Whenever he did that, it made my knees 

tremble.   

“It’s a thought,” I shrugged.  Maybe I could find 

a band who only wanted to do it for the fun of it.  Maybe 

a house band somewhere was looking for a guitarist.  

“That would be kind of fun.  I’ll think about it.” 

“Cool,” he sighed, looking at his phone.  “It’s 

lunchtime.  Are you hungry?” 

“Actually,” I laughed when my stomach 

growled.  “I am.  What do you want?  I’ll make it.”  

Knowing he wasn’t very good in the kitchen, I offered 

my services.   

“I can make sandwiches,” he scowled.  “How 

about a sub with all the fixings?” 

“I’ll help,” I laughed.   

“No you sit and let me do it,” he demanded, but 

smiled.   

He picked me up, tossing me over his shoulder.  

I squealed from the shock of it.  He wrapped his forearm 

over the back of my knees so I didn’t fall and headed for 

the stairs. 
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“Put me down, Gabriel Miller!”  I took a chance 

and pinched his firm ass.  Oh, man.  His ass was almost 

rock hard with muscles and I pulled up his shirt so I 

could see Kane’s name on his ass. 

“Don’t look at it,” he growled, returning the 

pinch to my ass, but it wasn’t painful.   

“You should have that covered up,” I laughed.  

He reached the kitchen and dumped me into the stool at 

the breakfast bar. 

“I really need to do that,” he laughed.  “I’m 

going to go the guy that put it on there and after I kick 

his ass, I’ll make him cover it up.” 

“How did that all come about anyway?” I asked, 

still laughing at him.    

“It was a bet gone wrong,” he rolled his eyes.  

“And before you ask, no.  I’m not telling you the details.  

We were drunk and I was an idiot.” 

“Okay,” I giggled. 

“I love to hear you giggle,” he smiled and 

opened the fridge.   

I watched him carefully as he cut the bread for 

our subs and assembled a mound of meat on his.  He 

held up some packages and asked which cheese I 

wanted.  After pointing to the Swiss, he nodded and 

continued to work.  He looked very domestic standing in 

his kitchen, his hair tousled from our lovemaking.  I 

watched his muscles flex as he moved around the 

kitchen, cutting tomatoes and adding more meat to his 

sandwich. 

“Ouch, fuck!” he growled.  I jumped up and 

grabbed a clean paper towel, wrapping it around his 

bleeding finger. 

“Oh, boo,” I whistled through my teeth.  “Here, 

let me see.”  I pulled him over to the sink and turned on 

the water.  Sticking his finger under the sink, I looked at 

him when he winced.  The poor guy looked so 

devastated. 
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“You called me ‘boo’,” he smiled, forgetting his 

bleeding finger.  “I like it.” 

“Sorry,” I blushed.  “It’s a term of endearment.” 

“I know,” he said.  “I love listening to you talk.” 

“My accent,” I rolled my eyes. “I hear that all 

the time.” 

“It’s sexy,” he said, pulling me into his arms.  “I 

could listen to you talk for hours and never tire of your 

voice.” 

“Um, thanks,” I laughed.  “Come on, Chef 

Gabriel.  Let’s patch you up.  Where’s your first aid 

kit?” 

“In my bathroom, under the sink,” he said. 

“Sit here,” I pushed him to the chair I had 

vacated.  “I’ll get it and bring it back.” 

After rummaging through his cabinet, under one 

of the sinks in the bathroom, I returned to find him 

pouting.  “What’s wrong?” 

“I wanted to do something for you,” he sighed.  

“I just suck in the kitchen.” 

“Why don’t we leave the cooking and cutting, to 

me,” I suggested.  “But you can help and assemble.  That 

sandwich looks pretty damn good, so far.” 

“Thanks, baby,” he smiled, the worry frown 

disappeared.   

I finished making our subs and took his to the 

bar, setting the plate in front of him.  I added some sliced 

cucumbers on the side.  After adding a little salt and 

pepper, I found some ranch dressing in the door of the 

fridge.  I used it to dip my cucumber and I moaned from 

the taste of it. 

“Simple food is so good,” I laughed.   

“Let me try,” he said, looking at the cucumber 

with a frown.  “I don’t usually eat them.  Paul must’ve 

gotten them for himself.” 

I drug the slice through the dip and held it up to 

his lips, quietly waiting for him to open his mouth.  With 

the cucumber between my fingers, Gabriel opened his 
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mouth and instead of taking a bite, he leaned forward 

and pulled the entire thing in his mouth, sucking lightly 

on my fingers when I pulled them out.   

The feel of his lips on me, his tongue licking my 

fingers, caused heat to bloom in my belly.  Our eyes 

locked, time seemed to stand still, and I couldn’t move.  

Suspended in the moment, I felt the electric charge that 

filled the air.  Something unnamed, unknown, floated 

around us, twisting and melding our souls.   

Gabriel’s tongue snaked out slowly.  He traced 

his bottom lip, his eyes darkened, and I had a feeling he 

was remembering what I tasted like.  His hand shot up, 

cupped the back of my head, and pulled me to his lips.  

His fingers tangled in my hair and I gasped, giving him 

access to my mouth.  His other hand wrapped around my 

waist and he tugged, pulling me off the chair.  I ended up 

standing between his splayed legs.  He was still sitting, 

but I found myself standing there being kissed by this 

wonderful man.  The only sounds in the room, were the 

sensual, wet noises our kissing produced.   

“What is this? What’s happening between us?” I 

swallowed hard.  My emotions were everywhere.  I 

knew it and was afraid to say it.  But I was falling in 

love with Gabriel Miller. 

“I don’t know,” he panted and pressed his 

forehead to mine.  He closed his eyes, trying to control 

his breathing.  “Whatever it is, I don’t want it to stop.” 

“I don’t either,” I breathed. 

Movement down the hallway caused us to break 

contact.  He kissed my lips softly once more before Paul 

entered the kitchen.  

“I’ll need your house keys,” Paul said, as 

Gabriel and I went back to eating our lunch.  He was 

wearing a pair of faded denim jeans and a white t-shirt 

that stretched impressively across his broad chest.  “The 

security company will be there first thing in the morning 

to start wiring your place.  Also, I’ve contacted a 

company to repair the window.  I looked around the 
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outside of your place, Brooklyn and I don’t really care 

for the dark areas around your driveway and back door.  

I’d suggest you have some lighting installed.” 

“I’ll get my keys, but I need to know how much 

this is going to cost me, before you have them set to go,” 

I shook my head.  “What about the window?  Did they 

give you an estimate?” 

“There’s no worry,” Gabriel interrupted.  “I’m 

taking care of it.” 

“Gabe,” I growled.  “It’s my house.  I have to 

pay for things to be fixed.  I can’t have you doing that.  

It’s just not right.  If you want and insist on doing this, 

then you have to let me pay you back.” 

“Not an option,” he stated.  From the ridged set 

to his jaw, I could tell the subject was closed, but I 

wasn’t going to give up that easily. 

“Gabe,” I clinched my jaw. 

“Don’t ‘Gabe’ me,” he narrowed his eyes.  “You 

only call me ‘Gabe’ when you’re angry.” 

“You’re catching on,” I huffed and turned on my 

heel.  “I’ll get my keys and I’m paying you back.” 

“Not happening,” he yelled from the kitchen, 

where I left him standing with Paul. 

When I returned, I handed the keys to the 

bodyguard.  Before I could argue anymore, Gabriel had 

me in his arms, his lips molded to mine and I was lost.  I 

let him kiss me for a long time, before he finally released 

me from his lips, but not his hold. 

“No arguments,” he said.  “That’s final.” I 

resigned myself to take his offer, but I’d find a way to 

pay him back.  I didn’t do handouts.  I didn’t want to 

take his money, but he really didn’t give me a chance. 

 

After lunch, we sat around watching nonsense 

television, not really paying attention to what was on.  

Mostly, we snuggled, kissed, and talked about things we 

loved, things we hated, and our work. 
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“We have to pick up Ethan in an hour.  Is Paul 

going to drive us?  I need to get his bag ready.”  

“He’ll be back.  He just went to his quarters to 

give us some alone time,” he smiled. 

“Oh,” I smiled.  “Well, I need to check in at the 

restaurant, then we can head out.” 

“Come here,” he said, pulling me to his chest.  

“Let me take care of things at your place.  It’ll make me 

feel better when I go back on the road.” 

“Gabe,” I deflated against his chest.  “I don’t 

need you to take care of things.  I’ve been doing it on my 

own for eleven years now.” 

“But now you have me,” he smiled, kissing my 

temple. 

“I don’t take handouts,” I growled.  “I can do 

this on my own.  I’m still going to pay you back.” 

“Okay,” he sighed.  “If it makes you feel better, 

then you can pay me back.  I don’t expect payment until 

I get back from tour.” 

“Deal,” I nodded.   

“Go, call Thomas,” he said, playfully smacking 

my ass.  “I’m sure he’s doing fine, but call him and 

check anyway.” 

“He is really good all around,” I agreed. 

“He is a very good friend, huh?” he asked. The 

thought of my oldest and dearest friend made my heart 

clinch.   

“The best,” I smiled.  “I’ll just use your room.” 

“No rush, baby,” he said, as I headed back 

toward his bedroom. 

I found my phone and was thankful there were 

no missed calls from Thomas or my mom.  I sat on top 

of his bed, looking around at all of the cozy decorations, 

the heavenly bed underneath me and the plush, velvety 

covers.  I could get used to this.  I could actually see 

myself waking up every morning in this large platform 

bed, rolling myself up into the super soft, white down 

comforter.   
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Thomas was happy to hear from me and assured 

me that today’s delivery made it on time.  Everything 

was prepped for our busiest night of the week.  He 

repeated his statement several times that I was not 

needed and to take some much needed time off.  He 

seemed to rally behind this thing with Gabriel.  That was 

a good sign.  Thomas was as close to me as my brother 

and usually told me that a guy was trouble, before I 

found out myself.  

“Go, take time with your man, girl,” he said.  

“Out of all people, you deserve happiness and from the 

sound of your voice, this man makes you happy.” 

“More than I ever thought possible,” I admitted. 

“That’s good, Brook,” he said.  “Gotta run, 

sweetheart.  Give Ethan a hug from his Uncle Thomas 

and you three have a great night.” 

“Thanks,” I said, hanging up the phone.   

We left shortly after that to get Ethan from 

school.  We piled in the parking lot with the other 

parents, sitting in the line waiting for the other cars to 

move forward.  The tinted out SUV –probably with 

bulletproof glass – looked a little out of sorts with all of 

the other families that lived in the area.   

Ethan was jumping on the balls of his feet as he 

saw us come into view.  His friends were staring wide 

eyed at the Escalade as we pulled up to the curb.  Gabriel 

smiled warmly and opened the back door.  The other 

kid’s mouths basically fell to the ground when they saw 

the most popular guitarist in the world step out to greet 

my son.   

“Gabe,” Ethan screamed, while he ran toward 

the truck. 

“Hey, buddy.  Don’t run.  There are too many 

cars around here, little man.  Don’t want you to get 

hurt.” 

“Yes, sir.  I’m sorry.  I’ll be careful next time,” 

he blushed, just like I did.  My mouth was open at Ethan 

not talking back or moaning when given an order.  He 
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actually listened to Gabriel.  Ethan turned and waved 

dramatically to his friends before Gabriel shut the door.  

“There will be a next time, right?” 

“What, picking you up at school?” Gabriel 

asked. 

“Yes, sir,” he said.  “Can you pick me up again 

next week?” 

“I’m sorry, buddy.  I won’t be here next week.  

I’ve got to go back out on the road.  We have a tour to 

finish up, but I promise you, the next time I’m home, I 

will most definitely be the one to pick you up.” 

“You’re leaving,” Ethan asked, devastated.  This 

was exactly what I worried about.  Getting his hopes up 

and then Gabriel leaving.   

“I have to, Ethan,” Gabriel said, almost panicked 

himself.  “I need you to do me a favor though.” 

“What’s that?” Ethan asked, his eyes not 

haunted anymore.   

“I need you to keep an eye on your mom.  Make 

sure she’s taken care of.  Make sure she gets plenty of 

sleep and eats a good meal when she’s not at work.  Can 

you do that for me?  Because I will be calling you for a 

report every few days.” 

“Of course,” he puffed out his little chest.  “I 

always take care of mom.  I’m the man of the house.” 

“Yes you are,” Gabriel reached over and ruffled 

Ethan’s hair. 

“I like staying at your house, though.  It’s so 

much better than ours,” he frowned.  “Can we stay at 

your house again?” 

“Maybe when I get back,” Gabriel said. 

“That would be so cool,” he pumped his fist in 

the air.  I found myself laughing at his excitement of 

going to Gabriel’s house again. 

“Hey, boo,” I said, stroking his hair back from 

his face.  He snarled and pulled back.  “We’re going to 

drop you off at grandma’s house for the night.  She 

wants to hang out with you and meet Gabe.” 
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“That’s fine,” he smiled warmly at both of us.  

“Momma never goes out.  You guys will have fun.”  He 

looked so proud that I was going out on a date.  Did he 

need a man in his life that bad?  Was I denying him the 

emotional attachment to a male role model?  Just as I 

was about to wage war with my inner self, Gabriel 

reached for my hand, rubbing circles on the backs of my 

knuckles.  It was like the best chill pill anyone could 

invent.  Gabriel’s touch soothed me in more ways than I 

could ever imagine.   

“Yes we will,” Gabriel said.  “But tomorrow 

afternoon, I want us to all go for pizza and games.” 

“Really?” he asked, surprised.   

“Yep,” Gabriel nodded, proudly.  “It’s been a 

long time since I played skee-ball.  Do you think you can 

help me learn how to play again?” 

“Yes, sir,” he cheered, bouncing in his seat.  

“Just like you’re going to teach mom to play guitar 

again?” 

“Actually, she played a little for me today.  We 

just need to convince her to play it more often.  She’s 

still good.”  Gabriel ruffed up Ethan’s hair, but Ethan 

didn’t scold him for doing it, like he did to me.  I smiled, 

happily for once, that Ethan was enjoying his time with 

Gabriel.  That just made me love him even more.   
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Chapter 8 

 

Gabe 

 

The little guy was winding his way into my 

heart.  He was a part of Brooklyn and so it was only 

right that I fell in love with him as well.  She had already 

taken over my heart.  

We arrived at her mother’s condo, not far from 

Brooklyn’s townhouse.  Her mom’s place was in a 

slightly better part of town.  Ethan jumped out of the 

SUV and grabbed my hand, pulling me along behind 

him.  Brooklyn’s giggle behind us had all the blood 

shooting straight to my cock.  Fuck! I sure didn’t need to 

be meeting her mother in this condition.  Thankfully, my 

shirt hung lower than my crotch, so I could hide the 

evidence. 

The front door opened and a woman, who 

looked like and older version of Brooklyn walked out 

onto the patio.  Her hair was shorter than her daughters 

and her eyes were the deep brown of both Brooklyn and 

Ethan.   

“Mrs. Cordeau,” I smiled, warmly.  I held out 

my hand and froze for a moment when she grabbed me 

up into a huge hug. 

“Thank you for coming,” she said, as she pulled 

back to look me over.  “You can call me Thelma Ray, 

sweetheart.  Come on in and make yourselves at home.”  

Her mother had the same accent, but hers was much 

thicker.   

“What are your plans tonight?” Thelma Ray 

asked, pulling me over to the couch.  Her home was 

simple.  We sat on a soft, brown suede couch, an old 

quilt was thrown over the back.  She took a seat in a 

matching recliner.  Beside her were three large 

bookshelves all filled with romance novels, some of 

which I’d seen Mary and Liana reading.  Women and 

their books! 
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“I was thinking maybe sushi and a movie,” I 

said, raising an eyebrow at Brooklyn who had just come 

back from setting Ethan’s bag down by the staircase.   

“Sounds good to me,” she smiled.  I saw her 

mother smile warmly at her daughter, like she was happy 

for Brooklyn.  It seemed that everyone in her life cared 

for her and wanted the best for her.  I was no different.  

She was my girl now and I wanted her to have the world. 

“Gabe got momma to play the guitar today,” 

Ethan announcing happily, jumping up on the couch to 

take a seat next to me.   

“Sure did,” I laughed and ruffled his hair again.  

He didn’t protest.   

“We’ll be back around eleven tomorrow to get 

Ethan,” I said.  “I’d like to take everyone out for pizza 

and games. You’re more than welcome to come too, 

Thelma Ray.”   

“Oh,” she laughed.  “I’m too old for those 

places.” 

“No you’re not,” I laughed.  “Please come with 

us.” 

I genuinely wanted her mother to come along.  

Her mother was special to Brooklyn, so it was only 

fitting that I asked her as well. 

“I’ll think about it,” she said.  “Why don’t you 

two scoot along?  Ethan and I have some unfinished 

business in the backyard.” 

“Oh, grandma,” he whined. 

“You promised me you’d help with trimming 

those shrubs.  Are you going to back out on your 

promise?”  She held him captive with her intense stare.   

“No ma’am,” he sighed, a little defeated.  “I 

promised and I’ll do it.” 

“That’s good, Ethan,” I said.  “Never turn a lady 

down when they need you.  Always remember to take 

care of your mom and grandma, okay?  They are very 

special.” 

“Yes, sir,” he nodded.  “See you tomorrow?” 
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“You better believe it, buddy,” I raised my hand 

in the air.  Ethan jumped up and popped my hand with 

his in a pretty awesome high-five. 

“You kids have fun tonight,” she said, hugging 

us both.  Thelma Ray whispered something into 

Brooklyn’s ear.  Brooklyn flushed a deep shade of red 

and nodded in agreement to whatever her mother said.  

We left the condo and met Paul at the SUV.  He 

opened the door as I helped Brooklyn into the backseat.  

It was still early and we had plenty of time to do 

whatever we wanted.   

“Are you hungry?” I asked, taking her hand into 

mine. 

“Not really,” she scowled.  “I’d like to take a 

shower and change clothes if we are going out tonight.” 

“That’s fine,” I said.  Paul nodded to me from 

the rearview mirror and headed for the house.   

“She likes you,” Brooklyn said.  She’d been 

quiet for a few minutes after we left her mom’s place.  I 

didn’t say anything, just let her be with her own thoughts 

for as long as she needed. 

“I like your mom,” I admitted.  “All three of you 

look just alike.” 

“I know,” she laughed.  “It’s weird.” 

“Do that again,” I asked, cupping her jaw. 

“Do what?” she frowned, confused.   

“Laugh,” I whispered. 

“Why?” she giggled.   

“I love hearing it,” I admitted.  “Every time you 

laugh, it makes me happy.” 

“Oh, Gabriel,” she moaned, turning her head to 

nuzzle into my palm.  “You make me very happy.” 

“Good,” I said, pulling her closer.  Our noses 

touched.  I closed my eyes and pressed my lips to hers.  

There was heat in her kiss, her lips.  They were hot and 

wanting.  She didn’t shy away from me.  For someone 

who’d been through the things she’d been through, I was 

grateful for her trusting me with her body, her love.  
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“I’m a selfish man, Brooklyn.  I want you again.  That is 

if you’ll have me.” 

“I’d like that very much, Gabriel,” she breathed. 

“Are you sore honey?” I asked.   

“In the most delicious way,” she assured me.   

“Mmm,” I kissed her full lips, once…twice.  

“You are delicious.” 

“I want to taste you,” she said, darting her 

playful tongue out to trace the seam of my lips, pushing 

her way inside. 

“You little minx,” I teased.   

“Mmmhmm,” she purred.  “I love your bed.  It’s 

so comfortable.” 

“I’ll have one delivered to your house,” I said, as 

if on autopilot.  If she’d whispered she wanted the world, 

I would’ve gotten that for her on a silver platter and 

delivered it on my knees.   

“No,” she whispered, our lips still dancing 

across each other.  Tongues barely touched at times and 

then, not at all.  “That’s too much.”  I ignored her 

statement. 

“I could kiss you all day,” I admitted.  “I want to 

kiss your lips.” 

“You are kissing my lips,” she mumbled. 

“Your throat,” I said.  The list of places were 

endless. 

“Mmmhmm,” she said as I dropped my lips to 

the spot behind her ear, my hands still tangled in the 

mass of chestnut curls. 

“Right here,” I said, leaning down and tracing 

the top of her v-neck shirt, where the swell of her breasts 

showed. 

“Mmmhmm,” she purred, again. 

“Lower?” I asked. 

“Mmmhmm,” she replied, almost in a sleepy 

haze. 

“Lower,” I growled. 
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“Mmmhmm,” she smiled, still in her trance.  I 

was saying it, instead of doing those things in the car.  

She was too perfect to be rutted on in the back of a damn 

SUV. 

“Lower,” I purred, my lips next to her ear.  “You 

taste like ambrosia, the finest candy.  Do you want my 

lips on you again, my tongue bringing you to climax, 

baby?” 

“Mmmhmm, Gabriel,” she moaned.  “Take me 

home.” 

We continued kissing until we reached the 

driveway.  Paul’s sudden laughter had me looking 

through the front windshield. 

“Who’s here?” Brooklyn asked, seeing the 

darkly tinted SUV similar to the one we were driving in 

sitting in the driveway. 

“Well, baby,” I groaned.  “Guess you get to 

meet my sister and the girls.” 

“Really,” she stiffened.   

“They’re really not that bad,” I said, praying I 

was right.  I could just see Liana asserting herself over 

Brooklyn.  If she did, the fight wouldn’t be pretty. 

We walked into the house to find, Liana, Mary, 

and Delilah, as well as their bodyguards, David, Dallas, 

and Sergi.  Delilah smiled warmly and pulled Brooklyn 

into a hug.  Liana scowled at me, but quickly righter her 

features when Delilah released Brooklyn. 

“Brooklyn,” Liana stepped forward.  “I’m Liana, 

Gabe’s sister.” 

“It’s nice to meet you,” Brooklyn said, holding 

her hand out to my sister.  “I’ve heard so much about 

you.” 

“You have?” Liana laughed.  “I hope it was all 

with glowing love.” 

“Of course,” Brooklyn smiled.  

“Hey Brooklyn, I’m Mary, Ash’s wife,” Mary 

stepped forward.  “It’s so nice to meet you.” 
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“It’s great to meet you too,” she smiled.  “I’ve 

been hoping to meet you all when Gabriel returned from 

tour, but this is even better.” 

“Well,” Delilah said, rubbing the much larger 

baby bump.  “We just wanted to come by and see how 

you two were.  We know that Gabe has to go back 

tomorrow, so we won’t keep you.” 

“Thanks for coming over,” I said, pulling my 

sister into a hug.  She kissed me on the cheek and 

whispered, “Gabriel, huh?” 

I ignored her crack at Brooklyn using my first 

name.  The girls actually exchanged numbers and told 

Brooklyn to call them if she needed anything while I was 

gone.  That’s why I loved them.  They were so good to 

each other.  With us being gone, they relied on each 

other when we were not there to give emotional support 

to them. 

“I mean it,” Delilah glared at Brooklyn.  “You 

better call one of us if you need anything.  Don’t think 

that you are alone, girl.  We’ll be over at a moment’s 

notice.” 

“Okay,” Brooklyn smiled.  “Okay, thanks you 

guys.” 

They hugged her before they left.  As the girls 

walked out of the house, I could already see a bond 

forming.  “They’re going to hold you to that request for 

help.  I hope you realize that.” 

“That’s very nice of them.  I don’t have a lot of 

friends outside of work.  That place consumes me.” 

“I really wish you’d let Thomas take over a few 

nights a week, baby,” I worried.  “You need to take care 

of yourself.” 

“I know,” she blushed, looking up at me from 

under her lashes.  The make-out session in the Escalade 

came back in a rush and I cupped her face with both 

hands, pulling her to my lips. 

“You’ll tell me if it’s too much,” I requested, 

pulled back slightly so that I could measure her stability 
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with my eyes.  When I looked in her eyes, I could see 

her soul.  She was like an open book to me. 

“Yes, Gabriel,” she whispered. 

“That’s my girl,” I said, capturing her lips again.  

Her hands squeezed my shoulders, holding me close to 

her warm body.   

“Take me to bed, Gabriel,” she said.  “Make 

love to me again, please.” 

With one last kiss, I scooped her up in my arms 

and carried her down the hall to our room.  Yes, she was 

mine.  What’s mine was now hers.  Ours. 

 

Brooklyn 

 

He carried me like I was the most precious, 

fragile object in a museum…his museum.  I was not 

afraid with him, not after the way he cared for me earlier 

in the day.  I was truthful when I told him that I was 

sore, but it was a good type of ache.  My sex pulsed with 

every step he made toward the bedroom.  My nipples 

rubbed erotically against my bra and I wanted to remove 

it so that lacy material could be replaced by his calloused 

hands. 

When he set me on my feet, I grabbed the hem 

of his shirt and pulled it over his head quickly.  “I want 

to taste you now, Gabriel.”  I’d dreamt about tracing his 

chest with my tongue.  So, that’s exactly what I did.   

My lips pressed over his heart, his chest was 

completely bare, not a hair to be found.  I ran my fingers 

slowly over his side, tracing the phoenix tattoo over his 

ribs.  I used the flat of my tongue to first lick, then suck 

on his dark nipples, feeling them bead and harden in my 

mouth.  He tasted amazing, completely male, musky, 

and something sweet.  His skin was soft, softer than 

should be legal.  He was slightly tanned and I swear I 

could taste summertime on his skin.  The scent caused 

wetness to pool between my thighs, the ache was 

increasing with each touch, kiss. 
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“Baby,” he panted.  “You have to stop.  You’re 

driving me mad.” 

I unbuckled his belt, throwing open his fly 

quickly as I sank to my knees.  I wasn’t stupid.  I knew 

how this worked.  I was thirty years old, for crying out 

loud.  I touched myself for years, just to have some 

relief.  At first it felt wrong, dirty, but after I healed from 

the things done to me, I learned to enjoy the release.   

His cock sprang free into my hands.  Gabriel 

was larger than most.  I’d seen porn before, so I had a 

pretty good idea of what was large, but he topped that.  I 

tried to circle him with my thumb and middle finger, but 

they didn’t quite touch.  I licked a path from the hilt to 

the head of his cock.  He groaned loudly when I licked 

the drop of moisture at the tip.  “Mmm, you taste 

amazing.” 

“Honey, you can’t say that,” he panted.  “That 

makes me want to come and I’m not ready to do that 

yet.” 

“Okay,” I smiled up at him from my position on 

the floor.  For a second, I was struck deaf and dumb by 

the beauty of the man I was pleasing.  His hair fell over 

his eyes, but with him looking down at me, I had no 

problem seeing into his deep, blue gaze.  His nostrils 

flared slightly from the excitement of our lovemaking.  I 

reached up and placed my hand on his abs as I pulled his 

erection into my mouth.   

I licked and sucked, hollowing out my cheeks, 

giving a tight pull to his cock.  The illicit moans coming 

from his mouth spurred me on, I wanted to feel him 

come apart in my mouth.  I wanted to own him in every 

way.  He was mine and I was his.   

“You have to stop,” he said, pulling me up from 

my spot on the floor. 

“I want to taste you,” I repeated my earlier plea. 

“If you keep up with that sexy mouth, baby, then 

I will come all down that beautiful throat of yours.”  
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While he said that, Gabriel looked into my eyes and 

traced the column of my throat with his middle finger. 

“Let me love you,” he said, reaching for the hem 

of my top.  He pulled it away and then removed my 

jeans, dropping to his knees so he could remove my 

shoes and socks as well.  When I was left in nothing but 

my lacy panties and bra, he reached around and 

unhooked my bra from the back, letting it slide down my 

arms.  I stood before him, almost completely bare. He 

cupped one breast, thumbing my nipple to harden it to 

the point of pain.  He released that one and repeated the 

same steps to the other.  The room had charged with our 

sexual energy, the scent of our desire was a heady mix in 

the air.   

“You’re my girl,” he stated.  It wasn’t a question 

I should answer, because I knew his words were true.  

There would never be another man for me, Gabriel was 

it.  He’d own me and wreck me for any man that may 

come after him.  Tears pricked my vision and I bit my 

bottom lip to try to keep them in, but he knew.  He 

always knew what was going on with me.  It didn’t 

matter if it was on the phone or in person.  Gabriel knew 

me.  After the long talks while he traveled, he knew me 

better than I think I knew myself. 

“What is it, baby?” he whispered, still touching 

my breasts, my sides, my hips.  He traced a few silvery 

stretch marks that I had remaining from my pregnancy 

with Ethan.  I’d always felt ashamed by them, but 

Gabriel made them beautiful.  They were my battle scars 

for the way my body alone brought a child into this 

world. 

“These feelings I have for you are so foreign, 

boo,” I sniffled.  “I don’t know how to process them.  

They scare me a little.” 

“I know, baby,” he whispered, pulling me close 

and cupping my face like he always did.  The way he 

held me made me feel protected. 
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“You make me feel safe,” I admitted, hoping I 

wasn’t being too forward. 

“I will always keep you safe,” he said, taking my 

lips with his.  “I will never let harm come to you again.” 

“Gabriel,” I swallowed hard.  I couldn’t hide 

from him.  He’d told me so many times to never hide my 

feelings or thoughts from him.  He needed me and I soon 

realized that I needed him. 

“Tell me,” he urged. 

“I…I think I’m falling in love with you,” I cried.  

The tears fell over my lashes and poured down my face.  

The gathered on his hands that were holding – no, 

cradling – my face.  

“Baby,” he sighed, tears gathering in own his 

eyes.  The blue in them truly did remind me of an ocean.  

The emotion made them darken.  “I feel the same way.  I 

think I’m already in love with you.  I think I have been 

since the day I laid eyes on you at the grand opening of 

Cordeau’s.  You’ve given me a gift that I will cherish 

until the day I die.  Letting me be your first lover…that 

is something I will hold in my heart for eternity.” 

“What about Ethan?” I asked.  This was the one 

deal breaker.  I would leave, brokenhearted, if he didn’t 

love Ethan just as much as he loved me. 

“Oh, baby,” he smiled.  His smile lit up the room 

to a million watts.  “I love Ethan.  He is a wonderful 

little boy.  You have raised him to be such a strong, 

respectable young man.  I am so proud of you.  If he’d 

had me as his father, I would be honored to call him my 

son.” 

My knees gave out and buckled beneath me, but 

Gabriel caught me, holding me when I sobbed into his 

neck.  “Thank God,” I whispered.  

“Thank you for loving me, Brooklyn,” he cried.  

“I can’t thank you enough.” 

“I love you, Gabriel,” I said, testing the new 

term on my tongue and it sounded perfect. 
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“I love you, Brooklyn Cordeau,” he smiled.  

“Love me.” 

“Yes,” I moaned when he laid me out on the 

bed, only backing up so he could slide my panties off my 

body.  I didn’t feel shy when he looked at me, I felt 

loved.  For the first time in my life, I felt like I had an 

equal in this world. Someone to love me and cherish me 

and protect me until the day I left this earth.   

“Baby,” he whispered.  While I was in my 

thoughts, he’d stretched out beside me and was running 

his fingers over the stretch marks below my belly button.  

“Are you on birth control?” 

“Yes,” I nodded.  “I’m on the pill.  I have to take 

them, or my cycle gets all out of whack.  It’s pretty 

terrible.”  I scowled at my private information, but he 

needed to know.   

“I want to make love to you without a condom,” 

he admitted.  “I’m clean.  I can have another test done.  

Doc Michaels, our personal physician, just did one on 

me last month before the tour and I’m clean.  I haven’t 

been with anyone in forever.” 

“I trust you, Gabriel,” I said, pulling his head 

down to take his lips.  “Make love to me.” 

The sun was setting, casting pink light in the 

room, the only sound was our heated breaths as we 

panted heavily.  He placed his hand on my hip and slid 

his skilled fingers over the mound of my sex.   Using 

that hand, he pushed my legs open, allowing him access 

to my pussy.  He still laid out beside me.  I could feel his 

erection pressing into my other side.  His cock jumped 

with need when he touched me.  My head automatically 

rolled back, the moan that fell from my lips was 

uncontrollable. 

“You’re so wet for me,” he whispered.   

I felt him stroke the wet slit between my legs.  

His fingers, damp with my desire trailed to my clit, 

slowly circling and stroking the throbbing nub, causing 

my womb to clinch on emptiness.  He slid one finger 
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inside me, then two and used his palm to continue to 

caress my pulsing nub.  I drew one knee up so that I 

could set my foot flat on the bed.  Shifting my hips, his 

finger slid deeper inside me, touching the spot that drove 

me wild. 

“Gabriel, please,” I begged.  “More.” 

“You’re so tight, baby,” he moaned.  “I don’t 

want to hurt you.”  With his word, he slid in another 

finger, rubbing and massaging the walls of my vagina.   

Out of nowhere, my climax hit.  I called out his 

name, begging…pleading.  His other arm slid behind my 

shoulders as he climbed between my legs.  I didn’t flinch 

when he slid his cock deep inside me.  “Ohh,” I moaned.  

“I need…I need…” 

“What is it?” he gritted through his teeth, 

thrusting inside me.  “Tell me, Brooklyn.” 

“More,” I cried out, the orgasm rolled from the 

first into the second.  I couldn’t catch my breath.  Then 

he was thrusting harder, faster.  He kissed me, fucking 

my mouth with the same rhythm he was pounding into 

my sex.  Sweat beaded on our skin, my breasts pressed 

into his chest.  My nipples rubbed deliciously against his 

skin.  I felt him deep inside me.  His length was perfect, 

hitting the spot that caused me to ignite under him, 

again. 

“Come for me baby,” he growled, low in his 

throat.  “Give it to me.  You’re mine, love. I love you, 

Brooklyn.  I love you.” 

“I love you, Gabriel,” I cried out.  “Please don’t 

stop.  Harder…Harder!”  The air seemed to thicken, the 

smell of sex was all around me.  Gabriel rotated his hips 

and I felt him pulse inside me.  His come coated the 

walls of my sex.   

We stayed connected, kissing lightly, holding 

each other close.  I was thoroughly spent, completely 

blissed out, when he finally pulled out of my body.  I 

closed my eyes and felt him press his lips to my 

forehead.  It was completely dark when I felt the 
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mattress move beside me.  I was too exhausted to care.  

A 10.0 earthquake could hit us right at that moment, but 

it would be pale in comparison to the electric bout of sex 

we’d just had.  I also wouldn’t notice, because I was so 

tired.  I thought I heard him chuckle before darkness 

took me over. 
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Chapter 9 

 

Brooklyn 

 

“Wake up, baby,” he whispered in my ear.  I 

shook my head slightly, refusing to open my eyes.  It 

wasn’t until I heard the shower turn on did I realize I 

was in his arms.   

“Mmm,” I mumbled. 

“Going to bathe you.  Let me clean you up then 

I’m going to feed you,” he said, reaching into the shower 

to test the water.  Once he determined it was warm, he 

walked inside the massive shower that was built into the 

wall behind the huge tub.   

“Too tired to go eat,” I mumbled.  “Too tired to 

cook.” 

“I ordered out,” he said, taking a wash cloth and 

rolling a bar of soap around to lather it up.  “It should be 

here soon.” 

“M’kay,” I moaned. 

“You’re not a morning person, are you?” he 

laughed.  The steam rose and became a mist around the 

two of us.  It was like we were in our own little world, 

away from the daily troubles of the outside.   

Being with him, I felt like I was in a cocoon, 

protected and away from my past.  Gabriel made me feel 

alive again.  I was happy and in love; two things I didn’t 

ever expect for myself.  He gave me that.   

I’d had sex for the first time in my life.  

Although my virginity was taken by Colt, I was in all 

honesty a virgin until the first time Gabriel and I made 

love.  He was the man I gave it too, not Colt.  That 

bastard wouldn’t own my life anymore.  I was free of the 

attack that hung over my head.  When I looked at Ethan, 

I didn’t see a product of rape.  I saw him as a product of 

my unconditional love as a mother.   

“Come on,” Gabriel said, bringing me back from 

my thoughts.  I was so out of it, I didn’t even realize 
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he’d washed my hair.  I let him towel dry it and I 

brushed it out myself.  I just wanted to crawl back in 

bed.   

I was on my way there when he stopped me with 

his arms around my waist.  “Come on, Brooklyn.  

Food’s here.  You need to eat.” 

I looked back at the bed wistfully and followed 

him into the kitchen.  Thankfully, he dressed me in my 

new Glory Days hoodie, a tank top and yoga pants, 

because Paul was already setting out plates at the bar.  I 

blushed seeing him there, but took my seat anyway.   

“The contractors will be at your house in the 

morning, but I’m not sure if they will be finished before 

the end of the day.  They are having to wire your entire 

townhouse and it may run into Monday before it’s 

complete.  They do not work on Sunday’s.” 

“That’s fine,” I waved my fork in the air.  The 

beef lo mein that Gabriel had set out on my plate was 

heaven on my tongue.  I didn’t know how hungry I was 

until I smelled the dish set in front of me. 

“No, it’s not fine,” Gabriel growled next to me, 

causing me to shake from my sleepy, post-sex haze. 

“What?” I asked, confused.  He looked angry, 

his face pinched in worry.   

“I don’t want you staying there alone, without 

the security system,” he shook his head.  “You and 

Ethan stay here until it’s complete.  You have full access 

of my house while I’m gone.” 

“I can’t,” I shook my head, but his fingers to my 

lips cut off any other protest.   

“You can and you will,” he demanded.  “For my 

sanity and for Paul’s sanity as well.”  I turned toward my 

– I guess you could say bodyguard – and he nodded his 

agreement.   

“I’ll feel awkward staying here,” I blushed.  

“This isn’t my house.” 

“You’re my girl right,” he said, taking his finger 

and pulling my chin up so that I could look into his eyes.  
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Or, so he could look into mine.  I think he understood 

me better when he could look into my eyes and see the 

emotions playing in them.  On my nod, he continued.  

“What’s mine is yours.  You love my kitchen, so I want 

you to cook in it.  Now, Mary made some food for Paul 

and me.  It’s in the freezer, but I’m sure you can make 

whatever you want, if you don’t want that.  It’s only for 

a few days.  I’d rather you just stay here for the month, 

but it’s your call, baby.  Whatever you want, Paul will be 

right there with you.” 

“I don’t want to disrupt Ethan’s routine,” I 

admitted. 

“Then you stay here until Monday,” he smiled.  

“Then head home.  It’s whatever you want.” 

“That simple?” I raised a brow.   

“That simple,” he assured me. 

We finished our dinner and Gabriel cleared the 

dishes.  Paul got a phone call and hurried away to return 

to his quarters.  I wondered where he stayed in the 

house, so that I wouldn’t encroach on his space while I 

was here. 

“Can I look around your house?” I asked, 

curious. 

“I’m a horrible host,” he shook his head.  

“Come, let me show you around.” 

He tossed the rag on the counter and grabbed my 

hand, tugging me back toward the bedroom Ethan had 

stayed in.  Gabriel’s bedroom took up one side of the 

house.  The kitchen was down a hall from the bedroom.  

Beyond the kitchen was the spacious living room and the 

front door with foyer.  On the other side of the foyer was 

a formal dining room.  We passed four more bedrooms, 

including the one Ethan had used and came to a covered 

walkway.  Gabriel pushed through the door and we came 

to what looked like a guest house.  He knocked on the 

door and Paul opened it, his expression was murderous. 

“What’s wrong?” Gabriel tensed.   
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Paul shook his head and his eyes glanced toward 

me.  Something was wrong…very wrong.   

“Come on,” he said, pulling me back to the main 

house.  He took me back to the living room and opened 

the back door, flicking on a light as we walked outside.  

I gasped from the beauty of the landscape.  His entire 

backyard looked like a rain forest.  There was a pool in 

the back corner, enclosed in a metal gate.  It was code to 

keep the pools gated so that no child would fall in there 

and drown.  To the left of the pool was another guest 

house.  “There’s a two bedroom guest house out here 

that no one uses.  Paul is new, only been with me for a 

few months.  He’d rather be closer to the main house in 

case I need him.” 

“I’ve seen the paparazzi outside the restaurant 

when you come in, Gabriel.  Is it that dangerous?”  I was 

genuinely worried for him.  Did he have stalkers?  

Would someone purposely hurt him? 

“Paul and all of the other bodyguards are there 

for mainly crowd control.  I get followed, but not as 

much as Ash and Mary.  Kane and Delilah have had 

their fair share of run-ins with them.” 

“How many bedrooms does Paul’s wing have?” 

I asked.  This house was just ridiculously huge.  

“His has two bedrooms.  He keeps the security 

monitors in there.  Just so you know.  There are cameras 

all over the property.  The only place there are not any is 

in my bedroom.  There is one outside the door and at all 

of the windows.  Those cameras watch outside the 

windows.  So, before you ask, no there are no cameras in 

my room.” 

“Whew,” I laughed.  “Didn’t want to give Paul a 

show.” 

“I’d kill him if he ever looked,” he growled. 

I raised my hand to cover up a yawn.  Gabriel 

frowned and pulled me into his arms.  “I’m sorry,” I 

yawned again.  It was only eight at night, but I was beat. 
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“I’m going to put you to bed and we can watch 

mindless television.”  I let him lead me back into the 

house, because it was dark and I’d probably get lost in 

the maze of his backyard. 

“That’s the best kind of television,” I said, as I 

slipped into bed.  I removed my hoodie and placed it on 

the chair next to the bed.  Gabriel removed his shirt and 

jeans, before pulling on a pair of lounge pants that hung 

low on his hips.  I couldn’t look at him, or I’d beg him 

for sex again.  Like I said, I was quickly becoming 

addicted to him. 

The mindless chatter of the show we were 

watching was what lulled me to sleep.  I didn’t know 

what it was that kept me under as deep as I slept.  Was it 

the wonderful sex, or the exhaustion of the whole day?  

Whatever it was, it brought back the nightmares that 

plagued my past.   

 

Gabe 

 

“What the hell is going on?” I demanded.  Paul 

was in the kitchen waiting on me after he’d texted me in 

the bedroom.  Brooklyn had just fallen into a deep sleep 

when my phone chimed.  I slid out of bed and quietly 

left the room, the door was ajar so I could hear her if she 

got up. 

“Eric called,” Paul said.  “He had news that you 

need to hear.” 

“What the hell is it?” I growled.  My biggest 

fears ran through my mind.  Liana’s rapist.  Did he get 

out of jail?  What about Delilah?  Did her abuser get off 

at his trial that was just a few days ago? 

“It’s your father,” Paul cursed.  “He bought a 

plane ticket and his destination is here.” 

“What?” I slammed my fist on the counter.  

“Why the hell is he coming here?” 

“We don’t know,” he admitted.   

“Then find out,” I growled. 
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“Eric had his internet records pulled,” he said, 

unfolding a sheet of paper on the counter.  “He’s been 

looking for your mother.  That’s it.  He found the 

website that listed her death and that was where his 

search ended.” 

“Liana?” I choked out, but he was already 

shaking his head. 

“No, there is nothing there with her name listed.  

He didn’t even look you up,” he said.   

“What does this mean?” I whispered to myself.   

“It means we step up security around you and 

your sister,” he said.  “Eric contacted Dallas, Sergi, and 

David.  They are all aware of what’s going on.” 

“Brooklyn,” I gasped.  “I don’t want her 

anywhere near him.  Ethan!  Oh, God.  I don’t want him 

close to that boy.  Do you understand me, Paul!  No. 

Where. Near. Ethan!” 

“Take a breather,” he said, placing a hand on my 

shoulder.  “His plane isn’t scheduled to leave the 

panhandle of Florida until this time next month.  

Everyone will be home and accounted for.  We have 

time to come up with a plan.” 

I collapsed back in my chair.  There was time.  

Time to watch him, prepare for him, if he was coming to 

find us.  It’d been over twenty years since he was in 

California.  What the hell was bringing him back? 

“Did you hear that?” Paul stiffened. 

“What…,” I froze.  The sound was muffled, like 

a scream, an agonizing scream.  The cry that lit up the 

air was Brooklyn’s. 

“Stay,” I demanded.  “I’ve got her.” 

I bolted for the bedroom and the closer I got, the 

more I heard. 

“No, Colt!  Noooo!  Please, please, 

please…..nooooo!” she cried.  When I reached the bed, 

she was in a full blown night terror.  I knew them, 

because Liana had suffered them as well. 
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Tears welled in my eyes as I scooped her up into 

my arms, “Brooklyn, shhhh.  Come on baby, wake up 

for me.  Please wake up.” 

“Noooo, noooo, stop!  Stop, don’t do this! 

STOPPPPP!!” she screamed and bolted upright in my 

arms.  I flipped the switch on the bedside lamp and 

kissed the tears away constantly chanting, “It’s okay.  

I’m here.  You’re safe.  I got you, baby.” 

“G…Gabriel,” she cried, pushing at my arms, 

demanding I release her.  “Oh, no!  No, no, no!” 

I looped my legs over hers and held her with 

bracket like arms, “Shhhh.  It’s just me. Only me.  Look 

at me, Brooklyn.  Come on, look at me.  That’s my girl.”  

She was there, but the life in her eyes was gone.  My girl 

was stuck between her dream and reality.   

“G…Gabriel,” she blinked, recognition 

returning to her face.  I saw the moment she knew who I 

was, who was holding her. 

“There’s my girl,” I purred.  “I love you, baby.  I 

got you.  Everything’s alright.  It was just a dream.” 

“A…dream?” she asked.   

“Yes,” I nodded.  “A bad, fucked up dream.  

That’s all it was.  I’ve got you.” 

“Thank God,” she mumbled.  “I’m so s…sorry.  

I haven’t had one of those in years.” 

“It happens, okay?  Don’t you say you’re sorry, 

please.  This is not your fault.”  Dammit, I sounded like I 

was on repeat.  I kept saying those words, the ones we 

told Liana when she woke up from the same torture, 

over and over again.   

“I need to use the bathroom,” she said, wiping 

the sweat away from her brow.   

“Do you want me to carry you?” I asked. 

“No,” she shook her head.  “I’ll be fine.  I just 

need to splash some water on my face.” 

“Okay,” I released her.  I stood for a moment, 

making sure she had her footing and watched as she 

walked away from me. 
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Once back in the bed, she asked to watch 

television again and I offered to get her a glass of water.  

When I rounded the corner, Paul was there looking like 

he was the one being caged.  Like he was being held 

back from protecting someone he cared for dearly. 

“What happened?” he growled.  “I was only 

giving you another thirty seconds before I barreled in 

there.” 

“She had a night terror,” I admitted, reaching for 

a glass.  “My sister had them after her rape.  Brooklyn 

suffers from the same trauma.” 

“Oh, God,” he gasped.  “Who is he?”  The growl 

mirrored mine when I found out the same news. 

“She kept saying ‘Colt’ in her sleep.  Telling 

him to ‘stop’ and ‘stop doing this’.  That killed me, Paul.  

Absolutely killed me to hear that.  She finally woke up 

and said that she hadn’t had a night terror in years.”   

“Something set her off,” Paul said, looking at 

me for any insight I may have.  “Something happened to 

bring back those memories.  I studied phycology in 

college.”  

“I have no idea,” I threw my hands in the air.  

“But one thing’s for sure, I want to know who the fuck 

this Colt guy is.  I want him found.” 

“I need more info than that,” he said. 

“Do a background check on her,” I suggested, 

though I felt like shit going behind her back with this.  

“Maybe you can find a trail that leads to this Colt guy.  

Find him Paul.  I need to know where he is at all times.  

I don’t need him getting wind of Ethan and coming this 

way as well.  That’s two monsters that will turn our lives 

upside down if they show up.” 

“On it,” he said, looping back off to his quarters. 

I took the glass into the bedroom and found her 

laying on her side, the pillow I slept on was curled up in 

her arms like a security blanket.  She sat up and took the 

glass of water from me, her hands shook as she took a 

long pull off of the liquid.   
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“Thank you,” she sighed and handed me back 

the empty glass. 

“Do you want more?” I asked.  She looked so 

fragile, laying in my bed.  Her brown hair was draped 

around her shoulders like a protective shield.  The ends 

curled and fell just below her breasts.   

“No,” she whispered. “I’m fine now, really.” 

“I worry,” I admitted, taking the glass back into 

the bathroom and setting it on the sink.  I didn’t want to 

leave her again to take it to the kitchen.  I leaned over on 

the bed, one knee on the mattress, so that I could look in 

her eyes. 

“Don’t worry,” she said, stroking my bangs out 

of my face where I’d let them fall. 

“Why do you hide?” she asked, still stroking my 

forehead.  I slid into the bed, pulling her over to my 

chest. 

“It’s something I’ve done for the past few 

years,” I admitted, covering my eyes with my forearm, 

but Brooklyn wrapped her fingers around my wrist and 

pulled it away.  I knew if I wanted to get her to tell me 

things, I had to be forthcoming with my own troubles, 

but it was hard. I didn’t want to burden her with my 

issues. 

“Talk to me,” she whispered.  “I don’t like it 

when you hide your eyes from me.” 

“I used to be the hyper one, the one that raised 

hell and had fun everywhere I went,” I began.  I couldn’t 

believe I was going to tell her.  “My sister and I were 

both the hyper ones.  When she was raped and nearly 

killed, something inside both of us died.  I lost the light, 

ya know.  He took it all away.  I blamed myself for what 

happened to her.  We knew someone was after Mary, but 

we didn’t have a clue that the asshole would go after 

Liana.  He sent Mary a message when he attacked my 

sister.  I didn’t even get her a bodyguard during that 

time.”  I paused to take a deep breath.  I couldn’t believe 

all of this was spilling from my lips. 
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“It wasn’t your fault,” Brooklyn tightened her 

hold around my waist.  The support was needed.   

“If I’d used my fucking brain, I would’ve known 

to send in someone to keep an eye on her.  I…I promised 

my mom that I’d watch over her and not let anything 

happen to her.  I failed them both.” 

“No you didn’t, Gabriel,” she growled.  “You 

didn’t know! And how are you going to make a promise 

to your mother about protecting Liana when she didn’t 

have anything to need protecting from?” 

“She did need protecting…does need 

protecting,” I paused.  “My father.” 

“What?” Brooklyn gasped.  “What…I thought 

your father was long gone.” 

“I’ve known where he is for several years,” I 

admitted.  “Liana knows nothing that I’m telling you, so 

please, please do not tell her.” 

“What is it, Gabriel?” she whispered, fear in her 

voice made my chest ache. 

“My father was accused and found guilty of 

touching little girls where he worked at the library.  He 

was a janitor.  Liana and I were little.  Liana was two 

and I was five, but my mother told me later on in life.  I 

think I was thirteen, fourteen, maybe.  She told me that 

she had Liana looked at by the doctor and he assured her 

that Liana showed no signs of sexual abuse, but that 

didn’t mean that he may have not tried anything with 

her, touched her.  We watched Liana for years, always 

looking for signs of abuse, but there was nothing.  My 

mother told me, on her deathbed, to take care of her and 

to not let anyone harm her.  I failed them both when that 

monster attacked her.  Oh, Brooklyn.  She was so 

messed up.  It took the love of Reed, our bassist, to bring 

her back, but she still isn’t the same.  She’s not as 

bubbly as she once was and neither am I.” 

“But you didn’t know,” she demanded.  “Was 

there any sign that this man – that was after Mary – was 

out for your sister too?” 
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“No,” I shook my head.  “We didn’t see it 

coming.  He called Mary and said that if she didn’t 

believe he was coming for her, then she needed to ask 

her friend.  We sent the police to her place in Phoenix, 

but by the time they arrived it was too late.  She was 

barely alive.  I didn’t recognize her when I walked into 

that I.C.U unit.  I didn’t even recognize my own sister, 

the woman I’d raised since she was in high school!” 

“Oh, boo,” she said, using the new nickname I 

liked.  It made me smile.  “You like me calling you 

‘boo’?” 

“Yeah,” I blushed.  “I do.” 

“You can’t beat yourself up over things you 

can’t control, Gabriel,” she said, leaning over so that she 

was looking me in the eyes.  “When I finally recovered 

from the things that Colt did… Oh!” 

“So that’s his name,” I growled, sitting up in the 

bed, my fists clinched at my sides.  “You were saying 

his name in your nightmare, baby. Tell me who he is, 

please.  I just want to know where he is.  I have to keep 

tabs on him, like I do my father.  I have to make sure 

you’re safe, too.” 

“I’m afraid if you start prying, he’ll find out and 

come for me,” she admitted. 

“Never,” I shook my head.  “He will never get to 

you, or Ethan.  I promise.  Now, tell me his name.” 

She was waging war with her thoughts, I could 

see it in her eyes.  Finally she bit her lip and let one tear 

escape when she whispered, “Colt.  Colt Ferguson.” 

“Thank you for telling me,” I said, pulling her 

back down to my chest.  “Sleep now, love.  I will be here 

holding you.  I won’t leave you in the night.  Rest.” 

It took a bit for her to finally loosen up and fall 

asleep.  I didn’t have that such luck.  I spent the night 

watching her to make sure she didn’t have another 

nightmare and remembering the horrible events that lead 

to losing the fire that used to fuel my life. 
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As soon as she fell asleep, I quietly reached for 

my phone and composed a text to Paul. 

 

Colt Ferguson, New Orleans, LA Find him! 
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Chapter 10 

 

Gabe 

 

“Thanks for the pizza and the tokens,” Ethan 

said as he cashed in the tickets he’d acquired at the 

games.  I added my winnings to his total.  The useless 

prizes brought a smile to his face, so the amount of 

money I’d spent on tokens was well worth it. 

“You’re welcome, buddy,” I said, draping my 

arm over his shoulders as we walked out the door.  Paul 

pulled the truck around front.  We’d spent the entire 

afternoon playing every game in the place and Ethan 

drifted off to sleep not long after we pulled away from 

the curb. 

When we got home, I carried him to his 

bedroom and tucked him in for a nap.  I found Brooklyn 

changing out of her clothes.  She was standing there in 

nothing but her bra and panties. 

“Have I told you today how beautiful you are?” I 

asked, pulling her into my arms. 

“Yes,” she blushed.  “A few times.” 

“Well then, have I told you that I love you?” I 

whispered, pulling her down for a kiss. 

“More than a few,” she smiled. 

I buried my face in her neck and sighed heavily, 

my mother’s words came back to me.  It was the last 

thing she said before she took her last breath. 

 

“Don’t forget, Gabriel.  Liana will need you.  

Take care of her and yourself.  Find happiness my 

beautiful son.  When you find the woman you will love 

for eternity, tell her…,” she gasped for air. 

“Ma,” I started, but she shook her head to 

continue. 

“No, Gabriel,” she whispered.  I had to lean 

down close to her ear to hear what she had to say.  “Tell 

the woman of your dreams that you love her.  
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Every…day, Gabriel.  Love her and take care of her, 

because she will need you too.” 

 

“What’s wrong?” Brooklyn said, pulling my 

face up where she could look into my eyes.  She had to 

brush away my longer bangs, so that she could see my 

entire face.  “What is it?” 

“Just that I never thought I’d find love as strong 

as what I feel for you,” I admitted. 

“I agree with you,” she frowned.  “I’m going to 

miss you.” 

“Oh, baby,” I squeezed her tighter.  “I’m going 

to miss you more.  At least I know that you will be in my 

bed tonight.  That helps.  Although, I wish you and 

Ethan would stay here until I return from the tour.” 

“Eventually, maybe,” she said.  “I will keep an 

eye on the place while you’re gone.” 

“That’s Paul’s job,” I shook my head.  “I don’t 

want you adding anymore to your load.  You need to 

worry about Ethan and yourself.” 

“Okay,” she sighed, pushing me away so she 

could dress.  It killed me that I was going back tonight.  I 

didn’t want to leave home.  I didn’t see how the guys 

coped with being away from their wives.  It’s just too 

damn hard.  Ah, hell.  They didn’t cope.  They whined 

and complained about missing them every waking 

moment of the day.  I was so doomed, because I’d 

probably be doing the same thing. 

 

 

Ethan was asleep.  Brooklyn and I had just over 

two hours before I had to leave.  I scooped her up into 

my arms and kissed her.  The passion overwhelmed me.  

I didn’t waste time with pleasantries when I tossed her 

on the bed and started tugging at her cotton shorts.   

“I have to leave in two hours,” I panted, roaming 

my eyes up her legs.  “And I damn sure want to be inside 

you that entire time.” 
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  She struggled out of her panties and tossed her 

bra somewhere on the floor.  I pulled my shirt over my 

head and tossed it into the pile.  My jeans dropped to my 

ankles and after that, we were both bare.  Her eyes 

roamed my naked form with appreciation. 

I knelt on the bed and ran my hands up the 

insides of her thighs, pushing her knees outward to allow 

space for me to fit between them.  My tongue parted her 

sex when I licked it from bottom to top, stopping to 

worship her clit.   

“Oh,” she sucked air through her teeth. 

I added two fingers to the opening of her pussy, 

rubbing the entrance, preparing it for my entry.  When I 

pressed inside, her greedy sheath clamped down on my 

fingers, holding them in place.  Once she relaxed, I 

thrust my fingers and licked every part of her sex that I 

could get my tongue on.  She exploded, screaming my 

name with her climax.  I stayed between her legs, licking 

and nibbling until she came down from her quick 

release.  I slid my fingers out, bringing them to my 

mouth.  Her desire coated them and I used my tongue to 

remove the moisture, moaning from her sweet taste.  Her 

eyes darkened watching me savor her cream.  

I gazed at her beneath me, her long legs, her 

bountiful breasts that were a perfect fit for my hands, the 

little birthmark on her hip, and the warrior scars from 

her bringing Ethan into the world.  I traced them again 

with my thumb.  They’re so fascinating.  I took a second 

and imagined her round with him.  The hours of labor 

she must’ve endured alone, without her partner there to 

hold her through the pain. 

“What’s wrong?” she asked.  When she was 

confused, a tiny V formed between her eyes.  I leaned in 

and kissed it away. 

“Just you,” I smiled.  “The things your body 

went through to bring him into this world.” 

“It took a long time,” she chuckled.  “Sixteen of 

the longest hours of my life.” 



141 

 

“Damn, baby,” I shook my head.  “He’s 

beautiful. You’re beautiful.” 

“Thank you,” she purred, pulling me down to 

her lips.  “You make me feel cherished.” 

“That’s because you are,” I smiled.  My words 

were honest.  She was cherished, loved, and all of the 

other words in the dictionary.   

I leaned back, lifted her perfect ass off the bed, 

and hooked her legs over my hips.  Once her ass was on 

my lap, I rubbed my cock up and down her heated folds, 

coating myself with her desire.  “Fuck, baby,” I said, 

leaning over to kiss her delicate lips.  She wrapped her 

legs further around my back, locking her ankles in place 

and used her heels to dig into my ass urging me forward. 

“Impatient,” I growled as I pressed forward, 

feeling her pussy open, her honey making the way 

easier.  “So tight.” 

“Please,” she panted, her inner flesh quivered 

around me, causing my balls to tighten in response.   

Leaning over, I slid my arm under her shoulders 

and buried my face in her neck.  I kissed the spot where 

her neck and shoulder met.  Brooklyn mumbled 

something and pulled me deeper with her feet on my ass 

again. 

Once I was finally seated deep inside her, I 

pinched my eyes together to keep from losing myself.  

Her hands touched every inch of skin on my back, my 

sides.  Those tiny fingers stabbed into my hair and her 

hips rotated.  Just the slightest bit of movement, but she 

was going for what her body craved.  I craved her, 

fucking loved this woman.  She gave me so much trust 

that it made me want to cry.  All of the things that I’d 

screwed up on regarding promises and trusts in my life 

and Brooklyn Cordeau still gave herself over to me, to 

love…to protect.  Honored wasn’t a strong enough word 

for the emotion I was feeling.   

Rolling to my side, I took her with me, so that 

she was atop my cock, “Ride me.”   
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“What?” she gasped, wide-eyed.  “I…I don’t…” 

“Shhh.  Just do what feels good, baby,” I 

encouraged.  “Move around. Find a rhythm.  Oh, that’s 

it.  Oh, God, Brooklyn.  Yes.”  The last was a hiss.  She 

ground her hips and then, as if on instinct, she placed her 

hands on my stomach and started to move.  She’d tilted 

her pelvis, raised up, moaned, and slid back to the hilt.  

She did this over and over again, until I grabbed her hips 

to stop the motion. 

“I’m going to come,” I said through gritted 

teeth.  “And I want you with me.” 

“Yes,” she moaned and returned to her motion 

on top of my cock.  “Please, Gabriel.  I…I need you.  I 

n…need to come.” 

“I got you,” I said, pressing my thumb to the 

swollen nub just above where we were combined.  

“Come for me, now.” 

My demand shot Brooklyn into action, her pussy 

clamped around me, and I felt the wetness that pooled at 

my groin.  She kept her rhythm, but this time it was 

faster.  My name echoed off the wall as her climax took 

her over the edge. 

“Yes,” she growled, lifting, sliding, 

moaning…fucking me harder, deeper.   

“Fuck, don’t stop,” I said, closing my eyes and 

letting myself fall over as well.   

Once I was completely spent, I rolled her 

carefully onto her back and slid out of her, kissing her 

once on the lips.  In the bathroom, I retrieved a bath 

cloth, running warm water over it quickly. 

“Here, honey,” I said, nudging her legs apart.  

She stiffened, but after opening her eyes, she relaxed.  

“Let me clean you.” 

I checked the clock and saw that it was almost 

time for me to leave to catch my red-eye flight to meet 

the band.  In less than twenty-four hours, I’d be 

performing in Atlanta.   
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“Let me hold you,” I said, pulling her into my 

arms.   

“Gabriel,” she sighed, her arms fell limply to my 

chest.  “I’m going to miss you.” 

“I know, honey,” I closed my eyes and kissed 

the top of her head.  “I’ll miss you more.” 

“You’ll call?”  She turned so that she could look 

into my eyes.  Thankfully, I didn’t see any tears in hers 

and she was being strong.   

“Of course,” I promised, running my finger 

along her cheek.  “I need to shower and get my things.” 

“I love you,” she said. 

“And I love you,” I replied, kissing her quickly, 

because if my lips lingered on hers, I may have missed 

my flight. 

 

It was six in the morning when I boarded the 

bus.  Everyone was asleep, so I dropped my bags on the 

couch and quietly slid into my bunk.  I wanted to sleep 

away the time that was left on this tour.  This was the 

first time that I ever wanted to be home instead of on the 

road.  I had a reason to be home now.  Two very special 

reasons.   

I pulled up the photos on my phone and smiled 

at the screen saver I’d set.  It was Brooklyn and Ethan at 

the pizza place waiting in line to play a game.  They 

looked so happy, smiling back at me.  I closed my eyes 

and took that picture with me as I fell asleep thousands 

of miles away from the woman who owned my heart. 

Only to have them open six hours later.   

“How was the honeymoon?” Kane said, peering 

into my bunk. 

“It was great, asshole,” I growled.  “Sleeping.” 

“Get up and tell us about it,” he demanded, 

pulling on my arm.  “Up, Romeo.” 

“Fuck,” I groaned, pushing him away.  “Give me 

a minute.  Is there coffee?” 
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“Fresh pot,” he pinched my arm and dropped the 

curtain. 

I strolled into the dining area of the bus five 

minutes later.  Ash pushed a coffee cup in my hand and I 

took a seat at the table.  All three of them were sitting on 

the long, leather couch waiting for my input. 

“I told her I loved her.”  There, I said it.  Now, 

maybe they will leave me alone. 

“I hope you do,” Reed said.  “Because from 

what I hear, you were pretty love struck over the 

weekend.”  He stretched his long legs out in front of him 

and threw his arm behind his head looking very satisfied 

with his little bit of information. 

“She has a kid,” I shrugged.  “He’s a special 

one, that’s for sure.”  The smile, when I thought of both 

of them, couldn’t be contained.   

“Liana didn’t mention that.  Did you tell her?”  

Reed grabbed a water from the fridge and down it in a 

few gulps. 

“We never got to that point in our conversation,” 

I admitted, shaking my head.  “The girls were at the 

house when we got back from dropping off Ethan at his 

grandma’s house.  They didn’t stay long.  Only long 

enough to make introductions and exchange phone 

numbers.” 

“How are the girls?” Ash asked, his voice 

strained.  “And the kids?” 

“They were just fine, Ash,” I shook my head.  

“You worry too much.” 

“And you’re not?” he raised a brow.  

“Okay, okay,” I held up my hand.  “I get it 

now.” 

We all fell into a sad silence, each of our 

thoughts were back on our girls.  Reed and Kane left for 

their bunks, to call their wives.  Ash stepped off the bus 

and went outside for some quiet time.  I pulled out my 

phone and texted Brooklyn.  She would be going into 

work at Cordeau’s later and would be sleeping in my 
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bed alone tonight.  It killed me that I couldn’t be there to 

hold her. 

 

Morning, love.  Are you up yet? ~G 

 

It didn’t take long before she replied. 

 

I’m up.  So, you made it okay?  XOXO ~B 

 

I smiled at her little displays of affection, even 

when texting.   

 

Crashed as soon as I arrived.  Just wanted to 

tell you that I love you.  

 

The time between texts was longer this time and 

I was starting to worry when my phone dinged with an 

incoming message. 

 

And I love you.  Have a good show tonight.  Text 

me when it’s over.  ~B 

 

I should be disappointed that she gave me the 

brush off so quickly, but I knew she would be getting 

Ethan up and probably making a late breakfast.  

Brooklyn said that they both liked to sleep in late on 

Sundays then she’d make a big brunch for her mom, 

Ethan, and her when she wasn’t working the brunch shift 

at Cordeau’s.  Tonight she’d go in for the dinner shift 

and let Thomas have the night off.  Paul was there 

watching over them…lucky bastard.   

 

K. ~G 

 

I set my phone down and found something to 

eat.  We had a radio interview to do in a few hours.  

When we returned from that, it would be time to prepare 

for the show.  Thankfully, we weren’t playing to arenas 
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this time.  It was nice not to have the hustle and bustle of 

the elaborate stage and flashing lights.  We only brought 

Cal, Ziggy, and Rita with us.  Cal was our driver this 

trip.  Ziggy and Rita were sharing the bus with us, along 

with our lone bodyguard and head of security, Eric.  The 

crew was already inside getting ready to set up for 

tonight’s show.  We had teamed up with Witch’s Spawn 

for this small tour, hoping to give Delilah’s old friend 

with Deadly Doves some exposure.   

From the issues that happened with Brooklyn 

and her former band, I didn’t mention to her or to 

Pressley Pittman that I knew either of them.  Now that I 

looked back, I probably should have told Brooklyn.  I 

wouldn’t mention anything to Pressley, because I didn’t 

know if Brooklyn’s sudden departure from the band was 

a sore spot for Witch’s Spawn’s new lead singer.   

After the radio interview, we hit the stage to a 

full crowd.  This smaller venue in Atlanta was one of the 

larger ones we’d been in since starting the small tour.  

We didn’t have any VIP Meet & Greets this time 

around.  We were all feeling seven kinds of stupid for 

running off when we could’ve been at home with our 

girls.   

Hind sight and all of that jazz. 

 

It was midnight in Atlanta when we finally left 

the stage.  I quickly checked my phone before I hit the 

showers.  There were no missed calls or messages from 

her and that bothered me.  I hated that she didn’t need 

me.  I wanted her to need me.  I enjoyed taking care of 

her over this past weekend.  It was pure bliss in my 

book. 

As the weeks rolled by, there were no times that 

I, or any of us, could get away for a quick trip home.  

We’d been booked for radio interviews and other 

promotional gigs that kept us busy as hell during the 

small tour.  Brooklyn and I spent most mornings on the 
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phone and the nights that she worked, we texted 

fervently into the late night hours.   

The last show was in North Dakota.  We all 

booked flights that left Fargo at six in the morning.  Eric 

would be traveling with us.  Rafe had ended up not 

traveling with us and was back in Los Angeles helping 

out the others keep tabs on Liana, unbeknownst to her.  

Reed had blown a gasket when I told him about knowing 

where Kevin Miller was over the past several years.  He 

thought it was a bad idea to keep it from Liana and I 

agreed.  But we both agreed that I would tell her the 

truth once we returned home.   

My father’s flight was to leave Pensacola, 

Florida in another two weeks.  There still had been no 

internet hits on him looking us up.  Maybe he was 

coming here because a family member was sick.  I knew 

that we had an uncle in the area, from my father’s side of 

the family, but we’d never met him.  I didn’t contact 

family because they would’ve told Kevin Miller of my 

success and I didn’t need him coming here looking for 

handouts.  Our last name was very common, my first 

name was somewhat common, but Liana wasn’t a name 

you saw very often.  I was worried that if Kevin Miller 

saw the Glory Days book with her name on it, he’d put 

two and two together and realize what his children had 

grown up to be.  I hated the man, always had…always 

would.  I blamed him for everything that went wrong in 

my youth. I blamed him for my mother dying so young, 

because, if he’d been in our life, maybe mom would’ve 

been able to afford the medical coverage she needed to 

pay the doctor’s bills.    

Rafe met us at the airport with an SUV big 

enough to carry himself, four band members, Eric and 

all of our duffle bags.  Once loaded, we headed to our 

homes.  I smiled smugly when I was dropped off first, 

because my home was closer to the airport.  The guys 

slapped me on the back and wished me well.  Ash 

insisted on a welcome home dinner at his house two 



148 

 

nights from then, requesting I bring Brooklyn and Ethan 

for a barbeque at his home.    

Brooklyn and Ethan were already at my house.  

I’d begged her to spend the night before in my home, so 

that she’d be the first person I saw when I returned to 

LA.  It was right after nine in the morning when I 

walked through my front door.  The house was quiet for 

a moment.  I heard Ethan’s bedroom door open and the 

little guy ran around the corner, his big brown eyes were 

even larger when he saw me standing there holding my 

bags. 

“Gabe,” he whooped and made a dash for me.  I 

had just enough time to drop my bags on the floor before 

he was in my arms. 

“Hey, buddy,” I hugged him tight.   

“I’m so glad you’re home,” he whispered.  

“Momma’s asleep.” 

“Did she work late last night?” I asked. 

“Yes, she stayed late,” he said, sliding down my 

chest.   

“Let me go surprise her,” I smiled.  “I’ll be 

back.” 

“Okay,” he bounced.  “I’m going to eat cereal 

and watch cartoons.” 

He didn’t give me a chance to reply before he 

ran toward the kitchen.  I walked down the hallway 

toward my bedroom.  I could already smell her sweet 

scent when I got to the closed door.  My hands trembled 

as I turned the knob, pushing the door open quietly. 

My heart thundered in my chest when she came 

into view.  She was positioned in the middle of the bed.  

The cream colored, cotton sheets were wrapped around 

her legs.  She wore a light blue camisole and a pair of 

matching shorts.  Her hair was fanned out over the 

pillow beneath her head.  She held my pillow to her 

chest as if she were holding on to me.   
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I kicked off my boots and slid into the bed.  Her 

eyes fluttered, but it wasn’t until I pressed my lips to 

hers, did they open completely.  

“Gabriel,” she cried.  “You’re home.” 

“Yeah, honey.  I’m finally home.”  I pulled her 

warm body against mine, letting her soft curves mold to 

my tired muscular ones. 

My lips pressed to hers.  When she sighed 

heavily, I deepened the kiss, letting my tongue explore 

her mouth.  I kissed her lips, down over her jaw, and 

nipped the spot behind her ear.  My cock was hard 

behind my zipper, demanding inside her.   

“How’s my girl?” I whispered, pushing a lock of 

hair off of her forehead.   

“Better now,” she smiled.  Her eyes were still 

heavy with sleep.   

“Are you still tired, love?” I asked.   

“No, Gabriel,” she smiled.  “I just want you to 

not move.  Well, maybe move a little.” 

“When you call me ‘Gabriel’, I will do anything 

for you.  If you want the world baby, it’s yours.  All 

yours.” 

“I just want you,” she said, pulling me back 

down to her lips.  “Nothing else.” 

It didn’t take much to remove her clothes.  I was 

still in my jeans by the time I couldn’t take it any longer 

and pulled her to the edge of the bed.  I set her legs over 

my shoulders and leaned in tasting her sweet spot.  I 

licked, nibbled, and ate greedily at her.  She tasted just 

as I’d remembered. 

“Gabriel, please,” she panted.  “I need you 

inside me, please.” 

Fumbling with the button and fly on my jeans, I 

hastily pushed them down and kicked them toward the 

corner of the room.  My belt clanked when it hit the 

baseboard.  I left her ass hanging off the edge of the bed 

and leaned over her beautiful body.  My lips fell upon 

hers in a heated rush.  I pushed my tongue into her 
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mouth, the exact second I pressed my hips forward, 

setting myself deep inside her warm, wet flesh. 

“I’ve missed you,” I grunted with each slow 

thrust.  For some crazy reason, this woman loved 

me…loved me for me.  She didn’t protest when I 

couldn’t come home during our tour.  She didn’t 

complain when my work got in the way.  Brooklyn just 

rolled with the punches, telling me she would be here 

when I returned.  How the hell did I get so lucky? 

“Missed you,” she moaned.   

“Touch yourself,” I growled.  “I want to watch 

you come apart under me.  Bring yourself to climax, 

baby.  Come on.”  I encouraged her by leaning up, so 

that she could slide her tiny hand between our bodies.  

She stiffened when she touched her clit. 

“Oh, Gabriel,” she whispered. 

“Did you pleasure yourself while I was gone?” I 

asked, still thrusting slowing in and out of her pussy.  

Every time I pulled out, her greedy flesh tightened on 

my cock, trying to pull me back inside.   

“Yes,” she purred, still rolling the bundle of 

nerves at her core. 

“That’s my girl,” I said, thrusting my hips faster, 

building her and myself to a higher level.  Her desire 

increased, causing wetness to pool between us.  “Come 

for me, now.” 

Her body convulsed, she cried out my name, and 

we both found our release together.  Panting, bodies 

slapping.  The only sound in the room was our breathing 

and the grinding of our intimate flesh.  I shuddered once 

and collapsed beside her, bringing her against my chest 

as I rested on my side.  Our legs were still hanging off 

the side of the bed, when I realized that I didn’t want this 

woman to ever leave my side.  There was only one way 

to ensure she never did. I needed her to move in with 

me.  I wanted her home, in my home…our home. 
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Chapter 11 

 

Brooklyn 

 

Apparently, Gabriel wasn’t going to let up on 

my security now that he was home.  It’d been two weeks 

since their tour ended and he still had Paul take me to 

and from work.  Paul usually sat in a secluded booth 

toward the back of the restaurant where he could keep an 

eye on things.  He kept his laptop open and only ate 

when I forcefully placed food in front of his face.  He 

didn’t want to put me out, but still thanked me for the 

gesture.  The guy was all manners and brawn.  He was 

freaking smart as hell too.  He’d gotten his degree in 

phycology and set it aside to work high end security for 

the company Eric owned.  He said that he enjoyed 

protecting people.  Paul had spent six years in the 

Marine Corps.  He served time in a special operations 

group that did missions in Iraq.  That was the extent of 

what he told me, and personally, I didn’t want to know 

what that man had seen during his time at war. 

“Thank you again for the food, Brooklyn,” he 

said, placing his hand on his stomach in the universal 

sign that he was full and satisfied.  “But you shouldn’t 

feed me lunch and dinner for free.  I can pay you.” 

“No,” I shook my head and laughed.  “It’s the 

least I can do for you.  Gabriel would flip his shit if I 

was out on these mean streets alone with no one to 

watch out for me.”  I said it sarcastically, but paused 

when Paul scowled. 

“He’s being pretty overprotective for a reason, 

Brooklyn.  His father is due to arrive here in two days.” 

“I know,” I sighed, guiltily. “Have you heard 

from him?  How did Liana take the news?”  Today was 

the day that Gabriel was going to his sister’s house to 

tell her the secret he’d been keeping for the past several 

years.  He knew where their father was and that he’d 

been keeping tabs on the man.  He was also spilling the 
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beans as to why their mother kicked him out so long ago.  

It wasn’t going to be a nice social call.  This was 

something that could wreck their small family.  Liana 

trusted Gabriel with everything.  I just hoped that she 

trusted him to keep her safe from the monster that was 

their father. 

“No ma’am,” he shook his head.  “He’s been 

over there for a few hours now.”   

“Okay,” I nodded.  “I’m going to my office to 

pay some bills.  If you hear from him, tell him to call 

me.” 

“Sure will,” he smiled and resumed typing on 

his laptop.  I wanted to text Gabriel, or call him to see if 

everything was okay, but it wasn’t my spot to interfere 

with their family issues.  I just hoped that Liana could 

overlook what he was going over there to say.   

I was excited when I felt my phone vibrate from 

my pocket, hoping it was him.  Instead it was Delilah.  

 

I’m craving spicy food.  Kane and I are coming 

to the restaurant.  Be there in thirty!  Can’t wait to see 

you! 

 

I replied that we’d have a table ready and went 

out to find Thomas.  He notified Marissa at the front 

counter and set about preparing one of the secluded 

booths in the back by where Paul was camped out.  After 

leaving the kitchen with a glass of sweat tea, I hurried 

back to my office to finish up the order that needed to be 

sent out for cleaning supplies.  I saw Marissa scowling at 

Paul while she cleaned off the table for Delilah and 

Kane.  She’d been acting weird lately and I wanted her 

to be at her best.  

“Marissa,” I called out.  “Can you come to my 

office after you’re finished?” 

“Sure,” she smiled, but it didn’t reach her eyes.   

I’d just finished the order when there was a 

knock on my door.  “Come in.” 



153 

 

“Hey,” Marissa said, peeking through the door.  

“You wanted to see me?” 

“Come in and have a seat,” I said, pointing to 

the chair on the other side of my desk. 

“What’s up, Brooklyn?” she looked worried. 

“I was going to ask you the same thing,” I 

replied.  “I’ve noticed you’ve been a little…off the past 

few weeks.  Is everything okay?  Is it your mom?”  Her 

mom had been sick right around Christmas last year.   

“No,” she frowned.  “I’m okay, really.  It’s just 

guy trouble.” 

“Oh, well.  Guys are always trouble,” I laughed, 

trying to lighten her mood. 

“Tell me about it,” she rolled her eyes. 

“Are you okay to work?” I asked.  “I understand 

if you’re having problems, but I need you to be in the 

game here.” 

“I’m fine,” she clipped out.  My eyes widened at 

her statement.  Marissa had never been short with me.  

Not since I hired her when we opened.  “It’s just that this 

guy I liked is going out with a woman I used to call my 

friend.  I thought I was going to have something special 

with him, but he blew me off to go after her.” 

“Oh,” I frowned.  “That’s horrible.  I hope it all 

works out in the end, honey.”  I really didn’t know what 

to say to her.  I had no dating experience and I sure as 

hell didn’t know how to get around a love triangle. 

“It’s okay,” she frowned.  “It’s his fault.  I’ll get 

him back, though.  Don’t worry, Brooklyn.”  Something 

about her statement gave me the chills.  Whatever was 

going on in her personal life changed her attitude.  It was 

a shame.  Marissa had always been one of the nicest 

employees I’d ever had.  I hoped it got better and soon.  

I needed her back to herself. 

Kane and Delilah came right as the dinner rush 

was starting.  I met them at the table and kissed her on 

the cheek, “You look radiant, Delilah.” 
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“You are lying through your perfect little teeth, 

Brooklyn Cordeau,” she rolled her eyes, but still smiled.  

“I’m waddling!  I passed by the mirror yesterday and it’s 

happening.  I’m walking like a damned penguin!” 

“No you’re not,” Kane said, taking his seat 

across from her, after he’d helped her into the booth.  

“You’re beautiful, kitten.” 

I’d met Kane when they returned from the tour.  

Ash had thrown a get together at his and Mary’s home in 

Malibu.  I was reluctant to take Ethan at first, but after 

we arrived, we found the house full of children who 

were much younger than Ethan.  I was relieved that it 

wasn’t a rockstar party like one would’ve thought.  No, 

this was a family party.  I relaxed and ended up having a 

wonderful time.   

The wives took me in and ever since then, they 

called and checked on me, or they’d swing by Cordeau’s 

for lunch.  Mary and Ash even kept Ethan for the night 

last weekend so that Gabriel and I could go to the 

movies.  They were quickly becoming my friends.  I was 

so happy.  Everything in my life was falling into place.  

Nothing could bring me down from this constant high I 

was on. 

After leaving them to their dinner, I prepared 

payroll for the following week.  Monday nights were 

busy at Cordeau’s.  It was the biggest night of the week, 

besides Friday and Saturday.  After that, I worked on a 

menu change that Thomas and I had discussed last week 

in our monthly meeting.  I wanted to add some new 

dishes and do away with the ones that didn’t get ordered 

often.   

It was an hour before closing when my phone 

rang.   

“Gabriel,” I answered the phone with a weary 

sigh.  “How did it go?” 

“She was angry at me and I don’t blame her.  

She cried a lot.  Liana was mad that our mother kept it 

from her.  Thank God, she understood why I did it and 
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even went as far as to say that she was relieved that I’d 

been keeping tabs on him so he didn’t come back into 

our lives.” 

“How is she now?” I asked, my heart squeezed 

at the idea of the two of them at odds.  It was obvious 

that they had a strong bond.  I was envious of it, because 

my brother and I were close, but not like those two were. 

“She’s better, tired,” he sighed.  “I want you to 

know something, baby.  And over the phone is probably 

not the best time to mention it, but after the ass chewing 

I just got from my sister, I feel that I need to tell you this 

now.  It’s can’t wait.” 

“What is it?” I gasped into the phone.  Did they 

see his father?  Did Kevin Miller contact them?  Was 

Liana mad that I knew before her?” 

“I found Colt,” he said.  My hands shook and I 

almost dropped the phone.   

“W…what?” I whispered.  “What did you do, 

Gabriel?”  I knew he would do this.  I knew it!   

“Wait, it’s nothing like that,” he said, 

defensively.  “Eric looked around.  Public search records 

are available online and will not cause a red flag.  I don’t 

want you to worry.  He will have no idea that we 

looked.” 

“W…where is he?” I asked.  A lone tear rolled 

out of my eye.  I quickly wiped it away.  Did I even want 

to know the answer? 

“He’s in Baton Rouge.  Owns a home and is 

single.  That’s all we know.”  He was being honest with 

me and I trusted him.  I trusted Eric to keep everything 

on the quiet side, because I didn’t need Colt finding out 

about Ethan, or coming to Los Angeles to find me.   

“Okay,” I sighed.  “I knew you were going to do 

it, Gabriel.  I just hoped that you didn’t.  I’m glad he’s in 

Louisiana and not here.” 

“Me too,” he said.  “What time are you coming 

home?” 
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“I’ll be working late tonight.  I’m going to help 

shut down the kitchen.  Thomas took tonight off a little 

early,” I said.  Thomas didn’t take much time off, but he 

had an actual date.  He left after Kane and Delilah came 

by for dinner. 

“Okay, baby.  I’ll be here when you get home.  

I’ll wait up.  Ethan crashed at eight.”   

“That’s good.  He had a long day at school,” I 

said, thinking of how Gabriel cared for my son when I 

wasn’t there.  He was so good with Ethan.  “You don’t 

have to wait up for me.”  

“I’ve got to work on these new songs, so I’ll 

probably be in the basement when you get home,” he 

said.   

“Okay,” I smiled.  “I’ll see you when I get there 

then.” 

“Love you,” he whispered.  His voice deepened 

when he said those two little words.  I knew he meant 

them, there was no doubt in my mind.   

“Love you,” I replied, hanging up as soon as I 

could or I wouldn’t get any work done.   

I’d been staying at his place more than my own.  

Ethan was more than excited to hang out with Gabriel 

when I was at work.  Some nights, Ethan would stay 

with Gabriel and they would order pizza and watch 

movies.  Gabriel had taken up being Ethan’s personal 

guitar teacher.  He’d given Ethan one of his electric 

guitars and even autographed the thing.  Gabriel had 

ordered books for the beginner guitarist and went 

through the lessons with Ethan.   

Other nights, my mom would take him to give 

Gabriel and me some quiet time.  I protested that she 

didn’t have to do that, but she assured me that it was fine 

with her.  Thelma Ray Cordeau was playing 

matchmaker.  Her romantic side showed when she told 

me that Gabriel and I needed to use that quiet time to get 

to know each other better.  I still blushed at 

remembering her waggling her eyebrows at me as she 
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laughed at my expression.  It was embarrassing talking 

to my mom about sex.   

Rolling up my sleeves, I headed for the kitchen.  

Marissa locked the doors and started sweeping and 

vacuuming the main floor, while I scrubbed dishes.  Paul 

used my office to make some phone calls while we 

finished up.  He propped the door open so that he could 

keep an eye and ear out for any trouble.  I rolled my eyes 

at his protectiveness.  He was just as bad as Gabriel 

sometimes.   

Everyone left on time and I grabbed my purse, 

turning off the office light on my way out.  Paul and I 

were the only ones left when we reached the door.  The 

SUV was parked outside and Paul went ahead of me so I 

could set the alarm.  I’d just pressed the first number into 

the keypad by the door when Paul rushed back in, 

grabbing my arm and shoving me behind his body. 

“What the hell is going on?” I gasped. 

“Someone slashed a tire on the Escalade,” he 

growled.  “We are not leaving just yet.  I need to make 

sure it’s clear.” 

“Oh my God,” I said, looking around his 

massive body to see the front passenger side tire 

flattened all the way to the rim. “I wonder if anyone saw 

it?” 

“I’m assuming it wasn’t flat when they left.  It 

must’ve just happened.”  He reached for his phone, 

calling Eric.  Eric told us to stay there that he was on his 

way and would be there in fifteen minutes.   

His next call was to Gabriel.  I heard the loud 

curse when Paul told him what was going on.  Paul 

assured him everything was under control and that we’d 

wait for Eric to get here before changing the tire.  Paul 

held the phone out for me to take and I knew Gabriel 

was worried just from the tone of his voice. 

“Are you okay, honey?” he growled. 

“I’m fine, Gabriel,” I assured him.  “Don’t freak 

out.  I was inside the whole time.” 
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“If someone so much as messes up one hair on 

your head,” he began, but I toned out his protective 

string of promises of death to anyone who harmed me 

until he paused.   

“Are you done now?” I asked.  “It’s going to be 

okay.  I just want you to keep an eye on Ethan.” 

“Yes, I’m done,” he cursed.  “I’ve got Ethan.  

Stay close to Paul, baby.  They may file a police report.  

Just text me when you leave there.  That way I don’t 

worry…well, any more than I already am.” 

“Okay,” I agreed.   

The police showed up ten minutes later and took 

a statement, but there was nothing that could be done.  

We checked my camera footage, but the damn SUV was 

parked out of sight of the camera.  The police told Paul 

to call them if there were any other problems at 

Cordeau’s.  We left shortly after Paul changed the tire 

and the police left for the evening.  I really thought it 

was just a stupid prank pulled by some equally stupid 

people who had nothing better to do. 

It was almost two in the morning when we 

arrived back at Gabriel’s house.  He immediately put me 

to bed, after he took me in the shower and washed me 

thoroughly.  I didn’t think I had ever been that clean 

before in my life.  He’d changed the sheets on the bed 

and the combination of the two sunk me into a deep, 

restful sleep.   

 

Gabe 

 

“I’m going to question the employees today as 

each of them come into work,” Paul said, as I poured a 

cup of coffee. 

“You think it’s one of the employees?” I asked.  

I went through the one’s I’d met and couldn’t come up 

with any logical person to do such a thing because they 

despised Brooklyn that much.  Everyone in her employ 

genuinely loved her.   
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“At this point,” he shook his head. “I really 

don’t know, Gabe.  As Brooklyn said, it could’ve been a 

group of kids suffering from boredom.”   

“Just keep an eye on things,” I said, but stopped 

talking when Ethan came into the kitchen.  His hair was 

all mused from sleep.    

“Where’s mom?” he asked, sleepy-eyed.   

“Grab a seat,” I said, reaching in the pantry for a 

box of cereal.  “Your mom stayed late at work last night 

and I’d like to let her sleep.” 

“Paul’s taking me to school?” he asked, with a 

big goofy grin on his face. 

“Yes, sir,” Paul smiled and ruffled his hair. 

“Eat then shower, big guy,” I said, putting my 

own bowl in the sink.   

The morning ritual was growing on me.  There 

were mornings just like this over the past few weeks 

where I would slip out of bed and get Ethan ready for 

school.  Brooklyn needed her rest and after last night, 

she slept deep and undisturbed all morning.   

Paul left with Ethan right on schedule.  I went 

into the basement to where I’d left my notebook so that I 

could work on these lyrics some more.  After Ethan 

crashed last night, I spent my evening locked in my 

guitar room, as Ethan called it.  I’d written several songs 

and attempted to put some music to the words I’d 

scribbled on paper, but didn’t have anything concrete for 

the guys to listen to yet.  We weren’t set to record for 

another four months and in that time, I was going to 

make sure that Brooklyn and I dated and had a normal, 

healthy relationship.  

Things were progressing perfectly.  To say she 

was my girlfriend made me smile.  It was such a childish 

term; one that would be used by a high school crush.  

No, Brooklyn Cordeau was more to me that just a 

girlfriend.  Our relationship was at that point where she 

surpassed the girlfriend title, but not quite ready for the 

fiancé role just yet.   
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Did I want to marry her?  At this moment in my 

life, I would say yes.  She’s everything I had hoped for 

in a spouse.  I made sure I told her that I loved her every 

day.  Hell, more than several times at that.   

Tell the woman of your dreams that you love 

her.  Every…day, Gabriel.   

I could definitely see myself taking on the role 

of father to Ethan and husband to Brooklyn.  I didn’t 

know if she was ready for such a huge step, but I’d wait 

for her to be ready.  She still had relationship issues and 

we spoke about her reluctance to do anything that would 

hurt Ethan.  I totally understood that, but I could 

honestly say, that if something were to happen between 

us, I wouldn’t want to not ever see him or Brooklyn 

again.  That little guy had weaved himself deep in my 

heart over the past few months. 

I could tell that he was in desperate need of a 

male father figure.  The child had grown up with his 

mom and grandma.  He loved his PlayStation and that 

seemed the only guy stuff he was into doing with his 

free time.  At night, when Brooklyn was working and he 

stayed here with me, I’d throw an old electric guitar at 

him and bust out the lesson book I’d picked up at the 

music store.  We’d gone through the paces, teaching him 

from the ground up.  I wanted him to have the basics 

when he started playing.  I didn’t have that.  I took some 

lessons from a friend, but I learned mostly by figuring it 

out on my own.  Later, I learned how to read sheet music 

and put that to the guitar.  I wished that I’d taken real 

lessons when I was younger, but we just didn’t have the 

money.  

I wanted Ethan to have everything that I didn’t 

as a child.  He was a wonderful kid to an excellent 

mother and deserved the best, both of them.  Brooklyn 

scowled when I spent money on them and I tried not to 

do anything extravagant or outlandish.  I didn’t want to 

make them feel uncomfortable.  What she didn’t 

understand was, I’d live like a pauper if it made them 
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happy.  I’d gladly give up everything I had just to see her 

and Ethan smile. 

My phone rang and I sighed heavily when I saw 

that it was my sister.  The night before didn’t go over 

very well.  I’d let Thelma Ray watch Ethan while I 

spilled my secret to Liana.  After that exhausting trip, I’d 

picked him up and brought him back to the house. 

“Hey, peanut,” I answered. 

“Hey, brother,” she sighed.  “Are you okay?” 

“That should be my question to you,” I said.  

“How are you?  I’m sorry I gave you so much to take in 

last night.” 

“No,” she paused.  “Don’t.  I totally understand 

why you did it.  I just wish you’d told me. But that’s not 

the reason why I called.” 

“Oh, okay.  What’s up?” I smiled where she 

couldn’t see it. 

“I need to see if Brooklyn is ready to go over 

that final menu for the grand opening?”  The grand 

opening for Glory’s Place was set for next week.  

Brooklyn had agreed to cater the event and eat the cost.  

Liana was shocked and very grateful for her 

involvement.   

“She’s still asleep,” I said.  “Paul’s Escalade had 

its tire slashed last night.  They didn’t get home till after 

two this morning.” 

“Is she okay?” Liana gasped. 

“Yes,” I breathed my own sigh of relief.  “They 

filed a police report and the cameras didn’t catch 

anything.  So, it’s a dead case right now.” 

“You love her?” she asked on a whisper. 

“Very much,” I admitted. 

“What about Ethan?  He’s such a sweet little 

boy.” 

“I love him, Li.  He’s wonderful.  I’d do 

anything for that little boy,” I smiled.  He was a 

wonderful little boy and I wanted to be around to watch 
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him grow into a stunning young man that I knew was 

coming.   

“That’s wonderful, Gabe.  I’m so happy for 

you.”  Liana had always been protective of me, just as I 

was with her, but she wanted me to find happiness.  She 

wanted me to find the woman of my dreams.  And for 

me, Brooklyn was my end game. Our relationship was 

still somewhat new, but my mom once told me…”When 

you meet her, you’ll know she’s the one.  Love is like 

that.  It grabs you and pulls you in quicker than any 

other emotion.  So, when you find your forever girl, you 

will know.  You won’t question it…you will know.” 

Well, Brooklyn was my it girl, my forever.  I 

wouldn’t question it, because we clicked.  We didn’t 

disagree on many things.  She accepted the protection I 

sent to watch over her.  She didn’t question the reasons 

for why I wanted a security system at her home.   

“I’ll have her call you,” I said.  After a quick 

goodbye, Liana hung up and I went back to writing, 

hoping I could come up with our next greatest number 

one single.   

This time around, we’d record in four months, 

then tour for four with a two month break and then back 

at it again for a time frame that hadn’t been decided yet.  

Delilah should be due with the twins sometime during 

the two month break.  Overseas would be two months 

this time.  We were beyond huge all over the world and 

the demand only got stronger for our music.  This was 

the life the four of us wanted in the beginning and I was 

thankful every day that we were exactly where we 

wanted to be. 

“Gabriel,” Brooklyn rasped from the doorway to 

guitar room.  “Where’s Ethan?  Oh my God, I 

overslept.”  She looked so sweet, her eyes squinted, her 

hair all mused up, and those lips I loved were pushed out 

in a sleepy pout.   

“Shh,” I said, taking her into my arms.  “It’s 

okay, baby.  I got him up and off to school.  Paul 



163 

 

dropped him off already.”  I held her hand and led her 

back up the stairs and into the kitchen. 

“Why didn’t you wake me?” she scowled. 

“Because you were beyond worn out,” I said, 

pushing her toward the table in the sitting area of the 

kitchen.  I had a little pub table by the window that I 

used to write and drink coffee in the mornings.  “And I 

didn’t mind waking him up.  When you are tired, 

Brooklyn, you have to trust me to take care of things.” 

“Thank you,” she blushed.  I handed her a 

steaming cup of coffee, with a little cream and two 

tablespoons of sugar.  “I’m sorry.  I just feel guilty when 

it should be me doing that.  I’m not used to having help.” 

“I want to help,” I said, dropping down into the 

chair beside her.  I let my bangs fall over my left eye, but 

Brooklyn wasn’t having that. 

“I want to cut your hair off,” she growled.  “I 

hate that you hide from the world.  You’re too beautiful 

to be in the shadows, Gabriel.” 

“You think I’m beautiful?” I smirked. 

“Yes,” she nodded.  “I do.  So, are you going to 

let me cut your hair?” 

“Like Ethan’s?” 

“Yes,” she laughed. “Just a little off the bangs.” 

“Okay,” I closed my eyes.  “Just don’t mess it 

up.” 

“Psh,” she laughed.  “Me?  Never!” 

She pulled me into the bathroom, sitting me on a 

chair that I pulled in from the bedroom.  Grabbing up the 

scissors, Brooklyn ran her fingers through my hair, 

measuring it with her fingers.  Her nails scratched my 

scalp as she reached through the locks, pulling up a 

section between her two fingers.  When the first cut was 

made, I closed my eyes and just felt.  Scratch, measure, 

cut…Scratch, measure, cut...Scratch, measure, cut.  

“All done,” she smiled.  I turned myself around 

and looked into the mirror.  My hair looked damn good.  
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She’d cut it where it still swept to one side in an edgy 

angle.  “I look like a rockstar,” I laughed. 

“That was the plan,” she squealed when I 

grabbed her around the waist and pulled her down on my 

lap.  She was still wearing the tank top and cotton shorts 

she’d slept in.  I ran my hands down her side and slipped 

them in her shorts, grabbing her ass.  I pulled her 

forward to where she could feel my erection straining in 

my jeans. 

“Kiss me,” I begged.  She leaned forward, her 

breasts pressed into my chest, and kissed me softly on 

the lips.  There was something sweet and innocent in the 

kiss.  Brooklyn made each and every contact feel like it 

was only done with me in mind.  There wasn’t a time 

when I thought she was doing it to get pleasure for 

herself.  She made sure I was just as sated as she was. 

“Mmm,” she hummed.  “I could do this all day.” 

“Me too,” I smiled, once I released her lips.   

“What are your plans for today?” she whispered, 

her eyes had taken on that lusty haze I adored.  

“Making love to my girl,” I admitted.  “Maybe 

write some songs.  Why?” 

“I have to leave here at eleven,” she frowned.  “I 

was thinking about taking tonight off.  Thought maybe I 

could cook you dinner here.” 

“Mmmhmm,” I moaned.  “Yes, please.” 

“What do you want for dinner?” she asked, her 

smile lit up the room.  I couldn’t get enough of my girl. 

“Anything you make will be amazing,” I kissed 

her lips.  “So you decide.” 

“Okay,” she said, pressing her body close to 

mine.   

Placing both of my hands on her face, I held her 

in my grip, never letting go.  Her tongue pressed to my 

bottom lip, tracing and demanding that I open.  Every 

time we kissed was like adding fuel to all already out of 

control fire.  She consumed me.  
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My hands slid around the front of her shorts, my 

fingers delved between her thighs.  The slickness that 

coated my fingers caused my cock to jolt, crying out for 

her warmth.  I rubbed her clit and sank two fingers in her 

hot pussy.  I made that journey over and over again, until 

I couldn’t stand it any longer.   

I lifted her up slightly and fumbled with the fly 

of my jeans.  When I finally got them open, I released 

my cock and pulled her shorts to the side.  Brooklyn 

surprised me by tilting her hips and sliding down on my 

rock hard flesh, taking me all the way inside.   

“Oh, Gabriel,” she moaned.  “It feels so good.” 

The position we were in caused me to go deeper, 

if that was even possible.  She was tight around me, her 

inner flesh quivered from the need to move. 

“Ride me, honey,” I urged.  “Take it from me.  

Show me…love me.” 

There were no words when she started moving 

up and down on my shaft.  The familiar slide of her 

wetness put me into almost a dream-like state.  Brooklyn 

tilted her head back, her hair tickling the tops of my legs 

as she moaned at the ceiling. 

“That’s it baby,” I growled, taking my thumb 

and rubbing her clit.  It was already swollen, and I knew 

that it wouldn’t take long for her to fall over that edge. 

“More, Gabriel.  Please,” she begged.  Although 

she begged for me to give her what she needed, 

Brooklyn lifted up and swiveled her hips before 

slamming herself back down my cock.   The explosion 

that was her orgasm caused her to increase her tempo, 

the need demanding.   

I reached under her tank top and rubbed my 

thumb over her nipple, feeling it bead under my assault.  

She moaned, writhed, and came with a shout.  Her 

pleasure took her to a place that I loved.  Her lips were 

swollen from biting them, her cheeks a beautiful shade 

of pink.   



166 

 

“I’m not done with you,” I growled.  She closed 

her eyes and pressed her forehead to my shoulder in 

exhaustion.   

I stood her up, spun her around where she was 

looking at us both in the mirror, and pressed my hand to 

her back, forcing her to lean over the counter.  

Immediately, I tugged down her shorts and pressed my 

cock at her entrance, smiling when I slid in all the way 

home.  Yes, her pussy was home.  It was the place I 

always wanted to be.  

“Look at us,” I growled as I pounded into her 

sex.  Her pussy still tremored from her first release.  I 

felt a second one threatening as she tightened even more 

on my cock.   

When her eyes locked on mine through the 

mirror, I was lost.  We didn’t break eye contact, just 

stared at each other.  Her tits were moving in time with 

my brutal thrusts.  The tops of my thighs made slapping 

noises against the back of hers as I tried to get myself 

deeper inside.  

“Oh…oh,” she panted.  “I’m coming 

Gabriel…please…more….pleaseeeee,” she keened, 

chanting my name, begging for everything I had. 

My spine tingled, my balls ached as my climax 

tore through my own body.  Hot jets of my seed coated 

her inner flesh.  My knees threatened to buckle from the 

beauty of her bent over before me.   

“I love you,” I whispered, leaning over to kiss 

her spine.  I used my tongue to lick a wet path up to the 

back of her neck.  She yelped when I bit down on the 

flesh of her shoulder. 

“I love you, too…vampire,” she chuckled.   

“I could eat you up,” I admitted, pulling out of 

her pussy.   

Quickly, I turned on the shower and finished 

undressing both of us.  We shared the shower, only 

pawing at each other.  I would’ve been up for another 

bout of sex, but she had to get ready for work.  I pouted, 
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because there were so many other places in the house I 

wanted to bend her over; her ass in the air, presented to 

me like a meal fit for a king.  She was mine. 

Brooklyn was mine.  I loved her, and by some 

miracle, she loved me. 
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Chapter 12 

 

Brooklyn 

 

Everyone was on edge.  Gabriel’s father had 

flown into Los Angeles late the night before and security 

was ramped up as soon as the wheels on the plane 

touched down.  We had all met at Ash’s two days ago to 

discuss him.  Eric, Glory Days head security guy, passed 

around a recent photo of Kevin Miller, along with his 

mug shot from all those years ago and the information 

on him being a registered sex offender.  The details of 

his arrest sent chills up my spine, making me want to 

hold Ethan a little tighter at night.   

My mom agreed with Gabriel and Eric that she 

should stay at his home until Kevin left town.  Eric 

didn’t want us traveling unnecessarily to pick up and 

drop off Ethan at school and at her place while I worked.  

Gabriel had a cleaning crew come in and tidy up the 

guest house out by the pool.  He had furniture delivered 

despite my anger at him spending money.  

My mom fell in love with the little bungalow 

and thanked Gabriel more than two or three times.  

Thelma Ray Cordeau was one thousand percent Team 

Gabe and even told him that to his face.  Despite my 

chagrin over the whole incident, he just kissed me and 

said it was for everyone’s safety.   

Ethan was kept out of the loop, because he was 

too young to understand.  Just because we didn’t tell him 

didn’t mean we were not protecting him.  School was 

notified that he was only allowed to leave with me, my 

mother, Gabriel, or Paul.  They were put under strict 

directions as to his safety.  In his eyes, he didn’t see this 

as anything other than a sleepover.  Gabriel told him that 

he fixed up the guest house for his grandmother so that 

she could hang out with him at the pool when he wasn’t 

in school.  Mom told him that it was a vacation for her 
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from cleaning house and that she was going to enjoy 

herself while she took the time off.  

I was working in the kitchen today, alongside 

my head chef, Landry Bellamy.  He’d been with me 

since I opened Cordeau’s just over a year ago.  We were 

making and testing new recipes that could be used on the 

new menu.  We’d come in at nine this morning and 

planned on taking two hours to tweak the new dishes to 

fit into our Cajun Fusion ideas.  I’d taken the old Cajun 

recipes I learned growing up and added a fresh, 

California touch to them.  Instead of the heavily fried 

food of my youth, I added fresh, raw vegetables or baked 

versions of the old classics.  The idea ended up 

becoming a hit with the lifestyle in this part of the 

country.   

“I want to try this new recipe with pummelos,” I 

said, making my way over to the walk-in refrigerator.  I 

put the grapefruit like fruit in a bowl and grabbed a 

container of shrimp as well.  “Can you grab some fresh 

sage for me?” 

“Sure thing, boss lady,” he smiled.   

“You’re such a charmer, Landry,” I teased.  

Landry was in his late forties and married to the love of 

his life.  Mrs. Ophelia Bellamy was a one of a kind 

woman who stood behind him when he went to school to 

become a chef.  She urged him to apply for the position 

here at Cordeau’s and I owed her a ton of gratitude for 

pushing him to come to California to work.  Being from 

Baton Rouge, Louisiana, they fit right in here at my little 

slice of heaven. 

“Mrs. Bellamy thinks so,” he blushed.  Landry 

was a short man, not but a few inches taller than myself.  

His hair was salt and pepper gray, his skin was tanned 

and his accent was much deeper than my own.  

“She’s an amazing woman,” I said as he handed 

me a plastic bag to put the marinade in.  I added the rest 

of the ingredients.  “We’ll add the shrimp and let this set 

for about an hour then we can grill them.” 
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“Or, you could boil the shrimp, then put them 

into the marinade.  After an hour, you could arrange 

them in a martini glass with the pummelo segments and 

some garnish.  It would make a lovely appetizer.” 

“And that’s why I hired you, my friend,” I 

laughed and set out making a second set with already 

boiled shrimp.  We’d test both of the recipes to see 

which one we liked best. 

We fell into a comfortable routine as we tested 

the new recipes.  This was my element.  No more were 

the days of performing, traveling from place to place 

trying to make a name for myself and three other 

women.  

Paul was our test subject as the dishes were 

prepared.  His green eyes sparkled when I set the 

pummelo shrimp appetizer in front of him.  I watched 

his face as he took the first bite.  I clapped happily when 

his eyes widened and he moaned at the taste.   

“So good, Brooklyn,” he hummed his approval 

and took another bite. 

“Good,” I laughed.  “Save room, big guy.  I still 

have some shrimp toast and grilled corn on the cob 

coming.” 

“If you and Gabe don’t work out,” he teased.  

“I’m keeping you for myself.” 

“A way to a man’s heart is always through his 

stomach,” I giggled. 

“Damn right,” he nodded and went back in to 

finish the eight piece appetizer.   

“Have you heard from Gabriel?” I asked, afraid 

of the answer. 

“No,” he shook his head.  “I’m assuming no 

news is good news.” 

“That’s true,” I agreed.  Whatever their father’s 

business in Los Angeles was, I sure as hell hoped it 

didn’t involve Gabriel or Liana.  Poor Liana was beside 

herself when she learned of the real reason her father left 

their mother.  She understood why Gabriel didn’t tell 
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her, but the fact she’d been kept in the dark so long 

didn’t set well with her.   

“I’m going to text him to see if he wants to eat 

here tonight,” I said, watching Paul roll his eyes in 

happiness at the shrimp appetizer.  “Then I think I’m 

going to cut out early.” 

“Ms. Thelma Ray is going to pick up Ethan after 

school and bring him back to Gabe’s house.”  He pushed 

the martini glass away and used the cloth napkin on his 

lap to wipe the corners of his lips.  Landry arrived with 

the other two new dishes and set them in front of my 

bodyguard.   

“This one is another appetizer, shrimp toast and 

this one is a new spin on the corn on the cob.  It would 

be the vegetable side that already comes with the meal.  

The customer can choose from a variety of sides when 

they order.” 

I smiled as his expression repeated the earlier 

one with the pummelo shrimp.  He mumbled praises 

around the corn and I left him to enjoy the food we’d 

prepared.  Grabbing my phone, I sent Gabriel a text. 

 

Want to have dinner here tonight?  It’s on the 

house.  The owner is a big fan. 

Love you! B 

 

I faxed over an order to the local farmers market 

and opened today’s mail.  There was a few bills that 

needed to be paid and an envelope with no return 

address.  I set it down to pick up my phone to read 

Gabriel’s reply. 

 

The owner should be showered with glorious 

riches, bathed in gold, and cherished as if she was a 

goddess.  I’ll be there at 6.  Tell the owner, I will 

personally thank her when she gets home. Love you right 

back, baby.  Gabriel  
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I loved his full name, but I loved it even more 

when he used it when referring to himself.  Gabe was a 

childhood nickname that followed him into his adult life.   

Things had started looking up for me.  I was in a 

healthy relationship for the first time in my thirty years 

of life.  Gabriel loved Ethan immensely and Ethan was 

glued to Gabriel’s side every moment they were 

together.   

My phone pinged again and I smiled at the text.  

It was like he knew what I was thinking before I said it 

out loud. 

 

What about Ethan? ~Gabriel 

 

I quickly responded. 

 

Mom is picking him up from school, so you don’t 

have too.  XOXO Brooklyn 

 

I left the office to greet everyone who came in 

for the lunch shift.  When the doors opened, I was 

surprised to find Mary and Ash seated in the private area 

we reserved for our celebrity guests. 

“Brooklyn,” Mary jumped from her seat, Ash 

stood slower than his wife.  “So good to see you!  How 

are you?” 

“I’m great Mary.  How’s Ivy and Elliot?” I 

asked, stopping by Ash, so that he could kiss my cheek 

in greeting.   

“They are doing great,” she smiled.  “We’ve 

been discussing another one.” 

“Really,” I blushed and my eyes widened.  

“Wow.  How old is Elliot now?” 

“He’s six months, but we are going to wait about 

another year,” she shrugged.  “We both want a big 

family and I want to get them all out as quickly as 

possible.  I don’t want to be pregnant forever.” 
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“I don’t blame you on that one at all,” I laughed.   

“I’m not going to keep y’all.  Have a great afternoon.” 

“We will,” Ash said.  “Take care of yourself.”  

His words were meaningful and the look in all of our 

eyes spoke the words no one wanted to say.  This thing 

with Gabriel’s dad had everyone worried.   

Hell, I was no part of Glory Days, but my 

relationship with Gabriel put me in danger.  Thankfully, 

no paparazzi had spotted us together and my photo had 

not been splashed all over the front page of those stupid 

magazines.  It was bound to happen sooner rather than 

later.   

The evening progressed and Thomas came in at 

five to help with the early dinner rush.  I was in the 

kitchen cooking with Landry, the satellite radio was 

turned up, and the whole staff was in an excellent mood.   

“Two bowls of Gumbo, one seafood Alfredo, 

one creole chicken quarter, and one etouffe,” my waiter, 

Harold called through the window.  I turned to my right, 

just as Marissa was walking behind me.  She was 

carrying a plate and steak knife at chest level.  I didn’t 

see her coming until it was too late.  It happened all in 

slow motion, as the knife she was holding impaled into 

my left bicep. 

“Brooklyn,” she gasped, dropping the plate.  It 

shattered in a pile of broken pieces as my body collapsed 

from the pain.  My hip hit the leg of the metal prep table 

on my way to the floor.  My head cracked on the tile 

floor causing me to see stars in my vision. 

“Someone get that damn bodyguard!” Landry 

shouted.  His face was suddenly in mine.  Thomas was 

there a second later. 

“Brook, talk to me honey,” Thomas said.  

“Someone get some clean rags.  Now!” 

 “It hurts,” I cried.   

“Move.  Fucking move!”  I heard his frantic 

voice.  The sound of Gabriel’s horror caused the tears to 

flow even harder.   In an instant, he was on his knees 
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next to me, his hands shook violently as he cupped my 

face.  “Oh, baby.  Oh, God.  Are you okay?  Do you hurt 

anywhere else than your arm?” 

“My head.  My back,” I whispered.  I didn’t 

need to panic.  Gabriel was doing enough for the both of 

us. 

“Ambulance E.T.A is ten minutes,” Paul said, as 

he dropped to his knees beside me and started checking 

me over.   

I tried to turn my head to see if the knife was 

still in my skin, but Gabriel’s strong hands held me in 

place, not allowing me to move. 

“No, baby.  You don’t need to see that,” he 

glanced at my shoulder.  His eyes, for once, didn’t give 

anything away.  He held my face still as Paul looked me 

over.  I flinched when he lifted my pants leg, but Gabriel 

assured me it was okay.  “It’s just Paul, honey.  He 

needs to see what’s going on with you.” 

Paul moved everyone out of the kitchen, except 

for Landry and Thomas.  Thankfully, I was out of the 

main cooking area at the stove.  “Don’t stop the orders.  

Keep them rolling.”  I didn’t want them to stop what 

they were doing.   

“Still the boss,” Gabriel laughed through his 

fear.   

“Tell the ambulance to come through the back 

door. I don’t want a scene on the floor.  Where’s 

Thomas?” 

“Right here, Brook,” he said, leaning over in my 

field of vision. 

“Did you hear me?” I growled.  “Not a peep out 

in the restaurant.  Not one word!  Keep the orders filled.” 

“I got this, girl,” he smiled, but it was a fake 

one.   

Once everyone was moved, Paul started 

checking me over.  He instructed Gabriel to press a cloth 

to the wound where the knife entered.  I cried out from 

the lash of excruciating pain that burned through my 
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arm.  I yawned and closed my eyes, only to be jarred 

awake by Paul. 

“Wake up for me, Brooklyn,” he said, rubbing 

his knuckles on my chest just below the hollow of my 

throat.  “Don’t go to sleep just yet.” 

“Tired,” I mumbled, but didn’t hear anyone’s 

response.  I felt Paul’s annoying rubbing on my chest, 

but didn’t open my eyes.  I was just too tired. 

 

Gabe 

 

“Oh no you don’t,” I said, rubbing her chest like 

Paul instructed me to do.  “Wake up beautiful.  Where is 

the fucking ambulance?” 

“Tired,” she yawned.  “Head hurts.” 

“Five minutes,” Paul said, inspecting the wound 

on her arm.  Blood oozed onto the floor from the steak 

knife that was impaled into her arm.  The damn thing 

had gone all the way into her arm.  The only thing let 

sticking out was the handle.  What concerned us the 

most was the possible concussion she’d obtained when 

she fell into the floor.   

“Does she have a concussion?” I asked Paul. 

“I can’t tell you if she does,” he shook his head.  

“Could be the adrenaline rush that is making her sleepy.” 

“Fuck,” I growled, looking at my girl, 

hurt…bleeding. 

“Gabe,” Paul said, pulling my eyes from her 

face.  “I need to check her hip.  I’ll be as discrete as 

possible, but I need to pull down the side of her pants.” 

“Okay,” I said, looking around.  Everyone was 

doing what she’d instructed them to do.  Thomas was 

barking orders to them like a damn drill sergeant.  On 

my nod, Paul unbuttoned her slacks and pulled the 

material away from her side.  On his quick inhalation of 

breathe, I looked at what he was seeing.   

Brooklyn’s hip had turned an angry shade of red.  

Black spots had already formed and would definitely be 
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sore for the next week.  He quickly refastened her pants 

and left to go open the back entrance of the restaurant.   

The paramedics arrived with a backboard and 

asked what had happened.  They started and I.V. and 

taped the rag around her arm, so that it didn’t fall or get 

bumped in transport to the emergency room.   

“I’m riding with her to the hospital,” I said to 

Paul.  “I need you to go get her mother.  Oh, God.  

Ethan!”  Oh, our little boy was going to be beside 

himself with worry over his mother.  I don’t know if 

she’d ever been hurt this bad before.  How was he going 

to handle this?  I froze in the hallway when I realized I 

called him ‘our little boy’.  My mind tried to speak those 

words differently, but it wouldn’t work.  My mind was 

screaming at me that he was our little boy.  I loved him 

as if he were my own.  He’d need me for support when 

the news reached them.   

“No, let me go to the house,” I shook my head.  

“I will get them and bring them to the hospital.”   

“I’ll follow you home,” he said.  Paul’s face was 

a mask of worry.  It most likely resembled my own. 

“Baby,” I said, leaning over her on the floor.  

They’d strapped her to a back board and secured her 

neck.  “I’m going to get your mom and Ethan.  I’m 

going to make sure our boy is okay.” 

“Oh, Ethan,” she cried.  Tears streaked down her 

face.  I used my thumbs to wipe them away. 

“I’ve got him,” I promised.  “He’s going to be 

okay, baby.  I’ll take good care of him and I will be at 

the hospital as soon as I can.  I want to go with you, but I 

think that Ethan will need me more.” 

“I understand, Gabriel,” she choked out.  Tears 

of worry replaced the tears of pain.  The paramedic 

injected something into her I.V. and it only took a few 

seconds before her eyes fluttered closed, but she didn’t 

sleep.  Her voice was slurred as she reached her good 

hand up in my direction.  I quickly grabbed her hand and 

kissed the back of her knuckles.  “Wuv youu.” 
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“I love you too, my girl,” I said, the prick of 

tears stung my eyes. 

I watched as they put her on the stretcher and 

ran for my truck when the doors were closed, safely 

whisking her to the emergency room.   

The trip to my house usually took fifteen 

minutes on a good day.  I pulled in the garage eight 

minutes after I left Cordeau’s.  When I burst in the door, 

Thelma Ray and Ethan were sitting at the breakfast bar 

eating their dinner. 

“What’s wrong?” Thelma Ray gasped.  Her 

mother’s instinct kicked in and she knew something was 

wrong from the look on my face. 

“Brooklyn had an accident at work,” I said, 

calmly.  Ethan burst into tears and slid off the stool.  All 

I could do is open my arms and let him rush to bury his 

face in my chest. 

“What happened?  Is she going to be okay?” her 

mother frantically put dishes in the sink and grabbed her 

purse.  We were out the door in less than two minutes. 

“She was accidentally stabbed in the arm by one 

of the other employees.  They collided and it sent 

Brooklyn to the floor.  She cracked her head pretty hard 

on the tile floor.  She hit her hip on the way down, too.  

They took her in to stitch up her arm and check her head.  

I don’t think she’s in any danger.”  I hoisted Ethan up 

into my lifted truck, folding the seat forward so he could 

climb in back.  “Seatbelt on, Ethan.” 

Thelma Ray hopped up into the passenger seat 

like she’d done it a million times before.  I ran around 

the side and slid in my seat, checking to make sure Ethan 

was secure before throwing the truck in reverse. 

Ten minutes later we walked with purpose 

through the emergency room doors.  Thelma Ray and I 

stopped at the reception desk.  The woman there was 

elderly, possibly in her early seventies.  Her name badge 

said ‘Marge’ and ‘Volunteer’. 
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“My daughter was brought in a little while ago.  

I need to see where they have her,” Brooklyn’s mother 

growled at the old lady.  Ethan was in my arms, his head 

rested on my shoulder.  I held him tight to my side, 

giving him strength. 

“What’s her name dear?” Marge asked, clicking 

the mouse on her computer. 

“Brooklyn Cordeau,” Thelma Ray replied.  She 

stood their patiently, but still rubbed her hands together 

in nervous circles. 

“Ah, yes.  Ms. Cordeau is in emergency room 

number three,” she smiled.  “You can go on back.  I’ll 

buzz you in the door.” 

“Thank you,” I said, turning for the wide double 

doors to our left.  A buzzer sounded and we pulled the 

door open, walking quickly to the room. 

“Ethan,” I said, stopping outside of the room.  “I 

need you to look at me, son.  Good.  Now, I want you to 

understand.  You’re mom has some tubes in her arms, 

but they don’t hurt her.  They are actually giving her 

medicine to make sure she doesn’t hurt or gets an 

infection from that dirty knife.” 

“Okay,” he nodded. 

We pushed the door open and Thelma Ray softly 

cried when she saw Brooklyn laying asleep in the bed.  

Thankfully, they’d removed the imbedded knife from 

her arm.  It was already sutured and bandaged.   

“Can I hold her hand?” Ethan asked, his voice 

but a whisper. 

“Sure can, as long as it’s her uninjured one,” I 

answered.  Ethan walked up to the side of the bed and 

slowly took Brooklyn’s hand.  His little eyes were filled 

with tears that he refused to shed. 

I walked around to the other side and pushed her 

hair off of her forehead so that I could place a soft kiss to 

her skin.  She was cold under my lips.  Tears of my own 

threatened, but I kept them at bay for Ethan’s sake.  He 
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needed me to be strong.  Thelma Ray left to go find a 

doctor to find out what was going on. 

“Momma,” Ethan cried.  “Wake up.” 

Her eyes fluttered open, blinking several times 

to focus in on the room.  Her neck was still in the brace.  

She tried to turn her head to the side, but I stopped her 

with my hand on her forehead. 

“No, baby.  Don’t move your head,” I said, 

leaning over so she could see me above her. 

“E…Ethan,” she mumbled. 

I quickly walked around the bed and picked him 

up into my arms, leaning him over the bed so that she 

could see him.  Ethan leaned over, placing one hand on 

the mattress beside her head for balance.  He pressed a 

sweet kiss to her lips and cried softly. 

“Momma be okay, please,” he begged. 

“I’m going to be f…fine,” she clinched her jaw 

to keep from crying.  “The medicine makes me sleepy.” 

“Okay,” Ethan sighed, in relief.  “You sleep, 

momma.  Gabe keeps telling you that.  You need to rest 

and get better.” 

“Yes sir,” she smiled, her eyes turning toward 

mine.  “G…Gabriel.” 

“Hey, love,” I smiled.  “I’ve got everything 

under control.  You just worry about getting better.” 

“Okay,” she whispered.  A lone tear fell from 

her eye and I wiped it away from her cheek. 

The door opened and Thelma Ray entered with a 

man in blue scrubs.  He was about her mother’s age, his 

hair was mused most likely from working a long shift at 

the hospital.   

“Ms. Cordeau,” he said, leaning over Brooklyn.  

“How are you feeling?” 

“Tired,” she replied. 

“Are you in any pain?” he asked, using a 

penlight to shine into her eyes.  He went through the 

procedures of checking her over for any signs of a 

concussion.  He checked the bandage on her arm and 
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moved the blanket aside to look at her hip.  They’d 

already changed her into a hospital gown, so her 

beautiful skin was exposed when he lifted the cover. 

“No,” she said.  “The morphine helps.” 

The doctor laughed softly and removed the brace 

around her neck. 

“You’re going to have a healthy bruise on that 

hip.  Your scan came back negative for concussion.  You 

are going to be in quite some pain for the next week.  I 

want you to rest and not move around a lot for at least 

five days.  We’re going to release you and send you 

home, but if you have any worsening symptoms, I want 

you to call 911 or have someone bring you back here to 

see me.  Do you have any questions?” 

“Work?” she choked out.  Her voice was shot, 

her lips were parched.  

“No ma’am.  Not for at least five days,” he 

scolded.  Turning toward us he continued, “Who’s going 

to be staying with her?”  

“I’ll be taking care of her,” I said. 

“Make sure she doesn’t move around a lot.  That 

arm will need to be looked at by her regular doctor in 

about three days.  We’ve given her a round of antibiotics 

in case there was anything yucky on that knife.  After 

five days, I’d say that she can resume her normal 

activities, but I’d make sure that her doctor approves of 

her doing so.  He can also remove her stitches so that she 

doesn’t have to return to the E.R.” 

“Thank you,” I said, shaking his hand. 

“I’ll have a nurse come in with instructions for 

care of the wound and get your release papers.  She’s 

going to be tired for at least another six hours.  After 

that, I have prescribed some pain medicine for her to 

take.  The nurse will have all of that.”   

I’d texted Paul and told him not to come to the 

hospital and to meet us at the house.  He replied that 

he’d be waiting and for us to be careful coming home.  
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My father was still in the area and there wasn’t any word 

as to why he was here. 

After the doctor left, Thelma Ray took Ethan 

outside of the room so that I could dress her back into 

the clothes she’d been wearing.  It took a lot of 

maneuvering and strength to help her into her slacks, but 

I was able to pull it off without bothering her hip or the 

bandage on her arm.  She was sedated enough that she 

fell asleep a few times while I dressed her. 

“All good,” I announced as I set her upright in 

the bed.  She blinked a few times and smiled warmly. 

“Thank you,” she mumbled.  “For everything.” 

“I wouldn’t be anywhere else, love,” I said, 

kissing her on the lips, thankful she was okay. 

When the nurse came fifteen minutes later, she 

had me sign the papers and leave a number where I 

could be reached.  They would be calling tomorrow to 

check on Brooklyn.  She brought in a wheelchair and 

wheeled Brooklyn out to the curb.  She’d fallen asleep 

by the time I pulled the truck around to load her inside.   

“Wake up, sleepyhead,” I said, pulling her chin 

up with my finger.  Her eyes were glazed over from the 

medication and she still didn’t speak, only smiled. 

I lifted her into my arms, after Ethan and his 

grandma got settled in the backseat.  The truck was 

lifted, but not enough that it was impossible to get 

Brooklyn inside.  Once buckled, I kissed her forehead 

and shut the door.  When I climbed in the driver’s seat, I 

glanced at Thelma Ray and the look of approval on her 

face nearly made me cry.  She’d been on my side ever 

since I took Brooklyn out on our first date.  That was 

nearly three months ago.   

Back at the house, Thelma Ray took over getting 

Ethan in bed, while I carried Brooklyn into our room.  I 

laid her down on the bed, mindful of her bandaged arm. 

“Hey baby,” I whispered when she opened her 

eyes.  “How are you feeling?” 

“Starting to hurt,” she said.  “I need to pee.” 
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“Okay,” I laughed.  “I’ll carry you.” 

“No,” she gasped, her cheeks heating from 

embarrassment. 

“Why not?” I frowned. 

“You are not watching me pee,” she said, eyes 

wide. 

“You have nothing to be embarrassed about, 

love,” I pinned her with a stern look.  “I am not leaving 

you to fall on your face.” 

“Then I’ll hold it,” she pouted. 

Rolling my eyes, I scooped her up into my arms 

and walked to the bathroom, setting her down on the 

toilet, “Go.” 

“No,” she frowned.  She tried to stand up and 

her body gave out.  I caught her before she slammed her 

injured arm into the wall.   “Fuck, help me stand.” 

Quickly, I helped her stand and pushed down her 

pants.  “Leave,” she pointed with her good hand.  “You 

can get my clothes to sleep in and I’ll be here when you 

get back.” 

“Don’t stand up,” I growled protectively.  

“Just go, Gabriel,” she scowled. 

I found her camisole and cotton shorts in a 

drawer in my dresser.  I had given her free use of the 

thing and told her to keep some extra clothes here for 

those nights she stayed over.  I liked her keeping her 

clothes at my house, nestled in next to my own.  It felt 

right. 

She was still sitting on the toilet when I 

returned, a thick smug look on her face.  I growled low 

in my throat when I noticed she’d pulled up her pants 

and sat back down while I was gone. 

“You are not a good patient,” I said, picking her 

up again. 

Brooklyn allowed me to dress her in the clothes 

I picked out for her.  I was very careful of her bandaged 

arm.  The bruise on her hip looked horrible, but I didn’t 
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comment on it.  I tucked her into the bed and left to get 

her medicine. 

It didn’t take long before she was fast asleep.  It 

was only ten o’clock, so I picked up my phone and 

called Ash, letting him know what happened.  I’m sure 

Paul would notify Eric and word would get around soon 

enough.  Mary would be beside herself with worry, until 

she could come over and help me with Brooklyn.  Liana 

would be worried sick as well.  Delilah would have a fit, 

kicking Kane’s ass in gear to get her over as well. 

As I thought, Ash was very concerned, even 

asking if it was an actual accident or if the employee did 

it on purpose.  With the way our life was, we had to take 

the good and the bad sometimes.  People were always 

after something from us and we learned a long time ago 

to keep our circles tight, not letting in anyone who could 

do damage to our business.  I told Ash that as far as I 

knew, it was an accident and I would talk with Brooklyn 

in the morning. 

“Gabe,” Liana answered the phone.  

“Hey peanut,” I said.  “I called to tell you that 

Brooklyn had an accident at the restaurant tonight and 

was hurt pretty bad.” 

“Oh no,” she gasped.  “What happened?” 

I told her about the accident and how the 

information I had was only second hand at the moment.  

Paul would be here shortly to fill me in on what he saw 

go down.  Liana had the same concern that Ash had 

expressed only moments earlier.  She also said that she 

would be by in the morning with Reed and Dallas to 

check on her if she was up for a visit.   

“I hate to sound like a bitch, but what about the 

catering for the grand opening?” she asked, the worry 

was evident in her voice. 

“I’m sure that will still go as planned.  The doc 

said she should be ready to go back to work in five days.  

That’s the day of the grand opening.  I doubt she will 

cancel on this.  Brooklyn knows how much it means to 
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you and she has a soft spot for the cause.”  I cringed 

when those words left my mouth.  Liana hadn’t been 

told of Brooklyn’s past.  I don’t know if I had the right 

to tell my sister the details, but just like Liana, she had a 

sixth sense for these things. 

“Who hurt her, Gabe?” she asked, her voice was 

just a whisper. 

“It’s not my place to say,” I hedged. 

“Well, all I want to know is, is she okay?  Does 

she need anything that I can offer her?”  My sister had 

taken her attack and learned everything she could to 

make a change in other women’s lives.  I loved her 

dedication and drive to accomplish her goals.  It made 

me proud. 

“She’s better than okay,” I admitted. 

“You really do love her, huh?” she asked. 

“Like none other, peanut,” I admitted.  “I’d do 

anything for her and her family,” I said, pinching the 

bridge of my nose.  The idea that she was hurt caused an 

ache between my eyes and in my heart.  Could I actually 

get away with putting her in a bubble?   

“That Ethan sure does think you hung the 

moon,” she observed.  

“I feel that way about him,” I said, laughing to 

myself.  “He’s great.” 

“They all are,” she corrected me.   

“Thank you,” I sighed.  “Thank you 

for…everything, Li.  I love you so much.” 

“And I love you, big brother of mine,” she 

laughed.  “Always the big hearted one.” 

“Always,” I said.  “Love you, sis.  I need to go.” 

I finally hung up after promising to call if she 

was needed.  I sent a text to Kane, letting him know 

what happened.  Delilah said that she would be forcing 

Kane to haul her over tomorrow evening after her doctor 

appointment, just like I had predicted.  They even 

offered to take Ethan for the night, but I told Kane that 

Thelma Ray was staying with us.   
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After talking to Paul and voicing everyone’s 

concern, he said he’d pull the video tapes from the 

accident and look more into it.  I eventually showered 

and climbed in the bed.  I rolled to face her, but did not 

pull her into my arms for fear of hurting her arm.  I woke 

up after midnight to her face buried in my back, her 

injured arm resting on my side.  A few hours later, she 

woke me moaning in her sleep.  The pain had returned. 

She settled down after the medicine kicked in.  All in all, 

it was a long sleepless night.  But I had her here, safe 

and sound.  That was all I could ask for, because things 

could’ve been so much worse. 
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Chapter 13 

 

Brooklyn 

 

My head lifted out of the fog of the medicine 

long enough to readjust my position draped across 

Gabriel’s chest.  He automatically rubbed soothing 

strokes on my back, easing me back into a restful sleep.   

I don’t know how long I slept, but when I did, 

the ‘accident’ played over and over in my head.  It 

could’ve been the pain medicine playing tricks on me, 

but I kept seeing Marissa’s face flash before my eyes.  

Her scowling at me when Gabriel would be at 

Cordeau’s, or rolling her eyes when I would take Paul a 

plate of food during my shift.  I also saw the slight smug 

look on her face as I turned and collided with her in the 

kitchen.  Why was she so pissed at me?  Why was she 

even in the kitchen anyway?  She was a hostess.  She 

shouldn’t have been in there, let alone carrying a plate 

and knife through the cooking stations anyway. 

Something about the whole situation 

felt…wrong. 

“Hey, love,” Gabriel said, shifting so that he was 

on his side.  I didn’t realize it, but he had rolled over on 

his stomach and I had my body draped over his back 

while I dozed, using the spot between his shoulder 

blades as my pillow.  “What’s wrong?  Are you in 

pain?” 

“No,” I whispered, sitting up in bed.  I groaned 

when I looked at the clock and saw that it was six in the 

morning.  Today was day two of healing.  The day 

before was spent with all of the band members and their 

wives stopping in to make sure I was okay.  The guys 

and Eric, along with Paul, all sat in the kitchen 

discussing something in hushed tones.  From my perch 

on the couch, I couldn’t quite make out what they were 

saying.  At first, I thought they were talking about his 

father, but after the flashbacks in my dreams, I wondered 
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if they had come to the same conclusions that I was 

wondering myself. 

“Then what’s bothering you?” he asked, cupping 

my face with one of his hands.  He stroked my 

cheekbone, like he always did, soothing my rising 

worry. 

“Just worried about work,” I lied.  I couldn’t tell 

him that I thought Marissa did this to me on purpose.  

He’d freak out and fire her on my behalf. I had to deal 

with this on my own.  This was my issue with an 

employee.  Not Gabriel’s problem.  No, not his. 

“Doc Michaels will be over later,” he smiled at 

my frown.  “He’s our band’s physician.  I want him to 

look at you.  I wouldn’t trust you with anyone else.” 

“You guys have a doctor?” I laughed.  “You 

really are a tight knitted bunch, aren’t you?”  It figures.  

Glory Days was huge.  The fact that they could keep a 

doctor on their payroll spoke volumes.  I didn’t even 

want to guess at the value of Gabriel’s wealth.  I didn’t 

fall in love with his money.  I fell in love with the man.  

If he was nothing but a trash man, I’d still love him. 

“Yes,” he smirked. “You’ll like him.  He 

delivered Ash’s kids.” 

“That’s awesome,” I agreed.   

“I’m going to go make some coffee and get 

breakfast made for Ethan,” he said, sitting up in the bed.  

The sheet fell and pooled at his waist.  I was 

momentarily struck dumb at his beauty.  Gabriel, my 

Gabriel was stunning to look at.  His tanned skin was as 

soft as it looked.  His hair fell off to one side, after I’d 

trimmed up his bangs. Now, I could see both of his eyes.  

There was no need for him to hide from me anymore.   

He was wearing a pair of basketball shorts that 

hung low on his hips, the muscles that made a V into his 

pants, called to me.  I reached over with my uninjured 

hand and stroked the silky flesh.  Our eyes locked and 

that heated passion that we had between us boiled to the 

surface.  His nostrils flared and his eyes darkened to a 
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stormy blue.  His desire for me was written all over his 

face.  I took a chance and glanced down at where my 

fingers fluttered over the muscle.  My heart leapt into 

my throat when I saw the obvious erection he had for 

me.  Only me. 

“Baby,” he whispered, causing me to look back 

into his eyes.  “You’re hurt.  God, I want you more than 

you will ever know, but I won’t risk hurting you.” 

“Please,” I begged.  “I need you.” 

“You need me?” he whispered. Gabriel Miller 

was nothing but romance and heated passion. 

“Please,” I said, pulling him where he was 

leaning over me.  My damn arm, in the sling was aching, 

but not as much as my pussy was for this man.  From 

just his gaze, my sex heated and pulsed with desire for 

him.  No man had ever stirred these feelings inside of 

me.   Never. 

“Oh, baby,” he purred.  I could tell he was 

fighting a war inside his head, wanting to give me what I 

asked for and not wanting to hurt me.  “I want you to get 

better.” 

“I am better,” I winced as I tried to turn in the 

bed and bumped my arm on the headboard.  “Dammit.” 

“See,” he said, leaning over and kissing my 

forehead.  “Let me take care of my boy and I’ll be back.  

I’m sure he will want to tell you goodbye before school.  

But first, I’m going to get your medicine.”  Gabriel 

jumped from the bed enthusiastically and grabbed his 

shirt from the chair by the bed.  I watched as his muscles 

stretched with his movements.  Heat pooled between my 

legs and I had to bite my tongue to keep from making 

some wanton noise this early in the morning. 

Laying back in the bed, I propped my arm up on 

the pillow he’d placed there for me the night before.  It 

looked like I used his back as a pillow most of the 

morning.  He didn’t complain.  Gabriel was a 

tenderhearted, caring man.  He pampered me all 

throughout the day, not letting me lift a finger.  
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Bathroom breaks were humiliating, but after the third or 

fourth time, I didn’t mind them so much.  I still made 

him leave me in the toilet area alone.  Thankfully, it 

closed off in its own little closet area, so I had privacy.   

“Here, Brooklyn, wake up,” he whispered.  I 

didn’t realize I’d fallen back asleep.  He helped me sit up 

in the bed and handed me a glass of orange juice and my 

medicine.  The juice tasted amazing. 

“Mmm,” I hummed.  “That’s so good.” 

“You want more?” he asked, one eyebrow 

raised.  I wanted to touch it, trace it, but he wouldn’t let 

me touch him.   

“I want you,” I whispered, giving him my 

winning smile that always seemed to melt him. 

“You really make it hard for a man to behave,” 

he winked and left the room. 

“Mom!” Ethan said, bounding in the room as 

soon as the door closed.  His backpack was already in 

place.  He froze a split second before jumping on the 

bed, like he just remembered I was injured. 

“Hey, boo,” I smiled.  “Are you ready for 

school?” 

“Yes, ma’am,” he nodded.  “Paul’s taking me in 

the big truck!” 

“You like that one, huh?” I laughed.  It didn’t 

matter how sick I was, or how much pain I was in, my 

little man always made things better. 

“Yep,” he laughed when his lips made a popping 

noise. 

“Alright,” Gabriel said from the door.  “It’s 

getting late.  Kiss your momma.  Paul’s waiting in the 

kitchen for you.” 

“I love you, momma,” Ethan said, kissing me 

square on the lips.  He giggled and gave Gabriel his 

ceremonious high five on his way out the door. 

“You called him your boy, earlier,” I said, only 

now recalling his words. 

“I did, didn’t I,” he blushed. 



190 

 

“Yeah,” I paused, because I didn’t really know 

how I felt about that. 

“Listen,” he said, sliding in the bed and 

rearranging me so that my head was on a pillow in his 

lap.  He looked down at me and continued.  “I love you 

both and by some miracle you and Ethan love me.  I 

know things are still somewhat new for us, but I hope 

that it can someday be…more.” 

“More,” I asked.  I smiled softly and reached my 

good arm up, brushing my thumb over his cheek.  His 

face nuzzled into my palm.   

“Yes, more,” he smiled.  “I want him to be 

my…I… I love him.  I want Ethan to be my son 

someday.” 

“You do?” I gasped, tears welling up in my eyes.  

“Oh, Gabriel.” 

“We have plenty of time to get to that point,” he 

said, wiping a tear away from my cheek.  “I just want 

you to know where I’m looking toward the future.” 

“You’re so good with him,” I admitted.   

“I had some practice,” he laughed.  “I helped 

raise Liana.” 

“She turned out to be a wonderful woman and 

friend to me,” I said, honestly.  I seriously was worried 

at first, but now, I truly enjoyed spending time with her. 

“I’m very proud of her,” he admitted, the look of 

pride in his eyes when he talked about his sister was 

heart-warming. 

The doorbell brought us out of our talk.  “That 

should be Doc Michaels.”  Gabe told me to stay put and 

went to answer the door.  It wasn’t long before her 

retuned with a tall, older gentleman with salt and pepper 

hair.  He was very attractive for his age and his build 

told me he worked out quite a lot for someone his age. 

“Ms. Cordeau,” he held out his hand.  “I’m Doc. 

Michaels, the band’s physician.  Gabe here asked me to 

come look at your arm.” 
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“It’s nice to meet you. You can call me 

Brooklyn, please.”  Gabriel hurried to the side of the bed 

and propped pillows behind my back, so that I was in a 

more comfortable position.   

“Looks like it’s time to change your bandage 

anyway,” he said, peering over his glasses as he pulled 

the tape holding the gauze to my arm.  “There’s quite a 

bit of bruising around the wound here, Brooklyn, but 

other than that, it looks like they patched you up very 

well.” 

He fell into questions about what was done at 

the hospital and if they’d given me any antibiotics other 

than the one in my I.V, as he put on a clean bandage.  He 

showed Gabriel how to care for my wound before 

adding new tape to secure the clean gauze.  He asked 

about my level of pain and I told him that at the moment 

I was feeling rather painless, but when the medicine 

wore off, I was not fit for company. 

My mother took that moment to enter the 

bedroom, after hearing us from the kitchen.  “Oh, I’m 

sorry.” 

“It’s okay, Thelma Ray,” Gabriel said, wrapping 

an arm around my mother’s shoulders and leading her 

into the room.  Her face was pale when she got a good 

look at the wound on my arm.  Thankfully, he’d finished 

covering it up.  I don’t know if she could handle seeing 

the actual stitches and bruising.  The worry of a mother 

radiated off of her and I couldn’t blame her.  I’d totally 

be grief stricken if it had been Ethan in this bed. 

“Mom, this is Doc Michaels,” I introduced them.  

“Doc this is my mother, Thelma Ray.”  He turned and 

stood from his perch on the bed.  I saw his eyes soften 

when he took in my mother’s appearance.  I raised an 

eyebrow at Gabriel when my mom giggled and ran her 

hand down her hair before shaking his hand. 

“Mrs. Cordeau,” the doc smiled.  “Your girl is 

going to be just fine.  Looks like a good round of 
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antibiotics and plenty of rest and she should be okay to 

resume her normal activity in three or four days.” 

 “Oh, thank you,” she sighed in relief. 

After a promise to call him if I needed it, Gabriel 

walked the doc out and my mother took a seat next to the 

bed, silently stroking the side of my face.  The gesture 

caused my eyes to flutter closed. 

“How about a light breakfast, sweetheart?” she 

asked, pulling me back from almost falling asleep. 

“She needs to eat,” Gabriel said from the door. 

“How about some toast and a scrambled egg?” 

My mom stood from the bed and let Gabriel replace her 

spot.  Seeing them work together to make sure I was 

okay brought tears to my eyes. 

“What’s wrong, baby?” he gasped.  “Are you 

hurting?” 

“No,” I shook my head.  “I’m just so thankful 

for the two of you.  I don’t know what I would’ve done 

without you.  Oh, geez.  Why am I blubbering?  It’s this 

stupid medicine.” 

“Sleep, baby,” he said, stroking the side of my 

face.  “I’ll bring you something to eat in a bit, then you 

can rest for the remainder of the day.” 

“Don’t you have writing to do with the guys 

today?” I yawned. 

“We’ve moved it to where they will come over 

here,” he frowned.  “And don’t you even think about 

getting out of that bed.  We will be in the basement and I 

want you to sleep while we are down there.” 

“Sleep sounds good,” I yawned again. 

I closed my eyes and drifted off while they left 

to make me something to eat.  I just needed to rest for 

the next few days and then I would be back to normal.   

 

Gabe 

 

“So you think this girl, Marissa did this on 

purpose?” Thelma Ray growled protectively. 
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“I really don’t know,” I shook my head and 

pulled eggs and butter out of the fridge.  She took the 

egg carton from me and set about making Brooklyn 

some breakfast. I grabbed the bread from the pantry and 

pulled out the toaster, setting it on the counter. 

“Is that security guy of yours looking into it?” 

she asked, cracking an egg over a bowl.  

“Yes, Eric,” I nodded.  “He’s going to check the 

camera footage of the kitchen and see what it looks like.  

I also asked him to do a background check on her.” 

“That’s good,” she said, pausing for a moment 

to collect herself.  “You are so good with her, Gabe.  I 

can’t thank you enough for loving my girl.” 

“I do love her,” I admitted.  “More than I ever 

thought I’d love someone.  Ethan as well, Thelma Ray.  I 

love that boy and someday I’d like to be his father.” 

“Really,” she gasped, turning away from the 

stove.  The older version of Brooklyn jumped at me, 

enveloping me into a tight hug.  “She’ll need you, Gabe.  

Brooklyn is a hard headed little devil sometimes, but she 

loves you and will need you to take care of her.” 

“And I plan on doing just that,” I agreed, 

hugging her back just as fierce. 

She righted herself and finished making 

breakfast.  I pulled a lap tray from the back of the pantry 

and added her plate, along with some juice and headed 

for our room.  Thelma Ray said she would be back 

before the guys showed up to take over watching 

Brooklyn.   

As I pushed open the door, I watched her sleep 

for a moment.  The soft light filtered in through the 

curtains bathing her in a soft yellow light.  My heart 

clinched deep in my chest, aching to hold her and 

burning with the need to make her better.  She looked so 

frail laying all bandaged up in the bed.  It wasn’t her.  It 

wasn’t my girl laying there, in pain.  Brooklyn was light 

and love and happiness when she was up and doing the 

things she loved to do. 
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  “Hey,” she stirred.  I walked over with the tray, 

setting in down at the foot of the bed.  Carefully, I 

helped her up into a sitting position and returned the tray 

over her lap.  “Eat, baby.  Then you can sleep.” 

“This is so good,” she moaned, taking a sip of 

juice. 

“Your mom made it,” I laughed.   

“I know,” she said, looking at me with nothing 

but love in her eyes.   

I busied myself with a shower while she finished 

her breakfast.  When I returned, she’d already slumped 

down in the bed and was fast asleep.  Leaning over, I 

kissed her softly on the lips and left the room to wait on 

the guys. 

I picked up my old notebook and looked through 

the songs I’d written.  Each and every one of them 

centered on a brown haired beauty.  My girl was the 

reason for the lyrics…she was my inspiration.   

The guys showed up not long after that.  Eric 

came in, his face was somber.  “What is it?” I demanded.  

“What’s wrong?” 

“I want to show you the video footage, but I 

need to know if you’re going to keep your cool watching 

it?”  He pointed to the couch, quietly saying that I 

probably needed to sit down for this.  That alone made 

my heart rate spike; my hands began to sweat. 

“Just let me see the damn footage,” I growled.  

Ash and Reed were behind me standing on the other side 

of the couch so that they could look over my shoulder.  

Kane placed a reassuring hand on my shoulder. 

“Here, I won’t give you my opinion until you 

see it for yourself,” Eric began. “Then, I want you to tell 

me what you see.” 

He proceeded to open up the video on his iPad, 

pulling it from a file labeled, “Cordeau”.  The footage 

was of her standing beside the other chef, Landry.  

Thomas was off to the right of the screen, prepping 

plates for the orders.  Marissa came into view at the top 
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of the screen.  She paused and looked around as if she 

were looking for something in particular.  She scowled 

at Brooklyn’s back and blindly reached for a plate off 

the stacks at the end of the stoves.  Her eyes never left 

Brooklyn’s back as she reached into a bucket and pulled 

out a steak knife, holding it in her right hand.  Brooklyn 

was obviously about to turn around to plate whatever it 

was she was cooking. 

Marissa took off at a steady pace, not walking, 

but not running either.  Then it happened.  My heart 

clinched when I saw them collide, the knife sliding into 

Brooklyn’s arm, her wide-eyed expression as she 

realized that she’d been hurt.  Brooklyn swayed 

backwards, losing her balance.  Her uninjured arm 

flailed out in a circular motion as she lost her balance, 

hitting her hip on the metal table as she fell.  I jumped 

when her head bounced off of the tile floor of the 

kitchen.  Marissa stood still, as if in a panic.  She 

reached out for Brooklyn as if she wanted to catch her, 

but she wasn’t fast enough.  Marissa leaned over 

Brooklyn as Thomas rushed to aid her.  Marissa grabbed 

towels and helped to stop the blood pouring out of 

Brooklyn’s arm.  I saw myself run in with Paul and then 

the video stopped playing.  

“What does it look like to you?” Eric asked. 

“At first it looks like it was on purpose, but then 

she panics at the end and actually tries to help,” I said.  

“I really can’t tell.” 

“Same with me,” Eric said.  All of my band 

mates agreed with our assessment.   

“So, what do you propose?” I asked. 

“Keep Paul at the restaurant while she’s there.  

He will need to step up his watch and make sure that 

Brooklyn is not alone with Marissa for any length of 

time.” 

“You’re going to show this to Paul?” I asked. 

“Yes,” he nodded.  “That’s why I came over 

here with them.  I wanted to have a meeting with Paul 
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and have a plan before you are done with your writing 

session.”  

Eric excused himself to go to Paul’s quarters.  

The four of us headed downstairs to my guitar room to 

go over the songs we’d all written individually.   

“Are you okay?” Ash asked, pulling me aside, 

while Reed and Kane were pulling chairs around the 

small table in the corner.  Reed pulled out four water 

bottles from the mini-fridge I kept down here for days 

we spent writing at my place. 

“Yeah,” I nodded.  “Just a little worried.” 

“I would be too,” he said, grabbing my shoulder 

in the way brothers would do to silently say, ‘I got your 

back, brother’.  “How’s she feeling?” 

“Better,” I sighed, heavily.  “Doc Michaels came 

by earlier and changed out her bandage.  He told me how 

to clean it and redress it.  Left some antibiotics too.  

She’s knocked out from the pain pills, but other than 

that, she seems to be handling everything okay.” 

“How’s your boy?” he asked.  I saw the look in 

his eye.  He knew I’d fallen in love with both of them.  

Ash, my brother regardless of blood, could read a person 

like a fucking open book.   

“He’s worried about his mom,” I smiled, 

warmly.  “He’s happy to be staying here for a bit.  Ethan 

told me again last night that he liked my house better 

than his own.” 

“Then move them in here,” Ash laughed.   

“Really,” I said. Could they move in?  Would 

Brooklyn move in here with me?  What about her 

townhouse?  She could sell it and put the extra money 

away.  I wouldn’t charge her anything to live here.  That 

would just be wrong. 

“Yes, really,” he laughed, again.  “You love her 

don’t you?” 

“Well, yes,” I smiled, thinking about my girl. 

“She’s been staying here a lot,” he smiled.  
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“I’ll talk to her,” I said.  “When the time’s 

right.” 

“Good,” he said, slapping my back.  “Come on.  

This albums not going to write itself.” 

“That’s the damn truth,” Kane barked from the 

table were he’d turned the chair around backwards.   

We passed around the notebooks, making notes 

on each other’s songs.  Ash had come up with one that 

was amazing.  After looking it over a few times, I stood 

up and walked over, grabbing my guitar.  I sat back on 

the chair and played the music I was hearing in my head.  

It was fast, hard, and one hundred percent our style.  

Glory Days was about to write their seventh 

album.  Still to this day, I wanted to pinch myself at the 

success we’ve had over the years.  Having my best 

friends also travel around the world with me to do what 

we loved was just icing on the cake of my life.  Meeting 

Brooklyn and falling in love was the candles, party 

favors, balloons, and the big fat sign in the yard.   

 

Eric came down to the guitar room about two 

hours after we began.  He waited until we were done 

playing a portion of the song we’d put music to before 

he told me what he was here to say. 

“We have an update on your father,” he 

scowled. 

“What is it?” I asked, walking up to him, 

holding my hand out for the iPad in his hands. 

“He’s applied for a California driver’s license,” 

he said, showing me the photo in the file.  I was taken by 

surprise when I saw my own eyes staring back at me.  

His salt and pepper, black and white hair was tousled 

and ratty.  The years of working construction in the 

Florida sun made his skin leathery looking, almost like a 

piece of old cow hide.  This was most recent picture I’d 

seen of him, since the one we already had.  That’d been 

from his last driver’s license picture out of Florida about 
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four years ago.  He hadn’t aged well.  He looked almost 

sick?   

“So, he’s fucking staying,” I cursed, handing 

Eric back his tablet before I threw it against the fucking 

wall. 

“We’ll keep an eye on things,” Eric assured me. 

“Do you think Liana is going to want that added 

security and restrictions on her forever?  Do you think 

she’s going to want two or three bodyguards with her 

when she goes shopping?  How the fuck are we going to 

keep him away from her?” 

“What about yourself, Gabe?”  Eric ran his 

hands through his hair, tugging at the strands between 

his fingers.  “You are the one in the public eye, more 

than your sister.  If he’s here to find you two, then he’s 

coming for you first.” 

“Fuck that,” I growled.  “Just keep an eye on his 

sorry ass.” 

“Already on it,” Eric assured me. 

Fuck, now my father would be a headache to 

deal with every fucking day.  Hopefully, the fact that 

Los Angeles was so populated, he wouldn’t be able to 

bump into us on the street.  We just had to make sure he 

was monitored, strictly.  

Because I didn’t want to face the man who gave 

me life.   

Ever. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



199 

 

Chapter 14 

 

Brooklyn 

 

“Alright, Brooklyn,” Doc Michaels said as he 

checked over my arm.  “I think one more day with these 

stitches and then two more days in the sling.  After that, 

we’ll get you to start some physical therapy and go from 

there.  All in all, you are healing very fast.  Whoever is 

taking care of you has done a damn fine job.”  He was 

joking on the last part, but I smiled warmly at the doc 

after his kind words. 

“I pay the guy very well,” I teased, smiling 

toward Gabriel.  “He better live up to his salary.” 

The doctor laughed loudly and turned toward 

Gabriel, who was scowling in the corner like a child in 

timeout.  “She’s a keeper, Gabe.  I like her.” 

“Me too,” he smiled, obviously forgiving me for 

my silly joke with Doc Michaels. 

“I know you want me to see a physical 

therapist,” I asked the good doctor.  “But I was 

wondering if I could swim?  To help with my arm?” 

“Yes,” he nodded.  “That would be a great 

exercise for your arm, but you need to wait until the 

stitches come out.” 

“Will do,” I said, cheerfully.  I’d been wanting 

for weeks to get in that big ole pool out back.  We’d 

been so busy with work and now the accident that I 

didn’t ever have a chance to get in the damn thing.  It 

was still warm enough to enjoy the pool.  Gabe told me 

that it was heated and could be used year round.   

“You want to swim, baby,” Gabe asked, after the 

doctor took his leave. 

“I’d love to,” I replied, dreamily.  “I love the 

water.” 

“I’ll be happy to take you in the pool,” he 

smirked. 
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“That sounds like a double ended offer, 

Gabriel,” I returned his smirk. 

“Maybe it is,” he grinned, moving himself up 

the bed, closer to my face.  When he was close enough, I 

leaned in and pressed my lips to his, enjoying the feel.  

Sweet male musk enveloped me, causing a shiver to roll 

up my spine. 

“Are you cold?” he whispered between kisses. 

“No, Gabriel,” I sighed.  “I’m hot.  I’m burning 

for you.” 

“Mmmmm,” he moaned. 

“Is that a good ‘Mmmmm’, or a bad 

‘Mmmmm’?”  I pulled away from his lips to look him in 

the eyes.  The ocean blue was darker, hazier than 

normal.  The look he gave me was full of promise.  My 

addiction to Gabriel Miller was about to get another hit.  

I crumpled his shirt in my fist and pulled him closer, 

taking his lips with heat and burning desire. 

When his tongue pressed against my lower lip, I 

opened in a silent invitation, inviting him inside.  

Wetness pooled between my legs and I sawed them 

together several times just to feel the friction against my 

clit.  It pulsed with need reminding me it had been days 

since we last made love. 

“I don’t want to hurt you,” he whispered, biting 

on my lower lip as he pulled away from the kiss.  

Somehow, my lip had a direct path to my pussy, because 

when he bit, my sex clinched, ached. 

“You won’t hurt me,” I breathed.  “I trust you.” 

“I love you,” he said, wrapping both of his hands 

around my hips and gently tugging me down until I was 

flat on my back.  He lifted the shirt I was wearing, a torn 

up Pop Evil concert shirt that actually belonged to him. 

“Love you,” I moaned when his finger traced the 

edges of my panties.  Tucking a finger inside, he stroked 

my mound slowly moving toward my core.   

“So wet,” he observed, smiling into the kiss.  “I 

want to taste you, all of you.” 
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“Mmmmm,” I moaned.  He leaned back and 

hooked a finger in each side of my panties and drug 

them slowly down my legs.  Gabriel stopped and kissed 

my big toe and nipping the blue colored tips.   

“Pretty color,” he said, kissing and biting the 

other side. 

“They match your eyes,” I admitted.  My blush 

made him smile.  I’d gone last week to get a pedicure 

before work and Paul suffered the hour in the salon 

while I was pampered, plucked, and scrubbed to 

perfection.   

“It makes me happy knowing you think about 

me when I’m not around.”  He kissed my ankle, my 

knee, and started his trek up my body.  When he stopped 

at the V where my sex was hidden between my closed 

legs, Gabriel pushed my good leg out to the side.  “Tell 

me if this bother’s you.”  He pushed my injured side 

outward, leaving me exposed to his view.  He raised an 

eyebrow at me wanting to know if that was okay.  On 

my nod, he dipped his head, trailing his nose up and 

down the slit of my folds. 

“Gabriel, please,” I begged.  His torture was 

driving me mad.  It’d been too long without him 

there…inside me.  I needed him like I needed air to 

breathe…food for nourishment.  “I need you.” 

“Need me where, baby,” he smiled a little 

smugly.  “Tell me where you want me.” 

“In there,” I blushed.  “Just touch it.” 

“Touch what?” he teased.  “Tell me.” 

“Touch it…my…my pussy, Gabriel.  Please.  I 

need you to touch me!”  I was a hundred shades of 

embarrassed saying those words aloud.  Using the slang 

terms for my girl parts was hardly ever in my 

vocabulary, but Gabriel brought out the wanton slut that 

stayed hidden in the recesses of my brain.  

“Yes, ma’am,” he smiled.  He parted my folds 

with his fingers and pressed the flat of his tongue to my 

pulsing clit.  I bucked under his touch, but he held me 
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there, pushing me closer to the edge with each pass of 

his tongue.  He nibbled, licked, and sucked greedily on 

my clit, my sex.  He even bit the skin there next to my 

forbidden hole, but not quite touching it.  Everything he 

did drove to the point where I finally exploded, coming 

on his tongue. 

“Oh…OHH…Ohhhh,” I panted.  He ate my 

climax, devoured it.  Two fingers slid inside, touching 

that spot…the one that pushed my climax to last longer, 

go further. 

“You soaked my hand, baby,” he said, kissing 

and petting my now tender flesh.  “I love how 

responsive you are.  I’m addicted to you…your scent.  I 

crave everything about you, love.” 

Shedding his clothes, I sat up on the bed and 

prayed I didn’t get dizzy.  Once I realized that I was 

going to stay upright, I reached out for him, gloriously 

naked.  He raised an eyebrow at me as I tugged him 

closer to the edge of the bed, him standing and me 

sitting.  “I want to taste you, Gabriel.” 

His breathing picked up, his eyes turned stormy, 

as I wrapped my hand around his beautiful cock.  The 

texture was soft under my thumb as I stroked it up and 

down on the underside of his flesh.  He sucked in a 

breath through his teeth when I licked the tip of him, 

tasting his skin.  He was salty and earthy…completely 

male.   

“Yes, baby,” he moaned, pushing his hands into 

my hair, grabbing it by the roots.  The slight bit of pain 

at my scalp spurred me on.  I pulled back, looked into 

his eyes, and licked my lips, wetting them before I took 

him into my mouth.  I stopped when I had him resting on 

my tongue.  I breathed out through my nose, taking him 

a little deeper.  Pulling back, I licked my lips again and 

brought him deeper down my throat. 

“Oh, fuck yes, baby,” he growled.  “That feels 

so fucking good.  God, how far can you take me?”  He 

was trying his hardest not to pump his cock down my 
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throat.  Gabriel was very large, thick and long.  I pulled 

back one last time and took him all the way to the hilt.  

“Oh, fuck…fuck…fuuuckkkk, Brooklyn!”  I smiled to 

myself, because I was driving him just as mad as he’d 

driven me. 

“Damn, honey,” he shivered.  “If you don’t want 

me to come in your mouth, you have to stop now.  I’m 

serious.  You’re killing me with that hot little mouth.  

Oh, yes!”  I didn’t give him any room to move as I 

pulled back and took him all the way inside, deep into 

my throat.   

He started to swell and he cursed loudly, finally 

pumping himself deep inside, holding my hair as he gave 

me his seed. 

“Oh my…,” he trailed off as he pulled out of my 

mouth.  The taste that was left on my tongue was better 

than I ever thought it would be.  “You are going to be 

the death of me, but I don’t care.  I’ll die a happy man.” 

“So, that was okay?” I teased.  I didn’t need to 

ask him, because I knew he liked it by the sounds he was 

making.  The dirty words he spoke burned my ears with 

passion, love.   

“You’ve never?” His question trailed off. 

“No,” I shook my head.  “I wanted to do that to 

you, because you always treat me so well.” 

“Baby,” he laughed.  “I will never be able to 

repay you for that wicked mouth you have.  Thank you.” 

“Thank you,” I replied, rolling on my good side 

so that I could snuggle next to him. 

“I need a few minutes, maybe an hour to recover 

baby, but tonight,” he raised an eyebrow.  “Tonight, we 

are doing that again.” 

I laughed and let him turn us correctly on the 

bed.  We had been laying down sideways with our feet 

hanging off the side of the bed.  When I reached for the 

covers, I felt a tiny stab of pain in my arm.  Gabriel was 

very observant when it came to me. 

“Let me get you some medicine,” he insisted. 
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“Actually,” I said, placing my good hand on his 

forearm.  “Can I just get some Tylenol?  I really don’t 

want to be laid up in this bed all day.  I’d like to get up 

and walk around some more.” 

“As long as you’re up to it,” he frowned.  

“How’s the hip?” 

“Actually,” I said, stretching my leg out and 

flexing my toes.  “It really doesn’t hurt all that bad.” 

“That’s good, baby,” he smiled. “Let me get you 

some water to take the Tylenol.” 

For the rest of the afternoon, I walked around 

the house, even used the stairs a few times to exercise 

my legs.  Gabriel was beside himself with worry over 

me using the stairs and practically carried me instead of 

helping.   

My mother made baked chicken for dinner and 

the four of us sat around the table listening to Ethan tell 

us about his day.  That night, Gabriel drew me the 

monster of all baths in his gigantic bathtub.  I soaked for 

so long that I woke up with him picking me up out of the 

thing and putting me to bed.   

We argued about work and I told him that I 

would be going the day after my stitches came out.  He 

eventually gave up and made me promise not to overdo 

it. 

“I will only be doing office work anyway,” I 

laughed.  “I don’t even plan on going in until the dinner 

shift anyway.” 

“Good,” he smiled.  “I enjoy having you here.” 

“I enjoy being here,” I admitted.  In fact, I loved 

being here, staying with him.   

“You do?” he asked, surprised.   

“I really do,” I said, resting my cheek on his 

chest right over his heart.  The steady thrumming lulled 

me into a sense of peace and calm. 

“Why don’t you an Ethan move in with me?” he 

asked, carefully. 
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“Really,” I gasped.  I’d never lived with a man.  

Hell, I never loved a man.  Not like I loved Gabriel. 

“Yes,” he smiled.  “I love you, Brooklyn 

Cordeau.  And I am a selfish man.  I want you and Ethan 

to live with me.” 

“I’ll need to talk to Ethan about it,” I said, 

scrunching my nose a little.  I knew that if I asked Ethan, 

he’d jump at the chance to live here.  I mean, look at the 

place!  

“That’s fine,” he smiled, smugly.   

“Yeah,” I laughed.  “He’s going to say yes.” 

“Then it’s a definite yes?”  My Gabriel and his 

childish smiles when he got what he wanted.  I loved 

them, just like I loved him. 
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Chapter 15 

 

Brooklyn 

 

This afternoon was the catering event for the 

new Glory’s Place.  I sent Thomas instead of going 

myself.  I didn’t want to be seen with the sling and 

bandage.  I was worried it would stir up too many 

questions by people who didn’t need to know my 

business.  Thomas and the catering crew had returned 

right before the dinner rush.  The report came back that 

it went off without so much as a hiccup.  Gabriel went 

alone, even though he didn’t want to.  I assured him it 

was for the best.  He texted me only two hours into the 

event saying he was heading home.  I’m sure I’ll hear all 

about it when I got home later. 

“Can I use Paul for a minute,” Marissa ask, her 

hair in disarray from cleaning and restocking up the 

room with all of the cleaning supplies.  “I’m too damn 

short.  I hate to admit it, but I need him to reach 

something for me before I leave.” 

“Sure,” I laughed.  Marissa had been in a better 

mood lately and I was happy she had her head back on 

straight. 

Paul passed by my office and nodded as he 

checked on me, making sure I wasn’t doing anything to 

tasking that it would irritate my arm.  This damn sling 

was scheduled to be taken off the next day.  Doc 

Michaels, the bands physician, assured me that I was 

healing very well.  That was, as long as I was up for 

some physical therapy to strengthen the muscle that was 

damaged by the knife.  My arm was useless.  I didn’t 

even have the strength to hold a glass of water.  I felt 

helpless. 

“I’m all done,” Marissa said, peeking her head 

into my office.  “Paul is putting a few things up on that 

shelf I couldn’t reach, then he’ll be done.” 

“Ok,” I smiled.   “Have a good night, Marissa.” 
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She waved and left through the kitchen.  Thomas 

popped in and said he was done as well.  I told him to 

lock the door behind him.  Paul and I would be leaving 

soon as well.  I had to finish payroll and have it 

submitted to the H.R. company that I outsourced to 

handle the paychecks.   

It was fifteen minutes later that I shut down the 

computer and went in search of Paul.  He wasn’t at the 

table he usually sat at during the day while I worked.  I 

knocked on the men’s bathroom door, but didn’t get a 

response.  I made my way back to the storage room to 

see if he was still inside finishing up the task Marissa 

had asked him to help with. 

“Paul,” I cried.  He was slumped in the corner of 

the room, unconscious.  There was a bloody gash on his 

head and his eyes were closed.  “Oh my God, Paul.  

Paul!  Paul!”  I shook him, even patted the side of his 

face, but there was no reply.  I quickly stood and ran for 

the office so I could grab my phone, but I was frozen in 

place.  The door was closed behind me.  Did I close it 

when I walked in?   

Grabbing the knob, I turned it, only to find it 

locked.  I tried it again, thinking it was stuck, but it 

didn’t budge.  Panic setting in, I kicked the door several 

times, hoping it would pop free of the frame, but it did 

not.  The fucking door was locked from the outside.  I’d 

changed the locks around when we first got the place.  

This was also the room we kept office supplies and the 

electronics for the business.  

I tried to wake Paul up again, but it was no use. I 

fumbled around in his pocket and finally found his 

phone.  Dialing Gabriel, I kicked myself for getting 

locked in the room.  I knew I didn’t pull that door closed, 

but there was no one left in the building to shut us in.  

Everyone had already left. 

“Paul,” Gabriel answered. 

“No, it’s me,” I said into the phone, my voice 

was shaky. 
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“Honey,” he said, confused.  “What’s wrong?” I 

heard his voice raise in his own panic. 

“Paul’s hurt,” I began.  “He helped Marissa put 

some things away.  I found him in the storage room, 

unconscious.  He has a gash on his head and I can’t 

wake him up.  Somehow, I locked us in here.  I need 

you.”  I was trying my best not to cry.  The more I 

thought about our situation, the more worried I became.  

The hair on the back of my neck stood up when I heard 

glass shatter somewhere in the dining room. 

“I’m on my way,” he said. 

“Gabriel,” I swallowed.  “Someone’s here.  I just 

heard glass shatter.  Something’s wrong.”   

“I’m coming,” he growled.  “I’m calling Eric.  

I’ll call you right back.  I’m coming baby.” 

“Hurry,” I cried.  “Please, hurry.” 

He told me he’d call back in two minutes and for 

me to try to wake Paul.  I was bent over my bodyguard, 

shaking him, trying to get him to wake when something 

tickled my nose.  A faint smell I recognized, but my 

brain was too scrambled to realize what the hell it was. 

Until I turned to look toward the door. 

White, cloudy smoke rolled from under the door, 

creeping its way into the tiny room we were locked in.  

Immediately, I stood up, placing my hand on the door, 

breathing a sigh of relief when the door wasn’t hot.   

“Help!  Help! Is someone here,” I yelled, my 

voice cracking from the strain.   

The smoke was billowing faster now.  Enough 

so that I started to cough.  I grabbed a clean rag from the 

shelf and covered my mouth with it, my eyes tearing up 

as they started to burn from the irritation. 

The phone was to my ear immediately. 

“911, what is your emergency,” the dispatcher 

said. 

“My name is Brooklyn Cordeau,” I gasped into 

the phone.  I heard the sound of Gabriel calling in, but I 

had to get the fire department here.  “My restaurant is on 
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fire, and I’m locked in the storage room.  Please send 

someone.  Hurry!” 

“What is the address, ma’am?” 

“1974 Windham Drive,” I coughed. 

“Ok,” she said.  I heard her dispatching the fire 

department.  I continued to cough.  “Can you get 

something to tuck under the door to keep the smoke 

from getting into the room?” 

“Yes,” I cried, grabbing more towels and 

tucking them under the door. The smoke stopped and I 

breathed a sigh of relief. 

“The fire department is on the way,” she said.  

The phone clicked again. 

“My…my boyfriend is calling me,” I said.  “I 

have to answer it.” 

“I’ll stay on the line, but do not hang up, 

ma’am,” she said. 

Clicking over I cried into the phone, “Gabriel. 

The building is on fire!  I can’t wake up Paul.” 

“Oh God,” he gasped.  “I’m coming baby.  I’m 

coming.  Eric is right behind me.” 

“The smoke is getting worse,” I said.  “I’m 

scared, Gabriel.  I’m so scared.” 

“I know you are, baby.  I need you to calm 

down.  I’m coming for you.  I’m almost there.  Stay with 

me.”  He chanted over and over again.  Hearing his voice 

helped, but the fact that I was in a burning building, 

locked in a room, made my heart leap out of my chest.  

“I love you, Brooklyn.  I’m coming.  I love you.” 

“I…love…y…you, too,” I cried and coughed.  

The towels were no longer holding the smoke in.  I 

looked toward Paul, his face was white as snow.  He 

started to cough, his eyes opening in a panic.  “He’s 

awake!  Oh, Paul. The building is on fire.  We are locked 

in here.” 

He coughed some more and tried to wrench the 

door from it hinges, but was no use. 
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“I’m sorry, Gabriel.  I love you.  Tell…Tell 

Ethan I love him, please.” 

“NOOO,” he roared into the phone, but I 

knew…I knew this was it.  I would die here.  I would die 

in the only thing that ever gave me purpose.  Beside 

Gabriel and Ethan, Cordeau’s was my life.  Everything 

would be lost.  I would be lost.   

I didn’t want Gabriel to hear me die.  I didn’t 

want him to live with the fact that he couldn’t get to me.  

Paul continued to yank on the door.  He used anything 

he could find to break down the door, but it wouldn’t 

budge. 

“I’m sorry, Gabriel,” I said, hitting the button on 

the phone to close out our call.  I couldn’t let him hear 

me die. 

 

Gabe 

 

“NOOOOO,” I roared into the phone.  She 

would not die!  She would not die! 

I chanted those words as I sped toward the 

restaurant.  When I turned the corner, I cried out from 

the sight before me.  The building was partially on fire 

and burning fast.  Cars were pulled over to the side, 

people gawking.  Others were on the phone with what I 

hoped was the fire department. 

I didn’t hesitate when I slammed the truck to a 

stop and climbed through the broken front door.  A little 

part of my mind registered that must’ve been the 

shattered glass she heard earlier. 

The dining room was ablaze, fire licked up the 

walls, the curtains were fully engulfed.  I grabbed a 

white, cloth napkin off of a table that wasn’t already on 

fire and covered my mouth.  Smoke filled the ceiling, 

rolling like an angry sea during a hurricane.  The back 

exit was fully engulfed, the smell of gasoline burned my 

nose and eyes.   

“Brooklyn,” I yelled.  “Brooklyn! 
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I passed her office and ran for the storage room 

door.  A chair had been locked up underneath the door 

and the lock was turned, ensuring Brooklyn would be 

caught inside as the building burned.  Fear and anger 

burned through my veins just as the fire raged around 

me.  Someone had done this!  Someone was trying to kill 

her!   

I yanked the chair from under the doorknob, 

turned the lock, and pulled open the door to find Paul 

holding her in his arms.  The side of his face was 

covered in blood, a gash right over his left eye was the 

source. 

“Give her to me and get the fuck out of here,” I 

yelled, holding my arms out for her. 

“She passed out from the smoke,” he said, 

handing her over to me. “Alright, you stay tight with me.  

Got it?” 

“Go,” I cried.  “Just go!” 

A crash in the kitchen kicked us into high gear, 

the ceiling had caved in from the weakness of the 

structure.  A moment of panic hit me when I realized the 

building was about to collapse. 

Holding her tight, I ran for the front exit.  It was 

the only way out.  The back hallway leading to the rear 

entrance was completely engulfed.  Paul was a hazy 

figure through the smoke as I followed him out.   

Tables were flaming with bright red and orange 

flames as we ran.  I tucked Brooklyn closer to my chest 

as we rounded the wall leading into the front foyer of the 

building.   

Everything happened so fast.  I heard the fire 

truck screaming as they arrived.  I could even see the red 

strobe lights of their trucks as the windows came into 

view.  Paul skittered to a halt, but it was too late. 

I curled my body around Brooklyn protectively 

shielding her from what I was seeing in slow motion.  

Paul threw himself at me, but it was too late. 

The wall collapsed. 
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The pain, the heaviness of the wood and plaster 

hitting my body, the smell of my own flesh burning, and 

the screams of the men here to rescue us were the last 

things I remember when everything went black. 
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Epilogue 

 

I watched as the flames licked through the place, 

smiling to myself when I thought of her burning.  Her 

flesh would sear under the heat of the flame.  

She would suffer.   

She would burn.   

She would die a slow, torturous death.   

The knife to her arm was just a sampling of what 

I had planned.  The satisfaction of seeing her bloody on 

the floor was very rewarding.  More than I thought it 

would be. 

She took him from me before he even knew he 

was mine.  She took the man I’d lusted over, dreamed 

about, fucking loved for so long.  Now…Now, she was 

out of the picture.  Out of our lives.  I smiled warmly 

when I thought of how I would console him when he 

needed to get over the death of the woman he thought he 

loved.  He didn’t love her.  He loved me, but he just 

didn’t know it yet.  I would take her death and turn it 

around so that he would fall into my arms.  I would care 

for him so much that he would eventually fall in love 

with me. 

True love. 

The kind of love that would last an eternity.  Yes, 

I wanted him.  Gabe Miller would be my man, my world. 

I punched the dashboard to my car when I saw 

him pull up to the building in his truck.  My gasp was 

loud in the darkness as he ran inside the burning 

building to save HER!  Would he ever learn that she was 

not for him?  I am the woman he needs.  I am the woman 

he loves. 

I cried.  I cried when I couldn’t see him emerge 

from the building I’d set on fire.  Molotov cocktails were 

easy to make.  Even easier to engulf a building quickly.   

I saw the shadow of him coming, my heart 

relaxed, but only for a moment.  She was in his arms.  

That fucking bitch was in MY man’s arms!  How could 
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he do this?  How could he betray me!  How could he 

touch another woman!   

I cried out when the wall collapsed, taking the 

three of them down with it.  That son of a bitch!  He 

deserved exactly what he got for placing his hands on 

her.  He fucking deserved to die!  Just like her.  Brooklyn 

Cordeau was dead.  Gabe Miller was dead. 

I laughed into the night when the fire trucks 

arrived, because it was too late.  It was too late.   

“I’ll see you in hell, Gabe.  I love you.” 

 

 

  

Until Next Time… 
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They that love beyond the world  

cannot be separated by it.  

Death cannot kill what never dies. 

 

~William Penn~ 
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Prologue 

 

Gabe 

 

When I opened my eyes there was no pain.  

There was only soft, white light everywhere.  Figures 

moved around me, their faces hidden as if they were 

covered by a fog.  My body was translucent.  Still solid, 

but somehow, I was able to see through my hands.  

There were scars on them, angry and red.  My body was 

covered in the same soft light that enveloped my 

surroundings. 

“Gabriel,” a voice beckoned.  “Gabriel, my 

son!” 

“Ma,” I gasped, searching the faceless beings 

that floated around me going everywhere, but 

also…nowhere. 

“No, no, no,” my mother cried as she floated up 

to me.  Her face.  I could see her face as the fog lifted.   

“Ma?” I questioned.  “What’s happening?  

Where am I?” 

“It’s not time, son,” she cried.  “You shouldn’t 

be here.” 

“Where am I,” I asked, scared for once in my 

life.  I was even more scared than the day I held her 

when she died. 

“You have to go back, Gabriel,” she sighed.  

“Your job is not complete.  You have to go back!” 

“How?” I asked, tears threatening, pricking at 

my eyes.  “How, momma?” 

“You fight Gabriel,” she said, her hand 

reaching out to touch the palm of my hand.   

Her skin was as soft as I remembered.  She smelled of 

lilac; the perfume she always wore.  That smell brought 

me back to a time when I was loved by the woman who 

gave me life.  Now, I realized, she was here in my death, 

urging me to go home. 

“How do I fight,” I begged.   
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“She needs you,” my mother cried.  “Brooklyn 

needs you, Gabriel.  And that sweet, loving boy.  He 

needs you as well.  Fight for her, Gabriel.  She is the 

woman who loves you.  She needs you to come back to 

her.  Now is not your time, my son.  Fight for her!  Fight 

Gabriel!” 

“Ma, I love you,” I blurted.  It was the words I’d 

wished I’d told her one more time.  “I love you!” 

“I know, son,” she smiled, that radiant smile 

that reminded me of Liana.  “I’m so proud of the two of 

you.  My sweet little girl, Liana.  How she has suffered, 

but you and that boy Reed healed her.  You healed her 

with your love, Gabriel.  I’m so proud of you.  I love 

you, son.  You need to fight for Brooklyn!” 

“I’m trying, ma,” I cried.  “I love Brooklyn so 

much.” 

“Then return to her, Gabriel,” she smiled, 

seeing my face light up thinking of Brooklyn.  “That’s it, 

fight!” 

The light faded, my mother’s face began to blend 

with the fog.  “Ma!” 

“Fight Gabriel.” 

“Ma!  I love you!” 

“Fight, son!” 

“I’m trying!” I pulled all of the love for 

Brooklyn, Ethan, and my sister…my brothers, and I 

fought with all that I had inside me to go back.  I had to 

return to them. 

“She needs you!” 

“Goodbye, ma…” 

“Fight!  Fight!  Fight!” 
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Chapter 1 

 

Gabe 

 

“Fight,” someone cried.  No, not someone.  Her!  

My girl, my Brooklyn.  “Oh, please, Gabriel.  You have 

to fight.  I can’t lose you.  I just can’t.  I love you so 

much.  Why won’t he wake up?”  The heaviness inside 

my body kept me weighed down as if I was in concrete. 

“He’s a fighter,” Ash said.  Muffled sobs pulled 

at my heart, but my eyes were too heavy to open.  I 

wanted to reach out for her and hold her close.  My love. 

“I’m so sorry, Ash,” she cried, harder now.  “It’s 

my fault.  It’s my fault.” 

“No,” Ash growled.  “Look at me, Brooklyn.  

Look. At. Me.  This was not your fault.” 

No! No!  It wasn’t your fault!  God, no, baby.  It 

wasn’t your fault! 

Ash was here, my brother…my friend.  He’d 

take care of my girl until I was better.   

I tried to take stock of my body, but the 

heaviness of something pulled me under.  I was so tired.  

Darkness enveloped me, taking me back to a restful 

sleep. 

 

   

“Ms. Cordeau?” A female voice woke me, but 

my eyes were still too heavy to open.  “If you insist on 

staying in this room, we need to roll in a bunk for you so 

that you can sleep.  We don’t want you uncomfortable.  

You have your own injuries.  You need your rest, too.”  

She was injured?  No, no!  I protected her.  

Didn’t I?  

“Okay,” she cried, softly.   

“You also need to eat, dear,” the woman said.   

She wasn’t eating?  My girl needed her strength. 

I wanted to reach out for her, to touch her…hold her, but 

I was so weak.  So very tired.  
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“Yes, ma’am,” she cried.   

“Let me change your bandages,” the nurse said.  

My girl…bandages?  No, no, no!  She couldn’t be 

hurt….she…just…couldn’t.   

“Thank you,” Brooklyn whispered.  I felt 

something touch my hand, but I was too out of it to 

know if that was really my Brooklyn, or just wishful 

thinking. 

“Your wounds are healing very well.” The nurse 

assured her and a moment later, I heard someone leave 

the room, which I assumed was the other woman. 

Even in my dreamlike state, I relaxed knowing 

that someone was here to watch over her when I 

couldn’t.  The darkness swept over me again, taking me 

into darkness. 

 

 

“Gabe,” my sister cried.  “Oh, Gabe.  You can’t 

leave me…you just can’t.”  Liana cried next to my bed 

and all I wanted to do was to reach out for her, but the 

medicine kept me paralyzed.   

The voices had been fading in and out.  I didn’t 

know how long I was in that bed and I didn’t know why 

I couldn’t open my eyes.  I was so tired…so very tired. 

“He’s strong, baby,” Reed said, consoling my 

sister.  Her soft tears broke my heart, but I couldn’t 

come out of the fog.  I couldn’t fight, but I tried.  

Dammit!  I tried to fight for them, my girls.  

I was so tired. 

 

 

“My brother,” Ash sighed. “Please come back 

to us. I hope you can hear me. I sent Brooklyn to get 

something to eat.  She’s withering away to nothing.  You 

are one lucky son of a bitch, Gabe Miller. How you 

survived this, I will never know.”   

I wished I could move.  I wanted to reach out to 

him, my best friend. The emotion in his voice tugged on 
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old memories.  My head was so blurry with pictures and 

I knew I needed to wake up, but I was just so tired.  I 

wanted them all to know I was okay. 

“You need to get better,” he whispered, clearing 

his throat.  “Come on, man.  Open your eyes, dammit!”  

Ash was angry.  Hell, I was angry at myself.  I wanted to 

open my eyes, I just…couldn’t.  

 

 

“Oh, honey,” Mary sighed.  The heaviness of 

the medicine was still in my veins, weighting me down.  

I wanted to reach out for Brooklyn.  My fingers twitched 

as I tried to use all of my strength to pull myself out of 

the darkness. “He will come back to us, Brooklyn.  Just 

give him some time to heal.” 

Pain flared in my right hand and arm when I 

tried to reach out for them.  I must’ve moved, because I 

heard her panicked voice. 

“Gabriel,” Brooklyn cried. “Can you hear me?  

Are you in pain?” 

“B…Brooklyn,” I rasped.  My throat felt like 

sandpaper had rubbed it raw.  My mouth felt like the 

desert, dry and parched.  My eyes opened, but the two 

women standing over me were hazy, blurry.  “D…don’t 

c…cry, baby.” 

“Oh, Gabriel,” she choked.  She finally came 

into focus. Tears streamed down her beautiful face.  She 

was dressed in one of my ripped up shirts.  She wore a 

tank top underneath.  I frowned when I noticed her arm 

was back in the sling, a new bandage in place over the 

knife wound.  The other confusing sight was the massive 

white bandage on top of the same shoulder.  It looked 

like it went over her shoulder blade and down her back, 

but I couldn’t see for the shirt. 

“What happened?” I asked, my voice still rough.  

“Where are you hurt, baby?” 

“Don’t you worry about me,” she sighed.  “Are 

you in pain?” 
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“Yes,” I squinted my eyes as pain licked up my 

arm. Lifting my right hand, I gasped from the sight. 

Thick white bandages were wrapped around my hand, 

my fingers, continuing up to my elbow. Looking down 

at my body, I cringed when I noticed my right foot was 

in a cast up to my knee.  There were several bandages on 

my side. “What happened?” 

“You saved my life,” she cried.  “You asshole!  

You saved me, but almost killed yourself, Gabriel!  How 

could you?  I can’t believe you did that!”  She was 

screaming at me and was obviously angry at what I’d 

done. 

“Always…Always protect you,” I said, licking 

my dry lips. 

“You can’t die, Gabriel,” she cried.  “Don’t 

leave me again.” 

“Never,” I promised.   

A vision flashed through my head.  My mother.  

White room.  Fog over faces.  

“Brooklyn needs you, Gabriel.  And that sweet, 

loving boy.  He needs you as well.  Fight for her, 

Gabriel.  She is the woman who loves you.  She needs 

you to come back to her.  Now is not your time, my son.  

Fight for her!  Fight Gabriel!” 

“I came back for you,” I whispered.  “She sent 

me for you.” 

“What?” Brooklyn said, confused. Mary just 

shook her head and said something softly to Brooklyn.  I 

knew I was saying things that didn’t make sense, but I 

couldn’t help it.  My mouth was dry, I was confused and 

groggy from the medications, and I hurt like a mother 

fucker. 

We were interrupted by a nurse.  She checked 

my bandages and listened to my lungs.  A pressure cuff 

inflated on my arm; the one not bandaged.   

“Mr. Miller,” she said, leaning over where I 

could see her better.  “I’m Nancy, your nurse.  Do you 

know where you are?” 
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“Hospital,” I moaned.  The pain in my hand 

flared again, throbbing. 

“Are you in pain?” she asked. 

“Yes,” I replied through gritted teeth. 

“I’m going to give you another round of pain 

medicine. This will make you sleepy. Do you remember 

what happened to you?” 

I scrunched my eyebrows, trying to remember, 

but it was hard.  Images flashed through my foggy mind.  

Fire. 

Brooklyn. 

Paul. 

Blood. 

“There was a fire,” I said, looking toward 

Brooklyn, who was off to my right at the end of the bed 

weeping softly.  Mary was beside her, holding her in an 

awkward hold.  “Baby.  Are you okay?” I didn’t care 

about my injuries, as long as she was okay. 

“Ms. Cordeau is alive thanks to you,” Nurse 

Nancy smiled and checked the bag of fluid that went into 

my hand.   

“Me,” I raised a brow.  I felt so confused.  I 

didn’t even feel like myself. 

“Yes, you,” Mary wept, holding my girl as she 

cried.  

“I love her,” I smiled.  The medicine the nurse 

put in my I.V. slowly worked through my veins.  The 

pain receded as it started to work. 

“We can see that, Mr. Miller,” the nurse smiled, 

bringing me back from looking at my girl.  I really did 

love her.  “You were injured when the wall collapsed on 

top of you.  You have several injuries.  You broke your 

ankle, your right hand and arm were burned badly, along 

with your side.  You have burns on your leg and we lost 

you twice since you’ve been here.  Which is going on 

four days.”   

“What about her, my girl?” I asked, not caring 

about myself.  “Is my girl okay?” 
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“Ms. Cordeau is a very lucky woman, thanks to 

you,” she assured me. 

“Good,” I sighed.  “That’s all I want to know.  I 

love her very much.” 

“You need to rest Mr. Miller,” she said.  “I’ve 

called the doctor and let him know you are awake.  He 

will be in later to talk to you.” 

“Come here, baby,” I mumbled, dismissing the 

nurse.  I really didn’t care what she had to say, I just 

wanted to touch Brooklyn, to see for myself that she was 

truly okay. 

“Gabriel,” Brooklyn cried and took a seat next to 

my bed.  I wanted her up here with me, but I couldn’t 

move over to make room. 

“No crying,” I yawned closing my eyes. She 

took my left hand and brought it to her warm, delicate 

lips.  I didn’t hear what was said, because darkness took 

me over yet again. 

 

Beeping brought me out of my restful sleep.  

When I opened my eyes, it was dark outside the huge 

window to my left.  Brooklyn was asleep on the cot 

beside my bed.  I reached out my left hand, but she was 

too far away to touch.  I let it drop back to the mattress. 

“B…Brooklyn,” I croaked.  I felt horrible.  

Absolutely, one thousand percent horrible. 

“Gabriel,” she mumbled, coming awake quickly 

and swinging her legs so that she could stand up from 

her bed. 

“Baby,” I rasped, tears threatening my eyes.  I 

was in so much pain.   

“What can I get you,” she asked, stroking the 

hair on my forehead. 

“Water?” I asked.   She walked over to a pitcher 

on the rolling cart and poured me a cup.  I let her adjust 

the bed, because I just couldn’t do it myself.  After 

raising it just enough that I wasn’t flat on my back, she 
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held the straw between her tiny fingers and held it to my 

lips.   

“Baby sips, Gabriel,” she said.  “They have a 

feeding tube in your nose.  When you swallow it may 

feel weird.”  My mind didn’t process what she said, until 

I took that sip and felt something in the back of my 

throat. 

“What happened?” I asked, fuzzy memories 

returned to me in tidbits.  I couldn’t make out what I was 

seeing in my head.  “I’m so confused.” 

“I know you are,” she smiled, stroking my 

forehead.  “I’m so glad you’re awake.  God, Gabriel.  I 

thought you were going to die.” 

“Not leaving you…my girl,” I swallowed.  She 

held the cup up to my lips again and I took a deeper pull 

on the straw. 

“You need to rest,” she said, placing the cup 

back on the cart.  “I’ll explain everything when you get a 

little better.” 

“Okay,” I nodded, closing my eyes.  I fell asleep 

and didn’t wake up for what seemed like days. 

 

“He’s been in and out of the coma for a week,” 

a man said. “His vitals are strengthening, which is a 

damn good sign, Mr. Martin.” 

“What about the burns to his hand?” Ash was 

here talking to what I assumed was the doctor.  My 

hand?  What the hell was wrong with my hand? 

“He will need intense therapy. We may have to 

do some skin grafts to repair the damage.  It could be 

months before we know if he will have full use back in 

that hand.”  The doctor was talking about damage and 

skin grafts.  What the hell was going on?  I was so 

confused. 

“Do you think he will ever be able to play guitar 

again?”  Ash sounded worried, his voice cracking as if 

he was trying to keep from crying. 
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“I can’t guarantee anything until we get further 

down the road,” the doctor paused. “The best doctors in 

the country are coming in, thanks to you, Mr. Martin.  

With plenty of therapy, I have high hopes that Mr. Miller 

will be able to play again, but as with any injury, only 

time will tell.”  Play?  Guitar?  My hand?   

Darkness…pulling… 

 

“Gabriel,” Brooklyn cried at my bedside.  The 

fog lifted enough for me to open my eyes.   

The pain was too much.  It broke through the haze. 

“B…Brooklyn,” I managed to rasp out. 

“Oh, boo,” she said, wiping tears from her face.  

Her cheeks were stained red, her eyes wet.  She had 

changed into a violet colored, sleeveless blouse that I 

loved.  She wore my gray dress shirt over it, her injured 

arm wasn’t in the sleeve, because she was still in the 

sling and bandages.  It killed my heart seeing my love 

hurt.  I wanted more than anything to get out of this bed 

and make her better.  Why was I in this hospital bed 

anyway? 

“What’s going on?” I asked, still confused.   

“You’ve been hurt,” she frowned.  “Do you not 

remember waking up?  Where you are?”  I assessed my 

body and realized that my left hand moved without pain.  

Reaching up, I touched the side of her face, closing my 

eyes from the connection, the spark.  I always felt that 

when I touched her. 

“Love you,” I rasped.  “Oh, baby.  Don’t cry.”  I 

didn’t like her being upset, over anything.  From the 

beeping sound in the room, all of the gauze, cast, and 

tubes running into my body, it didn’t take much for me 

to realize she was crying for me. 

“You were at Cordeau’s,” she said, between 

bouts of tears.  “The building was on fire and Paul and I 

were locked in the storage room.  You saved us.” 

“Room was locked?” I frowned.  The memories 

came to me in short burst, like a slideshow of grainy 
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pictures in my head. “You’re hurt?”  I reached out and 

touched her shoulder.   

“Not as bad as you are,” she said, more tears 

leaked from her beautiful brown eyes. 

“I’m confused,” I rasped.  “Dammit, my throat.” 

“Do you want some water?” she asked. 

“Please,” I begged.  My throat felt like the 

flames of hell were in there. 

“One small sip,” she said, holding a straw up to 

my lips.  “I don’t know how much you remember, but 

there is a feeding tube in your throat.” 

I swallowed, feeling something in my nose and 

it extended down the back of my throat.  It was irritating, 

but not painful.  Not like the rest of my body. 

“I hurt,” I said, trying to fight my way back, but 

not succeeding very well.  I felt like the biggest pussy, 

but fuck, I’d never been in this much pain. 

“The nurse is coming,” she said, leaning over 

and kissing my forehead.   

“Love you,” I said, closing my eyes and feeling 

her kiss spread through my body, taking away the pain, 

but just for a moment. 

“Mr. Miller,” the nurse said, coming into my 

line of sight.  I reached out my left hand as Brooklyn 

moved away from the bed.  She quickly moved to the 

other side where she could let the nurse do what she 

needed to do.  “How are you feeling?” 

“Like shit,” I growled.   

“How much pain are you in,” she asked, 

adjusting some wires that were peeking out of my 

shirt…no, it was a gown. 

“Hurt,” I bit out.  My right hand felt like it’d 

been through a grinder. I tried to lift it, but the pain was 

unbearable.  “Fuck!” 

“This will help,” the nurse said, injecting 

something into my I.V.   

“Thank you,” I said, trying to remember my 

manners.  I sighed when the medicine spread through my 
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veins, dulling the pain in my hand, but removing it from 

everywhere else in my body. 

“I’m going to have to change your bandages in 

just a few minutes.  I need to tend to Ms. Cordeau in the 

meantime, while we wait for your medicine to kick in 

fully.”  The nurse turned to Brooklyn and asked her to 

move to the bunk next to my bed.  She gathered her 

supplies from the cart by the television I didn’t even 

know was in the room.  She shut the door and returned 

to Brooklyn’s side. 

“Let me help you removed this blouse,” the 

nurse said, carefully sliding the blouse over the 

bandages, leaving Brooklyn in her white cotton bra.  I 

gasped when I saw the bandage that capped her shoulder 

and ran down her back ending a few inches above her 

waist.   

“Baby,” I cried, tears welling up in my eyes.  

“Oh, God!” 

“I’m okay, Gabriel,” she winced when the nurse 

pulled at the tape holding down the gauze.   

Memories returned.  Fire in the dining room. 

The curtains and tablecloths blazed with red and orange 

flames.  The ceiling in the kitchen collapsing.  Paul 

handing her limp body over to me.  The wall crashing, 

but I threw my body over hers.   

“I…I thought I protected you,” I whispered, but 

they both heard me. 

“Mr. Miller,” the nurse began.  “Ms. Cordeau is 

alive because of you.  If you hadn’t covered her, she’d 

be in worse shape than you are.  You are a very lucky 

man who is not quite out of the woods yet.” 

“That bad?” I asked. 

“Yes,” Brooklyn cried, her bottom lip quivered 

with the memories.  “Gabriel, you died on us twice.  

Your heart stopped.” 

“Mom,” I gasped.  More memories flooding my 

mind. 
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“You have to go back, Gabriel,” she sighed.  

“Your job is not complete.  You have to go back.” 

“What about your mom?” she asked, her eyes 

wide. 

“I saw my mom,” I said, my own tears 

threatening to spill over.  “She was there.  Said that I had 

to fight.” 

“You saw your mom?” Brooklyn asked, 

covering her mouth with her hand. 

“I’ve heard this so many times,” the nurse said, 

removing the last piece of tape.  “You have no idea the 

things we hear when someone is brought back to life.” 

The nurse removed the old gauze and I finally 

saw what happened to my girl.  Angry red blisters 

marked her back, purplish bruises surrounded the burnt 

flesh.   

“Oh, baby,” I said.  “I’m so sorry.” 

“It’s okay, Gabriel,” she smiled, giving me 

strength.  “Everything’s okay now.  You’re back with 

me and we are both going to be fine.”  My girl was hurt, 

but said that we were okay.  I believed her.   

 

Brooklyn 

 

“Mr. Miller,” the nurse said.  “Let’s get you 

taken care of so you can rest.” 

I stood up from the cot, thankful that I was able 

to move around better than a week ago.  My burns would 

heal properly.  Gabriel’s, however, would not.  They 

may need skin grafts, several months of physical 

therapy, and plenty of rest. 

But that was fine, because he was alive.  God, he 

was alive.   

Looking at him in the bed, this sterile 

environment, broke my heart every time I laid eyes on 

him.  The man was covered in tubes and wires.  

Thankfully, they pulled the breathing tube out two days 

ago.  He was finally breathing on his own.  The damage 
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to his vocal cords was unknown at this time.  His voice 

didn’t even sound like it was human.   

He did the unthinkable and rushed into a burning 

building to save my life.  Almost giving his own to make 

sure that I lived.  If I ever doubted his love for me, that 

one frightening night proved, beyond a shadow of a 

doubt, that Gabriel Miller truly loved me.   

I already knew that I loved him.  You can’t help 

but love him.  He’s loving, caring, tenderhearted, 

gorgeous…the whole package.  But to see him die in 

that very bed he’s lying upon, was a fear that became a 

reality.  He died before that, on the way to the hospital in 

the ambulance.  He fought to come back and I thanked 

my lucky stars every second of the day that he survived. 

“Where’s Paul?” he asked.   

“Paul was hurt,” I swallowed, trying to keep the 

tears from leaking. “He broke his leg and was burned 

pretty badly.  He’s in the burn unit and is doing really 

well.” 

“He’s going to be okay?” he asked, pinching his 

eyes closed.  I could tell that Gabriel was trying to 

remember everything that happened, but wasn’t quite 

understanding everything that I was saying. 

“Yes,” I nodded.  “He’s going to be out of work 

for a while.  Rafe is going to be taking over for him in 

the meantime.  I haven’t heard anything about how he’s 

doing since Ash checked in yesterday.” 

“Ethan,” he gasped.  His memories must be 

coming back online.  I took a deep breath, one of 

millions I’d taken over the past week. 

“He’s fine,” I assured him.  “My mom brought 

him by a few days ago.  He’s worried, but is being 

strong.  You really got through to him about taking care 

of his girls.  He’s been making sure his grandma and I 

eat and get plenty of rest.”  I laughed when I told him 

that, remembering Ethan laying down the law about us 

resting. 
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“My boy,” he sighed, closing his eyes from the 

exhaustion his body was feeling. 

“I know,” I smiled, stroking his brow.  “Mom 

will bring him up again soon so you can see him.  That 

is, as long as you are feeling up to visitors.”   

“He can come anytime he wants,” he said.  I saw 

the meaning in his eyes.  I laughed at the true, take 

charge, Gabriel shining through.  I’m sure if the nurses 

wouldn’t allow my son in the I.C.U. unit, Gabriel would 

take apart the whole wing of the hospital to make sure 

Ethan was allowed to see him.  “I love that boy too, ya 

know.” 

“Alright, Mr. Miller,” nurse Nancy said.  “Do 

you feel like raising the head of your bed a little?  

Maybe sitting up?  The doctor wants you to start moving 

around as soon as you’re up to it.  We don’t want you 

getting pneumonia.” 

“Actually,” he looked toward me.  The wicked 

smile made me laugh.  “Can I try?  I’d like to sit up so I 

can hold my girl for a moment.” 

He was getting better.  This was the most he’d 

been awake and talking.  The nurse used the automatic 

controls to slowly lift the head of the bed.  Gabriel 

winced once, but after a nod from him, she continued 

until he was upright. 

“Come,” he ordered.  I walked over to the bed, 

looking at the nurse for approval.  I didn’t want to hurt 

him. 

“Go ahead,” she smiled.  “You seem to be his 

medicine.  Just don’t wear him out.” 

“Yes, ma’am,” I smiled. 

I sat facing him.  He held his left arm out, 

inviting me to snuggle into his chest.  I cried the moment 

my body pressed carefully into his.  I buried my nose in 

his neck, smelling his natural scent of sweet musk.  

Thankfully, this side of his body was okay.   

“Oh, Gabriel,” I cried.   



233 

 

“Shh,” he whispered, stroking my back trying to 

comfort me.  I heard the nurse leave, giving us some 

alone time.  “I got you.” 

“That should be my line,” I laughed, pushing 

myself up where I could look into his eyes.  I stroked his 

forehead and traced a line down to his jaw.  He tilted his 

head and captured my fingers for a kiss to the tips of 

them.   

“I love you,” he said.  “I’ll always have you, 

Brooklyn.” 

“I will always have you,” I declared, leaning 

over for a kiss. It was just a soft press of lips, but he was 

alive and that was all I’d been praying for ever since the 

fire. 

A knock from the door had me straightening.  

Ash smiled brightly as he got his first glimpse of his best 

friend sitting up in bed.  Mary shut the door quietly as 

she followed her husband inside.  She immediately came 

to me, scooping me up into a soft hug. 

“How are you?” she asked. 

“I’m doing much better,” I nodded.    

“Hey, man,” Ash laughed, as he approached the 

bed.  “You’re stepping up in the world.  They have you 

sitting up.”  

Mary leaned over and kissed Gabriel’s forehead 

and whispered something softly to him, but I couldn’t 

make out what she said. 

“Yeah,” Gabriel rasped.  His throat was raw 

from the breathing tube he’d had in there for the first 

five days he was here.  Plus, the smoke from the fire did 

a number on his lungs and airway, leaving his voice 

sounding gravely.  The doctor said that, with time, it too 

would heal. 

“How are you?” Ash asked, taking Gabriel by 

the hand and squeezing it for support.  Ash had been 

here every chance he could.   

I was the only one that was allowed to stay in his 

I.C.U. room twenty-four seven, because I was still 
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technically under the doctors care.  I had refused 

treatment until they let me in the room with Gabriel.  It 

wasn’t until Ash showed up that he laid it down on the 

line, telling the docs that if they wanted me to get better 

then they needed to let me be with Gabriel.  They finally 

gave in and let me stay at his bedside.  Only then did I 

let them tend to my burns. 

The I.C.U. had visitation four times a day.  

Everyone took different shifts to show up and had stuck 

to the rotation since he was first allowed visitors.  Ash 

and Mary came in the mornings, Reed and Liana after 

lunch, Kane and Delilah before dinner, and Eric came in 

the evenings usually with my mom.  Ethan had only 

been here once.  It had been too hard on my son, so we 

left him at home with Rafe, the other bodyguard.  Ethan 

was very upset that he couldn’t be here all of the time, 

but was understanding.   

“I guess better,” he shrugged, then winced.  “I 

fucking hurt everywhere.” 

“You’re going to have a long road ahead of 

you,” Ash said, getting straight to the point.  Today was 

the first day that anyone told Gabriel the extent of his 

injuries.   

“I guess I am,” he said, glancing down at his 

cast and his bandaged hand.   

“Do you remember anything?” Ash asked.  My 

heart froze in my chest.  I really didn’t want him 

knowing just yet.  I was trying to keep him from 

worrying about what happened that night.  From the look 

on Ash’s face, I think he realized that I hadn’t said 

anything.  He looked at me apologetically, “He needs to 

know.” 

“Needs to know what?” Gabriel asked.  I moved 

to his side instantly.  “What’s going on?” 

“He just came out of the coma,” I said, sighing 

heavily.  “I guess now is a good time to talk to him.” 

“Would someone tell me what the hell is going 

on?” he demanded. 
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“Calm down, baby,” I said, stroking his brow.  

“What all do you remember?” 

“Just you calling saying that Paul was hurt and 

you were locked in the storage room,” he began.  “I told 

your mom to stay with Ethan and I got in my truck.  

That’s the last thing I remember.” 

“Do you know what happened?” Mary asked. 

“There was a fire at Cordeau’s.  I guess I ran in 

and somehow; I saved Brooklyn,” he paused to look up 

into my eyes that were now filled with tears. 

“The fire inspector ruled the fire as set with 

Molotov cocktails thrown through the doors and 

windows.  Gabriel, someone did it on purpose,” Ash 

said, shaking his head in disbelief.   

“Who did it?” he gasped, looking toward me for 

the answer. 

“The police confirmed it was my employee, 

Marissa Stone, from the video footage captured from the 

business across the street.  Their cameras picked up 

everything,” I answered, tears falling over my lashes.  

“I’m so sorry Gabriel.  I had no idea she was capable of 

this.” 

“It’s not your fault, honey,” he said, taking his 

left hand and stroking my face.  “Did they find her?” 

“No,” I shook my head.  “Last I heard, she had 

cleaned out her apartment and left town.” 

“Wait,” he said, wide-eyed.  “She wanted to kill 

you!”  His mind was trying to process what we were 

telling him.  The coma and the trauma was the reason for 

his confusion.  The doctor’s already assured me that he’d 

get his mind back as he healed.  Hell, I fared better and I 

was still confused at certain things the police said to me 

when they came here to get a statement.  I was letting 

Eric take care of everything, because my one worry was 

to make sure that Gabriel was okay. 

“Calm down,” I said, as his heart rate picked up.  

The monitors started beeping faster with his increased 

anxiety.  “They believe so.” 
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“Who’s watching my house? Ethan? Your 

mom? What about here? Can she get in the room?”  

Gabriel was looking between the three of us, fear etched 

all over his pale face.  I rubbed circles over the back of 

his hand, only calming him slightly. 

“Gabe,” Mary sighed.  “Eric has a team in place.  

His company is working with the authorities to make 

sure everyone is taken care of.  Rafe is at your house 

with Ethan and Thelma Ray.  There are also unmarked 

cars watching your house.  There is a police officer 

posted outside this door.  Eric didn’t want just the one 

officer, so he sent two other guards to be in place with 

the officers.  They take twelve hour shifts outside the 

door.  We have all stepped up security.  This girl will not 

get to any of us.  We need you to heal, to get better.  Let 

Eric take care of everything.” 

“So, no trace?” he asked, again.  Ash shook his 

head and wrapped an arm around his wife bringing her 

close to his side. 

“The police have a warrant out for her arrest.  

They are charging her with three counts of attempted 

murder,” Ash said.    

Gabriel leaned his head back on the bed in 

complete physical and mental exhaustion.  He fidgeted 

as if he was in pain.  I pressed the call button for the 

nurse to get her here to check him over.  Gabriel didn’t 

protest and let me take over.  He’d been given a lot of 

information and for his first day completely awake, he 

had taken all of the news pretty well. 

Ash and Mary left with a promise to return the 

next day.  Nurse Nancy came in with an injection for 

Gabriel and as soon as he succumbed to the pain 

medicine, I slumped onto the cot that they’d pulled into 

the room for me to rest on. 

“Ms. Cordeau,” she said, squatting down next to 

me.  “How are you?” 
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“I’m tired,” I said, fighting back a yawn.  I 

shifted to my right and gasped from the pain of the burns 

on my back. 

“I think it’s time for you to rest and take some 

medicine,” she scolded.  “You need to take care of 

yourself. Mr. Miller doesn’t seem like the type of man 

who’d want his girlfriend to overtax herself on his 

behalf.” 

“You nailed that right on the head,” I laughed. 

“Thank you for everything, Nancy.”  She patted my 

hand and left with a promise to return.   

After she gave me the white pill to help with my 

own pain, Nancy dimmed the lights and promised not to 

come in for a couple of hours unless we needed her.   

I finally closed my eyes and said a prayer of 

thanks for Gabriel being okay.   
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Chapter 2 

 

Gabe 

 

My eyes came open as I heard the door creak 

slowly. I used the remote on the bed to raise myself into 

a sitting position. It’d been four days since I was told 

about everything that happened. Brooklyn hadn’t left my 

side from the time I arrived at the hospital. 

“Gabe,” Ethan said, his big smile shining with 

happiness at seeing me awake.   

“Hey, buddy,” I rasped, clearing my throat.  My 

voice was still rough, but much better than it was the day 

I woke up. “I’m so glad to see you.” 

“Oh, Gabe,” Ethan sighed.  His little bottom lip 

quivered, but he didn’t shed a tear.  “I was so worried.” 

“I know you were, big guy, but I’m a fighter,” I 

paused, remembering my mom telling me to fight in my 

dream. Or was it a dream? “I’m going to be out of this 

bed in no time at all.  After that, I’m coming home. We 

have guitar lessons to work on.” 

“I’ve been practicing, just for you,” he stated, 

proudly. 

“I’m so proud of you,” I smiled, ruffling his 

thick brown hair with my left hand. 

My right hand was better.  I had some 

movement in it, but it still hurt like a bitch.  They were 

waiting to see how the healing went before they made a 

decision to do skin grafts.   

“Hey, Gabe,” Thelma Ray said, dropping her 

purse in a nearby chair. She came over and kissed my 

cheek. I returned the gesture and looked over at the cot 

with a sleeping Brooklyn curled up with her back to us. 

“How is she?” 

“She’s tired, losing weight, and doesn’t sleep 

like she should,” I growled. It’d been two weeks since 

the fire and Brooklyn refused to go home, even after she 

got the all clear from the doctors. 
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“I know,” her mother sighed.  “She’s worried.” 

“I know,” I dropped my eyes, guilty for being 

the reason of her concern. 

Ethan asked if he could wake her and I told him 

it was okay. Thelma Ray and I watched as he leaned 

over and kissed Brooklyn on the cheek, “Hey, momma. 

Wake up.” 

“Ethan,” she said, sleepily. “Hey, boo.” 

“Momma,” he said, hugging her tightly when 

she sat up on her cot. 

“Sorry,” she yawned. “I was tired.” 

“It’s okay,” he said, hugging Brooklyn again. 

“You need to rest.” The little guy had picked up my 

authority. He even squinted his left eye when he gave 

orders, just like I did. 

“Yes, sir,” she smiled. 

I held my left arm out for Ethan to climb up on 

the bed.  He curled up into my side and rested his head 

on my shoulder. I’d never held a child, other than my 

nephew, Hunter.  Something about this little boy 

showing me how much he loved me, with his actions, 

made my heart well with love.  As I looked around the 

room at Brooklyn, her mom, and the little boy in my 

arms, I finally felt a sense of peace and family.  These 

people were my family.  I just needed to make it 

official…soon. 

The doctor chose that moment to come in to 

check on me. As the door closed behind him, I noticed a 

uniformed officer and a guy that wore a suit standing at 

the door. The guy must’ve been one of Eric’s employees 

here for security. We still hadn’t heard anything about 

Marissa and it was starting to worry everyone more and 

more.   

“Mr. Miller,” the doctor began. He was a 

specialist that Ash had flown in from San Francisco. His 

name was Dr. Henry Bello and the man had a bedside 

manner that showed he’d been doing this for a very long 

time. “I’d like to take a look at your hand to see how you 
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are healing.” He looked toward Thelma Ray, who 

quickly excused herself, saying she’d take Ethan down 

to the cafeteria to get him a snack. Brooklyn stood and 

walked to my side, holding my left hand while the doc 

got down to work. 

He unwrapped the bandages once Nancy entered 

the room to assist him. I was afraid to look. The 

knowledge that I may never play guitar again had my 

mind spinning toward denial. My bangs were finally 

grown out enough that I could use them as my hiding 

mechanism once again, but Brooklyn was having none 

of that.  She stroked the hair away from my eyes and 

gave me a pointed look, telling me silently that I had to 

deal with this…that I couldn’t hide. She was my rock, 

my strength…my fucking world. 

“Well, Mr. Miller,” he began.  Here was the 

moment in my life where everything would change.  I 

didn’t have high hopes for his prognosis. “I’m very 

impressed. You have some skin regenerating on its own. 

This is good, very good.” 

Brooklyn’s sharp intake of breath had me 

looking down at my mangled hand for the first time in 

days. She whimpered, tears spilled over her lashes, and 

she smiled.  “What does this mean?” I asked, knowing 

what he said, but I wanted to make sure. 

“This means that you are healing better than we 

ever thought you would,” he sighed, in relief.  “You are 

still not out of the woods yet, but if we do have to do a 

skin graft, it will be minimal.  You are a very lucky 

man.” 

“Thank God,” Brooklyn cried.   

“I’ll be back to check on you in two days,” he 

smiled, letting Nancy reapply my bandages. “We will 

make a decision at that time. For now, I will have a 

physical therapist come up and do some very light 

exercises with your hand. Now, let’s take a look at the 

rest of you.”   
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I let the doctor poke and prod at me, not really 

paying attention to what he was doing.  My eyes were 

locked with Brooklyn’s. She was shedding happy tears.   

“I’m going to be okay,” I assured her.  

“Yes you are,” she said, still holding my 

uninjured hand.   

After I was fitted with new, clean bandages, the 

doctor asked if I was feeling up to maybe trying to stand 

up.  Brooklyn’s hopeful look encouraged me. I wanted 

to make her smile. “Why the hell not?” We both laughed 

as the doctor left me in Nancy’s capable hands. 

“Alright, Mr. Miller,” she smiled. “Up you go.” 

I slowly turned, planting my bare feet on the 

floor.  Brooklyn and the nurse adjusted the wires and 

tubes connected to various parts of my body while I got 

my bearings. I was a bit light headed, but otherwise 

eager to get on the next process of healing. 

The ladies stood on both sides of me, giving 

their support.  I leaned forward and used every ounce of 

strength I had to lift myself from the bed.  They held me 

carefully as I overcame the sudden dizzy spell. Nancy 

said that was normal and to let it pass. 

“Oh, Gabriel,” Brooklyn praised. “You are 

doing so well.” 

Her encouragement alone put me into action.  I 

wanted to make her happy in all ways.  If walking four 

steps was what it took, then that was what I was going to 

do.  For her.   

“How about we walk to the chair next to 

Brooklyn’s cot?” Nancy said, turning me for the beige 

monstrosity they called a chair in the corner.  It was six 

agonizing steps.  Even in a cast, I was still able to 

balance myself and make the trek.  It felt like hours 

before my bare ass hit the cold plastic of the chair.  

Sweat had beaded up on my forehead and rolled down 

my neck, but I did it.  I was out of the bed. 

“Do you think I can sit here for a little bit?” I 

asked, sighing from the new position.  “This is nice.” 
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“I have one even better,” Nancy smiled.  “I have 

some food for you.  Do you want to eat here today?”  

They’d taken out the feeding tube three days ago, 

offering me liquid meals that only pissed me off. 

“As long as it’s not chicken broth and orange 

Jell-O,” I scowled. 

“Actually,” she laughed.  “You’ve stepped up 

the food chain.  How about some mashed potatoes, 

bananas, and crackers.” 

“That sounds like a gourmet meal,” I replied, 

thankful for the change in menu. 

Ethan and Thelma Ray returned as I was taking 

my first bite.  Ethan smiled and rushed toward the chair, 

careful of the I.V. stand on my right side.  “Hey buddy.” 

“I got you something!”  He had his little arm 

behind his back and quickly whipped it out holding a 

small stuffed tiger in his hands.  “The lady at the gift 

shop said that tigers are tough and are strong fighters.  I 

asked Grandma if I could get it for you, because you are 

the strongest person I know, besides momma, of 

course.”  His brown eyes twinkled when he looked at 

Brooklyn.   

“Man,” I smiled, dropping my spoon and 

hugging him tightly, before letting him go.  “I will keep 

this with me forever.  Even after I get out of this place.” 

“Really?” he asked, wide-eyed.  The boy was so 

easy to please, just like his mom. 

“Really,” I nodded. 

They stayed through dinner.  Thelma Ray had 

brought back a chicken Caesar salad and sweet tea for 

Brooklyn, insisting she eat.  We shared the rolling tray 

as we ate, talking with Ethan about how he was doing in 

school.  After we got the report that he was passing all of 

his test with A’s and only one B, Thelma Ray left with 

him right before visiting hours were over.   

“Do you want to move back to the bed,” 

Brooklyn asked, throwing her Styrofoam container in the 

trash next to the window. 
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“Actually,” I smiled.  “I thought maybe we 

could sit here and watch some mindless television.” 

“That’s the best kind,” she smiled, tears filling 

her eyes. 

“What’s wrong, baby?” I asked, stroking her 

cheek with my left hand.  She nuzzled into my palm for 

the longest time before she spoke. 

“I’m so glad you’re okay,” she whispered. 

“I’m fighting, Brooklyn,” I admitted.  “I’m not 

going to leave you just yet.  You’re stuck with me for a 

little while longer.” 

She looked so beautiful even with the dark 

circles under her eyes.  She didn’t rest much and I hated 

the fact that she wouldn’t go back to my house and sleep 

in my bed.  I felt comfort knowing that she loved my 

home and my bed.  It’s where she…and Ethan belonged.   

“I wish you’d get some rest,” I said, stroking her 

cheek again.  I couldn’t help it.  I needed the connection 

of her skin on mine.  It was the only thing that brought 

me peace some days, having her near. 

“I am resting,” she lied.  I knew she was doing it 

for my benefit, but I didn’t want her suffering on my 

behalf. 

“Then I don’t want you to get out of that cot the 

entire night,” I demanded.  “When the overnight nurse 

comes in, I don’t even want to see one of those beautiful 

eyes open.” 

“Yes, sir,” she laughed.   

“Are you hurting?” I asked, reaching out to 

lightly stroke her sling. 

“A little,” she admitted.   

“Take your medicine,” I growled.  They’d 

released her from care and gave her a prescription for 

painkillers and antibiotics.  She didn’t take the pain 

meds as often as she needed, often waiting until she was 

miserable before taking the relief.   

“Okay,” she said, in defeat.  I watched as she 

reached for her purse, pulling the bottle out of her bag.  
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When she leaned over, her blouse lifted giving me a 

healthy shot of her hip.  The yoga pants she wore were 

low on her hips and I groaned from the sight.  At least 

my cock still worked, because I was suddenly sporting a 

rock hard erection that couldn’t be hidden by this 

ridiculous hospital gown. 

“Do that again,” I hummed. 

“Do what?” she blushed.   

“Lean over,” I smiled wickedly. 

“Gabriel Miller,” she scolded, but smiled 

wickedly. “You’re incorrigible!”  

“You’re hot,” I smiled.  I was teasing, but so not 

teasing.   

“I’m glad you still think so,” she teased in 

return. 

“Always, baby,” I assured her and gestured 

under the cart that was over my lap.  “If you could see 

what I got going on under this ridiculous hospital gown, 

you wouldn’t question my attraction to you.”  She leaned 

forward and looked under the tray, giggling when she 

got an eyeful of the tent I was making. 

“Get better so I can take you home,” she said, 

her voice husky and her eyes hazed over with need.  “I 

want to be your nurse.” 

“Will you wear the little nurse costume?”   

“For you?” She raised a brow teasingly.  “I’ll 

even wear the garter belt and white hose.” 

“Oh baby,” I said, reaching out to hook my left 

hand around the back of her neck, tangling my hand in 

that mass of curls I loved so much.  I pulled her to my 

lips and kissed her senseless.  It was the kind of kiss you 

saw in the movies when the woman’s knees buckled and 

the man held on to her to finish the passionate affection 

he felt for the woman in his arms.   

That was what I felt for her…my Brooklyn…my 

girl.  Passion was only a small word for what I felt with 

the woman against my lips. 
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Brooklyn 

 

As promised, I didn’t get up in the middle of the 

night when the nurse came in to check on Gabriel.  Hell, 

I was so exhausted that I slept through the whole night.  

I hadn’t slept this well since before the fire. 

Gabriel had sat up in the chair for a few hours 

the night before.  We watched old episodes of The Brady 

Bunch really not paying attention to the screen.  The 

evening was spent with us looking into each other’s 

eyes.  His chair was next to the end of my cot.  I had 

turned sideways so that I could lean over and rest my 

forehead against his.  We kissed softly, whispering 

words of love to each other.  Nancy had come in at one 

point to change his bag of fluid and blushed at our 

closeness.  She even sighed warmly, placing a hand over 

her heart as she closed the door to the room when she 

left for the night. 

Liana and Reed came by after lunch.  Liana 

immediately sat on his bed, enveloping him into a 

careful embrace.  They talked and whispered for a bit.  I 

didn’t listen in to their quiet exchange.  Those two were 

closer than any siblings I’d ever been around.  Liana 

shed several tears and I saw Reed more than once start 

for her, but backed off when Gabriel wiped away her 

tears.  I was quickly learning that these guys were very 

protective of their women and family.   

“How are you?” Reed asked, raising his brow in 

a silent demand that I tell him the truth. 

“I’m good, better,” I began.  “I’m tired, but 

wouldn’t be anywhere else.” 

“You’re good for him,” he said, his voice barely 

a whisper.  “He’s changed since Liana’s attack.  You 

bring out the Gabe we all know and love.” 

“I don’t know about that,” I blushed.  “I love 

him and that’s all I know.” 
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“Well, baby girl,” Reed laughed.  “If that’s what 

it takes to get him back to himself, then you keep loving 

him.”   

“I plan on it,” I promised.   

Liana and Gabriel talked for a little while longer, 

Reed and I sat quietly in the corner trying to give them 

some space.  Gabriel wiped tears from her eyes several 

times while they spoke.  Liana had her arms wrapped 

tightly around her waist, feeling hopeless.  I knew this, 

because I’d done the same thing for the first five days he 

was in this hospital.  The time that he flat-lined what the 

hardest moment of my life.  Remembering it only made 

the pain in my chest intensify.  

He was laying so still, a breathing tube down his 

throat, bandages and wires covered most of his body.  

The blanket was pulled up to his chest to give him some 

sort of modesty, his broken ankle was out of the covers 

and laying on top of the sheet.  Nurses checked on him 

every thirty minutes.  Doctors spoke words to me, but I 

didn’t hear them.  I sat there, at his bedside, holding the 

only part of him that I could touch, his left hand.  He 

looked so pale underneath the soot and ash that hadn’t 

been cleaned off of his partially burned body.   

“Smoke inhalation.” 

“Burns to his hands.” 

“Broken ankle.” 

“Coma.” 

“Passed away on the way to the hospital.” 

The words floated around me, not quite sinking 

in as they told Ash what was going on with his best 

friend and my love…Gabriel.  He was laying there 

helpless, no sign of life to his body.  Only the up and 

down movement of his chest and that was provided by a 

machine. 

Alarms sounded suddenly on the equipment 

beside his bed.  It happened all in slow motion, just like 

it would be shown in a drama television show. Only this 

was real. 
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I jumped to my feet as Ash wrapped his arms 

around my body, careful of my own injuries.  He 

bracketed my arms at my sides, his massive strength 

holding me back while the doctors and nurses worked 

over him. 

“Gabriel,” I cried, but he didn’t hear me.  “No!” 

“Shhh,” Ash said, holding me back. 

A doctor pressed on Gabriel’s chest, forcing his 

heart to pump the vital blood through his body.  Another 

doctor used a stethoscope to listen to anything in 

Gabriel’s chest, occasionally pressing a finger to his 

throat, his wrists.  A nurse, Nancy, rushed in with a cart, 

pushing it frantically toward the doctor who was doing 

CRP.  I’d only seen the handled paddles in television 

shows, but I automatically knew what they were for. 

“CLEAR!” the one doctor yelled, forcing 

everyone to release their hands from Gabriel’s body.  

His body jerked as he received the jolt to his heart.  The 

doctor listened, the room was quiet, not a sound.  The 

saying about hearing a pin drop entered my mind, but 

was quickly replaced by the doctor clearing everyone 

away so that he could try the zap to his heart again.  We 

all held our breaths as the doctor listened to his heart.  It 

seemed like hours before the sweetest words I’d ever 

heard lit up the room, “We got him back!  Good job 

everyone.” 

The monitors were turned back on and after a 

few hours, Gabriel’s color returned, but he still didn’t 

wake up. 

“Why won’t he wake up?” I cried into Ash’s 

chest, letting him hold me.   

“He will when he’s ready, Brooklyn,” he said, 

trying to calm me.  I’d learned over the short time I’d 

been with Gabriel that Ash was not only his band 

member, or his best friend, but his only father figure.  

Ash Martin’s presence alone demanded attention.  The 

powerful leader of the band took charge of our care and 

somehow got doctors to come in from all over the 
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country to treat Gabriel.  I had no idea how he did it, and 

I was more than thankful that he did. 

“Brooklyn,” Liana said, touching my arm.  I was 

so lost in my memories that I hadn’t realized they’d 

finished their quiet conversation.  I wiped the tears from 

my eyes and shifted my eyes toward Gabriel’s.  Worry 

marred his features, that crinkle to the corner of his eye 

told me so. 

“Yeah,” I cleared my throat, turning toward his 

sister.  “I’m sorry.” 

“Can I talk to you?” she asked.  “Out in the 

hallway.” 

“Sure,” I nodded, looking back at Gabriel.  His 

eyes widened when he realized I was heading for the 

door. 

“Where are you going?” he demanded, looking 

to Reed for assistance.  “I don’t want you to leave.  It’s 

not safe.”  Reed made a move to stop us, but Liana just 

held out her tiny hand stopping the giant in his tracks. 

“We will be just outside the door,” she 

promised.  “The officer and Trace are there.” 

“Trace,” Gabriel growled.  “Who the fuck is 

Trace?” 

“He’s one of Eric’s men,” Reed said, taking the 

chair next to Gabriel’s bed.  “He’s good.  No worries, 

brother.”  Trace Williams was Eric’s newest hire.  

Although he was young, only twenty-three and there was 

no doubt in my mind that he would give his life for one 

of us.  He had done his four years in the Army and 

decided to get out only a few months ago.  The kid was 

almost as big as Reed, but had light blonde hair buzzed 

close to his head, his blue eyes were not as vibrant as 

Gabriel’s, but what you saw in them made you think that 

he was a softy.  That was not Trace Williams.  That man 

was a machine, much like the other guards.  He was 

polite, but only spoke when he was asked a direct 

question.  

“Just outside the door,” Gabriel warned. 
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“I’ll only be a minute,” I promised, leaning over 

to kiss him softly on the lips.  He surprised me by 

twining his left hand at the base of my neck, gathering 

my hair in his tight grasp, and pulling me to his lips, 

again.  I lost myself in the chaste kiss.  Having Gabriel’s 

warm lips pressing to mine, was a feeling I would never 

take for granted, because he was almost lost to us. 

“Be safe,” he told me. 

“Always,” I promised, waiting for him to release 

me.  It took a moment, but he finally let me go.  I could 

tell it was one of the hardest things for him to do.  I had 

been at the hospital every day and not once had I left his 

side.  Although he told me several times that I should go 

home to shower and sleep, this proved to me that Gabriel 

didn’t want me to leave. 

I followed Liana out of the room, closing the 

door, but leaving it cracked so that I could hear him if he 

needed me.  The moment I turned, Liana launched 

herself at me, pulling me into a fierce hug. 

“Thank you,” she chanted.  “Thank you.” 

“I’m sorry, what?” I asked, confused.  Why was 

this woman thanking me when I was the one who almost 

got her brother killed?  Hell, he did die…twice! 

“You saved him,” she cried.  

“I did not save him, Liana.”  I shook my head.  

“If it wasn’t for me, he wouldn’t be in that room, 

fighting for his life…his career.”  We all knew that he 

may never play guitar again, and that was the big 

elephant in the room.  No one, not even Gabriel, 

mentioned it.  With the news we’d just received, it 

looked like his chances at recovery had increased, but 

we wouldn’t know anything for a few more days. 

“No,” she sighed, reaching out to take my hand.  

“If you hadn’t have loved him, I don’t know where my 

brother would be, Brooklyn.  My attack changed him.  A 

little part of Gabe died when I was almost killed.  He 

died even more when I married Reed.  All he’s ever 

known is to take care of someone.  When I got married, 
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he had no one, but he found you.  I see the old Gabe 

peeking through again.  He loves you and you love him.  

If you weren’t around, he wouldn’t have anything to 

fight for.  He would’ve given up.” 

“Don’t you see?” I said, tears of guilt swamped 

my vision before they fell over my lashes, splashing onto 

my cheeks.  “If it wasn’t for me, Gabriel wouldn’t be in 

that room burned and broken.  If I’d just not met him 

that night, he would be on stage somewhere living his 

dream.” 

“You are too hard on yourself,” she scolded.  

The woman was only an inch or two shorter than me, but 

her outburst caused me to feel like the smaller one.  

Liana Sullivan was a force.  She was fierce and loving 

and everything that I hoped I could become one day.  

Strong.  Right now, I wasn’t anywhere near strong. 

“I’m holding on by a thread,” I admitted, 

wrapping my arms around my waist just as she’d done 

earlier while talking to her brother. 

“I know you are,” she said, taking me into her 

arms and hugging me tight.  “You are a strong woman.  

Don’t let this break you.  Gabriel needs you as much as 

you need him.  Let my brother love you, because he has 

so much of it to give.” 

“I do love him, Liana,” I admitted.  “And 

somehow he loves me and Ethan.” 

“That little boy is the apple of his eye, 

Brooklyn,” she smiled.  “I just want you to know that we 

are all here for you.  Please take care of yourself, 

because he won’t get any better if he is worried about 

you.  Let one of us come up here and give you a break.  

Go back to your house or Gabe’s and take a long hot 

bath, sleep for twelve hours, then come back up here 

refreshed and ready to take on the world.” 

“Okay,” I sighed in defeat.  “I can’t promise you 

when, but I can promise you that I will do it.” 

“I’m only a phone call away,” she said, hugging 

me one more time.   
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Chapter 3 

 

Gabe 

 

“Thank you for everything, Nancy,” Brooklyn 

said, hugging our nurse.   

“You take care of him,” she said, smiling at me 

as I sat in a wheelchair by the door.   

Today was the day I got to go home. 

It’d been just over three weeks since the fire at 

Cordeau’s.  My burns had all but faded, except the ones 

to my right hand.  I had another week in this cast on my 

foot and months of therapy to regain movement in my 

fingers.  

Only one skin graft was needed.  They had taken 

a small amount of skin from my lower back to make new 

skin on the inside of my palm.  The doctors were very 

happy that it took in one treatment.  Now that I had 

healthy pink skin growing on my mangled hand, it was 

only a matter of time before I was back to myself.  At 

least that’s what they told me.  The way I felt, it sure 

didn’t feel like I would be back to normal anytime in the 

near future.  

I couldn’t even hold an apple, much less a 

guitar.  The hospital physical therapist assured me that 

with the proper care, I’d be playing sold out shows in no 

time.   

The new album was on hold until I was back and 

ready to play.  Thankfully, we’d finished up writing 

most of the lyrics a few days before the fire.  Ash never 

asked me if I wanted a temporary replacement and 

whenever I brought it up, he refused to talk about it.  He 

was very insistent that the new album could wait.  I 

knew that the topic would be a sore spot between us, 

because I wanted to get the album recorded as soon as 

possible.  I wanted my return to be on the stage, standing 

in front of twenty thousand people. 
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Once inside the SUV, Rafe gave me a smile 

from the rearview mirror, “Man, it’s good to see you 

again.” 

“Thank you for watching over my girls and my 

boy,” I said.  Rafe had been my savior over these past 

three weeks, being there to protect my family.  Yes, 

Brooklyn, Ethan and Thelma Ray were my family 

regardless of the fact that Brooklyn and I were not 

married. 

I hadn’t even talked to her about marriage, 

because I didn’t know if she was ready.  I knew that she 

was the one for me, the woman of my dreams.  The 

woman my mother told me I’d know when I found her. 

“Gabriel, when you find the woman, the one that 

will own your heart, you will know.  It’s not a question 

of when will you know, you just will.  From the moment 

you see her, your body and mind will recognize her as 

your destiny.” 

Looking over to my left, I reached out and took 

her hand into mine, rubbing my thumb across the back 

of her knuckles.  We stared at each other the entire ride 

home, never breaking eye contact…never speaking a 

word.  Brooklyn was watching me like she didn’t want 

to look away, because if she did, she was afraid I might 

disappear.  As I became lost in her eyes, I thanked my 

lucky stars that she was mine. 

“Alright kids,” Rafe laughed from the front seat, 

causing us to break the connection we had.  “Are you 

ready?” 

“Fuck,” I groaned as we pulled on my street.  

Paparazzi and news crews were outside of my home, 

Eric was there with the new guy Trace and one other 

guard I’d never met, holding back the crowd of people 

looking to get the money shot of me coming home from 

the hospital.  Thankfully, my property was gated and 

monitored. Rafe had moved in to Paul’s wing of the 

house, taking over until Paul could come back to work. 
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We made it around back and parked in the 

garage that was attached to the house.  I kept my big 

Dodge truck in the detached garage across the driveway 

from the house.  It was where I worked on the thing 

when I had time.  Looking down at my hand, I sighed in 

frustration at that thought.  I wondered if I’d ever get 

enough feeling back in my hand to be able to strip an 

engine, or change the brakes when they needed it.   

“Come on,” Brooklyn said, breaking me from 

my thoughts.  “Let’s get you inside and in the bed.  I 

want you to rest until Ethan gets home from school.” 

“Only if you rest with me,” I said, kissing the 

back of her hand before she slid out of the backseat.  

Rafe was there, helping me climb down out of the 

Escalade.   

“I’ll gladly take that order,” she giggled, 

something I hadn’t seen very much of over the past few 

weeks.  It was refreshing.  Seeing her smile helped me 

believe that there may be light at the end of this road.  

With Brooklyn at my side, I felt that I could rule the 

world. 

“I love you,” I panted, as I sat heavily on the 

side of my bed. The walk took every ounce of energy I 

had. 

“I love you,” she said, leaning down to kiss me 

on the lips.  As she bent down, her shirt fell open, giving 

me an unobstructed view of her cleavage.  I reached up 

and pulled her blouse open more, leaning in so that I 

could bury my face in her shirt, right between her 

breasts. 

“God, it’s so good to be home,” I sighed, 

rubbing my face left and right.  Damn, she smelled 

amazing. 

“You’re incorrigible,” she laughed.  “In the bed 

Mr. Miller.” 

“You are killing my welcome home party,” I 

pouted, kissing the swell of her breast quickly. 
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“Well,” she said, giving me a lopsided smile.  

“If you’re good, maybe I will indulge you later, but for 

now, sleep.” 

“How much later?” I asked, hoping she was 

talking about the immediate future.  It’d been a very 

long time since I was buried deep inside her.  I wanted to 

feel her come around my cock, screaming my name.  It’d 

been too long. 

“Maybe I will tell you a bedtime 

story…tonight,” she laughed.  “Do you want a shower?” 

“Not right now.” I slumped into the pillows.  I 

was so tired.  The ride home and the walk from the 

garage to my bedroom took every ounce of energy I had.  

“I think I do need that nap.  Come.” 

“Always so bossy,” she giggled and kicked off 

her shoes.   

After we’d gotten me down to my boxers, 

Brooklyn changed into her pink camisole and silky 

shorts. When she climbed in the bed, I turned on my left 

side and pulled her back against my chest, breathing in 

her scent.  My cock flared to life and nudged her behind.   

“Always so eager,” she laughed, squirming 

against my hard shaft. 

“Damn woman! Are you trying to kill me?” I 

said, pulling her tighter against my chest.  It felt so good 

having her here in my arms. 

“Go to sleep, Gabriel,” she said, relaxing into 

me. 

It didn’t take long before I succumbed to the 

exhaustion, thankful that I was home and in the bed with 

the woman who stole my heart. 

 

When I opened my eyes, the clock read 4:07 

P.M.  I reached blindly for Brooklyn, but the spot in the 

bed behind me was cold and vacant.  I sat up carefully, 

thankful for the room not spinning in front of my eyes.  I 

was still exhausted, but the four hour nap was 

welcomed.   
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I put my feet on the floor, one bare and the other 

in the fucking boot.  Standing up, I slowly walked to my 

dresser drawer and pulled out a pair of basketball shorts 

and a white undershirt.  After using the restroom, I made 

my way into the kitchen, following the sound of voices. 

“Gabe!” Ethan yelled and hopped off the 

barstool, his snack forgotten as he ran toward me, 

stopping quickly before he plowed my chest.  I squatted 

down and pulled him into a hug, feeling my heart grow 

as I held him in my arms.   

“I missed you, buddy,” I admitted, kissing the 

top of his head as he pulled away.  “How was school?” 

“Ah,” he laughed, sounding just like his mom.  

“Forget school!  You’re home!” 

“School is important,” I reminded him.  His 

scowl was precious and it was hard, but I kept the 

laughter to a minimum.   

“Yes, sir,” he sighed.  “I made a B on my test.”  

He pouted and I looked toward Brooklyn who was 

looking at Ethan with a sad look on her face. Almost like 

she knew he could do better, but given the 

circumstances, she was proud he made the score he did.  

Ethan was more worried about me than any school work 

or tests he had to endure while I was in the hospital. 

“I don’t want you to worry about me,” I said, 

squatting down again so that I could look him in the eye. 

I wrapped my hands around his upper arms so that he 

would look me directly at me, like I’d taught him.  

Looking another man in the eye was a sign of respect 

when you held a conversation.  It was something I 

wanted to teach him.  “Look at me, son.” 

“Yes, sir,” he said, tears welling up in his big 

brown eyes. 

“I’m okay,” I promised.  “I need you to study 

and learn what you can so that you will be unstoppable 

when you are an adult.  Okay?” 

“Okay, Gabe,” he sniffled.   
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“You are a brilliant boy and your mom and I 

know that you can do better than a B, but I understand 

why you made it.  I’m home now and you can let me 

take care of your mom and grandma.  I want you to 

focus on school.  Does that sound okay to you?”  I 

wanted him to let go of the ‘taking care of the girls’ 

thing he’d been doing while I was away.  I was home 

how and the job fell back on me. 

“Yes, sir,” he said, a lone tear escaping his eye.  

I pulled him into my arms and let him cry on my 

shoulder. 

“Shh,” I cooed in his ear.  Brooklyn covered her 

mouth and sobbed quietly.  I took a chance and picked 

Ethan up, carrying him into the living room to sit on the 

couch.  “It’s okay, buddy.  Tell me what’s got you so 

upset.” 

“You,” he mumbled into my shirt.  “I don’t want 

you to die.” 

“I’m not going to die,” I promised.  “I’m not 

leaving you, or your mom.” 

“She loves you,” he paused.  “And I love you.  I 

want you to be my dad.” 

The air froze in my lungs, hearing this child say 

that he wanted me to be his father.  He’d grown up only 

with Brooklyn and her mom.  He needed a father in his 

life.  Thankfully, I was up for the challenge.  I risked 

looking around the room, making sure Brooklyn wasn’t 

around to hear what I was going to tell him. 

“Ethan, look at me,” I whispered, biting back my 

own round of violent sobs.  Seeing him cry broke my 

heart.  I didn’t want him upset. “Good.  Now, I want to 

talk to you about something.” 

“What is it?” he asked, his tears stopped 

flowing.  I knew this boy would do anything if it made 

me happy.  Well, I would do anything in my power to 

make him and Brooklyn happy.   

“I want to ask you if it would be okay to ask 

your mom to marry me,” I said, smiling at the look on 
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his face.  “Well, when a man wants to marry the woman 

he loves, the man asks the father of his girl if he can 

have her hand in marriage.  Since your grandpa isn’t 

around and you are a big part of our lives, I wanted to 

ask you.  But you have to keep the secret.  I don’t know 

when I’m going to ask her.  I need you to help me make 

it a surprise.  First thing is, you can’t say a word, not 

even to grandma.”  I’d already talked to Thelma Ray in 

the hospital when she sat with me so Brooklyn could 

come home and shower.  Brooklyn’s mom cried and 

thanked me for loving her daughter unconditionally.   

“I can do that,” he said, puffing out his little 

chest.  “I say yes!  You can marry mom and then you 

can be my dad.” 

“Yes, son,” I said, still fighting my tears.  “It 

would be my honor if you called me dad.” 

 

Brooklyn 

 

They’d been in the living room for a long time.  

Gabriel had taken my crying son into there to calm him 

down.  A natural instinct of a mother would’ve been to 

take care of the problem.  If it was any other man besides 

Gabriel, I would’ve stopped them and held Ethan in my 

arms, telling him everything was going to be okay. 

“Hi mom,” Ethan said, bouncing back into the 

kitchen, like his previous sadness was a figment of my 

imagination.  Gabriel hobbled back in looking sexy in 

his shorts and white shirt.  I could see his dark nipples 

through the material and all I wanted to do was go over 

and rub my fingers across them, hoping they would 

pebble under my touch. 

 “Everything okay?” I asked, raising my brow at 

Gabriel. 

“Yep,” he said, winking at Ethan, who just gave 

him a thumbs up and went back to eating his bowl of 

grapes.  I ignored their exchange of man talk and started 

pulling out food to prep for dinner. 
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“What are you doing?” Gabriel asked. 

“Cooking you a decent meal,” I said, grabbing 

the lettuce and a tomato from the fridge. 

“Let me order something,” he insisted. 

“Nope,” I smiled.  “I want to cook.  You need 

your strength and some meat back on those bones, 

mister.  You lost too much weight while in the hospital.” 

“Only if you’re up to it,” he frowned. “You 

don’t have to do this for me.” 

“I know I don’t have to, but I want to do it,” I 

said over my shoulder.  “It’s what I do, Gabriel.  We 

always have a home cooked meal at dinner time.  It’s a 

routine.”  I looked at Ethan and back to him, hoping her 

understood my reasoning.  It was bred in me that you 

had a meal at the table with the family nightly, turning 

off electronics and enjoying each other’s company. 

Gabriel nodded and pulled the milk from the 

fridge, pouring a cup for himself.  After he sat down at 

the bar, I went back to work.  Ethan asked Gabriel for 

help on his math homework.  While I cooked, they 

studied.  The comfortable silence was welcomed.  We 

looked like a real family, me cooking and Gabriel 

helping Ethan.  I was almost overwhelmed with tears, 

but I held them back.  I didn’t want the boys to see me 

cry.  They wouldn’t need to worry, because they 

would’ve been happy tears.   

As I was stirring my homemade marinade for 

the steaks, Rafe entered the kitchen.  He didn’t look 

happy at whatever news he was here to deliver.  

Thankfully, Gabriel and Ethan were done with his 

homework. 

“Ethan,” I said, turning to him.  “You can go 

downstairs and play on your PlayStation now.”  My 

mom had brought it over while we were in the hospital.  

She’d taken on the task of watching over Gabriel’s 

house while we were in the hospital and the two of them 

stayed here instead of going back to her place.  
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“Thanks mom,” he whooped and gave Gabriel a 

high five, before jumping off his stool and running 

downstairs. 

“What’s going on, Rafe?” Gabriel asked. 

“It’s your father,” he admitted.  “He’s emailed 

the contact page of the website.  He wants to see you.” 

“Fuck no,” Gabriel roared.  “That son of a bitch 

is not coming within ten miles of me, or Liana…or 

Brooklyn and Ethan!  What did the bastard say?” 

Rafe handed over a sheet of paper. It looked like 

a print off of an email.  Gabriel cursed as he read it, 

slapping it down on the bar when he was done. 

“Do not reply to him,” Gabriel demanded.  “Do 

not let him even for one second believe that we read it.” 

“Understood,” Rafe said, looking at me.  “Have 

you talked to the Fire Marshall yet?”  

“Not for a while, no,” I admitted.  I’d been too 

worried about Gabriel to get with the man who was in 

charge of the investigation on the fire at Cordeau’s.  

“Have they found her yet?” 

“No,” he shook his head.  “Still no leads.” 

“I talked to the insurance guy a few days ago,” I 

said, looking at Gabriel.  I hadn’t told him any of this, 

because I didn’t want him to worry.  Plus, this was my 

headache to deal with and he didn’t need the added 

stress. 

“What did he say?” Gabriel asked, concerned. 

“I’d rather not get into it,” I said, biting the 

inside of my lip to keep from crying.  I’d put the 

conversation with the insurance guy in the back of my 

mind, not wanting to think about it for a while yet.   

“Rafe,” Gabriel growled.  Oh shit!  “Can you 

give us a moment?” 

“Sure,” he said, turning on his heel and leaving 

the room. 

“Come,” he commanded. 
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“No,” I whispered, ducking my head because I 

felt the tears coming.  The marinade looked like it 

needed to be whisked about two hundred more times. 

“Brooklyn,” he warned.  “Now.” 

“I don’t want to talk about it, Gabriel,” I swore, 

my voice rising.  “Not right now!” 

“Hey,” he said, moving off of the chair and 

walking toward me.  I tried to back up, because if he 

touched me, I would burst into tears.  “Why won’t you 

let me touch you?” 

“Please don’t,” I begged, my eyes filling with 

tears regardless of how hard I bit my cheek. 

“Brooklyn,” he said, advancing on me.  My back 

hit the cabinet and I knew I was cornered.  The moment 

Gabriel touched my face, the dam that I was holding 

back broke free, tears rolled down my face like a 

waterfall.  “Tell me.  Remember, no secrets.  This isn’t 

us, baby.” 

“I know,” I said, before I buried myself in his 

arms.  Oh, God.  He felt amazing, just like I’d 

remembered.  He hadn’t held me like this since before 

the fire.  The fire that took almost everything from me, 

even Gabriel. 

“Tell me what the insurance guy said, 

Brooklyn,” he demanded. 

“I have nothing,” I muttered, but I knew he 

heard me from the gasp he produced.  “There isn’t 

enough of the insurance money to rebuild.” 

“Did you own the building outright?” 

“Y…yes,” I said. “I thought I had enough 

insurance, but all that covered was the building, not the 

equipment inside.  Gabriel, I don’t want to talk about 

this anymore.  Please.” 

“I’ll help you,” he promised.   

“No,” I shook my head.  “I can’t let you. This is 

my burden.  My fault this happened.  If I’d just watched 

her…if I’d have known.  It’s my fault.  It’s my fault!” 
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“Stop, stop,” he chanted.  “This is not your 

fault.” 

“Yes it is, Gabriel,” I cried, throwing my hands 

in the air.  “Don’t you see?  If I hadn’t have come to that 

table to meet you that night, you’d still be safe.  You’d 

be playing somewhere making millions of people happy.  

I took not only your career, but my own!  I 

have…nothing!” 

“No, you don’t,” he cursed.  “Dammit, 

Brooklyn.  NO. YOU. DON’T!  You have me.  We are a 

family, although we haven’t made it official.  Fuck, I 

wanted to do this better. I wanted to do this right!” 

“What are you talking about?” I asked, his 

words were all over the place. He was panting and sweat 

dotted his forehead.  I was starting to worry, when he 

grabbed the counter and struggled to drop to the ground.  

He knelt on his knee, the cast out behind him.  His 

uninjured leg was bent, his foot on the floor.  I reached 

for him to get him off the floor, not understanding what 

he was doing. 

“Brooklyn Cordeau,” he said, my eyes widened.  

“I wanted to do this differently, but you’re leaving me 

no choice.  I’ve talked to your mom.  I’ve discussed this 

with Ethan.  Will you marry me?  Your family has given 

me their blessing.  I don’t have a ring yet, 

because…well, I haven’t had time.  Please, Brooklyn.  I 

love you more than anything in this world.  I want you to 

be my partner, my everything…my world, baby.  I want 

you to share what I have.  I want you to be a part of me.  

You are the air that I breathe every day.  I love you.  

Marry me?” 

“Gabriel,” I cried, pulling him up from the floor, 

but he wouldn’t move.  “Get off the floor, baby.  You 

shouldn’t be on that leg.  Get up.”  Geez, he was like 

lead. 

“Not until you answer me,” he said, a smirk to 

the corner of his mouth. 
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“Y…yes,” I said, pulling on him.  He finally 

stood with my help and I pressed my lips to his, giving 

him all of my love.  “I don’t care about a ring.”   

“Oh, baby,” he laughed.  “You’re getting a ring.  

A HUGE one!” 

“Gabriel Miller,” I scowled.  “Do not get me a 

big ring, please.” 

“We’ll see,” he smiled, looking over my 

shoulder.  “Your bread is burning.” 
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Chapter 4 

 

Brooklyn 

 

“Shit,” I turned and grabbed the pan from the 

oven, tossing it on the counter.  Smoke billowed out of 

the oven and off of the dark, burnt bread.  The smell was 

overwhelming, but I didn’t care.  I jumped into his arms, 

careful of his injuries.  I kissed his face, his lips. 

“So, you’re happy?” he asked, a smug smile on 

his handsome face. 

“Very,” I said, kissing him one more time. 

“I want you and Ethan to move in here, with 

me,” he said, cupping my face with his left hand.  He 

brought his right one up, but it didn’t quite open enough 

to mold around my face, but I didn’t care.  “And your 

mom.” 

“Mom?” I asked, tears threatened my eyes. 

“She loves the bungalow out back and it never 

gets used.  It’ll give her privacy and she can be close to 

us.” 

“She’ll love it,” I laughed.  God, it felt so good 

to laugh after all the weeks.  I kissed him again, thankful 

for the millionth time that he was alive and well. 

“Did you ask her already?” Ethan said from the 

doorway.  His little eyes bounced with happiness. 

“Yes, he did,” I said, holding my hand out for 

him.  Ethan ran to us and embraced us in a hug.  

“So, Gabe is going to be my dad?”  Ethan was 

hopeful, so much so that I saw the moisture well up in 

his eyes. 

“I want to adopt you,” Gabriel said, squatting 

down so the boys were eye level.  “I want you to be a 

Miller, just like your mom.” 

“Really?” he said, hugging Gabriel tight around 

his neck.  “You’re serious?”  On Gabriel’s nod, Ethan 

ran around the house waving his hands in the air and 

jumping for joy. 
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“I love you,” Gabriel said, whispering in my ear. 

“I love you,” I said, kissing him firmly on the 

lips.   

I’d finally found a man who loved my son as 

much as he loved me.  Gabriel wanted us to be a family.  

He wanted to help me with Cordeau’s, even if I didn’t 

want to take his money.   

He’d almost been killed by my own stupidity.  If 

I’d just watched her closer, Marissa wouldn’t had burned 

down my building.  Gabriel wouldn’t had died…twice!  

He loved me…us! 

My tears were flowing now.  Gabriel wanted to 

be Ethan’s father.  My knees buckled and Gabriel 

collapsed to the ground with me.  My breathing 

shortened and the room spun.  I couldn’t believe this was 

happening.  He truly loved us! 

My mind swirled with several different 

emotions.  I’d been strong over the past few weeks, only 

focusing on Gabriel, getting him better.  I didn’t have 

time for myself.  I didn’t have time to break down.  I had 

been so worried about him. 

“Brooklyn!” I heard voices, but I was so 

overwhelmed that I didn’t hear what was being said.   

Suddenly, I was lifted off the ground and I 

gasped, bringing myself back to the present.  Gabriel 

was carrying me, his right arm hooked behind my knees 

holding on for dear life as he carried me down the 

hallway.  I heard my mother screaming my name and 

two sets of feet rushing down the hallway behind 

Gabriel. 

“Baby, talk to me,” Gabriel said, as he laid me 

out in his bed. 

“I’m sorry,” I said, my voice still clogged with 

tears.  “I’m sorry.” 

“Brooklyn, you’re scaring me,” he said, knelt 

down beside the bed.  My mom and Rafe were at the 

door, waiting on something. 
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“I’m so happy,” I swallowed.  “I just got 

overwhelmed.  I’m okay, really.” 

“Oh, God,” he sank back on his heels.   

“You shouldn’t have carried me,” I scolded.  A 

throbbing centered between my eyes, causing me to 

wince from the light in the room. 

“I will always carry you, always,” he vowed.   

“Brooklyn,” my mom said, pushing past Rafe to 

lean over Gabriel.  “Is it your head?” 

“Her head?” Gabriel asked, looking between the 

two of us.   

“She gets headaches, but will be okay with rest.” 

My mom shook her head.   

She said that she would rescue dinner and for 

Gabriel and me to rest.  She’d call us when it was done. 

“Brooklyn?” Rafe said from the door way, but 

turned his attention toward Gabriel who’d finally gotten 

off the floor and was sitting on the edge of the bed.  My 

tears had dried up, but the pounding in my head 

increased and I placed my hand over my eyes.  “I’d like 

to just check you over.” 

“Baby,” Gabriel said, pulling my hand away 

from my eyes. I squinted at the light and pinched my 

eyes closed.  “Rafe has medical training.  Let him look 

you over.” 

“I’m fine.  I just…It’s all the emotions of 

everything that has happened just crashed down on me. I 

have a headache…possibly a migraine coming on.”  I 

felt Gabriel stand and a heavier weight press down the 

mattress.   

“I’m going to check your pulse,” Rafe said, 

taking my wrist into his hand.  He held it for a moment, 

then asked me to open my eyes.  “How bad is that 

headache?” 

“Light hurts,” I moaned.  Even behind my 

closed eyes, I could tell when the overhead light was 

turned off and I heard the click of the bedside lamp.  
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Hell, this one was going to be a doozy.  Even mom 

didn’t see this one coming. 

The weight moved off the bed and I rolled to my 

side, suddenly extremely tired.  I heard voices out in the 

hallway, but I was just too tired to listen in.  The 

throbbing was just too much. 

“Brooklyn,” Gabriel whispered.  “Take this.” 

I risked opening my eyes, but quickly shut them 

down.  Gabriel set whatever he had on the night stand 

and slid his left arm behind my shoulders and assisted in 

getting me upright.  He shoved a pill in my hand and 

glass of water.  I took whatever it was and slid back 

down in the bed, grabbing a pillow and covering my 

head.  It didn’t take long before I was pulled deep into a 

restful sleep. 

 

When I woke, it was almost seven at night.  I 

opened my eyes and found Gabriel sitting up next to me 

in the bed.  His chest was bare and he had his right arm 

kicked up over the back of his head.  The sheet pooled in 

his lap and I saw just the barest hint of his plaid sleep 

pants sticking out. 

“How are you feeling?”  He reached over with 

his good hand and stroked my cheek, wiping at 

something under my eye.  It was probably my mascara 

and I knew I probably resembled a raccoon, but that 

headache was horrible. 

“Better, thank you,” I said, testing my head by 

sitting up in the bed.  When I looked down, I was 

wearing nothing but one of his old Glory Days shirts and 

my panties.  “You changed my clothes?” 

“Yes,” he smiled.  “I wanted you comfortable.” 

“Gabriel,” I scolded.  “You shouldn’t be doing 

that, or scooping me up off the floor.  Your hand…” he 

stopped me with his finger pressed to my lips. 

“My hand won’t get any better if I baby it,” he 

frowned, letting his hair fall over his eye.  I hated that 
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and he knew it.  He sighed when I pushed the hair away 

from his face. 

“I’m cutting your hair tomorrow,” I demanded. 

“Yes, ma’am,” he smiled, but it didn’t reach his 

beautiful blue eyes.  “How often do you get the 

headaches?” 

“Now, you and I both know you already talked 

to my mother about them,” I scowled.   

“But I want to hear it from you,” he said. 

“Not very often,” I shrugged.  “Only when I get 

overwhelmed.  I’m sorry, Gabriel.  It just all came 

crashing down on me.” 

“No,” he shook his head, pulling me over to his 

chest.  God, it felt good to be in his arms again.  “I 

should be telling you that I’m sorry.  You have been my 

rock through all of this.  Baby, you haven’t taken any 

time for yourself and I can’t thank you enough.  I know 

it’s been hard on you these past weeks.  I’m a selfish 

man and I’m so glad you didn’t leave my side.  The few 

times you did leave the room, I’ll admit, it freaked me 

out.  I didn’t want you out of my sight.  I was a nervous 

wreck when you came here to rest and shower.” 

“I wouldn’t have been anywhere else,” I said, 

turning to look him in the eyes.  I didn’t have to move 

his bangs out of the way this time.  “We are partners, 

remember.  I love you and this is what we do, Gabriel.  

No need to thank me.” 

“I want you to take some time for yourself 

now,” he said, stroking my cheek again.  It was like he 

couldn’t stop touching me.   

“I’m definitely sleeping in tomorrow,” I 

laughed.  The next day was Saturday, so we didn’t have 

to get Ethan ready for school.  “Where’s Ethan?” 

“With your mom,” he said.  “She’s keeping him 

in the bungalow tonight.  Are you hungry?” 

“Actually,” my stomach rumbled.  “I am.  I’ll go 

grab some leftovers.” 
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“No,” he stopped me, rolling us so that I was on 

my back and he was hovering over me.  “Let me take 

care of you, for once.  God, please.  Let me take care of 

you.  I couldn’t do it in the hospital and I owe everything 

to my brothers for watching out for you, and the girls 

too.  Don’t think I didn’t know all the times they had to 

force you to eat while I was out of it.  I heard a lot of 

things while I was out.  I’m not the only one who needs 

to gain back weight.” 

“A girl is supposed to be happy when she loses 

weight, Gabriel,” I rolled my eyes. 

“You were perfect before,” he smiled, his voice 

deepened to the lusty rockstar that always got me going.  

Was he flirting with me?  “I want you back the way you 

were.  I missed holding on to your hips as I made love 

with you from behind.  Your breasts are still perfect.”  

He used his left hand to cup one in his hand, leaning 

down to press a kiss between them through the material 

of my shirt. 

I let him go into the kitchen to get me a plate of 

food.  He returned a few minutes later with a tray.  I 

wanted to jump up and take it from him, but he was 

doing very well holding onto the handle with his right 

hand.  I noticed how he balanced the weight toward the 

left of the tray so that he didn’t have to put much force 

on the right side.  He smiled happily when he placed the 

tray over my lap. 

“Let me go get your tea,” he said.  “I didn’t want 

to risk it just yet, but I’ll get it soon enough.”  His words 

made me want to cry again. He was so determined to get 

better.  I was going to be his biggest fan and help him 

every step of the way.  He returned with the tea and 

settled in to the bed next to me.  I ate while he silently 

watched reruns of Breaking Bad.  

After I finished the meal, he insisted on taking it 

to the kitchen.  He returned with a triumphant smile.  I 

patted the bed and once he climbed in, I snuggled deep 



269 

 

into his left side, saying a prayer of thanks for all the 

things that were right in my life. 

 

Gabe 

 

She slept in my arms all night and that little 

gesture was my downfall.  I didn’t know that I could 

love this hard.  Brooklyn was my world and she let me 

take care of her last night.  It was a hard go figuring out 

how I was going to carry that tray to the bedroom with 

my gimp hand, but I refused to fail and did it flawlessly.   

Today was another story.  The physical therapist 

would be by to continue exercises on my hand. I hated 

these sessions, because they made me feel like shit after 

we would be done.  I’d have to take a pain pill and sleep 

for a few hours afterward from the workout and 

exhaustion.   

It also brought me plenty of entertainment, 

because the woman who helped me in the hospital was 

also the woman who would be coming to my house for 

the next several months.  She also made Brooklyn very 

angry and jealous.  It didn’t go unnoticed that the 

therapist, Molly, had a huge crush on me and pawed at 

me more than necessary.  The woman was attractive.  In 

the blonde bimbo groupie type of way.  I guess if I’d met 

her when I was a new rockstar at the age of twenty-one, 

maybe, but I had better taste than that now.  In fact, I 

saw all other women as faceless people in the crowd.  I 

only had eyes for one beautiful, Cajun woman with long 

brown hair and amazingly wicked lips. 

“I don’t like her,” Brooklyn pouted, her arms 

crossed over her ample breasts.   

“I know,” I agreed, trying to hide my laugh, but 

it didn’t work. 

“You’re not helping,” she scowled. 

“I only have eyes for you, baby,” I said, pulling 

her down into my lap.  She wiggled and her ass made 

contact with my cock, causing it to swell with need.  We 
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still hadn’t had any private time since I returned home, 

but tonight it was going to change.  I had plans.  

Thankfully, Thelma Ray was a born romantic and helped 

me acquire the things I needed for our date tonight.  

We’d be staying home and getting reacquainted with 

each other. 

“Your therapist is here,” Rafe said from the door 

to the living room.  “I just buzzed her in the gate.” 

I thought I heard Brooklyn mumble, “I wish you 

didn’t.”  

The leggy, over caked with makeup, blonde 

sauntered in the room, a bright smile on her face.  She’d 

worn a pair of skinny jeans that left nothing to the 

imagination and a bright pink sweater that dipped so 

low, her cleavage – obviously fake – rolled out of the 

top.  I swear if she sneezed, her nipples would come out 

and poke me in the eyes.   

Brooklyn took a seat in the recliner to my left, 

reaching out to hold my hand.  Molly frowned at our 

joined hands and ignored Brooklyn as she sat down on 

my right.  “Hey Gabe, how are you feeling today?” 

“Better,” I said, choosing my words carefully.  

I’m sure that Brooklyn was going to give me an earful 

after Molly left. 

“Good,” she said, taking my right hand into hers.  

“Let’s see how you are getting along.” 

The next hour I spent squeezing balls and trying 

to pick up handfuls of beans out of a Tupperware 

container.  It didn’t go without notice that she would 

traced my palm with her fingernail, or lean in too close 

when she would look at my hand, flashing her boobs at 

me.  All in all, not only was I exhausted from the 

therapy, I felt like I needed a bath.  Brooklyn held her 

ground and didn’t claw the girl’s eyes out with her nails.  

My girl had nothing to worry about, my eyes were only 

for her.   

“I hate her,” Brooklyn pouted when Molly 

finally left the house.   
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“I need a shower,” I moaned, looking at 

Brooklyn.  She was giving me a look that might have me 

sleeping on the couch tonight if I didn’t clear the air. 

“Okay!  She creeps me out.” 

“At least you’re admitting it,” Brooklyn 

scowled.  “I can have her replaced.” 

“If you want to, for your sanity,” I smiled.  

“Then go ahead.” 

“I’ll go make the call now,” she said, standing 

up from the chair.  I reached out and grabbed her hand, 

trying not to laugh. 

“It can wait,” I said, pulling her down to my lap.  

I lifted my chin for a kiss and was relieved when I got 

what I wanted, but it was only a peck.  “I’d rather you 

help me take a shower.  I’d like to get her off of my 

skin.” 

I laughed as Brooklyn pulled me toward our 

bedroom, only stopping when we reached the bathroom.  

As she started the shower, I pulled the old shirt over my 

head and watched as she unbuttoned her jeans, sliding 

them down her silky legs.  I still had trouble with the 

cast, and Brooklyn helped slip the plastic bag over it, 

securing it to keep the water from getting to the plaster.     

Every nerve ending in my body flared when she 

stayed on her knees, grabbing my length in her tiny 

hand, stroking it from base to tip.  I moaned aloud when 

she ran her tongue over the top, humming at my taste. 

“I’ve missed you,” she whispered, before taking 

my cock into her mouth, working it down the back of her 

throat.  My hands tangled in her hair when her throat 

convulsed, tightening around me.  Pulling back, she 

tilted her head and looked up at me through her lashes, 

her eyes glazed over in lust.  I found myself thrusting 

into the depths of her mouth, my hand still holding on to 

her hair. 

“God, baby,” I moaned, concentrating on the 

warmth of her mouth, the slide of her tongue.  Tiny 

fingers rolled my balls around causing them to tighten.  
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It’d been so long.  If she didn’t stop, this would be over 

before it even began.  “Brooklyn, you have to stop.” 

She pulled back, releasing my cock with an 

audible pop.  I reached out with my left hand and helped 

her from the floor.  There were no words for how I was 

feeling as we walked toward the bed and I pushed her 

down softly on the mattress, the plastic bag around my 

foot forgotten.  I stood over her watching, drinking in 

everything with my eyes.  Her hair, her beautiful breasts 

with pale pink nipples, the scattered silvery marks from 

her time of being pregnant with Ethan…all of it was 

Brooklyn.  I loved her more than anything and I didn’t 

know what would happen to me if she were ever gone.  

My world would implode, the tiny pieces floating in 

space. 

It was our first time together in weeks and I 

wanted to take my time to savor her, love her. 

“Make love to me, baby,” I said, as I took her 

face with both of my hands, thankful I still had some 

feeling in my right.  Tears blurred my vision as I entered 

her welcoming flesh, heat encasing me.  I was home. 

“I love you, Gabriel,” she cried.  “Thank you for 

saving me.” 

“I will always protect you, Brooklyn,” I 

admitted, thrusting deep and slow.  Feeling her sex 

moisten for me as I shifted and plunged in deeper, 

harder. I placed my hands beside her head and raised 

myself up where I could look down on her.  My feet 

were planted on the floor, her legs around my waist, as I 

rolled my hips feeling her clamp down on my cock.  My 

eyes pinched closed trying to hold off the orgasm I felt 

threatening.  I didn’t want this to end.  I used my right 

hand to trace the curves in her body, starting at her 

shoulder and running my hand down her side.  Stopping 

at the side of her breast, I used my thumb to awkwardly 

roll her nipple, causing it to bead under my touch.  I had 

to concentrate hard to make my hand work the way I 
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wanted it too, because of the damage, it sometimes 

didn’t want to cooperate.   

I cursed when my hand slipped from her body, 

slumping itself into the mattress.  “Fuck!” 

“No,” she said, grabbing my face with both of 

her hands.  She pulled me down so that we were almost 

nose to nose.  “Don’t think.  Don’t worry.  I feel you, 

Gabriel.  I feel you.  Don’t, just don’t.  I love you.  You 

will get better.  You will.”  She chanted those words 

repeatedly until I finally sighed and buried my face in 

her neck. 

“I love you,” I mumbled into her hair.  “You are 

so good to me, for me.” 

“I love you regardless of what you can or can’t 

do with that hand, Gabriel.  If you touch me for one 

second or one hour, I cherish it.  I love you for you, not 

what you can do.” 

“Thank you,” I said, kissing her lips and 

increasing my rhythm.  “Come for me.” 

I leaned over, putting my weight on my right 

forearm, not trusting my hand to hold me up.  The 

material rubbed on one of my healing burns, but it didn’t 

hurt bad enough to stop what I was doing.  With my left 

hand, I used my thumb to roll her clit as I shifted my 

hips to hit the spot she needed to come over the edge.   

“Yes,” she hissed, her pussy convulsing around 

my cock.   

“Come on, baby,” I encouraged.  “Come for 

me…with me.  I need you.” 

I pulled my knee up on the bed and thrust into 

her harder, all the while rolling her clit.  The second I 

added pressure it, she exploded underneath me, crying 

out my name with her release.   I couldn’t hold out to 

give her another orgasm.  It’d been so long since we’d 

made love.  I pounded into her flesh, giving her 

everything she needed from me, but soon after, I was 

flying.  My release hit me with the force of a freight 
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train.  My seed pulsed and emptied into her body, 

marking her as mine. 

 We never got to my plan for the evening, only 

spent the rest of it cuddled up in the bed.  My surprise 

date would have to wait.  Good, because that gave me a 

little more time to prepare. 
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Chapter 5 

 

Brooklyn 

 

Gabriel forced my mom and me out of the house 

telling me to take a day for myself. He was going to 

work with Ethan on his guitar lessons. I was more than 

happy that he was jumping right back into playing the 

guitar. 

It’d been two days since we’d made love for the 

first time after the fire.  My chest still fluttered when I 

remembered the way we moved together that night.  

Gabriel was in charge of my body and I was in charge of 

his.  He worshiped mine as if I was a goddess. I loved 

him, telling him I was grateful he was still here for me to 

love.  

“What has you smiling, daughter of mine,” my 

mom asked, bringing me back to the present. We were in 

a little boutique not far from Gabriel’s house.  I was 

pushing blouses to the left as I walked down the aisle, 

not paying any attention to what was on the rack. I was 

too busy daydreaming to notice the clothes. 

“Just thinking about Gabriel,” I shrugged. 

“He’s a good man, Brooklyn,” she sighed, 

wrapping an arm around my shoulders and giving me a 

tight squeeze. 

“Yes, he is,” I smiled. 

“You deserve this, Brooklyn,” she frowned.  “I 

know you want your independence, but you need to let 

him help you rebuild the restaurant.”  He must’ve talked 

to my mom yesterday, asking her to convince me to let 

him pay for the difference between the insurance money 

and what I would need to get the place up and running 

again. 

My employees had found jobs elsewhere, but all 

of them had assured me that it’s only temporary and as 

soon as Cordeau’s was open for business, they’d be 

back.  Thomas was working for an upscale Italian 
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restaurant in Hollywood and he hated it.  I didn’t have 

the guts to tell any of them that I may not be able to 

reopen.  At least the insurance money would make a nice 

college fund for Ethan.  I was still confused as what to 

do. 

“I don’t want to take handouts,” I growled.   

“I know you don’t,” she said, holding up a 

purple sweater to my chest to see if the color would look 

good on me.  She must’ve deemed it as acceptable, 

because she tossed it over her arm and moved on to the 

next rack.  “But Gabe loves you and he truly wants to do 

these things for you.  I know I taught you to be the way 

you are.  God knows I was trying to teach you how to 

live on your own, but I’m taking back everything that I 

told you.” 

“What?” I asked, more than a little confused.  

All of my life, I was told that I had to earn what I had, to 

never ask for help, and if I did, it better be for a damn 

good reason. 

“When you fall in love,” she smiled, turning 

from the rack of shirts to look me in the eye. “You give 

each other support.  It doesn’t matter what that support is 

and Gabe wants to give you monetary support along 

with his loving support.  If he didn’t believe in you or 

Cordeau’s, he wouldn’t have offered, Brooklyn.” 

She did have a point.  Hearing her words, put 

everything in a slightly different perspective.  Was he 

really doing this because he thought I was worth the 

shot?  That what I had going with Cordeau’s was 

because of my talent?  I remembered us talking a little 

bit about natural talent the first time we met and he 

loved the food that I cooked.  Maybe I was making this a 

bigger deal than what it really was. 

“Thanks, momma,” I said, pulling her into a 

gigantic hug. 

“So, you’ll accept his offer?” she asked, tossing 

another shirt into the pile on her arm.   
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“I’m not saying I will, yet,” I admitted. “But I 

will think more about it.” 

“You need to make a decision soon,” she said. 

“I will,” I promised. 

“Come on,” she laughed, pushing me toward the 

dressing room.  “Let’s find you some new clothes.” 

The rest of the morning, we shopped in every 

little boutique we could find, dragging Rafe and the new 

guy, Trace, along with us.  It was mid-October and the 

temperatures were starting to drop a little.  At night, if 

we went out, I’d need a light sweater to keep off the 

chill.  Sometimes I missed being in Louisiana during the 

winter.  The cold bitter temps during the holidays were 

the best growing up.  Nothing like hot chocolate and a 

warm quilt to make you feel at home.   

“You’re quiet in there,” mom said.  She was in 

the dressing room next to me trying on her own clothes. 

“Sorry,” I mumbled. 

“What are you worrying about now, my child?” 

she asked. 

“Just thinking about winter at home,” I admitted, 

with a shrug she couldn’t see.   

“I don’t miss those cold nights,” she said.  From 

the tone of her voice, I imagined she shivered when 

remembering. 

“I do,” I laughed.  “I think I just miss the hot 

cocoa and granny’s quilt.” 

“I still have that old quilt,” she said. 

“You do?” I said, with a raised brow. 

“Yes,” she laughed.  “It’s in my attic.  Do you 

want that old thing?” 

“Heck yes,” I rolled my eyes.  “I loved that 

quilt.” 

“Okay,” mom laughed.  I heard her door open.  

She must be finished trying on her clothes.  “Maybe 

these guys can run us by my place and I’ll grab it for 

you.” 

“That would be great, mom.  Thank you.” 
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“Anytime, darling,” she said. 

  After lunch at a quiet little bistro down the 

street from the last shop we were in, Rafe and Trace took 

us over to my mom’s house.  Trace went inside with her 

to help find the old quilt.  Once they were back, I 

grabbed the quilt from my mom and held it to my face.   

A million memories came flooding back and I 

smiled.  I’d wrapped myself in this quilt when I was 

sick, making forts, or just freezing cold on Christmas 

Eve while we opened presents from each other.  The 

thing was a patchwork of materials.  Pink flowers, blue 

checkerboards, more flowers, but these were green and 

yellow, all combined on a cream background.  The 

material scraps shaped into a wedding ring and my 

granny had told me a few times that her mother made it 

for her and gramps as their wedding gift.   

When we arrived back at the house, Ethan met 

us in the garage and asked mom to go swimming with 

him.  They said their goodbyes and mom said she would 

be back later in the evening.  She was giving Gabriel and 

me some quiet time.  She had been doing that a lot 

lately.  Either that, or she loved the little house out back 

more than she said she did.  I laughed to myself.  That 

woman was completely crazy for that place.   

Mom loved the little bungalow that Gabriel had 

in the back of his property.  We’d talked the night before 

with Gabriel about us all moving in at his place. She was 

beyond excited and we decided to pack up our things 

next week to make it official.  Gabriel was going to have 

a realtor come in and put both of our places up for sale.  

Thankfully, mom already owned her house outright, so 

the money she made would go in her pocket for later 

use.  She said that she had always wanted to take a trip 

to Hawaii and may use that money to fund her trip of a 

lifetime.   

I’d make a good amount of money on my house 

when it sold, but that money would go toward replacing 

all of the equipment in my restaurant.  I would be able to 
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start rebuilding soon with the help of the insurance 

money.  By the time my house sold, I should be able to 

start refilling the restaurant with everything I’d need to 

open.   

There were a few trucks in the driveway that I 

didn’t recognize.  When I walked in the house, I could 

hear music floating up from the basement and after the 

sound of deep male voices followed the music, I realized 

that the band must be here working on songs. 

I dropped my bags and the quilt on the bed and 

headed downstairs, just to stop dead in my tracks right 

outside the door when I heard Gabriel raising hell in the 

guitar room.  His back was to me so he didn’t see me 

standing outside the door. 

“Son of a bitch,” he cursed, half attempting to 

throw the guitar pick across the room.  It flew a few feet 

and landed softly on the carpet despite the dramatic way 

it was thrown.  

“Hey,” Ash said, standing up from the stool he 

was on.  “It’s going to be alright.  You can’t expect to 

play perfectly your first time, brother.  Breathe.” 

“Fuck you,” he growled.  “God dammit!  I feel 

like a fucking failure!” 

“Dude,” Kane said.  “Just do what you can.  

There’s no hurry.” 

“Yes there is,” Gabriel replied.  “I don’t want to 

be the one to hold up this album.  We’re running late as 

it is.” 

“I can always record your part on the album,” 

Ash said.  “It’s not like I don’t know how to do it.” 

“That’s not the point,” Gabriel sighed, grabbing 

the sides of his head in frustration.  “I want to do this.  I 

have to do this!  Don’t you see?  This is my life.  I have 

a family now.  I have to be able to do this to take care of 

them.  I can’t be a failure.  I need to be able to play to 

support them.  What good am I if I can’t fucking use my 

god dammed hand?  It’s fucking useless!  What was I 

thinking?” 
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Kane looked up from his stool and turned his 

head, seeing me standing there for the first time.  All 

eyes shifted to see what he was looking at.  Three sets of 

eyes found mine and they all had looks of sadness in 

theirs.   

“What…,” Gabriel said, finally turning around 

on his stool.  His eyes widened quickly before 

smoldering back into the loving gaze he had when he 

looked at me.  I averted my eyes quickly and looked at 

my feet. 

“Hey,” I said, feeling like I wasn’t welcome in 

the room.  I nervously twisted the hem of my sweater in 

my fingers.  “I…I just wanted to let you know I was 

home.” 

Turning for the stairs, I heard Gabriel curse 

before he called out my name, but I didn’t know what to 

say to him.  We’d had this conversation many times.  He 

told me he was determined to get better, but he never 

told me why.  I’d told him that I didn’t care how long it 

took, that I loved him for him, not that he was a rockstar.  

He obviously was still beating himself up about his 

injury.  Did he wish he hadn’t run into that building?  I 

still felt guilty about him getting hurt.  He didn’t have to 

save me, but he did.  Did he hate me?  If not now, then 

would he eventually grow to blame me for it?   What if 

he couldn’t ever play the guitar again?  Would Glory 

Days break up?  The dream they’d built from the ground 

up would be shattered and it would all be my fault.   

He’d said, ‘What was I thinking?’  Did that 

mean he was scolding himself for trying to play this 

soon, or was it worse?  Was he beating himself up for 

running into that burning building to save me?  I knew 

that he ran in that building to save me, because he loved 

me.  But that other part of my brain…the one laced with 

doubts?  It conjured up the worst meaning for his 

statement…he shouldn’t have risked everything for me. 

Tears trailed down my face as I went into 

our…no, his bedroom and locked the door.  I sat on the 
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bed and looked around at everything in his room.  

Nothing was mine.  Everything in this beautiful home 

was his.  I didn’t have anything here but clothes.  There 

were no pictures of Ethan on the wall of his first day of 

school.  Him playing baseball when he was six.  No 

baby pictures.  Nothing.  I was living in a fucking dream.   

“Brooklyn,” Gabriel said, turning the knob on 

the door.  “Baby, let me in.”  His voice was calmer, 

nothing like the angry outburst from downstairs. 

“Just give me a few minutes, Gabe,” I cried.  

“J…just go a…away.” 

“No,” he pounded on the door.  “Please, open 

the door.  Talk to me.” 

I didn’t say anything, just pulled the covers over 

my head, trying to wallow in my own misery.  I couldn’t 

face him right now.  I had to think if I was doing the 

right thing, opening my heart to him.  I still couldn’t get 

the idea out of my head that I’d ruined everything for 

him.  I’d stolen his life.  A softer knock sounded on the 

door, less frantic.   

“Brooklyn,” Ash called out.  “Can I come in?” 

I threw the covers back and walked over to the 

door, twisting the lock and walking back to the bed.  I 

sat down and waiting for him to enter the room.  I didn’t 

look up to see if Gabriel was standing on the other side.  

I just couldn’t look in his eyes right now, I was too 

ashamed.   

“I’d rather just be alone for a few minutes, if you 

don’t mind,” I said, politely.  A throb between my eyes 

caused me to wince, but my back was turned where Ash 

couldn’t see.  I’m sure he’d get Gabriel in the room if he 

saw me in any distress. 

“I’ll leave you alone, but I want to make sure 

you’re okay,” he said, taking a seat in the chair next to 

the bed.  Ash always made me nervous with his take 

charge attitude.  He could be a bit intimidating, but as I 

shifted my eyes to look at him, he looked…worried. 

“I’m okay,” I nodded.  
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“Gabe is seriously worried about you,” he said, 

glancing toward the door.  I assumed Gabriel was on the 

other side probably pacing a hole in the carpet. 

“About me?” I raised an eyebrow.  “I’m worried 

about him.” 

“Why are you worried about him,” he asked, 

leaning forward and resting his elbows on the tops of his 

knees. 

“I…If it wasn’t for me, he wouldn’t have gotten 

hurt, Ash.  He wouldn’t have died…twice!  How can he 

love me anymore if what I’d done ruins his career?  

What if ten years down the road, he looks at me and 

blames me for what happened to him?  What if…” 

“Stop,” he said, halting my string of questions.  

Reaching over, Ash took my tiny hands into his and 

squeezed them in understanding.  “Gabe doesn’t blame 

you, Brooklyn.  He loves you and he would have run 

into that burning building a million times over if it took 

saving you each and every time.  He’s frustrated and 

impatient to heal.  That’s all that was.  What you heard 

down there was him blowing his lid because he tried to 

play and he failed.” 

“See,” I cried.  “He’d have already recorded that 

album and y’all would be getting ready for another 

tour.” 

“No,” Ash shook his head.  “Don’t you see?  

That man loves you more than his own life.  Hell, he 

gave his life for you twice, Brooklyn.” 

“I know,” I said, placing my hands over my 

face.  “I’m so overwhelmed right now.” 

“I know you are,” he said, tilting my chin up so I 

would look him in the eyes.  “Honey, you have no idea 

how much we all know how overwhelmed you are.  You 

have been beside him every moment since you woke up 

in that hospital and we love you for taking care of our 

brother.  I’ve never seen someone raise as much hell as 

you did in that emergency room.  It was a miracle we 

didn’t get kicked out when I stood with you and made 
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them put you in that I.C.U. room with him.  You are the 

reason he is still here.  He fought for you and Ethan.  

Gabe loves you Brooklyn.  I know things have been hard 

and frustrating and overwhelming, but look how far 

you’ve come since the fire.  Are you willing to throw all 

of that away?” 

“What?” I gasped, looking at him.  “No!  I’m 

not going to throw it all away.  I love him.  I would 

never leave him, Ash.” 

“You need to quit blaming yourself for what 

happened,” he said, still rubbing circles on the back of 

my hand.  “Did you ever think that Gabe was put into 

your life for a reason?  Fate has a funny way of twisting 

your life around when the time is right.  Sometimes we 

have to fight for those we love and God knows you have 

fought the hardest I’ve ever seen a person fight for the 

one they love.  So, please, Brooklyn.  Help him, but we 

want you to help yourself.  Please call one of us when 

you need help.  We are all family here and you are a part 

of that, too.  If you need a break, call me and I’ll be over 

to manhandle his grumpy ass and make him do what he 

needs to do.” 

“Thank you,” I said, standing up.  Ash followed 

and pulled me into a fatherly hug that made me feel like 

everything was going to be okay.  

“I’m going to send Mary over here tomorrow 

and you girls are going out for the afternoon.  There is a 

concert at Rosie’s tomorrow night and the guys and I 

will meet you over there.  I’m sure Delilah and Liana 

will tag along if it involves shopping.” 

“I need to be here, for him,” I said, my eyes 

going wide.  I really didn’t want to leave him for that 

long of a time.  What if he needed me? 

“No,” he shook his head and held me back with 

outstretched arms so he could look at my face.  Ash had 

a thing about eye contact that I understood now.  He was 

a total businessman and liked control in his life and 

business, the business being the band.  “You are under 
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strict orders to do all those girly things you girls do.  Get 

your hair and nails done, buy a dress, and be ready to hit 

the town with your man.  Got it?” 

“Got it,” I said, defeated.  The pounding in my 

head was getting worse.  The light from the window was 

starting to make my eyes hurt. 

“Good,” he smiled, leaning down to kiss my 

cheek.  “I’ll have Mary call you in the morning.  Now, 

let me go talk to him and I’m sure he’ll be in here 

shortly.” 

“Thank you,” I said, feeling the onslaught of a 

migraine. 

“Anytime, Brooklyn,” he said, as he walked out 

the door, closing it softly behind him. 

As soon as he left the room, I curled up with my 

granny’s quilt and pulled a pillow over my head to block 

out the light from the window.  I had no idea where any 

medicine was and I felt like a complete ass for thinking 

the worse when it came to Gabriel’s feelings.  I needed 

to quit being so hard on myself. 

 

 

Gabe 

 

“She blames herself,” Ash said, sitting down at 

the kitchen table.  Kane and Reed were leaning against 

the barstools with arms folded over their chests.  My 

own chest felt like bricks had been laid in them. 

“Why?” I gasped. 

“She’s overwhelmed and wants to heal you 

herself,” he shook his head and smiled.  “You have an 

amazing woman, Gabe, but Brooklyn is taking all of the 

blame for what happened to you.  She didn’t mention 

anything about hating that woman for trying to kill her.  

Her main objective was to make sure you are okay.” 

“I need to be with her,” I glanced toward the 

bedroom. 
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“Before you go,” he said, placing a hand on my 

forearm to still my movements.  I turned to look him in 

the eye and saw his compassion, his friendship.  “I’ve 

told her that all of the girls are going shopping tomorrow 

and that we will meet them at Rosie’s afterward.  There’s 

a concert and I think we all need a night out.” 

“She’s going shopping,” I asked, panic etched 

my features.  I didn’t like the idea of her going out.   

“Brooklyn needs a day off, with none of this on 

her mind.  All of the guys will be with them, David, 

Dallas, Sergi, and Rafe,” he shook his head.  “She loves 

you, but she needs a break…a day off.” 

“She does,” I sighed, expelling a breath I didn’t 

even know I was holding.  “I’m just nervous about her 

going out.”   

“Go, be with her,” he urged, ignoring my 

comment.   

Everyone gave me the equivalent to a brotherly 

hug and gathered their things.  Once they were out the 

door, I made my way to the bedroom and prayed that the 

door wasn’t locked.  The door being locked held too 

much significance.  Locked doors meant locked hearts.  

In my…our home, I didn’t want any doors between us, 

literally or figuratively. 

  “Brooklyn,” I said, pushing the door open.  My 

heart dropped to my feet when I found her curled up in 

quilt I’d never seen and a pillow over her head.  She 

made a strangled noise and I immediately walked to the 

window and drew the curtains closed.  I slid into bed 

carefully and pulled her into my arms. 

“Baby,” I whispered, but the pain from my deep 

voice must’ve radiated through her head.  I grabbed my 

phone and texted Rafe, asking him to find her headache 

pills.  This was the second time she’d had one of these 

headaches in the last few days.  She’d told me she only 

had them when she was stressed…or overwhelmed. 

Fuck! 
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“Shh,” I whispered when she mewled in protest.  

“I got you, baby.” 

“Sorry,” she whispered, but I stopped her with a 

kiss to the lips after I pushed the pillow off of her face. 

“No sorry,” I replied, keeping my voice at a 

minimum.  “Rafe is bringing your medicine.  After that 

I’m going to hold you while you sleep.  Then we will 

talk about today.  Let me take care of you for once.” 

“G…,” she began, but I pressed my finger to her 

lips to keep her quiet. 

“No arguing,” I demanded, all the while keeping 

my voice softer than a whisper. 

Rafe lightly knocked on the door and pushed it 

open before I could tell him to come in.  If it had been 

any other circumstance, I would’ve chewed him out, but 

he knew that talking was not something that needed to 

be done around Brooklyn when she was hurting like this. 

“Sit up,” I said, pulling us both into a sitting 

position.  Rafe set the medicine and a bottle water next 

to the bed and quickly retreated from the room.  Turning 

Brooklyn so that she could sit between my legs, I leaned 

back on the headboard and pulled her back to my chest.  

She was still dressed in the clothes she’d worn out with 

her mom.  “Take this.” 

I placed a pill in the palm of her hand and held 

the water while she popped the medicine in her mouth.  

After she swallowed the pill, I tugged on the hem of her 

shirt, silently telling her I wanted her undressed.  She 

raised her arms, allowing me to remove the yellow, long 

sleeved top.  I tossed it toward the bathroom door.  I’d 

pick it all up later.  I just needed her comfortable, 

because the next few hours were going to be rough.   

I slid out from behind her and leaned over the 

bed, unbuttoning her jeans.  I had to pat the side of her 

butt to get her to lift her hips in the air to get her jeans to 

slide down.  She jerked when I slid my finger under the 

cuff of her sock, lightly skimming the skin on her ankle.  

The pillow was not over her head anymore, so I saw a 
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ghost of a smile and I couldn’t help but let out a pent up 

breath I didn’t even know I was holding. 

After she was down to her pink, lace panties, I 

rummaged through my drawer and found an old cotton 

shirt for her to wear.  When I turned around, I was 

momentarily struck dumb by the woman in my bed…our 

bed.  Brooklyn was on her side, her long, brown hair 

cascaded down the length of her body, ending at her 

waist.  A large lock was over her shoulder and it lay 

neatly across her breast, blocking it from my view.  The 

rest of her hair was slightly fanned out behind her on my 

pillow.   

“Come here baby,” I said, lifting her up like a 

rag doll.  The medicine must’ve been starting to work, 

because when she opened her eyes, they were slightly 

glazed over.  “Let me dress you.” 

“’Kay,” she whispered.  

It didn’t take much for me to slip the shirt over 

her head and pull her hair back into a ponytail.  Pulling 

the covers up, I slid into the bed and spooned up behind 

her.  She snuggled against me with a little shimmy to her 

hips.  My cock jumped from the contact of her ass 

against it.  I had to grit my teeth to keep the damn thing 

from flaring to life.  Anytime I was close to her, my dick 

had a mind of its own. 

“Quit moving,” I whispered in her ear.  Her soft 

giggle did things to me and I had to place my hand on 

her hip to still her movements.  

“I’m sorry,” she whispered.  I knew she wasn’t 

apologizing for wiggling, she was apologizing for her 

earlier breakdown. 

“I don’t want you to be sorry…for anything,” I 

said, keeping my voice as quiet as possible. 

“It’s my fault…all of it,” she said, rolling over in 

the bed and snuggling up to my chest.  We were on our 

sides and her head rested on my arm, her lips touched 

my bare chest.   
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“No, baby,” I began, reminding myself to keep 

my voice low.  Her eyes were closed because of the 

sensitivity to light, not because she was blocking me out 

and I was okay with that.  “I don’t want you to think 

those thoughts, ever.  What happened was an accident 

that none of us could’ve prevented.  Please quit beating 

yourself up for it.  What you heard down in the room 

was me getting frustrated and nothing else.  I tried to 

play and it was useless.  I’m pushing myself because I 

want to get better sooner rather than later.  I need to get 

in the studio and record.  So, please…please, no more 

blaming yourself.   This is Marissa’s fault…not yours or 

even mine.  What happened, happened, and we have to 

move forward.  We can’t live in the past.” 

“Okay,” she conceded.   

“No more closed doors,” I said, stroking my 

finger over her forehead.  “I don’t like locked doors, 

ever.” 

“Okay,” she yawned.  “Promise.” 

“Good, now sleep,” I said, kissing her one last 

time before she fell asleep in my arms. 

 

 

The girls were already at Rosie’s.  We’d left 

them to their shopping trip and from the text we’d gotten 

from Dallas, it looked like they’d gone overboard during 

their day out.  The guys and I were in the back of the 

SUV, laughing at the poor bodyguards who’d been sent 

to keep watch over them. 

“We should give the guys a bonus for putting up 

with the girls,” Ash snickered.   

“Dallas really hates shopping,” Reed laughed.   

“Paul didn’t mind it so much,” I said.  Paul had 

actually said he enjoyed going.  Why? I had no idea. 

Eric chimed in from the driver’s seat, “I’m very 

thankful you did not send me today.” 

We all laughed at his expression in the rear view 

mirror.  He hated it the most and had voiced his opinion 
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on the matter back when Ash and Mary had gotten 

together.  David had offered to take over the shopping 

trips, but of course, David was gay.  And he even told us 

that it was ingrained in him to be an expert shopper 

because of his status.  We handed the keys over to him 

and have never heard a complaint come out of him since.  

Well, except for the first time he took Mary shopping 

after she’d lost everything in the fire that took her home. 

That mega shopping spree would’ve made most women 

cringe.  They’d bought an entire wardrobe! 

We pulled up to the front entrance of Rosie’s, 

because the upstairs area was just inside the door.  

Instead of coming in the back, where we were not 

noticed, we used this as a quick access to the venue.  

Eric had called ahead and let Rafe and Dallas know that 

we were about to arrive.  As we pulled up, fans were 

gathering around a roped off area so that we could dash 

inside.  Paparazzi were swarming, waiting for us to step 

out of the vehicle. 

“Ready?” Eric called from the front seat.   

“Ready as we’ll ever be,” Ash sighed.  Reed 

grabbed markers from the pocket in the back of the seat 

in front of him, handing them out to each of us.  It was 

common for us to be asked for autographs and pictures 

whenever we went anywhere.  This was no exception.  

There were about fifty people waiting for us to step from 

the vehicle. 

Eric radioed to Rafe to let us out.  When the 

door opened, Ash and I filed out first, followed by Kane 

and Reed.  Our names were shouted as cameras flashed, 

making the night look as if it were noon.  Paparazzi 

shouted questions and fans screamed as we approached. 

“Gabe, can I have your autograph?” a girl 

squealed.   

“Sure,” I said, reaching for a photo that I 

remembered from a photo shoot we’d done a few 

months ago.  It’d recently been published in a magazine. 

“What’s your name?” I asked. 
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“Leah,” she sighed, her eyes were glossed over 

as she looked at me.  It was still a little weird having the 

fans shake and get nervous when we were out in public.  

To us, we were normal people.  I understood the allure 

of seeing your favorite rockstars in person, but it still 

amazed me that we were the ones in the spotlight. 

“Thanks Leah,” I said, handing the personalized 

autograph back to her.  After a quick picture with the 

girl, she held the autographed picture to her chest and 

moved away so another fan could take her place.  It took 

us about ten minutes before Dallas and Rafe ushered us 

inside.   

We climbed the stairs quickly so that we could 

all find our girls.  Ash cursed when we topped the 

stairwell.  I looked around him and ground my teeth 

together at the two men who were trying to hit on our 

girls.  David and Sergi were just pulling them away 

when Ash growled low in his throat and headed toward 

Mary. 

The two men were obviously drunk and didn’t 

like the security guys handling them.  I glanced at 

Brooklyn, who was staring wide eyed at the whole 

incident.  She’d never experienced this as a part of our 

lives.  

Our women were gorgeous. Any man would 

want to try to get close to one of them.  Put them 

together and it was like looking at a model buffet.  I 

didn’t blame other guys for checking them out, but I did 

blame them when they tried to lay a hand on one of our 

girls. 

“I’d advise you to listen to the bodyguard and 

walk away,” Ash said, pulling Mary into his arms.  She 

just rolled her eyes and scowled at her husband.   

“It’s okay, Ash,” she sighed, knowing how 

protective he was.  Hell, how protective we all were.  

I quickly glanced at my sister, making sure she 

was okay with the strange men who were hitting on 

them.  I relaxed when she stood over by Reed laughing 
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for all she was worth.  Delilah was also laughing, with a 

hand wrapped protectively around her baby belly.   

“Would you quit laughing?” Kane scowled at his 

wife. 

“I have to pee,” she giggled, wiping the tears 

from her eyes.  “You guys need to lighten up.” 

“They were hitting on you,” Ash growled. 

“They didn’t know who we were,” Mary cursed.  

“Geez, did you ever think it’s nice for us to be hit on 

when you’re not around?” 

“What?” Ash scoffed, his eyes wide at her 

question. 

“It lets us know we still got it.” Mary shimmied 

her hips. 

“Well, you do,” he frowned.  “You don’t need 

another man to hit on you to let you know you’ve ‘still 

got it’.” He made air quotes around her words.  Mary 

narrowed her eyes and Ash held his hands up in defense. 

“Uh oh,” Kane laughed, pulling Delilah against 

his side. 

“Shut up, Kane,” Mary and Ash growled at the 

same time. 

Mary pulled Ash off into a quiet corner, 

probably to set him in his place.  I had made my way 

over to Brooklyn to watch the show play out.  She was 

still a little wide eyed herself. 

“Hey,” I said, kissing her softly on the lips. 

“Wow,” she giggled.  “I’ve never been on this 

side of the stage to see what people go through in the 

crowd.  That was kind of thrilling.  Until, Ash came in 

and got all growly.”   

“He’s very protective,” I said, pulling her over 

to a chair.  After I sat down, Natalie, the waitress, 

dropped off a beer for me and a mixed drink for 

Brooklyn.   

“That’s sweet,” she smiled, placing the straw to 

her lips and taking a long pull on her new drink.  My 



292 

 

cock twitched in my pants at the action, hoping she’d 

wrap her lips around it like she did the straw. 

“What’s sweet?” I asked. 

“That he gets all growly when he’s being 

protective,” she admitted. “Just like you.” 

“Do you want me to get even more growly?” I 

asked, a little bit amused. 

“Baby, you can growl all you want,” she said, 

patting my cheek. 

The concert started and we stood up to next to 

the balcony to watch the bands play.  We were there not 

only to support the local scene, but to look for a new and 

upcoming band to open for us on this next tour, 

unbeknownst to them.  

Ash must’ve gotten his way with Mary, because 

he looked a little smug as they returned from their 

private discussion in the corner.  Mary scowled and 

pulled Brooklyn from my side to join the other girls at a 

table next to where we were all standing in the balcony.   

I occasionally checked on the girls.  They were 

laughing over drinks and having a great time just 

hanging out.  Not only were we checking on them, I 

caught Mary looking over at Ash with a gleam to her 

eye.  Liana watched Reed protectively and Delilah 

smiled warmly at Kane as she rubbed her twins in her 

belly. Brooklyn turned her chair so that she could get to 

me quickly if I needed her. They were very protective of 

the men they loved. 

Our family was complete.  It was strange 

looking at all of us happy and content with women who 

loved us and accepted our careers.  Five years ago, I 

wouldn’t have ever imagined this would be the place our 

journey would’ve taken us. With the strength of those 

four women, I felt that I could conquer the world. 

 

 

 

 



293 

 

Chapter 6 

 

Brooklyn 

 

It’d been a month since my last migraine and 

everything was getting back to normal.  Gabriel was out 

of the cast and his wounds had mostly healed.  He’d 

even recorded two songs for the new album the day 

before.  His hand still gave him troubles, but he was 

otherwise back to his old self. Delilah had taught me 

how to rub Gabriel’s hands when they hurt.  She said 

that she did that for Kane before and after shows to help 

him with keeping the aches and pains out of them from 

the assault he delivered on his hands night after night. 

Today, I was watching him run on the treadmill 

in the garage while Doc Michaels gave him one of many 

physicals since the fire.  Now that the cast was gone 

from his ankle, he had no residual problems once it 

healed.  Gabriel was laughing and doing tricks on the 

damn thing that made my heart stop in my chest when I 

imagined him taking a fall and reinjuring his leg. 

It was also extremely sexy watching him work 

out.  His hair was slightly damp with sweat from 

exercising. His shirt was off and his muscles bunched 

and flexed as he ran at a steady pace on the treadmill.  

The pair of loose fitting, black shorts he wore hung low 

on his hips. The thick, corded muscles in his legs rippled 

when his feet hit the belt.  My womb fluttered as my 

eyes traveled up his lean body.  Gabriel was beautiful.  

I scowled when he turned around and ran 

backwards.  The man was going to give me a heart 

attack, playing around on that damn thing.  He laughed 

loudly and turned himself around, but smirked before he 

did it again.  

“I’m good, baby,” he smiled, cheekily.  “Look!” 

“Gabriel!”  I covered my eyes and held my 

breath, praying he wasn’t going to face plant on the 

treadmill.  When I looked up again, Doc Michaels was 
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rolling his eyes and pointing for him to get off the 

machine.  I gave him a smug look of satisfaction when 

he stopped the belt-of-death he’d been doing circus 

tricks on. 

“Alright, Evil Knievel,” Doc said, rolling his 

eyes again for good measure.  “Let’s see this hand.” 

Gabriel sat down and grabbed a towel from the 

chair, wiping his face.  He leaned over and pressed a 

sweaty kiss to my lips.  I was trying desperately to read 

the book in my hand.  When he leaned over to grab a 

water bottle from the table on his other side, my eyes 

landed on the tight muscles of his back and I was 

suddenly not interested in the hero of the book.  He had 

nothing on Gabriel Miller.   

He’d gained back his weight and I was doing the 

same, although I’d gained a few more pounds than what 

I had before the fire.  I complained to him about needing 

new clothes.  He’d just smile and pull me to the bed to 

show me all the things he loved about my body.  New 

clothes were forgotten after he kissed all the worries 

away. 

I’d grabbed an apple on the way down and 

decided I’d eat that to keep my mind off of his exposed 

six pack.  The moment I bit into it, it tasted…wrong.  

My stomach pitched and rolled, before I even got the 

first bite swallowed down.  My eyes widened seconds 

before I bolted for the bathroom just inside the house.  I 

heard Gabriel and Doc curse as they followed. I barely 

made it before heaving up the cereal I’d had earlier for 

breakfast. 

“Brooklyn,” Gabriel gasped from the doorway.  

He landed on his knees next to me and grabbed my hair 

while I retched into the toilet.   

“Oh,” I moaned, clutching my stomach.  “Go 

away.” 

“Not happening,” he said, rubbing circles on my 

back.  “What’s wrong?” 
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“I don’t know,” I gasped, still hugging the toilet, 

completely humiliated.  “That apple must’ve been bad.” 

“Come on,” Doc Michaels said.  “Let’s get her 

somewhere that I can look her over.” 

Thankfully, Gabriel let me have a moment to 

wash out my mouth before he walked me into the living 

room.  I fell back against the pillows once I reached the 

couch and took a few deep breaths, “I actually feel 

better.”  

“Hm,” Doc Michaels said, looking at me over 

the rim of his glasses. 

“Hm?” I said, finally opening my eyes.  “What’s 

‘Hm’?” 

“Just wondering if you have food poisoning, or 

that stomach bug that’s been going around,” he 

shrugged.   

“Whatever it is,” I sighed, feeling a little better.  

“I don’t want either one of them.” 

The doctor proceeded to check my temperature 

and press around on my stomach, still unsure of my 

sudden vomiting.  “Are you on any medications?” 

“No,” I shook my head.  “Just my migraine pills, 

but I haven’t taken them in about a month.” 

“What about your birth control,” he asked. My 

world tilted at his words, the air rushed out of my lungs, 

and Gabriel moved forward when he saw the shocked 

look on my face. 

“Oh, fuck,” I gasped. 

“What?” Gabriel asked, taking a seat next to me, 

his hand grabbing ahold of mine.  “What’s wrong, 

Brooklyn?” 

“I…I’m such an idiot!”  I squeezed my eyes 

closed and said a silent prayer that this was only a 

stomach bug. 

“Have you not been taking your pills, 

Brooklyn,” Doc Michaels asked. 

“I’m sorry,” I cried, tears trailed down my 

cheek.  “With all of the hospital stuff and the stress 
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and…and my mind has been crazy.  The fire and 

insurance people and taking care of Gabriel.  I…I totally 

forgot.  How do you forget something like that?!  How 

stupid can I be?” 

“Whoa,” Gabriel said, stroking my hair.  He 

used his thumb to wipe away the tears that had wet my 

face.  “Whatever is going on, we will deal with it.” 

Deal with it?  God, did he think I did this on 

purpose?  Would he think I did this on purpose, if I was 

truly pregnant?   

“Brooklyn,” Doc said, opening his bag.  “Let’s 

go ahead and get this out of the way.”  He handed me an 

over-the-counter pregnancy test and took a seat in the 

recliner.  I quickly wondered why the band’s physician 

carried around pregnancy tests in his bag.  Well, I guess 

with all of the guys and the amount of children that 

they’d had already, the doc decided to keep some on 

hand. 

I held the test in my hand for the longest time, 

staring at the little box like it was a bomb.  I wasn’t 

ready for this.  I couldn’t do this again.  Shaking my 

head, I dropped the box; it crashed to the floor as I 

bolted upright.  “I…I can’t be.  I can’t do this.” 

Gabriel reached for me, but I backed away, my 

foot caught the corner of the couch and my body fell 

backwards.  He lunged for me at the same time as Doc 

Michaels.  Two sets of hands grabbed ahold of my body 

preventing me from falling on my ass. 

“Brooklyn,” Gabriel whispered, wrapping his 

arms around my waist and pulling me tight against his 

chest.  “Look at me.” 

“No,” I shook my head, my stomach twisted and 

groaned from whatever was going on with my body. 

“Yes,” he demanded.  Gabriel looked over my 

shoulder. After a silent conversation passed between the 

two, Doc Michaels excused himself and promised to 

come by first thing in the morning. 
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“Gabriel,” I cried.  “I’m so sorry.  I didn’t mean 

to do this.  It was an accident, I swear!” 

“Wait,” he paused, a confused look marred his 

beautiful face.  “You think that I think you did this on 

purpose!” 

“I don’t know,” I lied.  “I wasn’t thinking.” 

“Baby,” he shook his head.  “I know you didn’t 

do this on purpose.  Now, calm down.  Breathe, 

Brooklyn.  It can’t be good for you to get upset.” 

“Okay,” I sighed, taking that deep, calming 

breath I so desperately needed. 

“Let’s take this test and just see what the hell is 

going on with you,” he said, reaching for the box that 

still laid on the floor. I cringed back from the threatening 

thing, worried it may, in fact, bite me.  “Come.” 

His one word that he used to demand I listen to 

him was like a command my body refused to ignore.  I 

found myself walking with him back into the bathroom.  

He set the box on the counter and turned to me, placing 

his hands on my shoulders. 

“Brooklyn,” he paused.  “Whatever this test 

says, I love you.  I will always love you.  Granted, we 

are going to get married.  It just happens that we are 

doing things a little differently.  I need you to focus for 

me.  We have to know if we are pregnant.” 

“Pregnant,” I whispered, my stomach lurched 

again, thankfully I didn’t get sick this time. 

“Are you going to be able to do this?  Or, am I 

going to have to help you?” he chuckled.  He knew I 

didn’t like him in the bathroom with me and he was 

using that to lighten the mood.  It did work a little, 

because I scowled at him, pushing him out the door.  He 

closed it with a promise to be right outside. 

“Hurry up,” he said, from the other side of the 

door. 

“I’m hurrying,” I growled.  Damn, he was 

impatient. 



298 

 

Reading the directions on the box, I carefully 

followed them and decided to set it on the counter and 

not even look at the thing for five minutes.  I didn’t think 

I could stand waiting and watching that little stick for the 

allotted time.  I quickly brushed my teeth and washed 

my hands. 

“What’s taking you so long?” Gabriel groaned, 

from the other side of the door. 

“I’m done.” I took a deep breath and walked out 

the door to find him pacing back and forth down the 

hallway. “We have to wait five minutes.” 

“Okay,” he sighed, pulling me into his arms. 

“Whatever happens…I want you to know that I love 

you.” 

“I love you too,” I sighed.  “I’m sorry, Gabriel.  

I didn’t do this on purpose.  I’ve been so stressed and I 

honestly forgot.”  I knew I was repeating myself, but I 

had to let him know that I didn’t plan this.  I didn’t want 

anyone to think that.  What would people think?   

“Don’t ever think that I would suggest you did 

this on purpose, baby,” he growled.  “You have done so 

much for me since the fire and I can’t thank you 

enough.” 

“Are you…are you hoping that I 

am…pregnant?” I asked, carefully judging his 

expression.  All I saw there was love. 

“Actually…yes,” he smiled, widely.   

“Really,” I gasped. 

“Yes,” he said, pulling me into his arms.  “I 

want children and I want you to be the mother of those 

children.  So, yeah.  If we are pregnant then I promise to 

take care of you and spoil you.  You and our child…our 

children will want for nothing.  I promise you.” 

“Oh, Gabriel,” I cried.  He said if ‘we’ were 

pregnant.  He was seriously wanting this.  How could I 

not love him?   

This was the total polar opposite from when I 

was pregnant with Ethan. I had no one.  Well, I had my 
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mom, but that’s different.  I didn’t have a man who was 

excited to be a father, or who promised to take care of 

me and our child. 

“Quit thinking,” he said, kissing my forehead. 

“I…I’m scared,” I admitted. 

“There’s nothing to be scared, or even worried 

about,” he smiled.  “Let’s go look at the test, together.” 

“Okay,” I said, warily.   

Gabriel gasped before we were both in the 

bathroom.  He could see the result before he even picked 

up the stick.  Tears fell from my eyes as he picked it up, 

the little window was turned away from me so I couldn’t 

see what it said.  

The brilliant smile on his face told me the result. 

“Positive?” I whispered. 

“Positive,” he grinned.  “We’re pregnant!”  He 

tossed the stick on the counter and scooped me up into 

his arms, spinning me around.  Shock kept me from 

talking. Gabriel pressed his lips to mine in a kiss that 

told me he was very excited about the outcome. 

“We are getting married today,” he growled. 

“I’m not waiting another day!” 

“What?” I gasped.  “We can’t get married 

today.” 

“Oh, yes we can,” he growled.  “And yes we 

will.  I’m not going to have my girl pregnant with my 

child unless she is my wife.” 

“Whoa,” I stopped him.  “We have to tell my 

mom and Ethan.” 

“Let’s tell them,” he said, setting me down and 

grabbing my hand.  I was completely thrown for a loop.  

I was in love and now pregnant.  How would Ethan take 

all of this news?  How would my mom?  Were we 

jumping into this too soon? 

My mom had moved into the little bungalow out 

back two weeks ago.  Gabriel had movers come in and 

pack up the things she wanted to keep before putting her 

house on the market.   
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I’d moved in with Gabriel the day we came 

home from the hospital. We didn’t even discuss it, it just 

happened.  We’d moved all of our clothes in the week 

after and my house sold the first week it was on the 

market.  I had enough money from the sale of my house 

to make up for the difference in what the insurance 

money covered and what I needed to get Cordeau’s 

rebuilt and opened.  The construction company started 

work on the restaurant three days ago.  It looked like 

we’d reopen in about five weeks. 

“Are you sure, Gabriel?” I asked, one last time 

before we walked out to my mom’s little house.   

He turned around and pulled me into his arms. 

“Baby, I have never been so sure of anything in my life.  

I love you and I want us to be a family.  I want Ethan to 

be my son and I want this little baby to come into this 

world with a complete family.  So, yeah.  I’m sure.” 

“I am, too,” I whispered.  Wrapping my fingers 

around his neck, I pulled him to my lips and kissed him 

softly, letting him know exactly how much I loved him.   

“Let’s tell grandma,” he laughed. 

We hurried out to her house and knocked softly 

on the door.  She opened the door with a bright smile on 

her face.  “What are you kids doing out here?” 

“We came to tell you something,” Gabriel 

smiled, bouncing on his toes. 

“Well, come in,” she laughed, holding the door 

open wide.  We made our way over to her old brown 

couch she insisted on keeping and she took the matching 

recliner in the corner.  The bungalow was the perfect 

size for her and she’d set it up to look almost like her old 

home.  Everything was soft and cozy.  It reminded me of 

the home we lived in when I was just a little girl.  She 

had potted plants in the bay window to give them 

sunlight and her massive bookcase was beside the 

recliner, just as it had been my whole life.   

“What are you so excited about, Gabe?” she 

laughed. 
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“We’re pregnant,” he announced, proudly.   

“Oh my,” she screeched. She grabbed us both in 

a crushing hug.  Gabriel wrapped his arms around both 

of us and we looked like a silly triangle standing there 

holding each other.  “I’m so happy for you both.” 

“Thanks, ma,” I said, trying to fight back tears. 

“I want to get married today,” Gabriel said. 

“Today?” Thelma Ray gasped.  “It’s noon, 

Gabe.  I don’t think we can do it today.” 

“We can wait, Gabriel,” I said, taking my seat 

back on the sofa. 

“I don’t want to wait too long,” he growled.  

“We’ve already talked about not having a huge wedding.  

So, I don’t see why we can’t go to the Justice of the 

Peace and have it done.” 

“We should probably wait until Saturday, when 

Ethan can go with us,” I said, taking his hand into mine. 

“Yeah,” he nodded.  “I guess we can.” 

“Even if you are going to the courthouse, 

Brooklyn needs a dress,” my mom scolded Gabriel.   

“Yes ma’am,” he laughed.  “Okay, then we will 

go dress shopping tomorrow.  Then we can get married 

Saturday.” 

“Sounds good to me,” I smiled.  The whole 

pregnancy thing scared me when I wasn’t sure, but 

seeing him excited and happy made me realize that it 

was all going to be okay. 

 

Gabe 

 

I was going to be a father. 

Holy shit!  I was going to be a father! 

Looking at her sitting on the couch next to me, 

Brooklyn glowed, radiant. The fact that she was willing 

to get married on such short notice made my chest swell 

with pride and love.  There was a little baby in her belly.  

My child.  A product of our love.   
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“I’ll have Eric or Paul secure the marriage 

license.  Then we can go dress shopping tomorrow while 

Ethan is at school,” I said, pulling our conjoined hands 

up so that I could kiss the back of her hand. 

“When do you want to tell Ethan?” she asked. 

“As soon as he gets home,” I smiled.  “But I also 

want to ask you something.” 

“What?” she frowned, trying to figure out what I 

was wanting.  I rubbed my hands up and down her arms, 

needing to touch her skin.  It was soft and warm under 

my fingers. 

“I want to adopt Ethan…give him my name,” I 

admitted.   

“You do?” she cried.  “Oh, Gabriel.  He loves 

you so much.” 

“So, that’s a yes?” I asked, raising a brow. 

“I say yes,” she nodded.  “It’s up to him.” 

“I’ll talk to him about it tonight,” I promised.  If 

she was going to be my wife, then Ethan needed to be 

my son.  “I love him, Brooklyn.  He is a great kid and 

I’d be honored to be his father.” 

“Thank you,” she sighed.   

Thelma Ray was sitting quietly, shedding silent 

tears.  We’d been so wrapped up in our own little world 

that I forgot she’d been sitting there. 

“Are you okay with this, Thelma Ray?” I asked, 

hoping I didn’t sound too forward. 

“It’s perfectly okay,” she laughed and wiped 

away tears from her cheeks. 

“Good,” I nodded.  “Then it’s settled.” 

I looked at the two women and smiled. This was 

my family.  These women and Ethan were my forever.  I 

had fallen in love and not only gained a partner, but a 

child and a mother.  I closed my eyes and said a prayer, 

hoping somehow that my mother heard me. 

I’m so happy ma, just like you told me I would 

be.  She’s my forever. 
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After we left the bungalow, Brooklyn and I went 

into the kitchen.  She set out making lunch while I sent a 

text to Doc Michaels.  He said that he’d be back over 

after lunch to check over Brooklyn again and get her set 

up for care at his office.  He wasn’t only our physician, 

Doc Michaels had a practice in Los Angeles that he 

worked at part time.  He’d delivered Ash and Mary’s 

kids and was in charge of Delilah’s care during her 

recent pregnancy.  Now, he’d have another to deliver.  

My child.   

During lunch, we talked about the pregnancy 

and I listened to everything she told me so that I would 

be prepared for what was to come. 

“I was there when Hunter was born,” I laughed.  

“I didn’t see the actual birth, because Liana made me 

stay up there by her head, but it was the most amazing 

thing I’d ever witnessed.” 

“It is,” she smiled, remembering her time with 

Ethan. 

“I can’t wait to see you round with my baby,” I 

admitted.  

“Oh,” she giggled.  “You’ll definitely see me 

round and miserable.” 

“I won’t let you be miserable,” I frowned.  “Not 

on my watch.” 

“Oh, okay,” she laughed, again.   

“Are you going to bite my head off during the 

delivery?” I paled.  The look on her face gave me an 

answer.  “You’re mean, aren’t you?” 

“I’m sorry,” she laughed, louder this time.  “I 

really don’t mean to be like that.  I just get cranky when 

I’m in that much pain.” 

“I’m make sure to keep my vital parts away 

from you when that time comes,” I shivered.   

She laughed and stood up to put away our 

dishes. Watching her move around my kitchen, I closed 

my eyes and imagined what she would look like round 

with our child.  I laughed silently to myself when I 



304 

 

thought of her complaining about being miserable.  To 

me, she would be adorable and I made a promise to 

make sure that I kept her comfortable for the next nine 

months. 

A sudden gasp stopped me from my mental 

wandering.  Looking up, I saw her disappear down the 

hallway to our room.  I walked quickly, following her 

toward the bathroom.  I came to a halt outside of the 

toilet area in my bathroom. 

“Open the door, honey,” I said, tapping on the 

door. 

“No,” she moaned.  “Go away, Gabriel.  I’m 

fine.” 

I heard her violent heaving and my heart ached 

for her, “I’m calling Doc Michaels.” Where was he?  He 

said he’d be by after lunch. 

Thankfully, he showed up just as I was about to 

dial his phone.  I sat on the bed while she cleaned herself 

up.  Doc came in with his little black bag and set it on 

the dresser by the door.  “How is she?” 

“She’s still throwing up everything she eats,” I 

worried aloud. 

“Which is perfectly normal,” he laughed at my 

pained expression.  “As long as she stays hydrated and 

attempts to eat, she should be fine, Gabe.  The morning 

sickness usually only last through the first trimester.” 

Before I could reply, Brooklyn came out of the 

bedroom pale and sweat dotted her brow.  She held on to 

her stomach as she climbed in the bed, ignoring both of 

us standing there watching her. 

“Brooklyn,” the doc said, sitting down beside 

her.  “How are you feeling now?” 

“Not so great,” she moaned.  “I didn’t have this 

with Ethan.” 

“All pregnancies are different,” he smiled.  “Let 

me just give you a once over.  When was your last 

menstrual cycle?” 
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“Hell, I really don’t know.  Everything has been 

kind of crazy around here.  I’d say at least a month, 

maybe five weeks.” 

“I’d like to have you come into my office 

tomorrow morning and let me do an ultrasound.  That 

way we can determine a due date and check on the little 

guy.  Just to see how he or she is.” 

“Okay,” Brooklyn said, but her eyes caught 

mine.  I smiled warmly while the doctor felt around on 

her stomach. 

Watching Doc Michaels give her a quick 

physical, I was honestly scared to death, but also 

extremely happy.  It was all good when it was the other 

girls.  My sister’s pregnancy and Mary’s had some 

scares.  Would Brooklyn have issues?  What about the 

birth?  It was one thing to be there when Hunter, my 

nephew, was born, but what about my own child?   

As the Doc went over the prescription for 

prenatal vitamins, a smile spread across my face.  

Everything was so right in my life. 
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Chapter 7 

 

Brooklyn 

 

 

The ultrasound went very well.  Our little 

munchkin was all snug in my belly.  Gabriel was thrilled 

about the baby. In all honesty, this baby couldn’t have 

come at a worse time.  I was beginning to rebuild 

Cordeau’s and Marissa was still on the loose.  Security 

was ramped up at the building site and at home.  Our 

privacy wasn’t so private anymore. 

Word had released about Gabriel’s injuries the 

night he ran into the building to save me.  Now, my 

name was splashed across the headlines and that made 

me nervous, extremely nervous.  The only saving grace I 

had at the moment, was that no one knew about Ethan.  

Everyday my fear of Colt finding out that I had a ten 

year old child only ramped up my nervousness.  The 

paparazzi had already started with the headlines, “Who is 

the Woman Who Stole the Last Available Glory Days 

Member?” and “Sorry, Ladies.  Gabe Miller is Off the 

Market.”  

Trace and Rafe were driving us over to the 

worksite to take a look at what was going on today.  

Unfortunately, I couldn’t get out of the SUV, because of 

the news media surrounding the place.  All I could see 

was that the walls were up and there were several 

workers milling around the place.  Eric had brought in a 

few security guards to act as workers to keep an eye on 

the place.  Their worry was that Marissa would try to 

destroy the building before it could even open.  That 

wasn’t what she wanted. 

Marissa wanted me dead.  Plain and simple. 

Outside of Gabriel’s home, photographers 

snapped pictures, screamed our names, and otherwise 

made it hell to get inside the house.  Thankfully, we had 

extra security there as well. 
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“It will all die down soon,” Gabriel promised, 

taking my hand.  “I promise.” 

“I’m not worried about me,” I gritted through 

my teeth.  “Ethan can’t keep living like this.” 

“I know,” Gabriel worried.   

We’d talked to Ethan the night before about 

everything and he took it about as well as any other ten 

year old would.  He was excited about us getting married 

and the fact that Gabriel wanted to adopt him.  The baby 

was exciting to him, except for the fact that the baby 

pooped its pants.  Ethan was grossed out more than he 

was excited about having a sibling. 

“We need a dress,” I rolled my eyes.  My mother 

and her romance.  I’d rather just get married in my jeans, 

but she was having none of that.  And apparently neither 

was Gabriel.  We should’ve gone shopping today, but 

the trip to Doc Michaels office took us longer than we’d 

thought.  

“I had a dress delivered for you,” he smiled. 

“How the hell did you do that?” I asked, my 

eyes wide. 

“I have my ways,” he laughed, kissing the back 

of my knuckles.  “Come on, it’s inside.” 

Not only was my dress inside, but all of the 

band and their wives.  “What’s this, Gabriel?” 

“Our wedding,” he smiled.  The living room had 

been transformed into a small gathering.  Folding chairs 

were set out with an aisle between them.  A piece of 

white satin had been draped down the middle.  At the 

end stood a preacher.  There were bouquets of white 

roses placed around the room in various places. 

“Oh, Gabriel,” I gasped.  My mom was dressed 

in a simple purple dress that had lace on the sleeves.  

Mary and Liana wore matching ones as well.  The guys 

were wearing black leather pants and white button down 

shirts that were untucked and the sleeves rolled up to 

their elbows.   
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Delilah was dressed in a purple sundress that 

would fit around her expanding belly.  She was in the 

recliner smiling happily at my expression.  “Go, get 

dressed!”  She shooed me toward the bedroom.  Mary 

and Liana grabbed my hand and I had no other choice to 

follow. 

“Momma!”  I turned to see Ethan run out of his 

room dressed in black slacks and a white button down 

shirt just like the guys.  “Are you ready to get married?” 

“Yes, Ethan,” I said, wiping tears from my eyes.  

Gabriel had thought of everything! 

“Go put on your pretty dress,” he said, kissing 

my cheek and pushing me toward Mary and Liana.  

The dress was hanging up in the closet and I 

gasped as Liana took the plastic covering off of the 

material.  It was simple, yet elegant.  The thick straps 

that crossed over the shoulders were made of satin, just 

like the dress.  The material sagged over the breast area, 

a belt of material cinched underneath.  It stopped right at 

the tops of my toes, but the coolest part were the small 

squares cut out on the sides from under my arm, down to 

my waist. 

“It’s beautiful,” I whispered. 

“Gabriel picked it out,” Liana said.  “He loves 

you very much.” 

“And I love him very much,” I said, hugging 

Liana. 

“Let’s get you ready,” she said, choking back 

her own tears. 

Liana and Mary helped me slip into the beautiful 

dress.  My hair was pulled up into a simple bun with 

little pieces left out to frame my face.  Liana added only 

a small amount of makeup to my eyes and left my lips 

bare.  I slipped on a pair of white heels that gave me 

another three inches in height.   

Mary stuck her head out and told them we were 

ready.  “Let’s do this,” she smiled.  I tried to keep my 

tears at bay, but was failing miserably.  Thankful of the 
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light amount of makeup, I took a deep breath and walked 

out the door. 

As I moved down the hallway, a guitar played 

from the living room and the tears fell more when I 

heard Gabriel’s amazing voice.  The song he sang spoke 

of loving every part of me.  As we stepped out of the 

hallway and into the living room, Gabriel’s eyes 

widened and he faltered in playing the song, but only for 

a moment.  Ash took my arm and escorted me to stand in 

front of Gabriel while he continued to sing.  All I wanted 

to do was to pull that guitar away from him and kiss him 

senseless. 

Sniffles behind me told me that the girls and my 

mom were overcome just as much as I was.  I couldn’t 

contain the tears, because this man loved me more than 

life itself.  He’d done the unthinkable and saved my life.  

As the song came to an end, I reached for his 

hand as he handed his guitar off to Kane, who set it on a 

stand by the wall.   

“I love you,” I whispered. 

“And I love you,” he smiled. 

The preacher started with a speech about love 

and long lasting relationships.  He spoke of the meaning 

of marriage and the duties in which we would both be 

responsible for the rest of our lives.  I didn’t really pay 

much attention to him; I was too busy looking into 

Gabriel’s eyes.  He was about to be my husband.  My 

love for him had only grown stronger over these last few 

months.  He was my everything.  

“Do you, Brooklyn, take thee Gabriel, to be your 

wedded husband, to have and to hold from this day 

forward, for better or worse, for richer or for poorer, in 

sickness and in health, to love and to cherish until death 

do you part?” 

“I do,” I said, not choking on my own tears.  The 

preacher turned toward Gabriel and asked him the same 

thing. 
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“Do you, Gabriel, take thee Brooklyn, to be your 

wedded wife, to have and to hold from this day forward, 

for better or worse, for richer or for poorer, in sickness 

and in health, to love and to cherish until death do you 

part?” 

“I most definitely do,” he smiled.   

Everyone chuckled lightly as the preacher asked 

Ash for the rings.   

“May I have the rings,” the preacher asked.  Ash 

smiled, just the corner of his lip lifted into a smug grin.  

He reached in his pocket and pulled out two rings. I 

gasped when I saw the brilliant diamond ring in the 

preacher’s palm. It was ginormous! The thing had to be 

over six carats and the band was a beautiful white gold.   

We all bowed our heads while he prayed over 

the rings and blessed us with a happy life together.  He 

handed my ring to Gabriel and asked him to repeat 

another tradition. 

“Slip the ring on her finger and repeat after me,” 

he began.  “With this ring I thee wed, with my body I 

honor you and all my worldly goods with thee I share.  

In the name of the father, the son, and of the Holy 

Ghost.”  Gabriel repeated what he said and slipped the 

ring on my finger where it settled perfectly in his resting 

spot.  It was heavy, but not enough that it would be a 

burden. 

“Slip the ring on his finger and repeat after me,” 

the preacher said, holding a beautiful white gold band in 

his palm.  When I picked it up, I noticed it had three 

diamonds inlaid in the metal.  When I looked up at 

Gabriel he whispered, “One for you, one for Ethan, and 

one for the baby.”  Then he used his right hand to press 

his palm to my stomach and my tears flowed again.  I 

heard the girls sniffle behind me.  All I wanted to do was 

jump into his arms and demand he make love to me, but 

now wasn’t the time…I had to finish this ceremony. 

“With this ring,” the preacher began.  “I thee 

wed, with my body I honor you and all my worldly 
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goods with thee I share.  In the name of the father, the 

son, and of the Holy Ghost.”  I repeated the vow and 

slipped the ring on Gabriel’s finger, our eyes connected 

and all I saw in his were love and passion. 

“By the power invested in me, by the State of 

California, I now pronounce you husband and wife,” the 

preacher smiled.  “Gabriel, you may kiss your bride.” 

Gabriel grabbed me and pressed his lips to mine 

in a heated kiss, biting my bottom lip and touching the 

seam of my lip with his tongue, demanding entrance.  I 

gasped as he squeezed me tighter, allowing him to slip 

inside.  The kiss melted away any thing around us.  My 

love for Gabriel and his for me lit the air with unseen 

electricity.  The heated press of our lips and tongue 

caused a few throats to clear behind us and that broke the 

connection we were engrossed in.  

Gabriel pressed his forehead to mine, his arms 

still around me like an iron bar.  The preacher turned us 

to our friends and said, “I give you, Mr. and Mrs. 

Gabriel Miller.” 

Everyone erupted in cheers and we were 

gathered up in hugs.  Ethan hugged Gabriel for a long 

time.  “Can I call you dad now?” 

Gabriel looked toward me, waiting for my 

answer.  When I nodded, he smiled brightly before 

turning to Ethan, “Yes, son. You can call me dad.” 

“Yes,” Ethan fist pumped the air and hugged 

Gabriel with all he had. 

“I have something for you,” Gabriel said to 

Ethan, reaching into his pocket.  “I had this made for 

you.  It’s just like mine.”  Ethan’s eyes widened when 

Gabriel pulled out a leather wrap bracelet like his own, 

only this one was smaller to fit around Ethan’s wrist.  It 

was the same black leather, the multiple thin straps 

looped around his arm several times, before it clasped to 

keep the ends securely together.   

“I love it,” Ethan said in awe, twisting his wrist 

back and forth.  “I’ll never take it off.” 
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“I also have something else,” Gabriel said, his 

voice faltered and I looked up at him in confusion.  “I 

hope this is okay.” 

He reached behind him and pulled a manila 

folder off of the table and handed it to me.  I opened it 

and nestled inside was an adoption form, completely 

filled out.  The only thing lacking was my signature.  

Gabriel had already signed. 

“Seriously,” I whispered.  “Are you sure?” 

“One thousand percent sure,” he smiled, 

wrapping his arm around Ethan and pulling him tight 

against his side.  Just like a father would do when 

showing his child affection.  Ethan looked up at Gabriel 

and smiled warmly. 

“What is it?” Ethan asked, looking at me 

strangely.   

“This is an adoption form,” I said, looking at my 

son.  “Gabriel wants to adopt you legally and give you 

his last name.” 

“Really,” Ethan asked, tears pooled in his little 

brown eyes.   

“Yes, son.  Really,” Gabriel said, squatting 

down to look at Ethan on eye level. 

“Mom,” Ethan looked up at me with pleading 

eyes.  “Please.” 

“Yes,” I laughed, tears leaked down my face as I 

reached for the pen and signed the papers to make us a 

complete family. 

“I love you, both,” Gabriel said, as he wrapped 

his arm around our shoulders. 

“I love you, dad,” Ethan replied. 

“I love you, Gabriel,” I cried, wrapping an arm 

around the two most important people in my life. 

 

Gabe 

 

They were mine.   
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I’d drop these papers off at my attorney and he’d 

take care of everything else.  All we needed to do was sit 

back and live the life we wanted.  

The house was filled with our closest friends 

who were also my family.  Delilah and Kane had food 

catered in for our wedding.  Ash and Mary sat at the 

little pub table holding their children.  Ivy leaned her 

head on Ash while he cut up a piece of chicken and 

squeezed a mound of barbeque sauce on the plate.  Mary 

was feeding Elliot some mashed potatoes and trying not 

to get a mess on her dress.  Liana was making a plate for 

Hunter as Reed sat with him at the breakfast bar.   

“Hey you,” Brooklyn said, wrapping her arms 

around me from behind.  She’d changed out of her 

wedding dress and into a pair of jeans and a Glory Days 

hoodie; the one I’d given her when we’d first met.   

“Come,” I said, pulling her around so that I 

could look directly into her beautiful brown eyes.  “How 

are you feeling?” 

“Good,” she smiled.  “I’m actually hungry.” 

“Let me make you a plate,” I said, pushing her 

toward the bar.  She took a seat next to Reed after 

kissing the top of Hunter’s head. 

I pushed Kane out of the way and laughed when 

he shoved me back with his hip.  Eventually, he gave up 

his spot in line and let me grab a few things for 

Brooklyn.  “I’m only letting you cut in line because it’s 

for her.  She’s much better looking than you.” 

“I totally agree,” I laughed and added some 

chicken to her plate and a roll. 

Setting the plate in front of Brooklyn, I turned to 

find Eric standing in the doorway, his iPad in hand.  

When our eyes connected I knew something was wrong.  

Abandoning the kitchen, I followed him into the living 

room.  “What’s wrong?” 

“Marissa,” he snarled.  “She was just seen 

outside your house.  The police are in pursuit of her car.  

I need everyone to stay here for a bit.” 
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“No one’s leaving,” Ash said, as he walked into 

the room, followed by David, Rafe, and Kane.  Reed 

joined us a few minutes later and after filling him in, we 

took seats in the living room to listen to his plan. 

“I hope they catch her ass,” Kane cursed.  

“I want everyone to stay here until she is caught.  

She’s acting a little brave coming to the house, don’t you 

think?”  Eric’s phone rang, cutting off what else he had 

to say.  The conversation was brief and I couldn’t tell 

what the other person was saying, because Eric gave 

nothing away with his short answers. 

“Who was that?” I demanded.  Just thinking 

about that woman caused rage to burn through my 

system like an out of control wildfire.   

“Chief of Police,” he shook his head.  “They are 

now on the highway.  She’s trying to outrun them.” 

“Seriously,” Ash cursed.  “She could kill 

someone.” 

“She won’t get away,” Eric announced.  “It’s 

only a matter of time before she crashes and they’ll have 

her.” 

“Let’s just hope she doesn’t hurt anyone else,” I 

said, pinching the bridge of my nose. 

“What’s going on?” Brooklyn said from the 

door.  Her eyes narrowed on all of us, silently 

demanding answers. 

“It’s Marissa,” I said, holding my hand out for 

her to join me on the couch.  “Come.” 

“Gabriel,” she frowned.  “What is it?” 

“Marissa was just here at the house.”  I held up 

my finger to stop her from talking so I could finish. “The 

police tried to stop her, but she took off in her car.  They 

are currently in a high speed chase with her.” 

“What is she doing?” Brooklyn cursed.  “Do you 

think she’ll get away?” 

“No,” Eric shook his head.  “Marissa won’t get 

very far.  They know what they’re doing, Brooklyn.” 
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Everyone quieted while we waited.  My arms 

were around her, holding her tight against my side. It 

was our wedding day and Marissa had tainted it with her 

presence. What did that woman want?  Why did she hate 

us so much that she wanted one, if not both, of us dead? 

“Gabriel,” Brooklyn stiffened.  “What’s 

wrong?” 

“Huh?” I blinked, realizing I was squeezing her 

tightly as my mind raged about that woman.  “I’m sorry, 

baby. Did I hurt you?” 

“No,” she sighed.  “Talk to me.” 

“I just don’t know what she wants,” I replied, 

my mind still churning ideas over in my head. 

“Oh,” Brooklyn gasped, her hand flying to her 

chest.  Immediately, everyone went on alert. Eric 

scanned the windows with his well-trained eyes. Ash 

and Reed moved forward to block Brooklyn from any 

threat. 

“What’s wrong,” I demanded on a growl, my 

eyes roaming the windows as well. 

“I just remembered something she said,” 

Brooklyn announced, causing Eric to turn in her 

direction. 

“What is it, Brooklyn?” he asked. 

“We were at work and she was having a bad 

day, glaring at Paul and Thomas,” she began.  “I asked 

her to see me in the office and when she came in, I asked 

her if everything was alright.  I asked her if her mom 

was sick, because last year, Marissa had to take off a few 

weeks because her mom had a heart attack and needed 

someone to take care of her.  She promised me her mom 

was okay and that she was having guy trouble. 

“She said that she had a close friend that had 

basically stolen a guy from her and that I shouldn’t 

worry because she would ‘get him back’.  What she said 

gave me the chills, but I dismissed it as a weird love 

triangle.”  Brooklyn shivered and looked up at Eric for 

some clarification.  It took several minutes before Eric 
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said anything and I was about to crawl out of my skin 

with worry. 

“I don’t think it’s you she hates, Brooklyn,” Eric 

said, his voice roughened, before turning toward me.  “I 

think Marissa believes that she is in love with you, 

Gabe.” 

“What?” I growled.  “She’s crazy!  That woman 

used to eye-fuck me when I’d come to Cordeau’s.  I 

never even talked to her to give her any reason to believe 

I had any interest in her whatsoever.” 

“She’s sick, Gabriel,” Ash said, placing a 

calming hand on my shoulder.  “She’s a delusional fan.  

It happens all of the time.  You know this.”  Yes, I did 

know this.  It’d happened to the lead singer of a band 

we’d been touring with a few years ago.  The woman 

stalked him relentlessly.  She finally took it a step too far 

when they found her in his bunk, naked.  She’d followed 

the bus to several locations and truly thought that he was 

in love with her, but he wasn’t.  

My arms quickly went around Brooklyn and 

brought her closer to me…in the safety of my arms.  I 

buried my face in her hair and inhaled her sweet scent, 

calming my overworked nerves. 

“We need to get a restraining order against her 

for you, Gabe.  We already have one for Brooklyn, 

because we originally thought the threat was to her.”  

Eric pulled out his phone and placed a call.  He talked 

with my lawyer and asked for the order to be in his 

hands as soon as possible.   

After he hung up, his phone rang immediately.  

He breathed a sigh of relief and ended the call. “They 

got her,” he smiled. 

“Thank God,” Brooklyn melted into my arms, 

like the life drained out of her at hearing Eric’s words. 

“After I talk to the police, I’m going to pull the 

guards at the hospital watching over Paul,” Eric began.  

“I really don’t want to pull Trace from here, Gabe.  I 

think I’ll keep him with Rafe here at the house for a 
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while.”  Paul was doing much better and was expected to 

leave the hospital in two or three days.  We were all 

relieved that he was going to make a full recovery.  It’d 

been a long road for him, but he would be back on the 

job in no time at all.   

“That’s fine,” I nodded.  “If that is all, I think I 

want to spend some time with my wife.” 

“We’ll let you know what’s going on,” Eric 

promised.   

After a round of hugs and congratulations, 

everyone, except Trace and Rafe, left the house.  Thelma 

Ray took Ethan out to her cottage for the night and told 

us she’d keep him occupied for most of the next day.  

She left with no more than a saucy wink to Brooklyn as 

she walked out of the back door.  Trace and Rafe went to 

their quarters and suddenly the house was quiet. 

“Finally alone,” she purred.  I pulled her into my 

arms and pressed a kiss to her neck, licking a path up to 

her ear. 

“It’s time I made love to my wife,” I said, 

picking her up and carrying her over the threshold to our 

bedroom.  The threat of Marissa was over and we could 

now concentrate on getting back to our life…together. 

 

 

Brooklyn 

 

 

Gabriel set me down next to the bed, but didn’t 

speak.  His gaze traveled over my body, causing a shiver 

of pleasure to roll up my spine.  He leaned in and 

dragged his lips along the edge of my jaw, nibbling 

softly. 

“I love you,” he whispered.  The room was 

barely lit by the setting sun.  There was no noise in the 

room, except for our calm breaths.   

“I love you,” I replied, running my hands up his 

muscular arms.  
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He ran his hands down my back and grasped my 

butt, pulling me flush against him. His erection pressed 

hot and heavy against my stomach.  My sex pulsed and 

ached for him to make love to me.   

His mouth teased my lips. His tongue danced 

across my bottom lip, coaxing me to open for him. On a 

heavy sigh, I leaned into him, pushing my tongue against 

his.  The hands that were cupping my ass moved slowly 

up my sides, ducking under my hoodie.  We only parted 

long enough for him to remove my top.  Our lips 

reconnected like magnets.   

I reached for the button on his leather pants and 

grazed his cock with the back of my knuckles, causing 

Gabriel to moan in pleasure.  Hearing him moan at every 

erotic touch I gave him, increased the courage I needed 

to step out of my shyness a little more each time.  

Taking the lead, I pushed his pants down, 

smiling when I realized he was commando underneath.  

The buttons on his shirt came undone quickly and I 

pushed the material from his shoulders.  He took a 

minute to kick away his pants before laying me out on 

the bed. 

He kissed the skin just above my belly button 

when he unbuttoned my jeans.  I laid back while he 

divested me of them and unsnapped the front closure of 

my bra.  Once I was finally as bare as him, Gabriel 

climbed in between my legs and took my face with both 

of his hands.   

Cupping my face, he looked into my eyes and 

said, “I’ve never been happier in my life. I get to keep 

you and Ethan forever.” 

“Yes,” I said, a tear escaping the corner of my 

eye.  He quickly swiped it away with his thumb and 

leaned over for another kiss that was so hot, I’m 

surprised I didn’t melt under him.   

“Let me love you,” he said, taking one hand 

from my face to massage and caress my aching breast.  

His thumb rolled over the tip, causing it to harden from 
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just his touch.  My sex ached for him, but I was so lost in 

him that I couldn’t form the words on my tongue to ask 

him to hurry up. 

I tilted my head back as his masterful tongue 

stroked over my nipple.  The palm of his left hand trailed 

down my body until his finger slid through the wet folds 

of my pussy.  When he circled the little nub of my clit, I 

hummed loudly, widening my legs further.  The feel of 

him loving me, touching me, made my heart clinch. I 

couldn’t believe he was mine.   

“Gabriel, please,” I breathed.  His hands played 

my body like an expert. He knew exactly how to 

pleasure me.   

“Patience, baby,” he smiled, leaning in to kiss 

me again, but this time he didn’t linger.  My pout was 

short lived as he slid down my body, stopping 

occasionally to kiss various parts of my body; my neck, 

my shoulder, between my breasts, my navel, my hip 

bone.   

I hissed in pleasure as he spread my folds with 

his tongue, tasting me…devouring me.  The press of his 

lips to the swollen nub caused my body to shake with 

anticipation.  He loved making me come this way and 

my body was trained to do just that anytime he was 

paying attention to it.  When he sucked on my clit, 

Gabriel pressed two fingers inside my sex.  Thrusting his 

fingers in time to his sucking, I ran my fingers through 

his hair and pulled him closer to my aching sex, begging 

him to do more. 

“Come for me, Brooklyn,” he urged, stroking his 

fingers in and out of my body.  “I want to taste you on 

my lips, feel you let loose on my hand.  That’s it, baby.  

Come.  Give it to me.” 

His one word demand always commanded my 

body.  My insides coiled tight seconds before they broke 

free and my orgasm hit with a force of a tank.  Stars 

sparked in my vision and I gasped for air.  A keening 

sound escaped my lips as Gabriel buried his face in my 
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pussy, lapping up the evidence of my release.  He licked 

and nipped until I came down from the high, my arms 

fell out to the side. I was completely spent. 

I felt him move over me. His cock bumped into 

my opening.  My legs tried to raise over his hips, but 

they didn’t want to move on their own.  Gabriel used one 

hand to wrap them over his hips; first my left, then my 

right.  I hooked my ankles behind his back and closed 

my eyes as he cock pressed into my sex.  Still pulsing 

from the release he’d just given me, my sex clamped 

down around his length, pulling him inside.  When he 

was seated firmly, we both groaned in pleasure.  I never 

believed sex could be this amazing, this wonderful.  

Gabriel braced himself on his forearms next to 

my head, his fingers trailed down the side of my face.  I 

felt his knees push out wider and I moaned from the new 

angle he was now rutting into me.   

This man, who looked at me like I was a 

goddess, loved me deeply.  There would never be a time 

in my life where I would doubt his love.  My only hope 

would be that I could show him how much I loved him 

in return.  There were days where I used to worry and 

wonder, but not anymore.  Gabriel was mine and I was 

his.  There would be a small replica of us coming in the 

next eight months.  Ethan loved Gabriel and now called 

him his father.  My mother was close and the restaurant 

was being rebuilt.  The woman who tried to kill me was 

now in custody.  There wasn’t anything else out there to 

hurt our family. 

“Come for me again,” he urged, kissing the spot 

below my ear.  “Let me feel you. That’s it…yes.”  He 

pumped faster, letting my climax take over stroking his 

cock from the inside.  My soft pants turned into grunts of 

desire laced need. His name fell off of my lips in a blast 

of ecstasy.   

“Gabriel, p…please,” I begged, my core 

demanding more from him. Deeper he thrust, our bodies 

glistening with sweat from our exertion.  “Fuck me, 
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harder. Please.”  I begged over and over again, 

needing…wanting Gabriel to pound into my sex.  The 

wanton words and actions coming from my mouth made 

it feel like I was living in another body.  Gabriel just did 

that to me. 

“One more time, baby,” he panted, never 

missing his thrusts as he took my lips with his own.  His 

tongue was hot and velvety as he stroked against my 

lips, pushing in…demanding entrance.  My fingers 

tangled in his hair, pulling him closer to my mouth, if 

that was even possible. I couldn’t get enough of him.  I 

couldn’t get close enough to him.  I wanted to crawl 

under his skin and never come out.  Gabriel was mine 

and I never wanted to give up this feeling of love and 

belonging and complete rightness.   

“I can’t,” I chanted, my body struggling to 

continue. He’d already wrung two mind-shattering 

orgasms from me and now he wanted another one. 

“You can baby,” he cooed. He reached between 

us and used his thumb to rotate my clit, pushing on the 

pulsing nub. 

“No,” I cried, moving my head from side to side. 

The intense tingling sensations spreading out from my 

clit made my breath come out in short pants.  A mewling 

sound erupted from my lips as I succumb to another 

orgasm he’d demanded from my body. 

Gabriel jerked inside me and moaned out my 

name, thrusting once…twice and I felt his come bathing 

the inside of my sex. 

“Love you,” he whispered, cupping my face.  He 

pressed his lips to mine in a soft kiss while still inside 

me.  I felt his cock still pulsing from his release and the 

fact that his body was laying tight against my clit caused 

a flutter of tiny aftershocks to my insides.  My hips 

moved on their own and I threw my head back, closing 

my eyes. 

“Feels so good,” I panted. “Don’t move.” 
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“I feel you fluttering around me,” he smiled, a 

little smug.  He’d done this to me and he loved it. 

“You do this to me,” I smiled, finally opening 

my eyes.  “Thank you.” 

“I should be thanking you,” he admitted.  “I love 

you, honey.” 

“I love you,” I said. 

After we showered, I slid into the bed and closed 

my eyes.  Gabriel shut off all of the lights and climbed in 

behind me, pulling me close.  He tangled his legs around 

mine and kissed my shoulder.  I didn’t hear anything 

else he said, because my exhaustion pulled me under 

into a restful sleep. 
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Chapter 8 

 

Brooklyn 

 

 

We’d finally climbed out of bed around nine the 

next morning.  Gabriel looked suspicious, but I didn’t 

say anything.  It only took a few steps into the kitchen 

before I found out the reason why.  

“What is this?” I asked Gabriel, looking out at 

the three men who were working in the backyard.  There 

were several bags of dirt and several round wire basket 

enclosures that reminded me of the ones you put around 

tomatoes in the garden.  “It looks like a garden.” 

“That’s because it is a garden,” he admitted, 

wrapping his arms around me from behind. “I know how 

you like to cook with fresh vegetables, so I’m having a 

garden put in.  I know it’s practically the first of 

December, but in the spring, you can plant whatever it is 

you want.  These men can come back and plant them if 

you’d like.” 

“Oh, Gabriel,” I smiled, turning around in his 

arms and kissing him soundly on the lips.  “I love it!” 

“I thought you would,” he blushed. “It’s my 

wedding gift to you.  Well, at least one of them.” 

“You don’t have to get me a gift,” I scowled.   

“I know,” he said, pulling me into his arms.  

“But I wanted to do something and this was practical and 

I knew you’d use it.” 

“I can’t wait for everything to grow in the 

spring,” I said. 

“Do you know what you’d like for them to plant 

for you?”  He released me and went to make us each a 

cup of coffee while I watched the men work outside. 

“Actually,” I said, accepting the cup from his 

hand.  “I’d like to do it all myself.  I love gardening, but 

I didn’t have a lot of time at the other house.  I’m sure 

my mom will help me when I go back to work.” 
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   “About that,” he paused, looking at my still 

flat belly.  “I don’t want you working too much when 

you reopen.  You have to let Thomas take over, honey.  

It’s not good for the baby.” 

“I know,” I nodded.  “But I’m not going to stay 

at home every day either, Gabriel.” 

“I understand,” he said, wrapping an arm around 

my waist.  His other hand rested on my stomach.  “I just 

want you and the baby to be okay.” 

“I should be okay,” I admitted.  “I didn’t have 

any problems with Ethan.  It was a rather textbook 

pregnancy.  This one may be different.  I never had 

morning sickness with Ethan.” I turned up my nose at 

the horrible sickness I’d been having lately. 

“I’m going to make sure you are taken care of,” 

he sighed.  “We need to sit down and talk about the tour.  

I’m going to be on the road when you are due, but I can 

have someone fill in for me for a month.” 

“Is that going to be okay with Ash?” 

“He wouldn’t let me tour anyway,” I laughed. 

“Family is everything to him, so he will ban me from the 

bus until you and the baby are settled in. I’m sure the 

girls will be around to help, too. My sister will insist on 

being here.” 

“Okay,” I smiled.  Knowing that I wouldn’t be 

alone helped ease the worry I had over Gabriel being out 

on the road. I was thankful that the guys understood he’d 

need to be home with me. I wasn’t going to do this alone 

again. No, not again.  I had Gabriel. 

Gabriel’s phone rang interrupting my thoughts.  

He frowned at the screen and answered it on the third 

ring, “Barney?” 

I listened to the one sided conversation with his 

lawyer and from the look on Gabriel’s face, I wasn’t 

going to like what he was going to say.  I waited until 

the call was finished before I started asking questions.  I 

didn’t have to wait long, before he told me what the call 

was about. 
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“We have to go to the police station later today,” 

he said.  “They want to talk to us again about the fire.  

They need all of the evidence they can get to throw the 

book at Marissa.” 

“Okay,” I whispered.  “We’re not going to have 

to see her? Are we?” 

“No,” he growled, pulling me into his arms.  

God, it felt so good with his strong arms around me. I 

felt safe, protected.  “I don’t want you in the same room 

as that woman.” 

“It’s you that she wants,” I reminded him. 

“She won’t get me,” he promised, landing a kiss 

on my shoulder. “Do you feel like eating breakfast?”  I 

knew that was the end of his discussion on Marissa. He 

didn’t want to be reminded of the fire that almost killed 

us. 

Placing my hand over my still flat tummy I said, 

“Maybe some oatmeal.” 

“Sit down. I’ll make you some,” he smiled, 

pushing me toward the bar in the kitchen. I took my seat 

on the stool and swiveled around to watch the men 

working outside. 

I imagined working in the dirt, planting the 

vegetables, and growing them to perfection. I loved 

cooking with fresh ingredients.  I could also plant some 

herbs as well.  Ethan would love picking them off the 

vine when they were ready to be eaten.  I could finally 

grow enough tomatoes to make my homemade sauce for 

lasagna.  My mother would be in heaven with this 

garden just steps from her door. 

“Here,” Gabriel said, pulling me from my 

daydreams.  “Eat.” 

“Yes, sir,” I giggled.  His eyes heated as he 

watched me add butter and brown sugar to my breakfast.  

The look on his face was predatory, like he wanted to 

devour me. 

Ignoring him, I took a bite of the warm, sweet 

goodness in front of me.  The moment it touched my 
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tongue, I dropped the spoon on the counter.  Gabriel 

spun around as I bolted from the kitchen.  My knees hit 

the floor hard as I slid across the cool tile of the 

bathroom.  Tears sprang into my eyes as I heaved 

practically nothing into the toilet.  Once the violent dry 

heaves subsided, I fell back against the wall and placed 

my hand on my forehead.  Gabriel appeared with a cool 

cloth and knelt down in front of me. 

“Hey, beautiful,” he said, using his thumb to 

wipe away the tears from my eyes.  He wouldn’t hand 

over the cloth; so I let him place the cloth against my 

neck. 

“Oh,” I moaned. 

“You look pale. Let’s get you into the bed,” he 

smiled, holding his hand out to pull me up from the 

floor.   

“Let me brush my teeth,” I said, stopping at the 

sink.  I suddenly felt horrible, even worse than the day 

before when I’d lost my lunch. 

Gabriel waited for me to climb into the bed. I 

really didn’t feel like moving today. My stomach was 

queasy and I was starting to develop a massive 

headache.  I rubbed my forehead and rolled over on my 

side with my back to him.   

“Do you need me to get you something?” 

“Can you call Doc Michaels and see what I can 

take for a headache?  I know I can’t take my migraine 

pills anymore. I know there are some things I can take 

over-the-counter, but I don’t remember which ones are 

safe for the baby.”   

“I’ll be right back,” he said, leaning over and 

placing a kiss to my aching head.  I knew there was 

something wrong when he stiffened.  “Baby, you’re 

burning up!” 

“I must be getting a cold or something,” I said, 

pulling the blanket higher up over my shoulder. The 

room was really cold. 
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“Are you okay,” he worried, pressing his hand to 

my head, cheek, shoulder, and on my stomach.  

“No,” I yawned.  “Just call the doc and I’ll take 

a nap.”  I really didn’t hear his reply, because I was 

suddenly very cold and very tired.  Sleep came soon 

after I gave in and embraced the warm blanket Gabriel 

pulled up over my feverish body. 

 

Gabe 

 

“She’s been puking, she’s got a fever, and I…I 

don’t know what to do,” I blurted into the phone.  

“Calm down, Gabe,” Doc Michaels said.  Easy 

for him to say, he wasn’t expecting a baby and his wife 

wasn’t sick!  “Now, tell me what’s going on, exactly.” 

I replayed what happened this morning, not 

skipping on any of the details.  “Now, she’s shivering 

and fell asleep.  She doesn’t know what to take for her 

headache.” 

“Give her some Tylenol and I’ll swing by in a 

few hours to check her over,” he said.  “Gabe, she’s sick 

and probably has a cold.  The nausea is most likely from 

the morning sickness.  I don’t think it’s anything we 

need to be concerned about.  She must stay hydrated.  

Do you have any Gatorade?” 

“Yes,” I answered.   

“Give her the medicine and have her drink some 

Gatorade, then let her sleep,” he advised.  “I’ll be over 

around lunch to check her over.” 

“Thank you,” I sighed. 

 After hanging up with the doc, I took the 

medicine and walked into our room.  Brooklyn was 

asleep on her side.  She had her arms wrapped around 

my pillow, holding it close to her body.  I stood there 

and watched her for the longest time.  She was my wife 

and the mother of my children.  I closed my eyes and 

said a silent prayer, giving thanks for her and Ethan and 

the tiny baby in her womb.  I loved them so much. 
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“Brooklyn,” I said, leaning over and kissing her 

forehead.  I’d set the medicine and grape drink on the 

nightstand next to the bed.  “Baby, wake up.” 

“Hmm,” she moaned, rolling over.  Covering her 

eyes she groaned.  “Head still hurts.” 

“I know,” I said, stroking her arm softly.  “I 

brought you some medicine Doc Michaels approved for 

you to take and some Gatorade.” 

“Okay,” she said, sitting up in the bed.  I held 

out the pills and watched as she took them, carefully 

taking baby sips of the drink. 

“He’s coming over in a few hours to check you 

over.  I have to meet the lawyer downtown…” 

“Oh, no,” she said, cutting me off.  “I have to 

go.” 

“No,” I shook my head.  “I’ve already arranged 

for you to go in next week.  Rafe and Trace are here in 

the house and you call them if you need anything.  Rafe 

will bring Doc Michaels back to the room when he 

arrives, but I have to go.” 

“It’s okay, Gabriel,” she said.  “Where’s my 

mom?” 

“She’s out in the cottage and will go with Rafe 

to pick up Ethan when school gets out.  She said she’d 

come in and cook dinner tonight.” 

“Okay,” she smiled.  “Thank you.” 

“I just want you to sleep, honey.  I’ll be back for 

dinner.”  Leaning over, I brushed my lips against her 

temple and helped her settle down into the mattress she 

loved so much.  After covering her with the sheet and a 

light blanket, I turned the lamp off and left the room. 

 

“Mr. Miller,” the officer said, as he walked into 

the room.  “Marissa Stone is being held without bond for 

the attempted murder of yourself, Brooklyn Cordeau, 

and Paul Anderson. We need you to fill out a statement 

about everything you remember the night of the fire.” 

“I don’t remember much,” I admitted.   
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“Whatever you can would be a great help,” he 

said, handing me a blank sheet of paper.  “The more 

detailed you are the better.” 

“My wife…Ms. Cordeau remembers much more 

than I do,” I said.  

“You can bring her up to the station when she is 

feeling better,” he smiled.  “I understand.  My wife was 

the same way during her pregnancy.  The first few 

months were horrible.” 

“It’s scaring me to death,” I admitted. 

“I totally agree with you there, but the end result 

will make it all worth it,” he smiled. 

“I can’t wait,” I said, picking up a pen that was 

upright in a cup at the edge of the table.  The walls were 

stark white and void of any pictures or posters.   

“I’ll be back in fifteen minutes to see if you’ve 

finished,” he said, pushing away from the table and 

taking the file folder along with him as he left the room. 

I looked at the blank piece of paper and tried to 

remember everything that happened.  I wrote my 

statement as a bystander would.  I didn’t want to put any 

emotions into what I was writing.  They’d only asked me 

for facts. 

My lawyer, Edward Barney, sat quietly in the 

corner.  He was only there for counsel and to make sure 

that he was available if I had any questions.   

“It’s so hard to remember,” I admitted aloud. 

“Whatever you can remember, Gabe.  That’s all 

they need.”  He leaned forward and looked at what I’d 

written.  

I started with the frantic phone call that 

Brooklyn had made to me when she found Paul knock 

out cold in the supply room at the restaurant.  She’d 

found him after the doors were closed and everyone had 

gone home.  Brooklyn admitted that Marissa had asked 

her bodyguard to help get something off a tall shelf and 

once that was done, she’d left for the night.  Only for 

Brooklyn to rush to his aid sometime later. 
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Brooklyn had called me to come and get her out 

of the room.  She’d given me a key only a few weeks 

prior.  I rushed out to my truck and when I was ten 

minutes away did she smell smoke.  We’d hung up when 

I called Eric and she called the fire department.  When I 

finally reached her again, she told me she loved me and 

hung up the phone, resigning herself to die in that 

building. 

The pen dropped from my fingers as I replayed 

that night over in my head. My chest ached thinking 

about her dying in that building, the fear of the 

unknown, and finally turning the corner and seeing the 

building on fire. 

It’d taken a few weeks for those memories to 

come back.  After I’d awoken from the coma, I only 

remembered rushing out of the house, but as I healed, 

the memories returned.   

I had to bite my cheek to keep the tears at bay.  

Barney’s hand suddenly squeezed my shoulder.  “You 

can stop if you need a moment.” 

“I’m fine,” I lied.  “I need to get this done so 

that I can get back to Brooklyn.” 

“She’s a very lucky woman to have you, Gabe,” 

he said, patting my back and returning to his seat. 

“I’m the lucky one,” I whispered, not caring if 

he heard me or not. 

I spent another few minutes on writing what I 

remembered.  The officer came back in and took my 

paperwork, saying they’d be in touch and to bring 

Brooklyn when she was feeling better, but they needed 

the statement sometime in the near future.  I assured 

them that we’d be back in the next few days. 

Barney and I gathered our things and made our 

way out of the room, passing several cubicles where 

investigators worked diligently on whatever criminal 

cases they were assigned.  Some of them stopped me and 

asked for my autograph.  I chatted with a few male 

officers who were huge fans and usually worked our 
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shows when we were in town.  I thanked them and told 

them to say hello next time they saw me.   

Barney and I found Eric waiting in the hallway.  

He decided to sit out and answer some emails while we 

were inside the office.  I guess he figured no one would 

attack me or maul me to death when I was around so 

many police officers.   

“How did it go?” he asked, taking his place on 

my left side.  Barney stayed on my right, looking like a 

million bucks in his custom tailored suit and carrying a 

leather briefcase. 

“It went okay,” I shrugged as we entered the 

elevator. “About as well as could be expected trying to 

relive the night I almost lost Brooklyn and myself.” 

“At least Marissa is behind bars,” Barney 

reminded me. 

I was about to say something to Eric when the 

elevator doors open and I looked up from where I was 

staring at the floor.  My heart seized in my chest and my 

blood rolled to a boil.  I blinked a few times when I saw 

the man standing in front of me.  Eric reached for me 

before I lunged at the man who had made me. 

Kevin Miller looked like an older version of 

myself.  He was a few inches shorter than me and his 

hair was more gray than black.  He wore a blue cotton 

shirt and jeans.  His face was wrinkled and his blue eyes 

were more of a dulled gray.   

“Hello, Gabe,” my father said. 
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Chapter 9 

 

Gabe 

 

Ignoring him, just like I did a horde of crazed 

fans, I turned my shoulder to the side and tried to pass 

him, but he reached out and grabbed my arm.  

Thankfully, Eric was faster and grabbed my father by the 

wrist. 

“I’m sorry, Mr. Miller is not available today. 

Please excuse us,” Eric said, politely.  He was much 

more polite than I was.  I wanted to punch the man. 

“Son,” he called out.  “I’m sorry.  Please talk to 

me.” 

Turning slowly, I looked Kevin Miller dead in 

the eyes and said, “I’m sorry, my father died when I was 

just a boy.  If you’ll excuse me.” 

“Son, you know damn good and well that I am 

not dead,” he growled.  I clinched my fists at my side, 

praying I had the strength not to kill him at the police 

station.  I really didn’t want to go to jail. 

“What do you want?” I demanded. 

“I know about your mother,” he admitted.  We 

already knew this because of his internet search records, 

but he didn’t know that I knew.  I guess now was a good 

time to get answers. 

“Why do you even care?” I asked. 

“At one time, I loved her,” he shook his head.  

“But I wasn’t the man she deserved.” 

“You’re damn right you weren’t,” I cursed.  

“You need to stay away from us.” 

“How is Liana?” he asked, a soft smile played 

on his lips.   

“You do not get to ask about her,” I growled, 

lunging toward him, but was quickly held in place by my 

bodyguard.  “You lost that right when you did what you 

did.” 
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“I know,” he said, shamefully.  “I was an idiot, 

but I paid for my crimes.” 

“By the law you did,” I said.  “Those poor girls 

will never be the same.  You are still a monster in my 

book.  I don’t ever want to see you again and if you even 

think about contacting Liana, I will hunt you down 

myself.” 

“Are you threatening me…in a police station,” 

he asked, faking a look of being appalled. 

“No,” I shook my head and glared into his eyes.  

“It’s a promise.” 

“So protective,” he snarled.  “I could’ve raised 

you better.  I should’ve taken you when I left.” 

“You couldn’t stay, because mom did the right 

thing by kicking you out,” I said.  “I’m a better man than 

you ever were or ever will be.  Why are you even here?” 

“To register,” he said.  Kevin Miller had the gall 

to look embarrassed for what he’d done. I think he was 

only sorry for getting caught.   

“No, why are you here in Los Angeles,” I asked. 

“Your Uncle Gary is sick,” he admitted.  “I 

wanted to spend what time I could with my brother.” 

“As long as you stay away from us, I’ll be 

happy,” I said, backing away from him slowly.  I was 

finished talking with him.  The few minutes together was 

enough for a lifetime.  “Don’t try and contact me or my 

sister.  You are not welcome, or wanted.” 

“If you say so,” he said, turning around and 

walking down the hallway. 

Eric rushed me out to the SUV.  Barney made 

his escape and left me with instructions to call him when 

Brooklyn was ready to make her statement.   

I climbed into the backseat and jerked the 

seatbelt over my shoulder, clicking it in place a little 

harder than was necessary.  Immediately, I ran my hands 

through my hair and tried to calm my breathing.  “Take 

me to Ash’s house.” 
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“I’ll call ahead to let him know we are stopping 

by,” he said.  I needed to talk to someone and going 

home pissed off wasn’t what I needed to do when 

Brooklyn was already not feeling well.  She didn’t need 

to see me like this. 

“You know what?” I said, stopping him from 

placing the call.  “Take me to see my sister.  She needs 

to know.  Keeping this from her will just make things 

worse.” 

“Okay,” he said, pulling out of the parking lot of 

the station and turning toward my sister’s home. 

She met the SUV as we pulled into the 

driveway.  Liana’s face was concerned as she opened the 

rear door.  “What’s wrong?” 

“Can we go inside?” I asked. 

“Sure,” she replied, walking through the garage 

and into the door.  I found Reed sitting on the couch.  He 

stood as I entered holding my nephew, Hunter. 

“Let me put him down for his nap,” Reed said. 

“What is it, Gabe?” she worried, placing her 

hand on my knee.  I waited until Reed returned and sat 

down in the recliner. 

“I just ran into our father,” I admitted.  Liana 

gasped and placed her hand over her mouth, tears sprang 

into her eyes.  It killed me to tell her this.  I didn’t want 

her upset over what had occurred, but I had no choice, I 

had to let her know. 

“What did he say?” she growled. 

“A bunch of nonsense,” I began, clinching my 

fists at my side.  “He said he’s here to see our uncle who 

is dying and he asked about you.” 

“What did you tell him?” she cursed. 

“That he didn’t get to ask about us,” I shook my 

head.  “He said he was there to register. Which means 

he’s staying in town and has to register as a sexy 

offender in the state.  I told him to stay away from us.” 

“That’s good,” she nodded, wiping tears from 

her eyes.  Liana had recently been told that I’d known 
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where our father was for years.  She had never been told 

that he was convicted of touching little girls when we 

were very young and mom had kicked him out.  He 

moved to Florida and lived there until recently when he 

moved back to Los Angeles.   

“What do we do now?” Reed asked, speaking 

for the first time. 

“We watch him,” Eric said.  “I will have him 

monitored to the best of my ability.  If he contacts any of 

you, I need to know.  Do not go anywhere without a 

guard.” 

“That gets old, Eric,” Liana said. 

“It’s for the best,” Eric replied.  “I know you 

guys like getting out on your own, but if you are going 

to be in public, I’d like to have a guard with you.” 

“Dallas will be here,” Liana said.  Her personal 

bodyguard didn’t leave her side.  He was very protective 

of her. 

“Are you okay, Gabe?” Reed asked. 

“I’m pissed,” I admitted.  “He was the last 

person I ever thought I’d run into.” 

“I’m glad you came to tell me,” Liana said, 

pulling me into a tight embrace.  She kissed my cheek 

and whispered, “I don’t want you to worry.” 

“I always worry, peanut,” I said, using the 

nickname I’d given her when she was just a toddler. 

“You have more important things to worry 

about,” she said. 

“You are just as important,” I reminded her. 

“I’ll be fine,” she said, looking toward her 

husband, Reed. 

“I know you will,” I laughed, knowing Reed, our 

giant bassist, would not let anyone hurt my sister.  He 

loved her deeply and I couldn’t ask for a better man to 

take care of her when I couldn’t.   

I didn’t stay long after that.  I needed to get 

home to check on my wife.  My wife…damn I can’t 

believe it happened.  The woman I’d fawned over for so 
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long loved me and made the ultimate jump to marriage.  

I was the luckiest man in the world. 

So, I was a little outraged when I walked in the 

house with Eric and found her in the kitchen, dark 

circles under her eyes and she was cooking. 

“What the hell are you doing out of bed?”  I 

marched over and pulled her into my arms, her head was 

boiling hot and her mother was nowhere to be found. 

“I was hungry,” she sighed.  “I wanted some 

soup.” 

“Baby, you should have called your mom,” I 

growled.  “Go, lay down.  I’ll bring it to you.” 

“I got it, Gabriel,” she said, pushing my hand 

away.   

“No,” I said, scooping her up into my arms.  She 

gasped in surprise, but quickly melted into my arms, 

tucking her head under my chin. “In the bed, Mrs. 

Miller.  I will bring you a tray.” 

“Okay,” she said, defeated.   

“What did Doc Michaels say?”  Gently, I laid 

her out on the bed, pulling the covers up to her chin. 

“Just a virus,” she said, snuggling into the 

pillows.  “He said that I’m going to be fine.” 

After promising to return, I grabbed a bowl and 

ladled some soup into it from the pot on the stove.  

There were crackers already set out on the counter, so I 

grabbed a sleeve out of the box.  I poured her some 

water and after grabbing some medicine, I returned to 

the bedroom. 

“Here, baby,” I said, placing the tray over her 

lap. 

“Thank you,” she smiled. 

I found myself raising a hand and tracing her 

face, causing Brooklyn to look up from under her long 

lashes.  Her eyes fluttered closed and she leaned her face 

into my palm.  The only sound in the room was our quiet 

breathing.   
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I still couldn’t believe she was mine.  I loved her 

more than anything in the world.  

“What is it?” she asked, softly. 

“I love you,” I whispered, leaning in and 

pressing my lips to her feverish forehead.  “Take your 

medicine and eat.” 

“Yes, sir,” she laughed.  “You know I won’t 

break, right?” 

“I know,” I smiled.  “I just want you to feel 

better.” 

“With you taking care of me,” she smirked.  “I 

should be back to myself in no time.” 

“That’s the plan,” I winked.   

I tucked blankets around her and took a seat in 

the chair next to the bed so that I could keep an eye on 

her.  My mind still swirled with questions about seeing 

my father for the first time in twenty-five years.  My 

body stiffened as a thought slammed into my brain.  He 

knew that I knew who he was.  How the hell did he know 

that? 

“What’s wrong?” Brooklyn asked, pushing the 

tray off of her lap.  

“I, uh.  Yeah, I ran into my father today,” I 

cursed.  “Somehow he knew, that I knew, who he was.” 

“That’s strange,” she replied.  “What did he 

say?” 

“He tried to stop me in the police station and 

when Eric tried to shuffle me out, he said, ‘Son, talk to 

me’.  When I told him my father was dead, he said ‘You 

know I’m not dead’.  It just occurred to me that he knew 

I’d recognize him.  I don’t get him.  Hell, I don’t want to 

get him, or be around him.  He’s nothing but trouble.” 

“I don’t want you around him either,” she 

admitted.    

“That’s the plan, baby,” I said, tucking the 

blankets around her.  “Let us worry about my father and 

you worry about getting better and taking care of our 

baby.” 
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“Okay,” she said, relaxing back into the bed.  It 

didn’t take long for her to fall asleep.  

I watched her for a while, just happy that she 

was now my wife and that she was giving me a child of 

my own.  I would do anything for them, all of them.  

 

Brooklyn 

 

It took four days for me to feel like myself 

again. 

Gabriel was out of the house and in the studio 

today recording the last few songs for the upcoming 

album, Beginning to Live.  His hand was better, but still 

gave him troubles.  I was worried about the upcoming 

tour and if he would be ready to head out in just a few 

more months.  He promised that he would be alright, but 

I sometimes wondered if he was just telling me that to be 

strong.  Men, what can you do?   

Today, Rafe and I were going over to Cordeau’s 

to check on the progress of the rebuild. They were 

finishing the walls and beginning to lay down the new 

flooring.  An appliance vendor would be meeting me 

there to discuss the installation of the new stoves and 

refrigerators.  Eric’s company had already begun wiring 

the place with a newer, updated security system that 

would be monitored from his main offices.  I felt a lot 

safer with this new system. 

The best news of the day came when Rafe found 

me in the kitchen making some scrambled eggs and toast 

for Ethan and me.  Today was a huge field trip for him 

and he was chomping at the bit to head into school. 

“Morning,” I said as Rafe grabbed a cup of 

coffee and took a seat next to Ethan. 

“I have some news,” he smiled. 

“What’s that?” Ethan asked around a bite of 

toast.  I scowled at him for talking with his mouth full, 

but he ignored me…as usual. 
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“Paul will be discharged from the hospital 

today,” he announced.  Ethan gasped and then pumped 

his fist in the air. 

“He is coming here, right,” Ethan asked.  When 

Rafe looked toward me, I smiled and said, “He most 

certainly will.”   

“Paul will be working part-time over the next 

few weeks,” Rafe said, pausing to take a sip from his 

cup.  “Eric doesn’t want him jumping back into work, 

but Paul wants to start work immediately.  I think he 

misses everyone.”   

“We do miss him,” I said.  Paul had suffered the 

worse from the fire and had been recovering, at first in 

the burn unit, then in a regular room for the last few 

weeks.  He had been burned and broken, just as Gabriel, 

but his burns were worse.  The wall that was in flames 

had fallen directly on his back as he shielded us with his 

body.   

“Can he drive me to school,” Ethan asked 

hopefully. 

“As soon as he’s up to it,” Rafe smiled.  “I’m 

sure he will be back to running this place like a well-

oiled machine.” 

“Cool,” Ethan laughed.  

“What time do you want to leave, Ms. 

Brooklyn?” Rafe asked, walking around the counter to 

rinse his mug out and set it in the dishwasher. 

“Around nine,” I answered.  “I’m to meet Hardy 

at Cordeau’s at nine thirty.” 

“Trace is taking me to school?” Ethan asked, 

handing me his now empty plate. 

“Yes and he will pick you up afterward,” I 

smiled.  “Go grab your backpack and brush your teeth.”  

As usual, he scoffed and ran off to do as he was told.   

Trace passed Ethan in the hallway.  I heard them 

exchange high fives a few seconds before the other 

bodyguard entered the kitchen.   
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“Morning,” he announced as he turned the 

corner.  Rafe and I replied with the same greeting.  Trace 

laid out his plans for the day with picking up Paul and 

what room they were planning on setting up for him in 

the main house.  Since he wasn’t back on full duty, he 

would let Rafe stay in the guest quarters where all of the 

monitors stayed for the cameras and security feeds for 

the house were located.   

After Ethan had gone to school, I left Rafe to 

shower and throw on some clothes that looked nice, but 

would withstand construction dust from walking around 

the inside and outside of the building.   

Gabriel would be at the studio almost all day.  

He’d been excited about the new album and swore it was 

better than the last.  I didn’t doubt him, because I’d 

heard some of the new songs and they were really, really 

amazing.   

Mary, Liana, and Delilah had planned on a girl’s 

lunch today and I’d jumped at the chance to go.  As 

much of a worrier as Gabriel was, Ash and the other 

guys assured him that we’d have plenty of security with 

us as we hit the Mexican restaurant right down the street 

from Cordeau’s.  Apparently, Delilah was craving it and 

I wasn’t one to tell a pregnant woman she couldn’t have 

what she wanted.  I knew that all too well.  But, now that 

I’m pregnant again, I really haven’t had too many 

cravings.  I was still working on getting out of the first 

trimester.   

Since Marissa had been apprehended, all of the 

guys had relaxed and eased up on our security.  Mary’s 

bodyguard, David and Liana’s guard, Dallas, were 

staying home and playing babysitter while Sergi and 

Rafe would be chaperoning us to lunch.   

I’d just put the last touches of makeup on when I 

received a text from Gabriel. 

 

Hey, baby.  Have a great lunch.  I’ll be home for 

dinner…hopefully.  
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Love you always, 

Gabriel 

 

I smiled and replied. 

 

We will have fun.  We always do! 

XOXO 

Brooklyn 

 

Rafe met me in the living room and we made 

our way out to the SUV.  The drive over was quiet and I 

rested my head against the window, just watching the 

scenery pass by as we heading for Cordeau’s.  

Thankfully, we were able to come inside by the 

back entrance so that I couldn’t be seen.  Rafe saw one 

of Eric’s guys there working on the final touches to the 

security system and left me to speak with him.   

There were several workers milling around 

doing various jobs.  Some of them ignored me, but a few 

others followed my movements out of the corner of their 

eyes.  I shivered from some of the heated looks these 

men were giving me.  One worker walked by me 

quickly, his hands were full of tools.  He wore a baseball 

cap low on his head and from underneath it looked as 

though he was wearing a blue bandana to cover his hair.  

For some reason, he looked familiar, but I couldn’t quite 

place where I’d seen him before. 

When the vendor arrived, he brought a magazine 

full of newer, updated appliances.  I spent the better part 

of the hour working with him on what I wanted, needed, 

and could afford.  The man left with a promise for 

delivery in two weeks.  I smiled and walked him to the 

door.  The guy with the hat and bandana was adding a 

faceplate to the light switch by the back door and looked 

up at me. 

I recognized him. 

Before I could call out for Rafe, Kevin Miller 

grabbed me by the back of my hair and yanked me to his 
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chest.  The pain made tears fall from my eyes.  My 

thoughts went to the unborn child in my womb. The last 

thing I wanted, or needed, to do was to cover my baby 

protectively.  He didn’t need to know that I was carrying 

a child.  It may make him go to more extremes for 

whatever he is wanting. 

Kevin twisted me around, shoving the 

screwdriver he was using into my throat.   

“Scream and I will kill you,” he warned. 

“Let me go,” I said, loud enough that I hoped 

someone would hear me, but not loud enough to let him 

believe that I was crying out for help. 

Kevin started backing me out of the building.  

The sunlight hit my face and I was momentarily blinded, 

causing me to trip over something.  I stumbled and 

started to fall toward the ground, but he snatched me up 

by the hair again. 

I screamed, not on purpose, but for the pain that 

I felt through my scalp. It felt like a million needles 

puncturing my skin. Before I could blink, Kevin slapped 

me across the face, “Be quiet bitch!  You are my payday.  

That boy of mine will pay good money to have you 

back; I know it!” 

I kept quiet as he opened the passenger door to a 

white truck.  A commotion behind us caused Kevin to 

jump into action, but he froze, not knowing what to do.   

A construction worker ran out of the building 

screaming my name.  Rafe was on his heels.  I turned my 

head in their direction, only to be pulled back out of the 

truck.  I cried out again when my ankle twisted violently 

as I fell to the ground.  

Kevin gathered me up and pressed the makeshift 

weapon to my throat.  “I want money!  Tell my son I 

want ten million…NOW!  Or she dies!” 

“Brooklyn,” Rafe said.  “Don’t move.  Are you 

hurt?” 

“Shut up!” Kevin roared, shaking me.  “I’m 

taking her.  I’m taking her and I’ll tell you where to drop 
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the money.  Don’t come after us, or I’ll kill her.  I swear 

I will!” 

This was it.  Kevin was going to take me away.  

I couldn’t let him.  I had to fight.  I had to fight for 

Gabriel, Ethan, and the baby I was carrying.  Kevin 

Miller would kill me.   

Just as he turned my body to shove me back in 

the vehicle, I threw my elbow back, hitting him in the 

gut.  Kevin let out a painful sound and released me, but 

only for a split second.  I was pushed where my body 

fell forward.  My chest hit the seat, but my lower body 

was still outside of the vehicle.  I cried out when he 

punched me in the shoulder. 

“Get in the truck!” 

“Fuck you,” I growled and fought back.  I wasn’t 

going to be a victim again.  No, not again! 

Something inside me snapped. 

I used all of my strength to flip myself around, 

swinging tight with a well-placed fist to Kevin’s temple.  

He stumbled back, blinking rapidly.  Seeing an opening, 

I darted away from him, but he caught me by the leg, 

pulling me to the ground.  My hands hit the pavement, 

causing fire to race up my arms, my lower body twisting 

to protect my unborn child. I took the brunt of the fall on 

the left side of my hip. 

My body was suddenly jerked away, shots were 

fired, and I found myself in the arms of one of the 

construction workers.  It was the first guy to run out of 

the building, calling my name. 

“Brooklyn,” he said, still shielding me with his 

body. I tried to look behind me, but the man tucked my 

face into his chest.  At that point, I knew that he was 

dead.  Gabriel’s father was dead. Sirens wailed off in the 

distance.  The police would be here soon.  “Are you 

okay?” 

“I don’t know,” I replied.  My body was sore; 

my hands raw from the fall. The spot on my shoulder, 
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where he punched me, hurt like hell, and my ankle was 

screaming. 

“Don’t look,” he ordered as I tried to turn my 

head to see what was going on behind me. 

“Oh, God,” I slumped, exhausted and relieved. 

“We are going to get you looked at, okay,” he 

said.   

“Who are you?” I asked. 

“Brian, ma’am,” he smiled.  “Eric hired us to 

stay undercover to make sure your place wasn’t 

tampered with while it was being built.” 

“Well,” I laughed, ending on tears.  “I’m glad 

you were here.” 

And then the shock set in. 

My teeth chattered; my vision quickly becoming 

blurry.  I heard my name shouted, but I couldn’t 

respond. I looked around and I didn’t see Gabriel.  All I 

wanted was him…holding me, telling me everything 

would be okay. 

“W…where’s G…Gabriel?” 

“We’re getting him,” the man, Brian, said. 

“Okay,” I replied, as if on auto pilot.   

 

 

Gabe 

 

Two songs down, one to go.  I’d been in the 

studio most of the day, working on the next album.  

We’d just finished lunch and Ash and I were chomping 

at the bit to get home.   

“Last song, Gabe,” Ash said.  “How’s the 

hand?” 

“Hurts like a bitch,” I admitted.  “I’m good to 

go, though.  I’m ready to get this done.” 

“Then let’s do it,” he said. 

It was just Ash and I at the studio today.  Kane 

had gotten a call from Coraline, his cousin and our head 

technician for the tours.  She was sick.  He’d called 
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earlier and said that she was okay and he was keeping 

her at his place for a few days until she felt better.  We 

all breathed a sigh of relief. 

Reed was with my sister at the new Glory’s 

Place working on an upcoming fundraiser we were 

going to sponsor. The concert was next week and I was 

pushing myself to get my hand ready for an entire show.  

I wouldn’t sit this one out.  It meant too much to us to 

support her and the shelter.  Every time I thought about 

my baby sister’s accomplishments and healing, my heart 

swelled with pride.  

Walking into the booth, I grabbed my guitar and 

waited for my queue to begin.  Today, I was recording 

our song, Beginning to Live.  We’d all sat down and 

written this one, dedicating it to the women in our lives. 

The story was of how we hadn’t started really living 

until we fell in love with the beautiful women who were 

now ours to keep…forever. 

As I finished, I watched through the glass of the 

booth.  Ash was talking adamantly to Eric.  They had 

phones up to their ears.  An unease of awareness pricked 

at the hair on the back of my neck. When both of them 

swiveled their heads my way, I knew something was 

wrong. 

My fingers froze, my heart started to pound, and 

when Ash’s face fell, I knew this was about me.  Not just 

me, but my Brooklyn. 

“Gabe,” the producer said over the microphone.  

“Can you come out, please?” 

Setting my guitar down, I rushed to the door.  

Ash met me there with a strong hold on my shoulder. 

“It’s Brooklyn,” he said.  His eyes were wide 

with fright and something else…fear.  “Your father tried 

to abduct her from Cordeau’s.  He was posing as a 

worker.  She’s safe, but shaken up.  She’s asking for 

you.” 

“I have to go,” I mumbled.  My whole body shut 

down.  Eric grabbed my elbow as my knees buckled.   
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“We’ll take you,” Ash said.   

My father did this.  “Why?” I asked, as we 

walked outside to the awaiting vehicle.   

“He wanted money,” Ash paused.  “He was 

going to keep her until you paid him ten million to get 

her back.” 

“Is she okay?” I asked, reaching for my phone.  

“I have to talk to her.”   

“She has some bruising and scrapes.  Brooklyn 

is doing fine as far as we know.”  Ash shook his head 

when he saw that I was about to call her cell. “She 

doesn’t have her phone.” 

“She’s…she’s pregnant,” I announced as we 

hurried into the SUV.  This was not the way I wanted to 

tell them.  And from the curses from the front seat, no 

one knew either. 

Eric punched the gas and sped to get us to the 

hospital.  When I walked inside, Trace was there to 

escort us back.  Rafe was guarding the door to a private 

room.  He stopped me before I could get past him. 

“She’s checked out fine,” he whispered, looking 

at me meaningfully.    “The baby is okay.”  I think he 

was telling me to go in quietly and not to upset her.  

Basically…don’t freak the fuck out!  Easy for him to 

say.  His wife and the mother of his child wasn’t just 

kidnapped, or almost kidnapped, by his estranged father. 

“Thank God,” I said, slumping forward. 

Entering the room, tears leaked from my eyes.  

Brooklyn was curled up on her side.  Her body was 

wrapped protectively around her stomach.  Her eyes 

opened and when she focused on me, the tears fell. 

“I was so scared,” she whispered. 

“Oh, baby,” I said, pulling her into my arms.  

“What happened?” 

“They didn’t tell you,” she asked, her eyes wide 

with fright. That look on her face scared me and made 

me hold her tighter. 

“Just that he tried to abduct you,” I answered. 
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Tears fell from her eyes anew as she buried her 

face into my chest. She didn’t speak; only cried.  “Tell 

me.” 

“He’s dead,” she cried, her body shaking from 

the shock.  “Rafe shot him.  He pulled a gun from under 

the seat when I got away from him.  He pointed it at my 

head, but Rafe was quicker.”  So, the fucker finally died.  

I hated to think like that, but he was nothing to me but a 

bad memory.   

“Oh, God,” I said, rocking her in my arms.  “I’m 

so glad you are okay.  What did the doctor say about the 

baby?” 

“The baby is fine,” she cried.  “I was so scared.” 

“I know you were, baby,” I said, kissing her 

temple.  “I’ve got you now.” All I wanted to do was to 

hide her under my skin; to love her so much that we both 

ached from the intensity.  She was everything to me.  

Without Brooklyn Miller…I was nothing.  I love her so 

very much. 

The next few hours were hectic.  The police 

wanted statements from all of us, along with the doctors 

checking out Brooklyn.  It was after dark before we 

finally made it home. 

Ethan met us at the door.  He rushed into 

Brooklyn’s arms and cried with relief that she was okay.  

“I’m fine, boo.” 

“I know,” he said, reaching for me.  We stood in 

the foyer, holding on to one another with every ounce of 

love we could.   

Ethan slept between us that night, not wanting to 

leave his mother’s side.  As I rested on my side, I 

watched the two people that I loved the most sleeping 

peacefully.  I wouldn’t let harm come to them again.  

They were mine.  They were my family. 

It was time to finish the album and start my 

family.  I finally felt complete and by the grace of God, I 

was going to be the best father my children could ever 

have.   
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“I love you both,” I whispered, as I closed my 

eyes and said a prayer of thanks that my family was 

home…and safe. 

 

Until next time…. 
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Prologue 

 

Ethan 

 

I have a new name.  It’s Ethan Michael Miller 

and I love it.  Cordeau was a cool name, but this new 

name comes with something so much better. 

I have a dad! 

All my life, I prayed every night, when I went to 

bed, that God would send me a father.  My momma 

always loved me more than anything in her life, but I 

always wanted a guy to play games with me, or teach me 

how to ride my bike. Grandma was very cool and we did 

things together when momma worked, but sometimes 

girls were boring.  Moms are cool and all too, but 

another boy in the house would’ve been so much better. 

My new dad plays the guitar and is very famous.  

My friends at school think I am the coolest guy in fifth 

grade.  I have a lot of new friends, but my dad told me to 

be careful who I make friends with, because they may 

only like me for who he is and I agree.  Charlie Harris 

had always been a jerk to me since kindergarten and 

now, he wants to be my best friend.  I told him to go lick 

a fence post. 

I have a baby sister coming and I think that is 

really neat, but I wish the baby would’ve been a boy.  

Mom is very happy about the baby, but she’s worried 

that I won’t like it when she gets here.  It doesn’t really 

matter to me, because we are all happy and that just 

makes our new family bigger. 

I made a promise to God.  If I ever got a father, 

then I when I grew up, I would never leave my kid 

without theirs.  My new dad tells me that I’ll grow up to 

be a good man, whatever that means.  I just want to get 

bigger and learn to sing like my uncle Ash and start a 

band so that I can be like my dad.   

I’ve been practicing the guitar like he asked me 

to do while he was away on tour.  He comes home soon 
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and I can’t wait to see him.  I’ve worked really hard in 

school and my grades are awesome!   

He’s going to be so proud of me. 
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Chapter 1 

 

Brooklyn 

 

“Can I get you anything?” Paul asked from the 

doorway. 

“I’m good, thanks,” I said from the floor.  

Currently, I was sitting on my backside with the bottoms 

of my bare feet touching, my knees bent out to the side, 

and I was stretching my aching back. 

“Three more weeks at most, Ms. Brooklyn,” 

Paul reminded me.  I really didn’t need reminding.  My 

daughter liked to make that known at all hours of the day 

and night by kicking my ribs and bladder until I had to 

get up to walk around the house. 

“I know,” I sighed.  “Who’s picking Gabriel up 

at the airport tomorrow?” 

“Dallas and Liana have offered,” he paused.  

“Why?  Do you want to go?” 

“Not really,” I smiled.  “I’ll just wait here for 

him.” 

“What time would you like to leave for 

Cordeau’s?” Paul asked, taking a seat on the sofa.  The 

way he kept eyeing me, I thought he was sticking around 

just in case I couldn’t get my big ass off the floor. 

“I’m just going in to do payroll today,” I yawned 

and looked at the clock over the back door.  “How about 

two o’clock?  I’d like to take a nap.” 

“Just text me when you are ready,” he said, 

standing up and offering me a hand.  “Need some help?” 

“I need an exorcism.” I groaned as he pulled me 

to my feet.  “I’ll be in my room,” I said, stifling another 

yawn.  Damn, I was tired.  Thankfully, I only needed to 

go in to do payroll today and to check on how Thomas 

was getting along on holding down the fort while I was 

taking it easy at home. 

Cordeau’s had reopened about four months ago.  

After the death of Gabriel’s father, our life had returned 
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to normal.  The restaurant was busy.  So much so, that I 

had promoted Thomas to be my full time manager.  

Gabriel had me finally admitting that I couldn’t do it on 

my own.  We’d hired on some new staff and I was very 

thankful that we’d spent the extra money to make the 

dining room larger.  It seems that when you are the wife 

of a famous rockstar, your business tends to skyrocket 

once word gets around the internet. 

I only napped for about an hour before our 

daughter decided she’d rather stretch herself to her limits 

in my belly.  Wincing from the roundhouse kick to my 

right side, I slid out of bed, giving up on any rest. 

Ethan knocked on the door lightly before 

opening it and walking inside.  “Hey momma!” 

“Hey boo,” I smiled, opening my arms to my 

son.  “What are your plans today with grandma?” 

“We were going to swim while you were at 

work,” he shrugged.  “Grandma said something about 

cooking steaks for dinner.  She wanted me to ask you if 

that was okay.” 

Mmmm, steak!   

“That sounds wonderful,” I said, rubbing my 

hand over my baby belly.  I’d been craving meat the past 

few weeks, specifically rare steak, and Doc Michaels 

said it was probably because my body was needing the 

protein.  It didn’t matter to me the reasoning behind the 

craving.  I just wanted it on my plate. 

“Alright,” I said, placing a kiss on his forehead 

then giving him a little push toward the door.  “I’ve got 

to shower.” 

“Okay,” he said, pulling the door closed as he 

left my room. 

Once inside the shower, I thought about Gabriel.  

We’d talked last night and he was excited to come home, 

but also very nervous. The baby was going to be a 

massive change for him.  He’d only been around other 

people’s children and the thought of holding his own 

daughter frightened him.  I laughed and told him he 
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would do just fine.  He, in return, told me that I had too 

much faith in him. 

Which was true.  I had a ton of faith in him.  Just 

look at all he’d overcome to begin playing again after 

the fire that almost destroyed him.  Gabe was the 

strongest man I knew, even over my brother.   

 Stepping out of the shower, I did nothing more 

than give my hair a quick blow dry before securing it in 

a high ponytail.  I pulled on my black slacks, a white 

button-down shirt, and a pair of black flats.  I didn’t care 

to do anything else other than that; I was just too 

miserable. 

Paul was waiting for me in the kitchen, sitting 

on the barstool looking at the paper.  “You ready?” he 

asked, folding the paper and setting it beside his cup of 

coffee.  His sleeve rode up and I caught a glimpse of the 

scars on his forearm.   

When our eyes met, he gritted his teeth and said, 

“I’m okay.” 

“I’m sorry,” I whispered.  Guilt still burned 

through me like an out of control wildfire.  He’d almost 

died on us and had many reminders of the night he saved 

my life, Gabriel’s as well. 

“I don’t blame you,” he paused to walk around 

the breakfast bar so that he stood in front of me.  I had to 

tilt my head back to look at his face.  “Please stop 

feeling guilty, Brooklyn.  I’m okay, promise.” 

“You’re my friend, Paul,” I said, reaching for 

my purse.  “I’m going to feel guilty about this for a very 

long time.  Every time I see a scar or when…” 

“Stop,” he growled, cutting me off.  “Please, 

Brooklyn.  Just drop it.  I’d rather go on with my life. 

That time is over and I want to do my job.  I was doing 

my job.  So, please, don’t feel bad.  From now on, I 

don’t want to see anything but happiness on your face. 

Got it?  You and Gabe have a baby girl coming soon and 

I don’t want what happened to me to spoil her arrival.” 
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Wow, that’s the most I’d ever heard him say in 

one sitting.  “Okay,” I sighed.  “I’ll try.” 

“Not try…do,” he demanded, with a wide smile. 

“Yes, sir,” I laughed, trying to lighten the mood.   

“Good,” he smirked, teasingly.  “Let’s roll.” 

Our good natured ribbing lasted until we walked 

in through the back door of the restaurant.  Paul took his 

spot at a desk in a little alcove between the kitchen and 

my office.  We’d planned this into the building design.  I 

offered to give Paul his own office space, but he 

declined and said he’d rather find a neutral point where 

he could watch everything that went on at the restaurant 

and my office.  This spot worked perfectly.  He was 

close, but out of the way.  It didn’t take long before he 

settled in and started replying to emails on his 

Blackberry. 

The place was just slowing down after the lunch 

rush and I found Thomas in his office with his feet 

kicked up on the desk, “Slacker,” I laughed as I took a 

seat in the chair opposite of where he was sitting. 

“I’m beat,” he laughed.  “You up and marry one 

of the most famous rockstars in the freaking world and 

this place ends up being where the fans want to go.  Do 

you know how many times I was asked today if Gabe 

was here?” 

“Sorry about that,” I blushed and tucked my 

head. 

“No…no…no,” he laughed, loudly.  Thomas 

leaned forward in his seat and raised his eyebrows, “You 

need to ask me.” 

“Okay,” I giggled, holding up my hands in 

defeat.  “How many times were you asked about Gabriel 

today?” 

“Twenty-seven!” He laughed and shook his 

head.  “That was all from girls under the age of twenty.  

Except one woman who was in her fifties, but dressed 

like she was twelve.  It was a fashion nightmare!” 
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“Oh, Thomas,” I sighed.  “We may have to 

make this place invitation only.” 

“That’s a very good idea,” he laughed.  “Then 

we will have to have background checks done on the 

customers.  It will be a nightmare.” 

“I was kidding,” I laughed. 

“I wasn’t,” he smirked, obviously liking his 

idea. 

“Just hang on,” I sighed.  “Gabriel promises me 

that it will all blow over after the baby is born.”  I 

rubbed a spot on my side that was starting to hurt.  I was 

just getting too big and too miserable to do much of 

anything.   

“I’m holding Mr. Miller to that promise,” 

Thomas smiled, standing up from his chair and holding 

his hand out for mine.  “Come on, little mama.  I’ll walk 

you to your office and get back to work.” 

“Always a gentleman,” I teased, wrapping my 

hand around his elbow.  It was nice being back to work 

with him.  I really missed my best friend.  He’d taken a 

temporary job with an Italian restaurant while Cordeau’s 

was being rebuilt from the ground up and despised it.  

The day I told him he could give his notice, the boy 

almost cried with relief. 

Inside my office, I turned on my computer and 

opened some mail while I waited.  The final invoices for 

the rebuild had come in and the utility payment was due.  

I made quick work of writing the checks and placed 

them to the side once I stuck a postage stamp in the 

corners. 

Payroll was simple, thanks to the program Eric 

had installed for me to use.  I no longer outsourced the 

job and it saved me a ton of money.  The employee’s 

information was saved and all I had to do was input their 

hours and it filled in the checks for me.  All that was left 

was to print and sign.   

I’d just finished up stuffing the last check in the 

envelope when my phone rang.  The ringtone was set for 
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Gabriel’s call only.  I’d had their latest song, “Beginning 

to Live”, saved to my phone as soon as it was available 

to purchase.  He insisted he could give me the song, but I 

refused and told him that I wanted to support him in all 

ways, even if that was purchasing a song through the 

music store app on my phone. 

“Hey, baby,” Gabriel said, taking a deep breath. 

“What’s wrong?” I worried. 

“Nothing’s wrong,” he promised.  “I’m just tired 

and ready to come home.” 

“We are ready for you to come home, too,” I 

said.   

“How’s Ethan?” he asked. 

“He’s fine.  Mom has him today and they are 

swimming.”  I stuffed the paychecks in the safe and spun 

the dial to lock it up before heading to the door.  I 

clicked off the light and pulled the office door closed.  

Leaning on the wall, I waited for him to speak, but he 

was still quiet. 

“Are you okay?” I asked. 

“Yeah,” he growled.  “Something’s going on 

between Cora and Taylor.  I don’t know if this was a 

good idea asking him to fill in for me.” 

“Gabriel,” I warned.  “It’s not your duty to get 

involved with whatever is going on in that girl’s life.” 

“You better believe it is,” he barked.  “She’s 

family, Brooklyn.  If he hurts her…” 

“Stop,” I said, cutting him off.  I knew why there 

was tension, but I was sworn to secrecy.  Last I’d heard, 

Cora and Taylor had ran into each other on an island she 

was vacationing on and ended up in the sack together. 

This wasn’t the first time they’d been at the same place 

for vacation, but it was the first time they’d had sex.  So, 

things were at the awkward stage.  “Kane will be there 

and I’m sure if Taylor knows what’s good for him, he’ll 

be on his best behavior.  Plus, I don’t think Coraline 

Maddox is the type of woman to let a man walk all over 

her.” 
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“You’re right about that,” he laughed, his mood 

lighter.  “How’re my girls?” 

“They are tired and miss you,” I admitted, 

rubbing a spot that our daughter kicked, or punched, I 

wasn’t sure.  I swear that girl loved the sound of her 

daddy’s voice.     

“We need to pick a name,” he paused.  “And 

you really need to rest.” 

“I’m still undecided on names,” I laughed.  “As 

far as the resting, I will be heading home shortly and will 

be in the bed at an hour appropriate for bedtime.” 

“I miss you,” he whispered. 

“I miss you, too,” I replied, biting my cheek to 

keep from crying.  I needed to be strong for him, because 

I understood how he felt being on the road and away 

from us.  The last thing I needed to do was to give him 

any reason to worry about what was going on here at 

home.  I wanted him to focus on his job and getting 

home to us safely. 

“I’ll be home in eighteen hours,” he said. 

“So, you’re counting down the hours now?” I 

laughed. 

“Yes,” he admitted.  “I’ve even broken it down 

to minutes and seconds, but I decided not to look like I 

was excited or anything.”  Oh, I loved it when Gabriel 

became playful. 

“I’m always excited when it comes to anything 

about you, Gabriel.” 

“I know, baby,” he said.  “And that’s one of the 

reasons why I love you so much.” 

“I love you, too,” I said, trying not to cry over 

the phone.  I’d bitten my cheek so much over the past 

four months that I had a permanent scar on my right 

side. 

“I’ll be home soon,” he promised.   

“Okay,” I said, smiling into the phone.  After 

hanging up, I found Paul and told him I was ready to go 

home.   
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As we left the building, I laughed at Paul as he 

slowed his steps so that I didn’t fall behind.  The threat 

to us was minimal and our security had been cut back 

since Gabriel’s father decided to use me as ransom to get 

money from his son. 

“I can pull the car up to the front,” Paul smiled. 

“No,” I smiled, taking his hand as he helped me 

step off the sidewalk and into the parking lot.  I couldn’t 

see my feet or the curb, so it was nice to have his help.  

“I need to walk around.” 

The SUV was parked on the side of the building 

in the large lot that the customers and employees used to 

park.  The walk wasn’t very far, but it did have me a 

little winded by the time we reached the black Escalade.  

It felt very good to exercise even if it was just a little 

walk. 

I reached for the handle as Paul hit the button on 

the key fob to unlock the doors.  A few cars were 

leaving the parking lot and I waved to one of my bus 

boys who’d just ended his shift.  He smiled warmly and 

drove on out of the lot.   

I looked over my shoulder as I climbed in the 

backseat and saw another car making its way slowly past 

us.  I couldn’t see the driver, but I did get a glimpse of 

his hair and it looked familiar.  I didn’t know who it was 

immediately and I racked my brain for a second 

wondering which employee it was that drove that car.  I 

couldn’t come up with a name.  

“My brain is goofy when I’m pregnant,” I 

laughed, shaking my head at my own short-term 

memory loss. 

“Why’s that?” Paul laughed, sliding into the 

front seat. 

“I’m trying to figure out who that blonde man 

was in that car that just drove out after Henry.  I’m 

laughing at myself for not remembering.  That’s all.”  I 

buckled my seatbelt and gave Paul a nod, letting him 

know I was ready to go. 
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“It’ll come back to you,” he smiled, warmly. 

Once we pulled out of the lot, I leaned my head 

back on the seat and closed my eyes.  The flash of 

blonde hair tumbled around in my head and I fell asleep 

still wondering where I’d seen that hair before. 

   

 

Gabe 

 

It’d been six months since my father was killed 

trying to abduct my beautiful wife.  The wife who was 

currently home awaiting my return from tour.  

We were in Atlanta and it was my last night on 

the road with my band.  Our good friend, Taylor Vaughn 

with Fatal Cross would be taking my spot on the rest of 

the tour so that I could be beside Brooklyn when she 

gave birth to our daughter in just under three weeks.  

I’d flown home two weeks ago to see my family. 

Ethan had just finished his school year and was currently 

at home with Brooklyn while I was away.  That little 

boy, now my official son, made me proud every day by 

being strong for the women in his life.  I loved him as 

much as if he were born of my blood. 

The crew was scurrying around making last 

minute adjustments to the set.  Coraline was steadily 

avoiding Taylor, who’d showed up a few hours ago.  I 

had a feeling something was amiss with them, but she’d 

assured Kane and myself that she was okay.  Kane was 

grumpy and kept eyeing Taylor with distaste.  I really 

hoped I hadn’t made a wrong decision by asking him to 

fill in for me. 

After the call to Brooklyn, I found my way out 

to the bus to finish packing up the rest of my belongings.  

The US tour would be over around the time Brooklyn 

was due to have our daughter.  She’d had Ethan about a 

week and a half before her due date and we decided that 

I should come home early, just in case she followed in 

the footsteps of her previous pregnancy with our son. 
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“You ready to head home?” Ash asked as he 

boarded the bus.   

“Yes,” I smiled.  “More than ready.” 

“Don’t be scared,” he said, guessing my mood. 

“What if something happens?” I asked, the 

worry in my voice couldn’t be denied.  I was scared, 

worried, happy, and about a million different emotions 

all rolled into a huge pit of anxiety. 

“Women have babies every day, Gabe,” he 

smiled.  “Plus, Brooklyn has been through this before.  

She knows her body and will let you know if anything is 

wrong.” 

“What about you, daddy?” I laughed, punching 

his shoulder as he walked by on his way to the fridge. 

“Number three,” he sighed. A stupid grin lit up 

his face.  “I can’t believe we are doing it again!” 

“Are you ever going to let Mary not be 

pregnant?” I laughed.  “How many more kids are you 

going to make her push out?” 

“One more,” he paused, scrunching his brow in 

thought.  “I think.  Well, that’s the number we have 

agreed on and she wants to have them as soon as 

possible.  Mary says she doesn’t want to be pregnant for 

the next ten years.” 

“So, one every two years then?” I raised a brow. 

“Pretty much,” he smiled.  “I thought that I’d 

never be able to love someone as much as I love Mary, 

but when Ivy came into the world, I found that I had 

enough to share equally.  Then Elliot came and I found 

that I could do it again.  This newest one, I feel the same, 

man.  You’ll see.  Once you hold that baby in your arms, 

you will be in love with her and will vow your life to 

make sure that she has everything she will ever need.” 

“I’m so thankful for them already,” I said, 

knowing that he knew that I was talking about.  After my 

sisters attack, I had put myself into my own personal hell 

trying to heal her.  When she confessed her love for 

Reed Sullivan, Glory Days’ bassist, I felt my world 
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crumbling around me.  I didn’t have my baby sister to 

watch over anymore and she didn’t need me to heal from 

her attack, because she had Reed.  She looked to him for 

guidance while learning to live as a survivor of rape.  It 

wasn’t until I met Brooklyn Cordeau that I found a 

purpose in my life again.  I found love.   

“It’s nice to see the old Gabe again,” he 

whispered. 

“Thanks, Ash.” I swallowed the lump in my 

throat.  He was right.  My life was getting back on track.  

Liana was healed from her attack and I’d found my soul 

mate in Brooklyn.   

Kane bound up the stairs and made his way to 

his bunk.  I didn’t know if I should ask him about 

Taylor, but decided to just let it go.  Brooklyn assured 

me that there would be no fights between them and that 

the tension should die down while I was home.  My wife 

was very loyal to her friends and I appreciated that, but I 

really wanted to know what was going on with Cora.  I 

left it alone…for now. 

“Will you take something home for my girls?” 

Kane held out a pink cardboard box.  I raised my 

eyebrows in a silent request to see what he had acquired 

for the women in his life.  On his nod, I removed the lid 

and smiled at one of my best friends. 

“You are such a pussy,” I laughed. 

“Your time is coming,” he smirked, punching 

me in the arm as he walked away. 

“Hey, I was kidding.  I think this is cute,” I 

smiled, holding up the little one piece outfits, in 

duplicate.  The front of it said, “My Dad Rocks Harder 

than Your Dad.” And below that was an artist rendition 

of Kane’s drum kit in solid black.   

“Make sure Delilah gets her gift, too,” he said, a 

faint blush to his cheeks.  I dug further into the box and 

felt a wash of sadness overcome me as I pulled out the 

little box at the bottom of the package.  I knew exactly 

what the gift was when I opened the lid. 
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“She’ll love it, Kane,” I said, holding up an 

identical bracelet to the one he’d given her in New 

Orleans the night she was almost killed by her ex.  The 

bracelet had broken and was found on the ground by the 

buses when we were searching for her that night. 

“I’m not sure if I want to give it to her though,” 

he said, closing his eyes and pinching the bridge of his 

nose.  “It may bring back too many bad memories.” 

“But she loved that bracelet, Kane,” I said, 

returning everything to the box and closing the lid.  

“She’ll remember the moment you gave it to her and not 

what happened that night.” 

“Are you sure?”  

“Yes, I’m sure,” I said, hopeful that I was right. 

We eventually ate and spent some alone time 

before the show.  I took that time to call home.   

“Hello,” Brooklyn answered. 

“Hey, baby,” I smiled, even knowing she 

couldn’t see it.  Damn, hearing her voice always made 

me feel like the luckiest man on the face of the planet.  

“How’s the little momma?” 

“Momma is miserable,” she sighed.   

“I know, love,” I said, trying to sound as loving 

as possible.  Brooklyn’s pregnancy caused her to cry at 

the drop of a hat and I hated the fact that I wasn’t there 

to wipe away her tears.  

“How is everyone?” she asked, changing the 

subject.  I suspected she didn’t want to talk about the 

baby or us, because she’d end up with a stuffy nose and 

a red face.  She hated crying. 

“They’re fine,” I said.  “Kane gave me a present 

to bring home to Delilah and the girls.  He’s scared that 

the gift will upset her.” 

“I don’t see Delilah getting upset over any gift 

that man would give her.  She’s totally head over heels 

in love with him,” she laughed.  “What’s so scary about 

the present?” 
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“It’s a bracelet,” I said.  “While we were in New 

Orleans on Monday, he picked up an exact replica of a 

bracelet he had bought her when we were there during 

the time she was working for us. The night that he gave 

it to her, Delilah was attacked by her ex-boyfriend.  The 

bracelet was destroyed and not repairable.  She really 

adored that little present and now Kane is worried it will 

bring back horrible memories for her.” 

“Oh,” Brooklyn gasped.  Brooklyn knew of the 

attack on Delilah and they’d been there for each other 

when we were gone and the memories returned.  I hated 

the fact that I wasn’t there for Brooklyn when I had to 

work and I knew that Kane felt the same way about his 

wife.  The fact that our wives stuck together as tightly as 

they did was an answered prayer, because we were so 

lucky that everyone was so close.  “I don’t think she will 

relate the two.  If she does, I’m sure she will relate the 

bracelet to him saving her and that being the end to her 

abuse from Dakota.” 

“That’s basically what I told him,” I admitted. 

“I’ve talked to her about it,” she said, pausing 

for a moment.  I didn’t want to push her to tell me 

something that Delilah had told her in private.  It wasn’t 

my business, but if my wife wanted to share it, I would 

listen.  “That guy was a monster.” 

“Yes, he was,” I agreed.  Poor Delilah had been 

abused and assaulted by the lead singer for Private 

Breed for years.  The tattoos on her body were to cover 

the scars he’d left there.  For someone who’d been 

abused to that extreme, Delilah never gave up hope to go 

on to live a normal life and be able to love again without 

losing trust in men.  Kane helped her along the way.  

He’d fallen in love with her and had stumbled 

deep…head first.  They, in a sense, saved each other.  

Delilah balanced Kane and Kane gave her enough love 

to bury all of her demons. 

“I’m sure she will love the present,” Brooklyn 

said. 
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“How’s Ethan?” I toyed with a napkin that was 

sitting on the table in front of me.  Folding it several 

times, I made a makeshift football and flicked it across 

the room, smiling when it bounced off the rim of the 

trashcan, but did not fall inside.   

“He’s ready for you to come home,” she paused 

and let out a soft sniffle.  “And so am I.” 

“I’ll be there before you know it,” I said.  “I 

need to get going, baby.  I love you.” I whispered into 

the phone and closed my eyes, picturing her as I’d last 

seen her.  Curled up and laying on her right side, 

Brooklyn slept peacefully.  Her lips were pushed out into 

a sleepy pout.  The swell of her belly outlined against the 

satiny gown I’d bought her when we were in the 

Midwest.  The soft, pink material fell to her ankles and 

was just the right size that she could wear it again after 

the baby was born.   

“I love you, too, Gabriel,” she sighed.  “Hurry 

home to me.” 

“Always, love…always,” I promised. 

 The last thing I wanted to do was to hang up on 

her, but I had to work.  It was time to play my last show 

on the tour and then head home to see my wife and my 

son.  In a few weeks, we would be holding a little girl.   

I met Ash and Reed in the Green Room and not 

long after that Kane entered with Coraline.  She ignored 

Taylor who was sitting in the corner checking his emails 

on a laptop that was set up on a folding table.   

“Alright,” she said.  “Let’s get going.  You’re on 

in three.” 

We followed her out and made our way to the 

stage.  The roar of the crowd increased as they lowered 

the lights so that we could get into position.  Ziggy was 

there to hand me my guitar and slapped my back as I 

took the stairs leading to the stage.  Cora was waiting 

with a flashlight to light my way to the microphone 

stand where I would sing backup vocals. 
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The curtain dropped and we went to work.  The 

crowd raised their hands in the air and the flash of 

cameras lit up the stadium.  Ash belted out the first verse 

and I was in my element.   

My hand didn’t ache anymore and I’d regained 

all use in it after months of therapy.  Brooklyn didn’t let 

me get frustrated and before we left for this tour, she 

picked up the guitar again and played with me to help on 

my road to recovery.  She had me teach her most of the 

Glory Days songs and I knew that she did it more to help 

me recover than she did it as a guitar lesson.  It didn’t 

matter anyway, because the fact that she was playing 

with me made me love her even more. 

As Ash announced the next song, each one of us 

made eye contact with the other.  The song, “Beginning 

to Live” was our first release off the new album and it 

was something we wrote for the women in our lives.  It 

wasn’t hard and heavy and it wasn’t a ballad either.  

Most of our female fans cried when we played it and 

even Ash had moments when the words would choke 

him up during the time when we recorded it, but he 

never lost his focus while on stage. 

“This next one goes out to the women in our 

lives,” Ash said into the microphone.  The music started 

and he sang the song… 

 

Never thought I’d find love like this 

Can’t take the loneliness anymore 

In your arms is where I need to be 

All it took was just one kiss to convince me 

 

I’m beginning to live for the first time 

Our love has opened the doors of forever 

When you say those words to me, 

It reminds me of the day you came into my life 

 

As the song continued, the crowd sang along and 

I smiled when I saw a couple embracing in the front row.  
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The guy turned his girl and sang the words to her.  At the 

end of the song, he leaned in to kiss her softly on the 

lips. 

We led into the fifth song and I found myself 

anxious to rush through the set.  I had to tell myself to 

slow down and give the fans what they’d paid good 

money for.  Time seemed to move at a snail’s pace as the 

show progressed and the night couldn’t move fast 

enough.  I was ready to go home. 
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Chapter 2 

 

Brooklyn 

 

Sitting in the floor was the best feeling in the 

world, besides taking a swim in the pool.  The pressure 

on my back eased as I extended my legs out in front of 

me.  Our little girl kicked my ribs and I groaned loudly, 

rubbing my right side.   

Gabriel would be home any minute and I 

probably needed to get up so that I could meet him at the 

door, but I was just too miserable to do anything other 

than sit here.   

Knowing that it would take me at least ten 

minutes to get up on my feet, I rolled to the side and got 

up on my knees.  I used the sofa for support as I stood on 

my own two feet; the feet I couldn’t quite see anymore. 

“Mom!” Ethan called, running for all he was 

worth.  “Dad’s home!” 

“He is?” I exclaimed, smiling widely. “Let’s go 

get him.” 

Ethan grabbed my hand and pulled me through 

the kitchen toward the garage door.  It opened before I 

was able to grab the handle.   

“Hey beautiful,” Gabriel said, dropping his bag 

at his feet and pulling me into his arms. 

“Hi,” I whispered, hugging him as close as I 

could with my belly between us.  Gabriel pressed his lips 

to mine in a soft kiss, but pulled away quickly because 

Ethan was standing with us.  The heated look in his eyes 

told me that we’d save our reunion for later. 

“Dad!” Ethan said, jumping up and down and 

pressing his face into Gabriel’s side.  We were all 

connected in a three sided sandwich, neither one letting 

go. 

“Hey, buddy,” Gabriel said, kissing Ethan on top 

of his head.  “Let’s get my bags in my room and then I’d 

like to eat something. I’m starving.” 
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“I’ll make you something,” I said, releasing my 

hold on him, but was quickly brought back to his side.  

Gabriel kissed my forehead for a moment before he 

released me to follow Ethan into our room. 

In the kitchen, I reheated a bowl of chicken 

spaghetti and poured him a glass of tea, setting it on the 

breakfast bar.  The unmistakable sound of his heavy 

steps alerted me to his approach.  I turned around and 

smiled at my husband and the father of my children. 

Gabriel’s hair had grown out in the few weeks 

since I’d seen him, the tips covering his left eye.  He 

quickly pushed the hair out of his face so that I could see 

into his beautiful blue eyes. 

“I know,” he sighed.  “I need a haircut.” 

“Yes, you do,” I laughed.  “We can do that 

tomorrow.” 

“Whatever you want, baby,” he winked and took 

a seat at the bar.  “Man, I’ve missed your food.”  He 

hummed low in his throat when he took the first bite.  

All conversation ended when he dug in to his meal and 

ate it with a smile on his face. 

“I’m just glad you’re home,” I admitted. 

“Me too,” he said, picking up his empty bowl 

and setting it in the sink.  “I’m going to shower.  Join 

me?” 

“Gladly,” I smiled, taking his hand as he walked 

with me down the hallway toward our room. 

“I’ve missed you so much,” he said, pulling me 

to his chest as we closed the bedroom door.  I couldn’t 

get flush against him, because of my belly, but he didn’t 

seem to mind. 

“Oh, Gabriel,” I sighed and ran my fingers 

through his hair.  “I’ve missed you.” 

“Now, I can kiss my wife properly,” he said, the 

corner of his eye crinkled with mischief.   

Our lips touched, soft as a whisper at first.  

Gabriel’s hands cupped my face, holding me close as he 

released his passion with the kiss.  His tongue pressed 
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against my bottom lip, demanding entrance.  I gasped 

when he nipped my bottom lip as if he was punishing me 

for not obeying his request soon enough.  When my 

mouth opened, his tongue swiped my own as his head 

turned slightly to the left, deepening the kiss. 

“I need you,” he whispered once he finally 

released me from the kiss.  I couldn’t deny him.  My sex 

pulsed with need for him to be inside me, taking me over 

that edge that he wrung from my depths each and every 

time we made love.  I needed him…wanted 

him…craved him. 

“Please, Gabriel,” I begged, whispering the 

words that I wanted to shout. 

“The shower can wait,” he growled, scooping 

me up into his arms and carrying me to the bed. 

“Gabe! Put me down!” I gasped.  I was pregnant 

for crying out loud!  He was going to hurt himself. 

“I’ll always carry you, baby,” he laughed, 

placing me gently on the bed so that my head rested on 

my pillow.  “Now, stop arguing.  I want to make love to 

you.” 

“Mmm,” I hummed, forgetting why I was mad. 

He removed his shirt, tossing it toward the closet 

door.  I rolled to my side as he took his place next to me, 

instead of on top.  Having sex while pregnant had been a 

challenge, but we’d gotten very good at finding new 

positions. 

He quickly tugged my maternity shirt over my 

head and unclipped my bra from behind, tossing them 

away from the bed.  Watching him remove my clothes 

with so much care it made my heart clinch and I had to 

bite my cheek to keep the hormonal tears at bay.   

“Hello there baby girl,” he said, kissing my belly 

as he removed my shorts and panties.  “I’m going to 

make mommy feel really good for a moment, so you 

need to take a nap.” 

“Gabriel, not funny,” I rolled my eyes.   
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“You are so beautiful,” he smiled, placing his 

hand on my expanded belly and ignoring my comment.  

When he started to move his hand in a soothing motion, 

my eyes rolled in the back of my head.  Why did I forget 

all coherent thoughts when he touched me?     

“I’m pregnant, not beautiful,” I whispered. 

“I disagree,” he said, moving his hand up to cup 

my breast.  “Your skin is softer…” His thumb rolled my 

aching nipple, causing my sex to weep.  “Your breasts 

are so much larger.  How can I not be in love?”  He 

chuckled and leaned over to taste them, by using the flat 

of his tongue to lick a warm, wet path across each one. 

“Gabriel,” I pleaded.  “Please.” 

“Please, what?” he said, getting up on his knees 

so that he could lean over and bury is face into my neck.  

I yelped when he bit the soft skin under my earlobe.  

“Please, what, baby?”  

“Make love to me…touch me, Gabriel,” I 

blushed.  

“I am making love to you,” he teased.  I decided 

to turn the tables on him and reached out to cup him 

through his jeans.  His rock-hard erection felt heavy in 

my hand and from the groan that came from his lips, I 

knew he was as ready as I was to be together. 

“Baby, you can’t touch me like that, or it will be 

over before we even get started,” he said, laying on his 

back and removing his jeans.  “There, that’s better.” 

“Much better,” I said, reaching for him again. 

My hands traced his sides, starting at his narrow 

hips and moving up to his muscular shoulders.  The tips 

of my fingers warmed as they drifted lightly over his soft 

skin, memorizing each bump and dip in his body. Two 

weeks apart had been too damn long.  

As my fingers moved, Gabriel’s gaze remained 

locked with mine.  His love for me shone bright in his 

deep blue eyes.  My breath hitched when his eyes closed, 

softly resting his long, dark lashes on his strong 

cheekbones. 
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“I love you, Brooklyn Miller,” he whispered, 

before taking my lips with a fiery passion that could’ve 

lit the room on fire as if we were sitting on the sun. 

“I love you, Gabriel Miller,” I said, once he 

released my lips. 

Our words silenced as he pressed his lips to my 

body.  Starting with my neck, he moved down, making 

me forget the swollen parts to my pregnant body.  He 

made me feel as if I was still slender with every 

touch…every kiss.  Every hot press of his tongue was 

followed by his soft lips…the lips that spoke words of 

love and beauty to me as he paused at my rounded 

stomach.  

“Come,” he commanded, helping me turn so that 

I was laying at the edge of the bed.  He stood and I 

moaned as his hand cupped my sex.  “So wet.” 

“Gabriel,” I panted when he swirled his thumb 

around my clit.  Two fingers pushed inside and I was 

lost in a sensation of his touch.   

This was what I’d missed.  His touch…his love.  

The man that risked his life to make sure that I lived.  

From the moment we’d met over a year ago, Gabriel 

Miller had done everything with me and Ethan in mind.  

I…loved…him. 

My hands grasped his forearms as he pressed his 

cock against my sex, rubbing and teasing my entrance.  

His breath escaped his lungs when he pressed forward, 

seating himself deep within me. This man…my Gabriel, 

locked his gaze with my own, never looking away as he 

made love to me.  The only sounds in the room were his 

deep baritone moans and my soft mewls of pleasure.  

As he moved, my head rolled side to side, 

feeling my release building, arching toward an ending 

that my body had missed over the past couple of weeks. 

“Please, Gabriel,” I panted.  “I need…more.” 

“More?” he asked, swiveling his hips just 

enough to cause my sex to clamp down on his hardness, 

silently begging him to stay inside me. 
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My climax built to a level I’d never experienced 

before.  When I cried out, begging for more, all I could 

register was a soft whisper of his voice, “I’ve got you, 

Brooklyn…” 

 

Gabe 

 

As many times as we’d made love, even the 

night she became pregnant with our daughter, I’d never 

felt as close and connected to my wife as I did in that 

moment.   

Our climaxes hit simultaneously and I pumped 

into her, giving her what she needed from me.  I wanted 

to shout to the heavens how much I loved this woman 

who was beneath me, carrying my child.   

Brooklyn was beautiful round with my child, 

just as I’d dreamed she would be.  Her skin was lightly 

tanned from working in her garden.  Her breasts were 

large, rounded, and soft.  Her nipples had darkened to a 

bloody rose color that just begged for me to touch with 

my tongue. 

“We need to pick a name,” I whispered. 

“I have a name I’d like to use,” she admitted 

softly as I climbed on the bed next to her.  When she 

touched my cheek, I looked into her eyes that were now 

slightly wet. 

“What is it, baby,” I said, my hands 

automatically going to her stomach…our daughter.   

“I’ll like to name her Emily,” she smiled, 

holding back tears.  “After your mom.” 

“I’d love that,” I said, closing my eyes and 

pressing another kiss to our daughter.  My throat closed 

and I found myself trying to hold back tears that refused 

to stay hidden. “Thank you.” 

“I know how much your mom meant to you,” 

she whispered.  “I would like to honor her, by giving our 

daughter her name.  What was your mom’s middle 

name?” 
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“Marie,” I swallowed.  “It’s also Liana’s middle 

name.” 

“Then Emily Marie Miller would be perfect,” 

Brooklyn said, stroking the hair away from my eyes. 

“I think so, too,” I admitted, taking her lips with 

my own.   

We stayed cuddled up in the bed for a while 

after that, talking about the baby and it wasn’t until her 

stomach growled that I took her into the shower to clean 

up.   

We found Paul in the kitchen reading a 

magazine while Ethan and Thelma Ray were just 

removing a tray of lasagna from the oven.  Brooklyn 

hummed and rubbed her stomach and I laughed when I 

heard her stomach rumble for a second time. 

“Hungry?” I smiled. 

“Starving,” she smirked.  

“Welcome home, Gabe,” Thelma Ray said, 

scooping me up into her motherly hug.  “So glad you’re 

home, son.”   

“Glad to be home,” I said, releasing her and 

walking over to Paul. 

“Hey man,” I said, extending my hand.  “You 

feeling okay?”  We shook hands and I took a seat at the 

bar while Brooklyn and Thelma Ray moved around the 

kitchen getting dinner prepared for us. 

“Actually,” he smiled.  “I am at one hundred 

percent.” 

“No more physical therapy?” I raised a brow.  

He’d been back on duty with Brooklyn, but he still went 

to therapy for some problems with his back.  From the 

goofy grin on his face, it looked like he had a clean bill 

of health. 

“They released me completely yesterday,” he 

said.   

“That’s great,” I said, taking a seat at the 

breakfast bar. 
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“How are the guys?” Thelma Ray asked, setting 

a plate on the bar.   

“Good,” I smiled and nodded.  “They are 

extremely jealous that I got to come home.” 

“I bet they are,” she laughed, pushing Ethan 

toward the sink to wash his hands.   

“Brooklyn has a doctor’s appointment tomorrow 

at Doc Michaels office,” Paul said.  “We need to leave 

here around nine in the morning.” 

“Good,” I smiled.   

“These once a week appointments are a pain in 

the ass,” Brooklyn growled.  “But I shouldn’t be 

grumpy.  This means that she will be here soon.” 

“It’ll happen when you least expect it,” Thelma 

Ray giggled.  “I remember when Ethan was born.  

Brooklyn was a raging bear, snapping at me and anyone 

that looked at her too long.  The night she threw her 

hands in the air and said that he was going to stay in 

there until college was the night her water broke.” 

“Best night of my life,” Brooklyn smiled, 

kissing Ethan on top of his head. 

“We packed her bag the other night,” Thelma 

Ray smiled.  “So, now we just wait.” 

“And wait…and wait,” Brooklyn scowled.   

“I’m sure we can keep you busy until then,” I 

laughed.  

We fell into comfortable conversation as we ate 

dinner.  I sat back and watched the people around me 

smiling and laughing.  We were not a traditional family, 

not by any means, but we were family nonetheless. Paul 

was not only an employee, but a brother to both 

Brooklyn and myself.  He filled in nicely as an adoptive 

uncle to Ethan and Thelma Ray was the matriarch of our 

little clan.  Even thrown into our relationship, she was 

another mother to me and I knew, beyond a shadow of a 

doubt, that I could go to her with anything and she’d 

love me regardless of my problems.   
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“You okay?” Brooklyn paused beside my chair, 

her empty plate in her hand.   

“Yes,” I smiled.  “Just daydreaming.”  She 

giggled at my one shouldered shrug and walked to the 

sink, rinsing her plate before setting it in the dishwasher.   

“When do you want to take Delilah her gift from 

Kane?” Brooklyn smiled knowingly at the idea that 

Delilah wouldn’t be upset by any gift Kane gave her.  I 

understood him being hesitant to give her the bracelet, 

but Brooklyn assured me that it would be okay.   

“After the doctor’s appointment?” I asked, not 

knowing what she had planned for the afternoon. 

“That sounds good to me,” she said, taking 

Ethan’s plate from him and adding it to the others. 

Paul’s phone rang and he stood to leave. “I’ve 

got your plate,” Brooklyn said.  “Go on.” 

“Thanks,” he said, frowning at the display 

screen of his phone.   

Instantly, my whole body went on alert, 

wondering what the phone call was about.  Looking at 

Brooklyn, she didn’t seem to notice the difference in his 

body language, but I did. 

“Can we watch a movie tonight, dad?” Ethan 

asked from his seat to my left.   

“Sure,” I smiled.  “If you want to pick 

something out, your mom and I will meet you in there as 

soon as the dishes are done.” 

“Okay,” he said, hopping off the stool and 

making his way to the living room. 

“Go on with him, Gabriel,” Brooklyn said.  “I’m 

almost done here.” 

“I can do them,” I said, standing up and walking 

around the island to take her into my arms.  “I don’t 

want you to overdo it.” 

“I’m actually feeling pretty good,” she smiled.  

“Could’ve been that afternoon nap.” 

“Mmm,” I hummed.  “I think we need to take a 

nap every afternoon.” 
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“I could get used to that,” she giggled, causing 

my cock to stir in my jeans.   

“Hurry up, mom…dad!”  Ethan yelled from the 

living room.  “I’m ready!” 

“We’re coming!” she said, loud enough for him 

to hear. 

“I’ll keep him busy while you finish up,” I said, 

placing a kiss to the top of her head.   

“Be right there,” she smiled. 

It was good to be home and it was even better 

that I wasn’t going anywhere for a while.  I had 

everything I ever wanted and needed under my roof and 

a family to call my own. 
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Chapter 3 

 

Gabe 

 

“Glad to have you home, Gabe.” Doc Michaels 

said after shaking my hand.  “Are you ready to see your 

daughter?” 

“More than ready,” I replied, smiling at 

Brooklyn as she laid on the examination table.  Doc was 

going to be checking her to see if she’d dilated any since 

the visit the week before.  We were down to two weeks 

left in the pregnancy and little Emily could be here any 

moment.  The thought of that made my heart squeeze 

knowing that I’d be holding my daughter soon. 

“Let’s do some measurements and then I’ll 

check you, Brooklyn.”  Doc washed his hands and dried 

them before slipping on a pair of purple, latex gloves.  

He removed a tiny measuring tape from his pocket and 

put one end at the top of her stomach and the other 

below it.  “You’re right on track, Brooklyn.” 

“Good,” she smiled.  “That’s good.” 

“I’m going to check you for dilation now,” he 

said.  “Now, this is going to be a little uncomfortable, 

but it’ll give us an idea of how close you are.” 

“Okay,” she smiled.   

“Is it going to hurt?” I frowned and looked 

between the doctor and Brooklyn.  I didn’t want 

anything to cause her pain. 

“No,” Brooklyn laughed.  “This is a walk in the 

park compared to the labor, Gabriel.” 

“She’s right,” Doc Michaels laughed.  “I would 

advise you stand up there, by her head though.” 

“Why?” I asked, knowing I looked confused. 

“He has to use his hand to check,” Brooklyn 

blushed.  “It’s not something you want to see.” 

“Oh,” I shivered.  I took the advice and stood by 

her head, taking her tiny hand into my own.   
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“Put your feet together and let your legs fall out 

to the sides Brooklyn,” he directed her to the position, 

lifting the sheet that was draped across her lap. “Let’s 

see what we’ve got going on here.  Breathe in…good 

girl.” 

My eyes watched her as Doc Michaels examined 

her.  Brooklyn’s fingers tightened around my hand 

causing me to wince.  “You okay?”   

“I’m fine, now,” she said as he removed his 

hand, letting out a deep breath she must’ve been holding. 

“Well, Brooklyn,” he said, removing his gloves 

and putting them in a trash can he opened by the little 

peddle on the floor. “Looks like you are at a two.  This is 

a good sign.  Most women would give anything to have 

a textbook pregnancy like you’ve had.  I’m sure this 

baby girl will be healthy when she arrives.” 

“Thank you,” she said as I helped her sit upright 

on the table. 

“I’ll see you this time next week,” he said.  “If 

you have any contractions from this point on, then you 

are okay to go to the hospital when they are to the point 

where they are unbearable.  If your water breaks, I need 

to you head in for sure.” 

“Thanks Doc,” I said, shaking his hand before 

he left the room. 

“That’s good news,” Brooklyn smiled, removing 

the gown she’d changed into when we’d been put into 

the room.  I handed her clothes once she was naked and 

watched as she dressed, loving the way she looked 

rounded with my daughter.  “Now, we just wait.” 

“I’m very impatient,” I laughed, holding up my 

hands in defense when she glared at me.  “Not as much 

as you are, baby.” 

“You’re damn right about that,” she said, taking 

a seat and propping her foot in my lap so that I could tie 

her shoes. “I’m so glad you are home to help me with 

my shoes.  I was getting tired of wearing flip flops.” 
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“Poor baby,” I said, kissing the top of her foot.  

She’s given up on wearing her tennis shoes about two 

months ago, when she could no longer lean over her 

belly to tie them.   

“Let’s go over to see Delilah,” Brooklyn said, 

picking up her purse from where she’d set it on the floor 

next to my chair. 

 

Paul pulled into the driveway at Kane and 

Delilah’s house and circled around back to the garage 

where Sergi was waiting for us to arrive. He held his 

hand out for Brooklyn to help her from the back of the 

SUV and shook my hand as I exited after her. 

“Welcome home, Gabe,” he smiled. 

“Thanks,” I replied.  “How is she?” 

“She’s very tired, but otherwise okay,” he said.  

“The babies just went down for a nap.”  The twins were 

born four months ago and Kane was beside himself with 

worry over her being here alone.  He’d been reassured 

by the girls and Sergi that she would be fine and all she 

had to do was call Mary, Liana, or Brooklyn and they’d 

be right over to help.  Even Kane’s mother had spent a 

great amount of time here since they’d been born. 

“That’s good,” I nodded, following Brooklyn 

inside. 

“Delilah,” Brooklyn said as they hugged each 

other tightly.  It seems that they’d rekindled their 

friendship over the past year and it was stronger than it 

was twelve years ago when Delilah worked for 

Brooklyn’s old band, Deadly Doves. 

“Hey Gabe,” she smiled and pulled me in for a 

hug.  “I’m so glad you’re home.” 

“Me too,” I said, kissing her cheek and taking a 

seat across from her on the couch. 

“What brings you by?” she asked. The dark 

circles under her eyes told me she was more tired than 

any of us knew.  If Kane could see her, I’m sure he’d 

leave the tour and rush home to her side.  That was most 
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likely the reason why no one had told him about her 

being exhausted.   

“Kane gave me a little something to give you,” I 

said, nodding toward Paul.  He left, but returned quickly 

with the pink box.   

“What is it?” she smiled widely.   

“You have to open it,” Brooklyn shrugged, 

pretending she didn’t know what was in there.  My 

palms began to twitch, worried about the gift, hoping she 

didn’t break down for the wrong reason. 

She untied the ribbon and removed the lid, 

setting it beside her on the couch. She carefully lifted the 

white tissue paper and laughed as she picked up the 

matching one piece outfits Kane had custom made for 

his daughters.  “Oh, this is so adorable!” 

“Let me see,” Brooklyn said, holding her hand 

out for one of them.  She held it up in front of her face 

and laughed.  “Only Kane.” 

“That’s why I love him,” Delilah said, leaning 

forward the put the box on the coffee table, thinking that 

was all that was in the box.  “He loves those girls.” 

“There’s more,” I said, clearing my throat.  “It’s 

in the bottom.” 

“What did he get me?” she frowned.   

Scooting forward in my seat, I prepared to 

comfort my best friend’s wife if she had a bad reaction 

to opening her little box. 

I watched as she removed the lid from the 

smaller pink box that had rested inside the bottom of the 

larger one, underneath more tissue paper.  Delilah let out 

a soft gasp as she blinked, staring at the bracelet nestled 

on top of the piece of cotton that held the precious 

jewelry inside.  She didn’t say anything for several 

seconds and I worried that Kane was right.  Did the 

jewelry bring back only the bad memories of that night?   

“Delilah,” Brooklyn said, softly.  “Say 

something.” 
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“D,” I said, standing up to walk over to her.  I 

took a seat to her left and didn’t know what to do.  She 

wasn’t showing happiness or sadness and that scared me.  

“You okay?” 

“Um…,” she said, clearing her throat and 

placing her palm over her mouth.  When she looked up 

into my eyes, I saw the pools of tears that hadn’t fallen 

over her lashes just yet.  “I didn’t think we’d ever be 

able to replace it.” 

“Kane went to that little shop when we were in 

New Orleans and got you the exact same one.”  I 

wrapped my arm across the back of her shoulders and 

pulled her close, kissing the top of her head.  “You 

okay?” 

“This is the most thoughtful thing he has ever 

done for me,” she cried, the tears finally pouring over 

her lashes.  When I looked over her head at Brooklyn, 

she too was in tears at the present sitting on her friend’s 

lap. 

“Would you like for me to help you put it on?” I 

asked, holding my hand out for the bracelet.  When she 

complied, I smiled and unlatched it, wrapping it around 

her wrist.   

“I’ll never take it off,” she said, wiping tears 

away.  “Thank you for bringing this home for me.” 

“You’re welcome, Delilah,” I said, standing up.  

“I’m sure you’ll want to call him.  We’ll get out of here, 

but if you need us, you better call.” 

“I will,” she said, standing up to wrap her arms 

around my waist.  “Thank you, Gabe.”  

“Anytime, sweetheart,” I kissed the top of her 

head again and released her.  Delilah and Mary were like 

sisters to me and seeing them happy was one of my main 

goals in life; along with keeping my own sister and wife 

smiling.  When the women in our lives were not happy, 

then no one was happy.   
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“You also need to call me if you need help,” 

Delilah said, nodding toward Brooklyn.  “It’s getting 

close.” 

“I know,” Brooklyn said, resting her hand on top 

of her belly. 

“I’ll call you tomorrow,” she said, hugging us 

both one more time as we left the house. 

“She looks so tired,” I said, as we pulled out of 

the driveway. 

“She is,” Brooklyn nodded.  “Bella had a little 

stomach bug and had kept Delilah up a night or two this 

week.” 

“What?” I said, turning toward my wife.  “Kane 

didn’t say anything about that.” 

“He doesn’t know,” Brooklyn frowned.  “She 

didn’t want to worry him.  It’s really nothing and the 

pediatrician gave her a clean bill of health yesterday.” 

“We don’t like not being told of things going on 

back home, Brooklyn,” I gritted my teeth.  “Even if it’s 

as little as a stomach virus.” 

“Saying anything about it would only worry 

Kane,” she said, taking my hand as we merged onto the 

highway.  “The last thing that you guys need to do is to 

worry about what is going on at home.  We can take care 

of the kids and if there is a problem, we will tell you 

guys.  If Bella had been any worse off, one of us 

would’ve called Kane.” 

“Please do not keep things from me,” I begged, 

pinching the bridge of my nose with my thumb and 

forefinger.  “Have you kept things from me?” 

“I don’t keep things from you, Gabriel,” she 

said, resting her head on my shoulder. “I promise.” 

“I would hope not,” I growled.  “I couldn’t 

handle it.  If something were to happen to you or the 

kids and you’d known…but not told me, I would blister 

your ass, baby.” 

“Seriously?” she gasped.  “You wouldn’t!” 
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“Oh, yes I would,” I smiled, holding my hand up 

and making a swatting motion with a raised brow.  

“Want me to test this on you tonight?”  Her eyes heated 

and I shifted in my seat to ease the sudden tightness 

against my zipper. 

“You can try,” she teased.   

Tugging on her hand, I leaned in and we met 

nose to nose.  “Don’t tempt me, baby.  Once you have 

our daughter and are healed, you may just get your 

wish.” 

 

Brooklyn 

 

The sun was high in the sky and the 

temperatures were in the mid-eighties.  It was a beautiful 

day in Los Angeles. With Gabriel’s heated words, I 

found that the temperature inside the vehicle rose at least 

a thousand degrees.  I’d been teasing with him, but his 

promise to follow through with a sexual punishment, had 

my sex pulsing and dripping with the idea of him 

playing a little rough with me. 

“We’re home, baby,” he said, leaning in to 

capture my lips in a kiss that caused my breasts to ache 

with the need to be touched by this man. 

“Mmmhmm,” I moaned.  

“Come,” he ordered, holding his hand out for me 

to step down from the SUV. 

“I was trying to do just that,” I smirked, winked, 

and walked toward the house as I heard him groan from 

behind me.  It felt great knowing that I still could turn 

him on, even at nine months pregnant. 

“We have the rest of the day, baby,” he said, 

pulling me into his arms. “What do you want to do?” 

“Can we go for a swim?” My eyes pleaded with 

him.  He knew that I’d been swimming a lot since he 

left.  I’d told him several times that it eased the pressure 

on my back from the pregnancy. 
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“Let’s get changed,” he said, pulling me toward 

the bedroom. 

We made quick work of changing into our 

swimming suits.  I wore a black maternity one-piece, 

while Gabriel slipped on a blue and white pair of trunks 

that hung low on his hips showcasing his tight abs and 

the bulging muscles that came out of his shorts and 

looked like the letter V.  My tongue shot out and 

moistened my lips when I thought about tracing it just to 

drive him crazy. 

“If you keep looking at me like that, we will 

never get into the pool, baby,” he smiled. 

“Sorry,” I blushed, wincing when the baby 

kicked me in the ribs. 

“You okay,” he frowned. 

“Yes,” I laughed, still rubbing the spot on my 

right side.  “She’s a prize fighter.” 

“Good,” I nodded, proudly.  “That’ll keep the 

boys away from her until she’s thirty.”   

We laughed as we made our way outside.  Ethan 

was already soaking wet and swimming laps, while his 

grandma sat in a chair reading a book.  She was shaded 

by a huge umbrella.   

“Hey, kids,” she smiled and looked up from her 

romance novel.  

“What are you reading today, Thelma Ray,” 

Gabe asked.  He usually did it more as a joke about all of 

the books she loved to read.   

“Vampires, baby,” she winked.  “The best kind 

of supernatural beasts.” 

“Do you read that stuff?” Gabe asked as he 

helped me into the pool.   

The moment my belly hit the water, I moaned 

from the release of pressure to my back.  “Yeah, I do.  

When you are not home, of course.” 

Gabriel smirked and pulled me close enough that 

only I could hear him, “Do you read the dirty ones?” 
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“Like I said,” I paused, giving him a sultry look.  

“Only when you are not home.” 

“I don’t know if I like that or not,” he said, 

frowning, but those blue eyes held a bit of childish 

mischief.   

“It’s okay, Gabriel,” I laughed.  “I don’t read as 

much as mom does.  You don’t need to get angry at a 

fictional character.” 

“I’m not angry,” he said, pulling me into his 

arms.   

“Jealous?” I giggled. 

“Nope,” he said, kissing my neck and making 

me forget all about hunky romance characters.  

“They really have nothing on you, Gabriel,” I 

squirmed.  “Trust me.” 

“Now,” he laughed, pushing away from me to 

swim backwards toward the deep end and Ethan.  

“That’s what I wanted to hear!” 

He headed for Ethan and the two of them raced 

from the end up to where I was and then turned around 

and swam back toward the deep end.  I found myself 

laughing at them being silly and when I looked at my 

mom, she had an approving smile on her face. 

Pulling my sunglasses down, I sank to my neck 

in the water and closed my eyes, letting my muscles rest 

and relax as the boys played around me. The sun was the 

perfect temperature and I couldn’t help but drift into a 

light sleep. 

Warm hands skimmed up my legs and I opened 

my eyes to find Gabriel there, a sexy smirk to the corner 

of his lips.  His hair was pushed back away from his 

deep blue eyes.  My insides melted when I watched a 

bead of water trail down his cheek, over his jaw and 

down his neck. Fuck! He’s so hot! 

“Are you tired, baby,” he whispered, rubbing 

our daughter through my swimming suit. 

“Yeah,” I admitted. “I think I’ll go in for a bit.” 
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“Do you want me to come in with you?” he said, 

looking over his shoulder at Ethan, who was out of the 

pool getting a drink of water. 

“No,” I smiled, shaking my head.  “You two 

play and I’ll be inside.” 

“You’ll call me if you need me, right?” Gabriel 

raised his brow as he asked the question. 

“Always, baby,” I said, kissing the tip of his 

nose. 

Gabriel helped me out of the pool and fetched a 

towel.  I wrapped it around myself and told my mom that 

I would be inside.  She nodded and went back to her 

book, not really paying much attention to anything that 

was going on around her now that Gabriel was there to 

keep an eye on Ethan. 

As soon as I made it to our bathroom, I turned 

the shower on and stepped inside.  The water relaxed my 

aching back and I laughed when I felt the baby move as 

if she was changing which side she wanted to lay on.  

There was a tightness in my belly and I had to grit my 

teeth until she settled into a more comfortable position.   

As I washed my hair, I thought about how our 

life would be changing over the next week or so. The 

baby could come any day now and I was more than 

ready to see her face.  Would she have my eyes or his?  

Would she have a head full of brown or black hair?  

Would she be bald like Ethan had been when he was 

born?  If that old wives tale about heartburn was correct, 

then I’m sure she’d have a head full of hair when she 

came out, because I’d been plagued with it for the past 

six months.   

I shut the water off and reached for the towel, 

winching when I felt pressure to my side.  My yawn 

overpowered the pressure and soon I was slipping into a 

long silk gown that Gabriel had brought home a few 

weeks ago from the tour. 

As I slid into bed, I rested my head on the pillow 

and closed my eyes.  Gabriel would wake me up when it 
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was time for dinner.  The pressure to my belly annoyed 

me, but I didn’t think anything of it when I fell asleep, 

hoping that the baby would come sooner, rather than 

later.   
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Chapter 4 

 

Gabe 

 

Brooklyn had been sleeping a lot over the past 

three days.  She was already down for a nap and it 

wasn’t quite noon yet.  She’d refused to wait until I 

could make her some lunch, promising she’d eat when 

she woke up. 

“She asleep again?” Thelma Ray asked as she 

came in from her bungalow out back. 

“Yes,” I smiled.  “She’s been sleeping in until 

eight every morning and now it’s almost noon and she’s 

back asleep.” 

“Let her sleep if she is tired, Gabe,” Thelma Ray 

smiled.  “Her body is preparing for the baby to come.” 

“What?” I said, sitting forward. 

“Calm down,” she laughed.  “Women often 

sleep a lot the last week or two before the baby comes.  

It tends to make them well rested for the stress their 

bodies will go through delivering the child.” 

“I’m so freaking nervous,” I admitted. 

“I know you are,” she said, patting my shoulder 

as she walked toward the kitchen. “I’ll make her some 

lunch.  Why don’t you go lay down with her?  I’m 

betting she needs you to rub her back.” 

“You know this from experience?” I asked, 

raising a brow. 

“Yep,” she smiled.   

Shaking my head, I walked down the hallway 

and opened the door to our room quietly so that I 

wouldn’t wake her if she was asleep.   

What I found was her sitting up in the bed, her 

feet pressed together and her knees out to the side.  She 

was leaning forward as if she were stretching. 

“Hey, are you okay?” I said, sliding up onto the 

bed so that we were facing each other. 
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“My back is killing me,” she said, leaning to her 

left. 

“Why don’t you lay on your side and I will rub 

your back?” I said, reaching up to push a strand of hair 

back over her ear.   

“Okay,” she sighed, straightening out her legs 

and immediately rolling on her right side.  

Laying down behind her, I placed the flat of my 

hand on her lower back and asked, “Where does it hurt, 

baby?” 

“Down and to the left,” she mumbled.   

She didn’t speak much as I rubbed circles 

around the area that was bothering her the most.  My 

poor wife was miserable and there was nothing I could 

do to make it stop.  Even though she’d complained over 

the past three days, I wouldn’t trade it for anything in the 

world.  She was about to give birth to my first biological 

child and I was more than happy at her being in the state 

she was in at the moment. My only wish was that I could 

take some of this pain and discomfort for her.  If I could, 

I’d happily be the miserable one, as long as she was 

okay. 

“The girls are going to come over for dinner 

tonight,” I whispered, using my thumbs to massage 

small circles just below the waistband of her sleep 

shorts. 

“I guess I need to get up and get dressed,” she 

yawned. 

“No, baby,” I said, leaning over and placing a 

kiss on her cheek.  “We are going to nap after you eat 

something.  Then we will get up and get dressed.  They 

are bringing over food and I think Mary said something 

about bringing a movie.” 

“Oh, which movie?” she asked, her voice full of 

wonder. 

“Probably some girly movie,” I said, rolling my 

eyes. 
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“Oh, I hope it’s that new Nicholas Sparks one,” 

she sighed. 

“I don’t know why you girls love those damn 

books and movies,” I scowled.  “Someone always dies 

and it makes you cry.” 

“They’re just…wonderful,” she sniffled.  

Great…ugh! 

“I’m sure you girls think so,” I laughed.  “Come 

on, let’s eat and then take a long nap.” 

“Okay,” she yawned.   

Thelma Ray brought us a few sandwiches and 

chips.  We sat on the bed and ate in comfortable silence.  

I watched her nibble on a chip and my mind blanked out 

thinking of how right this moment was. 

My whole life had changed over the past few 

years.  I guess you could say that I grew up.  I’d seen the 

worst that humankind could do to another person.  My 

sister had been raped and almost killed and then she 

fought back to become an advocate for the fight against 

domestic violence.   

We’d all found love and the guys and I had 

become fathers.  Glory Days was still at the top of the 

charts and we were not planning on stopping anytime 

soon.  When I stopped to take a reality check, I knew 

that this fame wouldn’t last forever.  Eventually, the 

band’s popularity would start to fade and then we would 

be looking at the possibility of retirement.  Several years 

ago, the thought would’ve depressed me, but now it’s 

something I could look forward to with a new 

perspective. 

Until then, I would make music until the need 

for us diminished and then I planned to spend the rest of 

my days with Brooklyn and my children.  Children? As 

in plural?  That had a nice ring to it.   

“What are you smiling about?” she asked, 

nudging me with her foot. 

“Kids,” I shrugged. 
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“Kids?” she asked, a little skeptical.  I could tell 

that she was by the set to her beautiful lips.   

“Yeah,” I blushed.  “I was thinking about the 

next one.” 

“Next one,” she gasped.  “Gabriel, let’s get 

through this one first, okay?” 

“Come on, baby,” I laughed, moving the tray to 

the top of the dresser and ignoring her shock at my 

words.  “Let’s take a nap.” 

We slid into the bed and I pulled her so that I 

could press my chest to her back.  My cock thickened 

when she shimmied her ass against it, “Be still.”  

“Just getting comfortable,” she giggled.  I kissed 

the top of her shoulder and wrapped my arm over her 

side, resting my hand on her stomach.  As I fell asleep, I 

felt little Emily moving around, finding her own place of 

comfort, just as I’d found mine holding her mother in 

my arms. 

 

My eyes opened and I smiled when I looked at 

Brooklyn, sleeping peacefully in my arms.  Man, I was a 

love sick fool, and I really didn’t care who knew about 

it.   

Slowly, I slid out of the bed and grabbed a white 

t-shirt and pulled it over my head.  We still had about 

three hours before the girls showed up and I wanted to 

let her sleep for a little while longer. So, I quietly left the 

room and headed for the kitchen. 

Paul was pouring himself a glass of tea and had 

a worried expression on his face. 

“What’s wrong?” I demanded, the hairs on the 

back of my neck stood on end.   

“Did you or Brooklyn request someone come by 

to work on the garden?” Paul followed up his question 

with a glance over his shoulder at the area in question.  

I’d had a gardening company come in and put in 

an area in the backyard for Brooklyn to grow fresh 

vegetables to use here at the house when she cooked.  
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Once the garden was in, she and Thelma Ray took over 

the care of it and only twice since it was put in did she 

call the company to bring in more soil or plants that she 

needed. 

“Not that I know of,” I frowned.  “She didn’t say 

anything about needing them to bring any materials.  I’ll 

ask her when she wakes up. What happened?” 

“Two men showed up at the gate about twenty 

minutes ago,” he said.  “They said that they were here to 

tend the garden and my red flag went on alert, because 

she hasn’t had them come out at all over the past four 

months.  Even if she did, Brooklyn would have told me 

to be expecting someone.” 

“Did you check these guys out?” I asked. 

“I didn’t go out to the gate,” he sighed, shaking 

his head. “I used the camera to see them and I talked to 

them through the intercom.  They were in a company 

truck and were wearing the uniformed shirts that all of 

their employees are required to wear.  If they’d been in a 

personal vehicle I would’ve called for backup.” 

“I’ll ask her,” I said, slapping him on the back.  

Paul was just as protective over Brooklyn as I was and I 

was very thankful that he kept an eye on her while I was 

away.  It made me more comfortable about her being at 

home while I was on the road.  

“I may have been overacting,” he said, reaching 

in the refrigerator to grab an apple.  He held one out for 

me, but I shook my head, silently denying the offer. 

“No,” I shook my head.  “You did the right 

thing.” 

“Yeah well,” he laughed.  “If she did order some 

plants, and I send them away, she’s going to kick my 

ass.” 

“You’re on your own, buddy,” I said, shaking 

my head. 

“Thanks,” he said, rolling his eyes.  
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Brooklyn 

 

When my eyes opened, I smiled at the beautiful 

man who owned my heart. His face was so close to mine 

that our noses touched.  “Hey,” Gabriel whispered. 

“Hi,” I said, placing a quick peck to the tip of his 

nose. 

“The girls will be here in an hour and you said 

you wanted to take a shower,” he said, running his 

fingers up and down my arm.  I closed my eyes and let 

the sensations lull me back into a twilight sleep that 

didn’t last but a moment before he took my lips with his 

own. 

“Shower,” I moaned.  “You’re distracting me.” 

“I like distracting you,” he moaned, deepening 

the kiss. 

My fingers tangled in his hair.  My lips parted as 

he pressed his tongue against my bottom lip.  He tasted 

of strawberries and a hint of sugar.  I giggled, “You taste 

like Kool-Aid.” 

“I stole some from Ethan,” he laughed, biting 

my bottom lip before letting go.  “Get in the shower, 

woman.  Before we end up in bed for the rest of the 

night.” 

“I hope we end up here after everyone leaves,” I 

pouted.  Damn, my hormones were going crazy.  This 

baby needed to hurry up. 

“I think that can be arranged,” he smiled, 

showing his playful side.   

He finally left me alone to shower and I took my 

time, letting the water cascade over my body.  The heat 

loosened my muscles and I sighed heavily when the 

water turned cold.  I wrapped my hair and grabbed a 

towel to dry myself off.   

As I attempted to dry my legs, I felt a slight 

tightening in my belly that made me pause.  It faded as 

quickly as it started and once I straightened I realized it 
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must have been the position I was in to cause it in the 

first place. 

I didn’t do much with my hair, other than blow 

dry it and put it up into a high ponytail.  I grabbed my 

floor length, sleeveless dress that matched the color of 

Gabriel’s eyes.  I slipped it over my head and after I 

wiggled into the ugliest, but most comfortable, pair of 

maternity panties I owned, I made my way out to the 

kitchen where I heard female voices. 

“Bwooklin!” Ivy giggled as I entered the 

kitchen.  She ran over and wrapped her little arms 

around my leg.  Her long curls bounced as she hopped 

up and down to get my attention. 

“Hey precious,” I said, squatting down so that I 

could hug her and place a kiss to her soft cheek.  “Did 

you bring me some carrots?” 

“Yes!” she laughed.  “Momma brought 

bunches!” 

Ivy had just turned three and was absolutely the 

most well behaved child I’d ever seen in my life.  She 

would eat what was on her plate and never caused a 

scene.  I hadn’t been that lucky with Ethan.  Maybe it’s 

because she’s a girl.  For a moment, I smiled to myself, 

hoping Emily would be just as well behaved. 

Standing up, I was enveloped by Mary, “Hey 

Brooklyn.” 

“Thanks for coming over,” I said, releasing her 

and walking over to the vegetable tray that was sitting on 

center island in the kitchen.   

“Gabe’s going to have to put up with us 

tonight,” she smiled.  “We wanted to have you to 

ourselves one more night before the baby came.” 

“Hopefully she will be here soon,” I sighed, 

rubbing the side of my stomach where I felt a bit of 

pressure. 

“Have you been having contractions?” Mary 

nodded toward my hand and the side of my belly.  She 

had a knowing look on her face. 
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I looked around the kitchen and into the living 

room to make sure Gabriel was not within hearing range.  

“I had some tightening when I got out of the shower, but 

I think it was just the way I was bent over.” 

“Hmm,” she said, her mind thoughtful.  

“Could’ve been, but we’ll keep an eye on you tonight.” 

“Okay,” I smiled.  “I just want to sit back and 

eat junk food while crying over some hunky guy being 

too romantic for his own good.” 

“Now that, my friend,” she laughed.  “Is 

something I totally agree with you on!” 

“How are you feeling?” I asked.  Mary and Ash 

had announced their pregnancy two days before the guys 

left on this leg of the tour.  She was now just over four 

months pregnant and had developed a small baby bump 

in the past week. 

“I feel great, actually,” she said.  “They get 

easier.” 

“Yes, they do,” I smiled.   

Liana and Delilah arrived and Hunter took off to 

play with Ivy in the living room while we set everything 

up for our dinner.  Liana left and returned with Gabriel, 

passing him around to all of the wives so that he could 

get his welcome home hugs and kisses to the cheek. I 

smiled as I watched them shower him with so much 

attention.    

Eventually, we all settled down in the living 

room to watch the movie.  Gabriel and I sat on the 

loveseat.  He turned me so that I could lean on the arm 

rest and prop my feet in his lap.  He watched the movie 

without complaint and I melted into the cushions when 

he rubbed his thumb over my purple painted toenail.  

The rhythm was very soothing. 

Liana was the first to shed a tear and then we all 

chimed in at the end.  Gabriel threw his hands in the air 

and said, “Really?  You didn’t see that coming?”  He 

was teasing, but we all tossed our tissues at him, causing 

him to gag and fall into a fit of laughter. 
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“Be nice,” Liana said, pinching him in the calf.  

She was in the floor, sitting at his feet while holding a 

sleeping Hunter.   

“You girls are just lucky I love you,” he said, 

ruffling Liana’s hair.   

Mary and I stood up to take our popcorn bowls 

back into the kitchen while Liana and Gabriel laughed 

and joked quietly so they didn’t wake up the children.  

Delilah had already fallen asleep on the couch and the 

twins were resting in their car seats by her head.  I’m 

sure Sergi would get her home and into bed after the 

girls are put in their cribs. 

“I had fun tonight,” Mary said, rinsing bowls 

and putting them into the dishwasher. 

Rubbing my belly, I ignored the tightness at the 

top and continued to help her put the food away.  “I’m 

so glad y’all came over tonight.” 

“We wouldn’t have been anywhere else,” she 

smiled.  “We stick together when the guys are gone.  So, 

welcome to the girl’s club.”  We both laughed at her 

silly name for all of us.   

Just as I turned to put a cup into the dishwasher, 

I gasped from the sudden tightness in my side.  A second 

later, a loud splash sounded and my legs and feet were 

suddenly covered in a clear liquid. 
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Chapter 5 

 

Gabe 

 

“I’m so happy for you, brother,” Liana said, 

resting her head on my knee.  When she did that, it 

reminded me of a simpler time.  A time when we were 

young and had no worries in the world.   

“Thank you, peanut,” I said, leaning over and 

kissing the top of her head.    

A commotion from the kitchen caused us all to 

turn.  Before I could get off the couch, Mary rounded the 

corner. Her eyes were wide, “Brooklyn’s water just 

broke.” 

“Shit!” I ran for the kitchen, leaping over the 

back of the couch.  I called out over my shoulder, “Get 

Paul!”  

“Gabriel, I’m fine,” Brooklyn said, standing in 

the kitchen, a puddle of clear fluid at her feet.  “Just help 

me clean up, first. I need to call the doctor.” 

“We have to go,” I demanded, placing my hand 

on her lower back.  

“Please, Gabriel,” she said, clinching her teeth. 

“Are you having contractions?” I said, my eyes 

wide. 

“Yes, dammit!”  Brooklyn’s brown eyes held 

fire as she growled at me.   

“Why didn’t you tell me, baby?” I asked.  How 

long had she been in pain and not told me? 

“These didn’t feel like the ones I had with 

Ethan,” she said, stopping to breathe slowly.  “Can I 

change…please?” 

“Come,” I said, holding my hand out to pull her 

toward the bedroom.  

Once inside the bedroom, I helped her remove 

the dress.  We made quick work of cleaning her up and 

rushed out to find Paul waiting in the kitchen. 
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“The truck is running,” he said, holding out his 

hand to take the bag while I helped Brooklyn head 

toward the garage. “I’ve also called your doctor and he 

said he would meet us at the hospital.”  

Thelma Ray and Ethan rushed in from the back 

where they were staying out in the cottage for the night.  

Ethan didn’t want to watch sappy girly movies and 

Brooklyn’s mom took him out to her place to watch a 

movie more toward his liking.   

“Momma?” Ethan said, his eyes wide as he 

walked up to Brooklyn.  “Is the baby coming?” 

“Yes,” she panted.  Her gritted teeth relaxed and 

after a few seconds she smiled at him.  “Dad and I are 

going to the hospital.  Grandma will bring you up after 

Emily is born, okay?” 

“Okay,” he smiled.   

“I love you, Ethan,” she said, kissing the top of 

his head.   

“I love you, momma,” he said, pushing her 

toward the door.  “You have to go.” 

“Yes, sir,” she laughed.  

“Let’s go,” I urged, taking her hand and guiding 

her out into the garage.  The back door was opened and I 

tossed a towel across the seat.  Brooklyn insisted on 

taking one so that she wouldn’t make a mess in the 

truck.  I really didn’t care what happened to the truck as 

long as we got to the hospital in time. 

“Call us,” Liana said.  She’d followed us out and 

when I looked back over my shoulder, I saw all of the 

girls with her.  Each one had tears of joy in their eyes 

and smiles on their faces.    

“I will,” I said, kissing her cheek.  “Love you, 

sis.” 

“Love you, too,” she smiled.  “I’ll call everyone 

and then I’ll be up there in a few hours.” 

“Okay,” I said, sliding in beside Brooklyn and 

closing the door. 
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Brooklyn squeezed my hand every so often 

while we rode mostly in silence, only speaking when she 

wasn’t having a contraction.  My nerves were on edge 

and I mainly kept ahold of her hand to keep myself 

grounded.  She knew what she was doing, but I was 

freaking out on the inside, worrying over things to come. 

“It’s going to be okay,” Brooklyn said, pushing 

my bangs out of my face so that she could look me in the 

eye. 

“I know it is,” I smiled, kissing the inside of her 

hand. “I’m just nervous.  I can take twenty thousand 

screaming fans, but this baby may cause me to pass 

clean out on the floor.” 

“You,” she paused, sucking in a breath.  She was 

having another contraction and from the death grip she 

had on my hand, I could tell it was a big one.  “Better 

not pass out on me, Gabriel Miller.” 

“Yes, ma’am,” I smiled.  “I will try to keep 

myself upright.” 

Paul pulled up to the front doors of the hospital.  

Thankfully there were no photographers around.  A 

nurse met us at the door with a wheelchair, “Hello, Mr. 

and Mrs. Miller. Are we ready to have the baby today?” 

“Yes,” Brooklyn smiled.  

“Doctor Michaels is still ten minutes away,” she 

said, pushing Brooklyn toward the elevator.  I assumed 

they wanted me to follow.  “We’re going to get you set 

up in your room and by the time we have the monitors 

rolling, he should be here.” 

“Sounds great,” Brooklyn said, looking over her 

shoulder as we passed the door leading to the stairwell. 

Someone had just walked into it and the door was slowly 

closing behind them. 

“What’s wrong?” I asked when she frowned. 

“Nothing,” she laughed, shaking her head.  

“Thought I saw someone who looked familiar.” 

We arrived at the maternity ward and were given 

a room. Inside there was a bed for Brooklyn, a couch 
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that looked like it would fold out to a bed, a chair, and a 

television.  Beside the bed was a machine that would 

read the contractions and the baby’s information from 

straps around Brooklyn’s belly.  I remembered them 

from when Liana was in labor with Hunter.  Another 

nurse arrived with a bassinet and they introduced 

themselves as Jane and Olivia.     

I took a seat in the chair while they got Brooklyn 

strapped to the monitors and started her IV.  I sent a text 

to my sister, telling her what room we were in and that 

she could come up whenever she was ready.   

Doc Michaels arrives shortly after, holding her 

chart.  “Well, I guess we are going to have this baby 

today, huh?”  

“Yes, please,” Brooklyn smiled. 

“Let’s see how far you’ve dilated,” he said, 

grabbing a pair of gloves.  Brooklyn held my hand as he 

checked her and I kept my eyes on my wife.  I really 

didn’t want to see what he was doing. 

“Looking good, Brooklyn,” the doctor smiled, 

removing the gloves and tossing them in the trashcan.  

“You’re almost a four.  Are you going to want an 

epidural?”  

“Yes, please,” she said, squinting one eye.  I 

watched as the monitor printed out the peak of her 

contraction on the little pink and white slip of paper.   

“I’ll get the anesthesiologist on call to come in 

and get you set up,” he said, writing something in her 

chart.  “I will come in to check on you throughout the 

day.  Until the baby is ready, I suggest the two of you 

get some rest.” 

“Thanks,” I said, shaking our physician’s hand.   

The nurse, Olivia, returned with an extra blanket 

for Brooklyn and she dimmed the lights, saying she’d be 

back when the guy with the epidural arrived.   

“Please snuggle with me,” Brooklyn whispered, 

reaching her hand out for me.  She was on her side, so I 
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didn’t need to adjust her when I raised the covers and 

slid into the bed.   

“What can I do?” I asked. 

“The contractions are getting worse,” she 

paused, breathing through her teeth.  “I just want you to 

hold me, please.” 

“Whatever you want, baby, I’ll do it,” I 

promised.   

“This is perfect,” she whispered.  Her eyes 

closed when I kissed the top of her head and held her 

closely through the next contraction.   

“Breathe, baby,” I whispered.  Knowing that she 

needed me, I slipped my left hand into hers and used my 

right to pull her head back to where it rested on my arm.  

I felt her tears splash onto my bicep and I didn’t 

complain when she squeezed my hand so hard I thought 

she’d break it.  “You’re doing great.” 

For the next thirty minutes, I spooned behind 

Brooklyn, letting her tears soak my arm and her hand 

squeeze the life out of my own.  She didn’t curse my 

name or threaten any of my manly bits, so I thought that 

I was doing pretty well with keeping her comfortable.  I 

found that I just couldn’t be away from her.  I needed 

our connection as much as she did during the labor.  If I 

couldn’t take away her pain, or even suffer the pain for 

her, I wanted to be a part of this birth and I wanted to be 

as close to Brooklyn as possible during the entire 

process. 

Thankfully, the anesthesiologist arrived and got 

Brooklyn set up to where the medicine stopped the pain 

from the contractions and we were able to rest again. 

This time I was told to be very careful when I climbed in 

the bed with her, because of all of the wires and tubes, 

not only in her hand, but in her back. 

 “I love you, Gabriel,” she said, once everyone 

cleared out of the room.  I’d just climbed in behind her, 

pulling her back flush with my chest.   
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“I love you,” I whispered, kissing her cheek.  

“Thank you for giving me a daughter.” 

“I’ve always wanted a little girl,” Brooklyn 

smiled.  “I hope she has your eyes.” 

“I hope she is a beautiful as you,” I said, 

honestly. 

“You’re beautiful, too,” Brooklyn laughed when 

I pinched her side lightly. 

“I am not beautiful,” I teased.  “Those guys will 

tease me for the rest of my life if they ever heard you say 

that.” 

“Well, you are,” she said, rubbing her thumb 

over the back of my wrist.   

“You need to rest, baby,” I said.  “Sleep for a 

little bit.” 

“Will you stay?” she asked. 

“I am not leaving your side,” I promised.  They 

would have to use the jaws-of-life to remove me from 

her side.   

 

Brooklyn 

 

I could still feel the pressure of each contraction, 

but I couldn’t feel the pain.  I’d slept for about an hour 

and a half before Doc Michaels returned to check on my 

progress. 

“Getting closer, Brooklyn,” he smiled and 

removed his gloves.  “You’re at a seven.” 

“Thank you,” I said, moaning a little at the 

pressure. I knew this feeling and it would only get 

stronger until the baby came.  She really needed to hurry 

up. 

Gabriel was sitting quietly in the chair to my left 

and I was a little worried about him.  He’d been too 

quiet.  I knew he was nervous, but the man hadn’t 

spoken much since we arrived.  Hell, he didn’t even 

growl at people when they’d caused me discomfort.  He 
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was just…shell-shocked.  I guess that was a good word 

for it.   

“Can I have some ice?” I asked, giving him 

something to do. 

“Let me call the nurse and have her bring more,” 

he said, shaking the little pink plastic pitcher. 

The nurse had told us where the ice machine was 

and I really wanted to see if Gabriel would go on his 

own, but I guess he wasn’t going to leave my side. 

“Will you climb up here with me?” I asked, 

hopeful.  He didn’t even bat an eye and slid in carefully 

behind me. 

“How are you, baby?” he whispered. 

“I’d feel better if you’d talk to me,” I said, 

squeezing the hand that was wrapped around my waist. 

“I’m just nervous, scared, anxious,” he laughed.  

“You’re very calm.” 

“It’s easier this time,” I admitted.  “The drugs 

help.” 

“Okay,” he laughed. 

“You’re not out of the woods yet,” I said, 

turning my head so I could look him in the eye.  “I still 

have to get her out.” 

“Is that when the threats begin?” he asked, a 

small smirk lit the corner of his mouth.  I breathed a sigh 

of relief when my playful Gabriel returned. 

“Yes, probably,” I said, kissing his jaw.   

A knock on the door stopped our conversation.  

Liana entered with Paul and set her bag in the chair by 

the door.  Her eyes softened at seeing her brother 

holding me and a single tear fell before she quickly 

wiped it away. 

“Hey, guys,” she smiled.  “So, you haven’t 

gelded him yet?” 

“No,” I blushed.  “Not yet.” 

“Any idea how much longer?” she asked, her 

eyes danced with anticipation.  “I’m ready to be another 

aunt.” 
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“Doc Michaels says probably another couple of 

hours.  I’m progressing great.”  Gabriel kissed my cheek 

and slid out of the bed, pulling his sister into his arms.  

They held tight to each other for a moment before letting 

go. 

“Trace is bringing your mom and Ethan,” Paul 

announced.  “They should be here in about ten minutes.” 

“Good,” I nodded.   

“Do you want to rest some?” Gabriel asked, 

cupping the side of my face. His thumb stroked my 

cheek and I closed my eyes. 

“Please,” I whispered.   

Everyone quieted and I closed my eyes and 

forced myself to relax.  The pressure from the 

contractions kept me from falling asleep.  I knew the 

moment my mother walked in with Ethan and I heard 

Gabriel tell them to let me rest.   

An hour later, something changed.   

My eyes flew open and I immediately locked 

gazes with Gabriel.  “What’s wrong?” He was at my side 

immediately. 

“I think I need to push,” I said, the pressure 

down there was getting worse. 

Gabriel hit the button to call the nurse and 

relayed my message when she came over the intercom.  

Everyone rushed to give me hugs and kisses, saying they 

would be outside the room.  Ethan left with Liana and 

Paul.  My mom and Gabriel were the only ones left in 

the room when Doc Michaels entered. 

“Let’s take a look, shall we?” He grabbed a pair 

of gloves and lifted the sheet covering my lower half.  

“Oh!  Yes, Brooklyn.  It’s time.” 

“Gabriel,” I said, my teeth clinched.  “Come up 

here.” 

“Okay,” he said, grabbing my hand and leaning 

over to kiss my forehead.  “I’ve got you, baby.” 

“I know,” I cried out when the next contraction 

hit and I felt a burning sensation.   



407 

 

“Brooklyn, don’t push,” Doc Michaels ordered.  

“Not yet.” 

“Dammit!” I roared.  “I have to fucking push!”  

Did these men not realize I had a fucking watermelon 

wanting to come out of my body? 

“Okay,” Doc Michaels said.  He was now 

covered in a blue throwaway scrub that covered his 

clothes.  The mask that covered his nose and mouth 

twisted and I knew that son of a bitch was smiling, but I 

didn’t have the time to bust his ass for it.  “On this next 

contraction, I want you to push for me.” 

The doctor instructed Gabriel and my mom on 

how to hold my legs and for me to push with all my 

strength.  The contraction hit and I gave everything I had 

into getting this child out of me. 

“Come on, Brooklyn,” Gabriel said, after the 

sixth time I’d pushed.  “Not much longer.” 

His not much longer ended up being another ten 

minutes and I looked at Gabriel to see his face turn white 

as a ghost.  “Her head is out.  She’s beautiful.” 

“Brooklyn,” Doc Michaels nudged my leg, 

getting my attention.  I was so tired.  “It’s time to bring 

her into the world.  You need to push really hard this 

time.” 

“What the fuck do you think I’ve been doing?” I 

growled.  The next contraction hit and I don’t know 

where the strength came from, but I pushed. 

It could’ve been minutes or hours, but I finally 

heard my baby cry for the first time.  Looking at Gabriel, 

fat tears were rolling down his face and he looked at our 

daughter with so much love that I found myself crying 

alongside him. 

“She’s perfect,” Gabriel whispered as they laid 

Emily on my chest.  I wrapped my hands around her and 

kissed her slimy little head.   

“Hello, beautiful,” I smiled. Her hair was as dark 

as Gabriel’s and her nose looked small and pert like 
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mine.  A nurse took her away to be weighed and checked 

over with a promise to return her as soon as possible. 

“Thank you,” Gabriel said, kissing my forehead.  

“Thank you for my daughter.” 

“I love you, Gabriel,” I said, looking into his 

watery eyes. 

“And I love you,” he replied.   

The feeling of my husband holding me tight sent 

an emotional collapse inside me.  I don’t know if it was 

the hormones or the exhaustion, but I cried harder than 

I’ve ever cried before.  I didn’t have this with Ethan.  

There was no man to hold me and thank me for my 

child.  This was something I’d dreamed about for years 

and it finally happened. 

“Hey,” Gabriel said, taking my face with both of 

his hands.  “It’s okay.  I’m here, Brooklyn.  I’m here.”  

Of course, he knew why my tears were flowing.  I’d told 

him how alone and scared I was when I had Ethan and 

the fact that there was no father there to love me and the 

baby.  Gabriel knew and he wrapped his arms around 

me, holding me as close to his chest as possible while 

the doctor worked on cleaning me up.   

Gabriel held me and let me cry. 
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Chapter 6 

 

Gabe 

 

I tried to keep her as close to me as possible 

while she mentally broke down after the birth of our 

daughter. This was a private moment and the fact that 

there were five other people in the room kept me in front 

of her to block out what the others saw.  No one needed 

to witness her tears.  My Brooklyn was happy for Emily, 

but also sad that Ethan’s birth didn’t happen this way. 

We’d talked about his birth before and how she 

didn’t have a husband there to share the joy with her.  

Ethan would never be affected by this, but it was just a 

memory that haunted Brooklyn.  I wished there was a 

way I could’ve changed that memory for her, but I 

couldn’t.  She was torn during her pregnancy about 

loving the child that was a product of rape.  Thankfully, 

the day Ethan came into the world, she fell in love with 

him and never looked at him as Colt’s child.  To her, 

Ethan was one hundred percent her blood.   

“I’m sorry,” she said, her violent cries quieting.   

“No need to be sorry, baby,” I smiled.  “Are you 

ready to meet our baby girl?” 

“Yes, please,” Brooklyn smiled, her eyes 

brightening.  “I need to feed her.” 

As if summoned, the nurse arrived with Emily 

bundled up in a blanket and a little pink and blue striped 

cap over her dark hair.  Brooklyn took her and 

immediately brought the baby to her breast.  I found 

myself frozen watching the actual event.  I’d heard it 

was a beautiful thing, but seeing it in person…well, it 

floored me.   

“My girls,” I said, first stroking Emily’s cheek, 

then leaning in to kiss Brooklyn on the lips.   

“Your girls,” Brooklyn smiled. 

As she finished feeding Emily, I texted my sister 

and told her to come meet her niece.  Ethan was the first 
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to enter and he immediately rushed to Brooklyn and 

looked at his baby sister. 

“She’s cute,” he laughed. 

“She’s beautiful,” Thelma Ray cried, reaching 

out to hold her new granddaughter.   

Liana wrapped her tiny arms around my waist 

and rested her head on my chest, “You did good, 

brother.  She’s perfect.” 

“It was all Brooklyn,” I laughed.  I held my 

sister for a few minutes, but kept my eyes on Brooklyn.  

She was exhausted, but doing okay and I didn’t see any 

signs of another breakdown.   

Liana eventually got to hold the baby and we all 

laughed when she whispered, “I want a little girl.”   

“You need to talk to Reed about that,” I said, 

holding my hands out for Emily.  

I’d given everyone their chance to pass her 

around, but now it was my turn.  When Liana placed the 

little bundle in my arms, my heart exploded with love.  

My baby girl was fast asleep and I smiled as my eyes 

watered, because her little pink lips were pushed out and 

she was making a sucking noise, remembering her 

earlier feeding.  

I found the chair next to the bed and sat down 

carefully.  Emily weighted just under eight pounds and 

to me, she was perfect.  I pressed my lips to her little 

forehead and breathed in her baby scent.  I closed my 

eyes and sent a silent prayer up to my mom. 

She’s beautiful.  I wish you were here to hold 

her. 

Her little forehead crinkled and she started to 

squirm.  I rocked her softly and I did the only thing I 

knew to do.   

I sang. 

A few verses in and my little girl settled down, 

but I didn’t stop singing softly to her.  When I finished 

the song, I looked up and saw my family standing 

quietly, each of them with tears in their eyes. 
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“Sorry,” I blushed. 

“That was beautiful,” Thelma Ray smiled.   

My nose twitched and I looked down at my 

daughter.  Her eyes were open wide and her little bottom 

lip quivered. 

“Ugh, child,” I groaned.  “You’re going to give 

your Uncle Kane a run for his money.” 

Then room erupted into a fit of laughter as I took 

her over to the bassinet they’d left in the room.  Below it 

were several diapers and some wipes.  I’d never done 

this before, but I’d seen all of my bandmates changing 

diapers over the past few years.  I could do this. 

“Alright, sweet pea,” I said, unbundling her 

from the blanket.  “Let’s see what you’ve done.” 

“This should be interesting,” Liana said, 

snapping a picture.   

“Holy hell,” I gasped.  “Yep, you’re going to 

make Kane very proud.” 

It wasn’t the easiest thing to do, but I was able to 

clean her up and strap her into a new diaper.  It took a 

few tries and some coaching by my sister, but I was able 

to bundle Emily up in her blanket and lift her from the 

bassinet.   

When I turned to see what Brooklyn thought of 

my newly learned task, I found her fast asleep in the bed.  

Her hands were folded under her cheek and she’d pulled 

the blanket up over her body.   

Liana took another picture of Emily and me.  

She sent it in a mass text to the guys and immediately 

they replied with messages of congratulations.   

“Tell them I will call them later,” I said to my 

sister.  She relayed the message and eventually gathered 

her things.  After saying her goodbyes, Trace arrived to 

take her back home. 

“Daddy,” Ethan said, coming up beside me. 

“What’s up, buddy?” I asked. 

“When do we get to take the baby home?” he 

asked, his eyes full of wonder. 
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“Hopefully tomorrow,” I said.  That was what 

they’d told us before, but I had no idea when the actual 

time would be that we could leave. 

“I think we need to let your mom and dad get 

some rest,” Thelma Ray said.  “It’s ten in the morning 

and they’ve been up all night.”  I looked up at the clock 

and didn’t realize the time until she mentioned it.  

Brooklyn had been in labor for over eleven hours.  

“Can we come back later?” he asked. 

“Yes,” Thelma Ray answered, reaching for her 

purse that was sitting in the window.  “How about we 

come back after dinner?” 

“That would be great,” I said.  “Can you bring 

me a change of clothes?” 

“Sure will,” she nodded.  “Anything else?” 

“No,” I said, shaking my head.  “I think we are 

good until we get home.” 

“If all goes well,” Thelma Ray began.  “I’m sure 

you will get to come home this time tomorrow.  They 

usually don’t keep you that long anymore.  Most of the 

recovery can be done at home.” 

“I just want my girl’s home,” I admitted.  “That 

way we can keep an eye on them.” 

“I want my sister home, too,” Ethan admitted.  I 

laughed, because the little guy had been a little 

apprehensive about having another kid in the house, but 

it looked like Emily had already stolen his heart.   

“I’ll bring momma and Emily home as soon as 

the doctor’s say we can leave,” I promised.  “Take 

grandma home and you guys come back later.  Bring me 

some of those cookies momma made the other night.” 

“Yes, sir,” he laughed.   

I placed Emily in the bassinet after they left and 

stretched out on the little couch, pulling a blanket over 

my tired body.  I positioned myself so that I could see 

both of them easily, closed my eyes, and let darkness 

take me over.  I was going to enjoy sleep while I could. 
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Brooklyn 

 

“The car seat is installed,” Paul sighed.  “That 

damn thing was a pain in my ass.” 

“It’s not the easiest thing to do,” I laughed.   

It was the day after Emily was born and I was 

ready to go home.  Our little girl was in her carrier fast 

asleep.  I’d just fed her and we were waiting on Gabriel 

to return with the nurse and a wheelchair. 

“How are you feeling?” Paul asked, his eyes 

pinched in concern. 

“I’m just tired,” I whispered.  It was the truth.  I 

was exhausted.  I was also trying to shake a case of the 

baby blues.  I’d done this with Ethan and thankfully it 

didn’t turn into anything worse.  Doc Michaels had 

brought it up this morning and I assured him that I was 

okay…that a few days at home and I’d be good as new. 

The door cracked open and my beautiful 

husband pushed my getaway vehicle through the door. I 

smiled widely at his expression.  “Come on, love.  I’m 

breaking you out of this joint and taking the kid with 

me.” 

“I’ll happily let you kidnap me,” I laughed.  My 

laughter made me feel better.  I took my seat and 

grabbed the baby bag, while Paul took Emily and we 

made our way to the elevators. 

“Hospital security says that the back entrance is 

clear,” the nurse smiled.  “The media is camped out 

front.  Your other security guy has the second vehicle 

parked by the doors, so the media will believe you are 

going to come out that way.” 

“Thank you,” Gabriel said, stopping to shake the 

woman’s hand.  Word had leaked that I had delivered 

Emily and the media had flocked to the hospital.  The 

gossip rags had reported that the first picture of our baby 

was worth a lot of money.  That alone made me see red.  

I didn’t mind them snapping a picture of me while I was 

pregnant, but the fact that someone would go to an 
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extreme to get a picture of her and then sell it for such a 

high amount, made me want to punch someone.   

Eric had planned on having a second SUV pull 

around front to trick them into believing I would be 

wheeled out when I was released.  Paul and Trace had 

brought in the second black truck during the night and 

parked it at the back door where the hospital received 

their deliveries.   

As the elevator doors closed, Gabriel’s hand 

capped over my shoulder and gave me a reassuring 

squeeze. “We will be home before you know it and 

things will be normal.  I promise.” 

“I hope so,” I sighed.  I was too damn tired to 

deal with the paparazzi and fans.   

Two hospital security guards met us as the doors 

opened. They gave Paul a nod and I assumed that meant 

we were okay to go.  Thankfully, we were alone when 

we exited the hospital and put Emily in the middle of the 

backseat.   

“I’ll get her; you get buckled in,” Gabriel said as 

he helped me step up into the truck.   

I laughed as he and Paul gave each other an 

excited high five when they successfully got Emily into 

her rear facing car seat.  She didn’t even budge when 

their laughter was a bit too loud.  

The ride home was quick.  It only took us fifteen 

minutes to reach the house, but once we got there, it was 

chaos.  The media was camped out in front of our home.  

Several trucks lined the street.  There were about ten 

people with cameras on tripods at the gate and another 

ten or twelve holding cameras.  Those people rushed up 

to the side of the truck trying to get a glimpse of Emily. 

“Cover her,” I panicked, reaching for a blanket 

to drape over her carrier.  The handle was raised, so it 

was easy to make a tent to keep the cover off of her face.  

“Dammit, Gabe!” 

“I know, baby,” he said, leaning over Emily and 

pulling me close.  Our bodies made a barricade over our 
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child.  Even through the dark tint of the vehicle, the 

flashes of light made it easy for them to see inside.   

Eric’s security team pushed the photographers 

away and Paul inched carefully past them so that he 

didn’t accidentally run over anyone.  At that point, I 

secretly wished he’d run over every last one of them.  

We all breathed a sigh of relief when we made it through 

the gate and into the garage, away from the prying eyes 

of the media. 

My mom and Ethan met us at the door as we 

emerged from the vehicle.  Ethan wrapped his arms 

around my waist and I leaned in, kissing him on top of 

his head.  “Hey, boo.” 

“Hey, momma,” he smiled, excitedly.  “Can I 

hold her?  Please?” 

“Come on, buddy,” Gabriel said.  “Let’s get 

momma comfortable and then we will spoil Emily while 

she sleeps.” 

“No spoiling her,” I growled, teasingly.   

“Yes, ma’am,” they said in unison.  Paul 

laughed and helped bring in the baby bag and the 

beautiful flowers sent by Ash, Reed, and Kane.  Each of 

them sent two dozen pink roses with balloons.  Our 

house would smell of roses for the next week. 

My mom took Emily and snuggled up with her 

on the couch.  Paul left us to go to his quarters and to 

talk to Eric who’d just come in from the garage, looking 

completely frustrated.  “The police are here to remove 

them from the road.” 

“Good,” Gabriel replied. 

 “They should quiet down in a week or so,” Eric 

said, shaking his head as he looked toward the front of 

the house.  “Until then, I’d prefer to keep everyone 

home, unless it is necessary to leave.” 

“Emily will have to go to her two week 

checkup,” I announced, angrily.  I didn’t want to be a 

prisoner in my own home. 
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“And we will send a vehicle out twenty minutes 

before we really need to leave,” he said.  “That will get 

most of them away and then we can hopefully leave the 

house without any problems.” 

“As long as we are safe,” I said, taking Gabriel’s 

hand into mine.  “That’s all that matters.” 

“Nothing will happen to you or Emily,” Gabriel 

promised. 

“I’ll be with Paul, if you need anything,” Eric 

said before leaving the room, not waiting on a reply. 

“Brooklyn,” my mom spoke up from the couch.  

“Go rest, honey.  I’ll bring her to you when she needs to 

be fed.” 

“Okay,” I yawned.   

“Come on, baby,” Gabriel said, wrapping his 

arm around my waist and pulling me close to his side.  

“You’re exhausted.” 

“Shower,” I mumbled, walking into the 

bedroom.   

“Okay, come,” he said, pulling me into the 

bathroom.  I looked longingly at the bed. 

Gabriel adjusted the temperature on the water in 

the shower, while I grabbed a clean set of silky pajamas.  

The pale purple set was one of the most comfortable sets 

I owned.  Gabriel had bought it while on tour and, at the 

moment, I couldn’t remember where he got them from.   

He’d taken to buying me comfortable clothes to 

sleep and lounge in while he traveled, bringing them 

home when he could get away.  I was not going to turn 

away a soft pair of pajamas.  The silky shorts caressed 

my skin when I shifted in the bed and the top was so soft 

that I couldn’t tell I was wearing any clothes at all.  

I hurried into the shower and found him waiting 

on me.  As soon as I entered the stall, he pulled me to his 

chest and pressed my face against his chest.  “I love you 

and I’m sorry about the media.” 

“It’s okay, Gabriel,” I sighed. 
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“No,” he said, shaking his head.  “It’s not, 

okay.” 

I didn’t want to argue, because I was just too 

tired.  All I wanted to do was to get clean and lay down 

until Emily needed me again.  After that, I wanted to 

sleep some more.   

Gabriel realized I didn’t want to talk, so I just 

rested my head on his chest and let him bathe me while I 

closed my eyes.  I felt the cloth move over my skin and I 

only moved away from him when he requested it.  As he 

cleaned over the bruise on the back of my hand from 

where the IV was inserted, he carefully washed the area 

without causing me any pain.   

“Come on,” he whispered, turning the water off.  

“Let’s get you dress and into bed.” 

I slid into the bed and felt him pull me back 

against his warm chest. I didn’t remember my head 

hitting the pillow. 
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Chapter 7 

 

Gabe 

 

The girls wanted to come over, but I asked them 

to wait until Saturday evening.  Brooklyn still hadn’t 

shaken out of her baby blues and I was starting to worry. 

Her quietness was getting worse and I’d secretly talked 

to Doc Michaels earlier in the day.  He mentioned 

postpartum depression and I’d broken down in tears 

while on the phone with him.  He assured me that 

Brooklyn would be okay, but I needed to watch her.  He 

said that he’d come by and give her a checkup as a 

disguise.  He was worried, too. 

We’d been home from the hospital two weeks 

now and Brooklyn slept most of the time.  I understood 

that she was exhausted, but the faraway look in her eyes 

bothered me. The fact that I had to squeeze her hand a 

little tighter, or shake her arm, to get her attention, 

worried the hell out of me. 

“Brooklyn, baby,” I said, sitting on the edge of 

the bed.  “I need you to wake up.” 

“Hmm,” she moaned, blinking.   

Emily was fussing and I’d rocked her for the 

past twenty minutes, hoping she’d settle down enough to 

give Brooklyn and extra hour of sleep, but she wanted to 

eat. 

“We can bottle feed her,” I said, 

hoping…praying she’d switch the baby over to formula 

so that I could feed her during the night and not have to 

worry about waking Brooklyn.  In my mind, I kept 

telling myself that a good ten hours of sleep would help, 

but after talking to the doctor, I just didn’t think it 

would. 

“No,” she growled, carefully taking Emily from 

my arms.  “I’m breastfeeding her.” 

“Brooklyn,” I sighed.  “Baby, I’m worried about 

you.  You’re so exhausted.” 
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“I’ll be fine,” she paused to yawn.  “This is just 

the way it is.  I promise things will be better soon.” 

I leaned in and pressed my lips to her forehead 

as Emily fed from her breast.  Closing my eyes, I inhaled 

my wife’s sweet smell.  She was everything to me and I 

would do anything to get her out of this sadness.  I truly 

didn’t understand it, but I’d read all I could on the 

internet.  I wanted to know how to help her. 

“After she’s full, your mom is going to take her 

for a few hours,” I said.  Using my forefinger, I pulled 

her chin up so that she was looking into my eyes.  “Doc 

Michaels is coming over and he’s going to give you a 

checkup.” 

“But I’m fine,” she frowned.  “I’m not due for a 

checkup until next week.” 

“I asked him to come,” I admitted.  I couldn’t lie 

to her or even trick her.   

I didn’t need to say anything else.  Large tears 

gathered into her eyes before falling over her thick 

lashes.  “I’m sorry,” she cried. 

“Shh,” I said, pulling her as close as I could 

while she was nursing our daughter.  “It’s going to be 

okay.  I promise, Brooklyn.” 

“I don’t know what’s gotten into me,” she 

admitted.  

“That’s what we are going to find out,” I 

promised.   

“Okay,” she nodded.  “I love you, Gabriel.” 

“Oh, baby,” I sighed.  “And I love you…so 

much.” 

 It was early in the morning.  The sun was barely 

up and the house was quiet.  I texted Thelma Ray and 

said that I was ready for her to come get Emily.  I took 

the baby from Brooklyn and told her to rest until the 

doctor arrived.   

As I walked down the hall, I patted Emily on the 

back until she let out an unladylike belch that made me 
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giggle, “You and your Uncle Kane are going to be 

inseparable.” 

I cradled her in my arms and looked at my 

daughter.  Her little eyes were the color of her mothers 

and her hair was the color of coal.  She was the most 

beautiful baby I’d ever seen and she was mine. 

“How is she?” Thelma Ray asked as she entered 

through the back door. 

“Upset, confused,” I admitted.  “I told her that 

the doctor was coming this morning.” 

“I hope he can do something,” she said, wiping a 

tear from her cheek. 

“He says that he will talk to her and make a 

decision when he knows more,” I said, handing over the 

baby.  “She doesn’t want to stop breastfeeding.” 

“She may need to quit,” she said.  “The baby 

will do fine with formula.” 

“Let’s see what the doc says,” I replied.   

“I’ll keep her for as long as I can.  Just get my 

girl happy again,” she smiled.  “That’s all I want.” 

“Me too, Thelma Ray,” I said, hugging my 

mother-in-law.   

Returning to the bedroom, I found her sitting up.  

Brooklyn’s eyes were unfocused and she was staring out 

the window.  When I walked forward, she blinked a few 

times and turned toward me. 

“I’m not sad,” she sighed, tears fell freely down 

her face.  She didn’t even wipe them away.  “I’m just…I 

don’t know.  I can’t explain it, Gabriel.  I love you and I 

love Emily, but I just don’t feel like myself.” 

“I don’t like you feeling this way,” I said, 

climbing in beside her.  I leaned against the headboard 

and rearranged her so that she was leaning against my 

chest.  “I’m going to do everything in my power to make 

you happy again.” 

“I am happy,” she cried.  “I just have this urge to 

cry all of the time.” 



421 

 

“Then I will hold you every time you feel the 

need to cry, baby,” I said, kissing the top of her head.   

“You holding me,” she paused.  “It helps…a lot.  

I like it.” 

“Good,” I smiled.  “That’s good.” 

“Will you hold me while I sleep?” She turned 

her head and kissed my jaw.  I closed my eyes and 

smiled from the spark of energy I felt every time she 

touched me. 

“I would hold you forever if you asked,” I said, 

sliding down the bed and laying on my back.  Brooklyn 

rested her head on my chest and a few minutes later, her 

breathing evened out and she fell asleep. 

I carefully removed my phone from the side 

table and texted Paul, telling him to bring the doctor 

back to our room as soon as he arrived. 
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Chapter 8 

 

Gabe 

 

The doctor had been in the room with her for 

thirty minutes and I was about to pull my hair out 

waiting for him to come out.  He’d all but kicked me out 

when I started to protest about being in the room with 

her.  I wanted to know what the hell was going on with 

my wife. 

“Can we talk in private?” he asked.  I pointed to 

the room across from Ethan’s and we made our way 

inside.  I closed the door and pointed to two high back 

chairs by the window.   

“What’s going on?” I demanded.   

“She has postpartum depression, Gabe,” he 

sighed.  “I’ve talked her into taking an anti-depressant 

for the next three months.  This also means she will no 

longer be able to breastfeed.  I had to explain to her that 

it was better, for not only her, but the baby, to treat the 

depression.  It was a fight, but she finally agreed.” 

“Thank God,” I said, my shoulders slumping.  I 

finally felt my body relax for once in the past two weeks. 

“She will start taking the pills as soon as you can 

get formula in the house,” he said.  “We should see a 

difference in her as soon as twenty-four hours.” 

“Okay,” I said, reaching for my phone.  “I’ll 

have Paul get the formula immediately.” 

“She’s going to be just fine, Gabe,” Doc 

Michaels said, placing his hand on my arm in a fatherly 

gesture I found comforting.  He’d been our physician for 

many years and he treated all of us guys as if we were 

sons to him and he took our care personally. 

“I don’t know what I would’ve done without 

your help,” I said, standing up and pulling the man into a 

hug.  “Thank you.” 

“Take care of that girl,” he smiled.  “She’s a 

wonderful woman, Gabe.  You are very lucky.” 
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“Yes, I am,” I smiled.   

Doc gave me instructions on the medicine and 

said he be over in a few days to check on Brooklyn again 

and to call if I had any questions.  He handed me the 

prescription and left as Paul was returning with several 

cans of the baby formula.   

“I want to feed her one last time,” Brooklyn said 

from the door to the kitchen.  Her eyes were filled with 

tears. 

“Baby,” I said, rushing to her side.  “I don’t see 

why that would be a problem.” 

“I’m going to be okay, now,” she smiled.   

“I know,” I said, kissing her softly on her lips.  I 

tasted her tears and when I pulled away we were both 

smiling.  She was going to be just fine. 

 

Brooklyn 

 

The talk with the doctor was hard and my 

stubborn side didn’t want to agree with him, but after he 

laid out the risks of not getting help, I finally agreed.  I 

had to admit that the sadness was there and that it wasn’t 

going to go away on its own.  It was time to get help. 

My mom brought Emily to me one last time and 

I cried while she fed.  As she looked into my eyes, I 

thought about what it would be like to bottle feed her.  

The position would be somewhat the same and she 

would still be able to make eye contact with me.  The 

physical connection would be lost, but I’d still have my 

baby girl in my arms.   

Gabriel would be able to feed her and have this 

connection with his daughter, too.  He needed the 

connection with her as her father.  I had to remember it 

wasn’t just me this time. I had a partner in this and that 

man was my husband…the man who loved me above all 

others.  The man who’d almost given his life to make 

sure that I lived. 
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“Here’s your medicine,” Gabriel said, taking a 

seat on the bed.  I’d just placed Emily over my shoulder 

and we both laughed when she burped loudly. 

He placed my medicine on the end table and 

took Emily from my arms.  I didn’t hesitate when I took 

the pills and downed them with a glass of water.  We 

both smiled when I set the empty glass beside the bed. 

“Let’s see if we can have breakfast with your 

mom while she naps,” he whispered, nodding toward our 

daughter who was completely out cold from her meal.  

Gabriel placed her in the bassinet and grabbed the baby 

monitor, checking to make sure it was on before pulling 

me from the room. 

My mom was just plating some eggs as we 

rounded the corner.  She smiled and pushed us toward 

our plates, not once looking at me with sadness.  I really 

needed that at the moment.  I didn’t want anyone’s pity.  

I just wanted to be myself again. 

“So, what are your plans today?” she asked.   

Ethan rounded the corner and jumped onto the 

stool next to me.  He hugged me tightly before digging 

into his breakfast. 

“I need to go into work and do payroll,” I said.  I 

still didn’t feel myself and I was sure it wouldn’t be 

instantaneous.   

“Are you sure you feel like it?” Gabriel frowned. 

“I need to move around,” I whispered, out of the 

hearing range of my son.  “I think a little outing would 

be good.” 

“When do you want to go?” he asked. 

“Around noon?” I asked, not sure what he had 

planned. 

“That’s fine,” he smiled.  “We can take the kids 

and maybe stop for ice cream afterward.” 

“There’s an ice cream shop about three blocks 

from the restaurant.  Maybe you and Paul can go pick 

some up and we can eat it while I’m working,” I 

suggested. 
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“I like that idea, too,” he smiled.   

Emily slept while I quietly grabbed clothes out 

of the closet.  Her bassinet was next to the bed and she 

didn’t even move a muscle as I moved around the 

bedroom.  I guess all of those months of hearing her 

father play the guitar while in my belly conditioned her 

for being the child of a rockstar.  She could sleep 

through just about anything. 

I closed the door to the bathroom and started the 

water, cranking it as hot as it could go.  I was ready to 

wash away two weeks’ worth of sadness and get my life 

back.   

The door opened just as I’d removed my clothes.  

Gabriel stopped and leaned on the doorframe.  “You are 

absolutely beautiful.” 

“Not likely,” I blushed.  Looking in the mirror I 

cringed and rolled my eyes.  “I look like death.” 

“Never,” he said, pushing away from the door 

and pulling me into his arms.   

He didn’t give me a chance to speak, before 

pressing his lips to mine.  The kiss was hot, searing.  I 

wrapped my arms around his waist, resting one hand on 

his ass.  I smiled into the kiss when he groaned and used 

one hand to press on the small of my back and the other 

tangled into my hair.  It was my turn to groan when I felt 

his harness against my belly. 

“Six weeks is too damn long,” he whispered.   

“I’m not waiting that long,” I said.  “I need you, 

Gabriel.  More than I’ve ever needed you.” 

“We will wait a little longer, baby,” he smiled, a 

little smugly.  “But not the entire six weeks.  We have 

protection and as soon as you are healed more, then we 

will be making love every chance we can get.” 

“I really like the sound of that,” I giggled.  

“Shower with me?” 

“Mmhmm,” he hummed, pulling me back for a 

heated kiss that left my toes curling in the bathroom rug. 

“I really want to have sex,” I pouted. 
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“I think we can bend the rules a little,” he 

smiled.   

As soon as the water was hot enough, Gabriel 

pulled me under the spray.  His lips immediately found 

mine and I felt warmth and longing build deep in my 

core.  His hands skimmed down my side, stopping long 

enough to roll my aching nipple with his thumb.   

“Please, Gabriel,” I begged. 

“Shh, love,” he whispered. 

His warm, wet hand trailed over my hip and 

between my thighs.  One finger parted my folds and I 

raised up on my tip toes the moment he circled my clit 

with his thumb.  His lips pressed harder against mine, his 

deep moans of pleasure spurred me on.   

I tangled my hands in his hair and raised my leg, 

hooking it over his hip.  My other hand grasped his cock, 

giving it a little up and down stroke to let him know he 

would be pleasured as well. 

“I want to taste you,” I said.  My eyes traveled 

from his thickness, up his chest, memorizing every dip 

and valley of muscles.  I leaned in a used my tongue to 

follow the same journey my eyes had just been.   

“Fuck, you’re killing me, baby,” he growled, 

attacking my lips again.  His hand found my sex and he 

slipped two fingers inside, his palm rested against my 

clit.  The in and out strokes of his fingers caused my 

body to quicken, my womb to clinch.   

“Oh, God,” I panted.   

“Come for me, Brooklyn,” he urged. 

On last brush against my clit and I was flying.  

A rainbow of colors flashed across my field of vision, 

my breathing increased, and I let him fuck me long and 

hard with his skillful fingers.  He swallowed my cries of 

passion with his lips and held me up when my knees 

threaten to buckle.  I was completely spent.  

I pulled away and let my weak knees take me to 

the ground, wrapping my hand around his cock.  “Oh 

God,” he moaned when I licked and circled the swollen 
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head.  I raised my eyes and watched the pleasure take 

over his features when I slid him into my mouth, taking 

him to the back of my throat.  His hand went to my hair 

and I smiled around his cock when his fingers tightened 

at the roots. 

“I want to fuck your mouth,” he growled. 

My answer was a seductive hum that caused 

goose bumps to raise on the skin of his belly.  I opened 

my throat and took him to the hilt.  A gargled curse fell 

from his lips as I used my hands on his hips to pump him 

deep in my throat.  Occasionally, I would pull back so 

that I could catch my breath and run my tongue over the 

head, tasting the little drops of his essence.   

It didn’t take long before I felt him swell, his 

breathing increased, and the pressure on my scalp 

became a slight bite of pain, but I didn’t care.  I 

welcomed the connection, no matter how primal.   

“Fuck,” he shouted as I felt the first spurt of his 

release flow down my throat.  It took a moment, but 

Gabriel shuddered and removed himself from my mouth, 

pulling me up so that he could capture my lips. 

“You taste like me,” he smiled.  “I like it.” 

“Me too,” I smiled, reaching for the washcloth.   

We hurried through the shower, but our touches 

continued.  By the time he turned off the shower, I was a 

ball of frustration in need of release all over again.   

Emily started fussing and diffused our heated 

touches. Gabriel left and returned with a warm bottle of 

formula, while I picked her up out of the bassinet.  I 

looked up from my daughter’s eyes as he smiled at both 

of us. 

“Do you want to feed her?” I asked, nodding 

toward the bed. 

“Please?” he asked, his eyes bright with joy at 

the idea of caring for his daughter. 

“Take a seat on the bed and get comfortable,” I 

said. 
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He set the bottle down and found a comfortable 

spot after rearranging some pillows.  I walked over and 

placed her in his arms and took a seat next to him.  I 

showed him how to keep air away from the nipple in the 

bottle and smiled when she latched on to her new 

feeding instrument.  It took her a minute to settle in to a 

rhythm, but her need for food outweighed the weirdness 

of not having me being her dinner. 

We sat in silence just watching her.  Gabriel’s 

eyes were wide and a little glazed over as he watched her 

in wonder.  When I looked into his eyes, all I saw was a 

deep rooted love for the tiny bundle in his arms and I 

had to bite my tongue so that I wouldn’t break down in 

tears.   

“All done,” he cooed, handing me the bottle.  

We laughed as he propped her over his shoulder and 

said, “Make your Uncle Kane proud.”  She gave an 

unladylike burp a few seconds later. 

We changed her diaper and packed a few bottles 

into the baby bag and went in search of Paul and Ethan.  

They were in the basement arguing playfully over who 

was the better gamer when it came to the PlayStation. 

“Come on, boys,” I laughed.  “Let’s go get some 

ice cream.” 
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Chapter 9 

 

Brooklyn 

   

“Can I play a game on your phone?” Ethan 

asked.  He was sitting on the couch in my office as I 

thumbed through several pieces of mail.   

“Sure,” I said, handing him my phone.  “The 

guys should be back in about fifteen minutes with ice 

cream.” 

“Okay,” he nodded, already engrossed in the 

game on my phone. 

Paul and Gabriel had dropped us off and headed 

down to the ice cream parlor a few block away.  Ethan 

decided to hang out here with me and a sleeping Emily.  

I had already entered payroll and was now sorting 

through bills that needed to be paid.   

I could hear the hum of voices coming from the 

kitchen as everyone was in a great mood after seeing the 

baby.  It was just after lunch and the crowd was starting 

to quiet down.  I heard the beeping of a delivery truck as 

it backed up to the delivery door just outside of my 

office.  Out of habit, I almost got up to go let them in, 

but I took a deep breath and remembered Gabriel telling 

me to let Thomas handle it.   

My office door opened quickly and I looked up 

to see who it was. 

My heart fell to my feet as a face I’d worked so 

hard to erase from my memory stood in the 

doorway…holding a gun. 

“Hello, bitch,” Colt Ferguson growled.  His eyes 

flickered to the right and I immediately stood.  “Don’t 

you move!” 

“What do you want?” I asked, trying to get his 

eyes back on me.  I didn’t want him anywhere near 

Ethan. 
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“So, is this my kid?” he spat.  “You couldn’t 

even abort the fucking thing.  You are as worthless now 

as you were then.” 

“Mom,” Ethan cried. 

“Ethan,” I said, trying to keep my voice calm.  

“Honey, play a game on the phone while I talk to this 

man.” 

“O…okay,” he said.  His little voice was 

shaking.  If Colt made one move toward him, I was 

going to kill him with my bare hands. 

“What do you want, Colt?” I growled, my fists 

clinched tight at my sides. 

“I want money for the kid,” he said.  “I hear you 

have a ton of it now.  If you don’t want me going to the 

media about you keeping my kid from me for all these 

years, then you are going to get me money…now!” 

“How much money do you want?” I asked, 

praying I could stall him for another ten minutes. I 

hoped to hell Paul and Gabriel were on their way back.   

“Ten million,” he smiled, showing off yellowed 

teeth.  “And you have one hour to have it delivered here.  

If you so much as hint as to tipping someone off, I will 

kill both of the kids and make you watch.” 

Oh, God!  Gabriel please hurry… 

 

 

Gabe 

 

My phone signaled I had an incoming text.  As 

we stood in line to place our order, I reached into my 

back pocket and retrieved my phone.   

Only to have my heart stop in my chest. 

“Daddy, there is a man here with a gun and he 

says he’s my dad.  Mommy is scared.  Please hurry.” 

“We have to go,” I said, pulling Paul by his 

sleeve.  

“What is it?” he growled, his eyes roaming our 

surroundings.  I tossed the phone as I took off on foot 
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back toward Cordeau’s.  The man who’d attacked my 

wife was holding a gun to her and my children.  I would 

kill him with my bare hands. 

“Fuck,” Paul said, calling the police as we ran.  

I pulled so hard on the front door to the building 

that it bounced back on itself and caused the hostess to 

jump.  “Mr. Miller?” she gasped. 

“Get everyone out,” I growled.  “Where’s 

Thomas?” 

“I…In the kitchen,” she said, pointing toward 

the back of the building. 

“Michelle,” Paul said, taking the girl by the 

arms.  “There is a man in Brooklyn’s office with a gun.  

I need you to clear out the restaurant.  Do you 

understand?” 

“Yes, sir,” she gasped.  “I got it.” 

I didn’t wait to see what she did.  I ran through 

the dining room and ignored the flash of cameras and 

gasps from the customers.  Thomas was coming out of 

the kitchen with a pitcher of water and froze when he 

saw the look on my face. 

“Gabe?” he frowned. 

“There’s a man in the office with Brooklyn.  He 

has a gun,” I panted.  “I need everyone to quietly leave 

the building.” 

“We had a delivery truck arrive and one of the 

men took the invoice to her office,” he said, panic filling 

his eyes.  “Who is it?” 

“Colt Ferguson,” I said.  I didn’t have to explain 

anything, because Thomas growled and slammed the 

pitcher down on a table, causing the liquid to spill out 

and dribble onto the floor. I knew then that Brooklyn 

had confided in her best friend about Ethan’s sperm 

donor. 

“That son of a bitch!” he said, turning for the 

kitchen doors.  “When I get my hands on him, I swear to 

the goddess that I will make him pay.”  I looked at Paul 

for a moment and he shrugged.  I didn’t have time to 
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process what the hell Thomas was talking about a 

goddess.   

Paul’s phone rang and he held up his hand to 

silence everyone in the area.  The police had just arrived 

and were moving people out of the building.   

“Brooklyn?” he answered.  I held my breath as 

he listened to what she had to say.  I could barely hear 

her voice, but what I could hear told me she was scared 

to death.  I’d kill the fucker for that alone. 

“Ten million,” Paul gasped, motioning toward 

an officer.  “Are you okay?  The kids?  Okay.”  With 

that he hung up. 

“Well?” I demanded. 

“He wants ten million delivered here in an 

hour,” he said, addressing everyone around us.   

“Is she hurt?” I asked. 

“No,” he said, shaking his head.  “But she said 

to hurry.” 

“I’ll kill him,” I growled. 

Paul instructed the officers and me to follow him 

to the area where he kept the security monitors for the 

building.  He pulled up the camera footage of her office 

and I gasped when I saw the screen. 

“Gabe,” Paul warned.  “She’s okay.  Breathe, 

man.  Breathe.” 

“We can’t leave her in there,” I demanded.   

Colt Ferguson had his back to Ethan and Emily.  

He had Brooklyn’s body shielding his by wrapping his 

arm around her throat and her back was flush with his 

chest.  The man towered over her by about six inches 

and he was as muscular as Paul, the linebacker.  I didn’t 

have a shot in hell at taking this guy down.  He was 

huge.  

My hand touched the screen and I cried out in 

anger when Colt buried his face into Brooklyn’s neck.  I 

saw the fear in her eyes when he suddenly licked up the 

side of her face.  His body shook as if he were laughing.  

Brooklyn attempted to struggle, but he just increased the 
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pressure around her neck.  I saw tears falling from her 

eyes and I felt rage burn through my veins. 

“We have to get her out of there, Paul,” I cursed.  

“He can’t touch her again.” 

“We won’t let it get that far,” he promised.   

I looked around the room and found Ethan 

curled up on the couch, Emily’s carrier was beside him.  

Ethan’s body was between Colt and the baby.  My son 

was shielding her from the man who’d gave him life.   

I never wanted this to happen.  I never, in a 

million years, imagined that my children would witness 

this and if that mother fucker laid one hand on Brooklyn, 

in front of them, I would tear him limb from limb and 

bathe in his blood.  This guy will not be leaving this 

building alive if I had anything to do with it. 

“Call her,” an officer said, walking up to us with 

a duffle bag.  “We have money.  It’s fake, but he won’t 

know it.  Get her on the phone and tell her we have the 

money.” 

Paul immediately dialed her cell phone.  I 

watched the screen as Colt pushed her away and pointed 

to the chair.  Brooklyn fumbled for the phone and held it 

to her ear. 

“We have the money,” Paul said.  I saw her 

visibly relax and she said something to Colt.  He leaned 

over the desk and must’ve been giving her directions as 

to what to do with the money. 

“Paul,” I gasped, pointing toward the screen. 

It all happened within a split second. 

Colt set his gun down.  His fingers raised to 

push aside a stray hair that had fallen across his eyes.  

Brooklyn lunged and grabbed the gun, turning it around 

on him.  I heard her screams as the officers broke into 

the locked office door.   

Paul tried to hold me back, but I refused to 

listen.  As I cleared the door, several officers were 

talking to her, ordering her to drop the gun that she had 

trained right between Colt’s eyes. 
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“Brooklyn,” I said, calmly.  “Baby, give the 

officers the gun.  It’s over now.” 

“Gabriel,” she cried, the gun slipping from her 

hand.  An officer lunged for the weapon before it hit the 

ground and in the next instant, she was in my arms. 

“I’ve got you,” I said, pulling her over to the 

couch so that I could wrap my arms around Ethan as 

well.  I shielded them with my body, so that they 

couldn’t see what was happening to Colt.  I could hear 

him scuffling with the officers as they handcuffed him. 

“Dad,” Ethan said, crying into my shirt. 

“I’ve got you, son.  You did so good protecting 

mommy and Emily,” I praised.  “Oh, God.  Thank you.  

Thank you.” 

The next few hours were a blur as Brooklyn had 

to give a statement.  Colt was removed from the building 

and it was all I could do not to find Paul’s gun and take 

care of the guy myself.  If it wasn’t for Brooklyn and the 

kids, I would’ve gladly spent the rest of my life in jail 

for killing that worthless piece of shit. 

“We may have some more questions for you 

later,” the officer said, helping Brooklyn up from the 

couch.  “I’ll be in touch.” 

“Thank you,” she said.   

“Can I take them home?” I asked. 

“Yes,” he nodded.   

“Come on, love,” I said, pulling her into my 

arms.  “It’s over.  We can go home.” 

“I’m sorry,” she said, burying her face into my 

chest as I held her close.  “I tried to get him to let the 

kids go, but he wanted to keep them in here.” 

“You did just fine,” I said, kissing the top of her 

head.  “Ethan did a great job, too.  He texted me and 

that’s how we knew.” 

“I was hoping he would,” she cried.  “It was the 

only thing I could think of.  I told him to play a game on 

my phone and to let me and Colt talk.” 
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“He did exactly what he was supposed to do,” I 

smiled.  I found the kids with Thomas, who was feeding 

Emily at a table in the dining room. Ethan was eating a 

huge slice of lemon pie. 

“I gave him a treat,” Thomas smiled.  “And the 

baby likes me.  So, if you need a babysitter, I’ll offer my 

services.” 

“We may take you up on that,” Brooklyn 

laughed.  She leaned over and kissed her best friend on 

the cheek.  “Thank you, Thomas.” 

“You’re welcome,” he blushed.  “Now, go on 

home and take a few days off.  I’ll get this place back 

open tomorrow and no one will be the wiser.” 

“And that’s why I love you,” Brooklyn teased. 

“And that’s why I’m giving myself a raise,” he 

nodded.   

“Hey,” Brooklyn paused.  “Oh, what the hell.” 

Thomas did a little fist pump and eventually 

returned our daughter.  Ethan quietly made his way out 

to the truck, but I knew his little mind was going over 

the events of what happened.  The look Brooklyn gave 

me said that we probably needed to sit him down and tell 

him about Colt.  It was time. 
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Chapter 10 

 

Brooklyn 

 

“But Gabe is my dad,” Ethan said.  “I don’t care 

about that Colt guy.  I only have one dad and that’s 

you.” Ethan grabbed Gabriel’s hand and squeezed it. 

“Yes, Ethan,” I cried.  “Gabriel is your dad.  

That guy has no claim to you.” 

“Okay,” he nodded.   

“Are you okay, boo?” I asked.  He’d seen things 

that no eleven year old boy should see. 

“Yes, ma’am,” he smiled.  “I’m okay.” 

“Grandma is baking cookies,” Gabriel said, 

making an exaggerated sniff in the air.  “I think they’re 

chocolate chip.” 

“Let’s go see,” Ethan laughed, pulling on my 

hand. 

We found her in the kitchen, removing three 

cookie sheets full of hot cookies.  Gabriel laughed when 

mom slapped his hand as he grabbed a hot cookie off the 

tray.  He let the cookie bounce carelessly in his hand 

saying, “Hot…hot…hot!” 

“You’re supposed to let them cool, dad,” Ethan 

laughed, but took half of the offered cookie.  Both guys 

popped their stolen treat in their mouths and smiled 

widely at my mom’s scowl.  She bit her lip to keep from 

laughing and eventually gave up and joined in with my 

quiet giggle.   

The door to the garage opened and three women 

toting children filed into the house.  Mary was the first 

one to envelope me into a hug. 

“Are you okay?” she worried, holding on to me 

with everything she had.  Her voice rasped as tears 

flooded her eyes.  “I was so scared.” 

“I was too,” I admitted, tears flowing out of my 

own. 
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“Brooklyn,” Delilah cried, taking me from 

Mary.  She hugged me just as fiercely. I didn’t care that 

my makeup ran in black rivets down my cheeks, I was 

just happy to be okay and home with my family.   

“What are you doing in the kitchen?” Liana 

scolded.  “You need to be off your feet.  Do I need to 

kick Gabe’s ass?” 

“No,” I laughed, wiping tears from my eyes.  

“Mom’s making cookies.” 

“Cookies,” Ivy yelled, causing all of us to laugh.  

She grabbed Ethan’s hand and pulled him toward my 

mom.  “Come on, Ephen.  Maw-maw’s made cookies!”   

“Maw-maw?” I asked, turning toward Mary. 

“She’s been calling Thelma Ray, Maw-maw for 

the past week,” she shrugged. 

“I’ll take being called Maw-maw anyday,” my 

mom smiled.  “I like it.” 

Mom shooed all of the kids out of the kitchen, 

plating three cookies onto paper plates and setting them 

in front of the kids at the little table by the window.  

Ethan and Ivy had no problems digging into their treats.  

Liana sat down with Hunter and broke off tiny pieces of 

cookie and fed him as he bounced and laughed in her 

lap. 

“They decided to surprise us,” Gabriel said, 

wrapping his arms around me from behind.  “I just 

talked to Ash and they are flying in to spend the 

weekend here with us.” 

“They didn’t need to come home,” I scowled. 

“It’s what we do,” he said, kissing my cheek.  

“We are a family, Brooklyn.  When one of us is hurt or 

is down, we all pitch in to make sure our family heals 

together.  You are not alone.” 

“I can see that,” I smiled, looking around at my 

new, extended family.  He was right.  The girls wouldn’t 

have let me be alone even with Gabriel here.  They were 

three of the strongest women I knew and my mom had 

taken in all of their kids as her own grandchildren.   
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I squeezed Gabriel’s hand and turned in his 

arms.  “I love you,” I said, pressing my lips to his. 

“And I love you, baby,” he smiled. 

I breathed a sigh of relief.  I don’t know if it was 

the medicine or the support of my family, but I felt the 

sadness drift from my body.   

“Everything’s going to be alright,” I whispered. 

“Yeah, baby,” he said, pressing his forehead to 

mine.  “It sure is.” 

 

Gabe 

 

Loud voices boomed through my kitchen shortly 

before loud squeals erupted when Mary, Delilah, and 

Liana ran out of my living room to meet their husbands 

and my best friends. 

Ash carefully scooped Mary into his arms and 

kissed her passionately.  Kane lifted Delilah and 

wrapped her legs around his waist as she grabbed 

handfuls of his hair, while attacking his face with several 

kisses.  Reed pulled Liana flush with his body and I 

looked away as they whispered softly to each other.  I 

didn’t need to see him sucking face with my baby sister. 

As soon as they released their wives, Ash and 

Kane pulled me into a brotherly hug.  Kane hugged 

Brooklyn and kissed her cheek, demanding to know 

where his little niece was in the house.   

“So good to see you, man,” Ash said.   

“It’s good to have everyone home,” I smiled.  

“Want a beer?” 

“Hell yes,” Reed sighed.  “It’s been a long day.” 

“I bet,” I smiled, reaching into the fridge for four 

long-neck bottles.  After passing it around to my 

bandmates, I stopped and kissed Thelma Ray on the 

cheek and said, “I’m going to order dinner for tonight.  

So, do not cook.” 

“What are you ordering?” Mary asked. 
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“Chinese,” I smirked, knowing she’d roll her 

eyes.  It didn’t take long before she groaned.   

“Really?” she sighed.   

“Come on, Mary,” I laughed.  “It’s our favorite.” 

“I know,” she rolled her eyes.  “I give up!” 

Ash laughed and pulled her into his arms, 

whispering something into her ear that made her eyes 

glaze over and a shiver to roll down her spine. 

I checked on Kane, who was holding both of his 

daughters, one in each arm.  Delilah was talking to 

Brooklyn about a shopping trip the following week, after 

the guys went back out on the road for the final leg of 

the tour.  We had ten days left of shows and I was going 

to stay home with Brooklyn.  After what happened with 

Colt and her depression, I felt it was best to keep Taylor 

on for the remaining shows. 

“Can you rock her to sleep, please?” Brooklyn 

asked, handing me my daughter. 

“Come here, sweet pea,” I said, propping her up 

on my shoulder.  I tucked her little face next to my neck 

and listened to her make little cooing noises as I patted 

her back reassuringly.  Brooklyn smiled and turned for 

the kitchen to help her mom prepare for dinner to be 

delivered.  

Stepping outside, I found Liana sitting in the 

two person swing on the back porch.  She was 

attempting to get Hunter to sleep as well.  The clouds 

had covered the sky for most of the day, so the 

temperatures were cool enough to spend some time 

outside. 

“Look at us being all grown up,” I smiled, taking 

a seat next to my baby sister.  Seeing her back to normal 

made my heart soar.  She no longer had the dark rings 

around her eyes from the nightmares that plagued her, 

nor did she close in on herself from the depression of 

what had been done to her.  Reed had brought her back 

to us and I owed that man my life. 
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Both of my girls had been through so much and 

getting Brooklyn on the medicine was the first step to 

getting her happy again.  I looked back through the 

window and saw her laughing with her mom and Mary 

as they set out plates and silverware in preparation for 

dinner.  

Turning around, I noticed a sad look on my 

sister’s face.  I bumped her shoulder and said, “What’s 

wrong?” 

“Momma would be proud,” she said, blinking 

away tears. 

“You know,” I said, smiling at her.  “I think 

she’s happy that we turned out okay.” 

“Do you think she’s watching us?” Liana asked. 

A gentle breeze picked up as I said, “I hope so.” 

As the breeze blew stronger, Liana’s hair 

whipped around her face, causing her to pull it back with 

one hand.  Half a second later, the clouds suddenly 

parted and a ray of sunlight landed on the swing we were 

sitting upon.  Liana gasped and immediately started 

crying. I draped my free arm around her and pulled her 

close, kissing the top of her head.  “I think we are going 

to be just fine, peanut.” 

And we were. 

 

The End… 

 

Keep reading for one last story, “Remember Us” 

& the lyrics for Glory Days song…”Beginning to Live” 
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“Beginning to Live” 

Written by 

Glory Days 

 

Never thought I’d find love like this 

Can’t take the loneliness anymore 

In your arms is where I need to be 

All it took was just one kiss to convince me 

 

I’m beginning to live for the first time 

Our love has opened the doors of forever 

When you say those words to me, 

It reminds me of the day you came into my life 

 

When the wind whispers your name, 

It sends chills through my soul. 

Like an angel sent from above, 

You were the lightness in my darkened world. 

 

With you in my life, 

My eyes are clear for the world to see. 

I don’t know how I survived 

Alone in misery. 

 

I’m beginning to live for the first time 

Our love has opened the doors of forever 

When you say those words to me, 

It reminds me of the day you came into my life 

 

When the monsters took everything from me. 

You showered me with riches as you stood by my        

side. 

From just one look, one smile. 

This was the way my life was supposed to be. 

 

Coming together as one. 

Seeing the love shining through your eyes 
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Reminding me of our forever 

It’s like I’m finally seeing the sun. 

 

I’m beginning to live for the first time 

Our love has opened the doors of forever 

When you say those words to me, 

It reminds me of the day you came into my life. 
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Remember Us 

(Twenty years later…) 

 

Ash 

 

“Dad,” Ivy said, as soon as I picked up the 

phone.  “We want you to do a reunion at the awards 

show in a few weeks.  Do you think the guys are up for 

it?” 

“I’m sure we can work up enough energy in our 

old age to get on stage again,” I laughed.   

“Well,” she laughed, just like her mother.  “I’ll 

call Uncle Kane, if you call Uncle Reed and Gabe.” 

“I’ll let you know,” I assured her. 

“I love you, daddy,” she said. 

“Love you, too, Little M,” I laughed. 

“Tell mom I’ll be over for dinner Sunday,” she 

said.  “I have to run.” 

“Okay,” I answered, ending the call. 

Ivy had grown into a very beautiful and talented 

young woman.  She was now twenty-five and one of the 

producers for the organization that granted awards for 

the best of the best in the music industry.  All of my 

children had grown up to be amazing adults. 

Elliot was the lead singer of an up and coming 

band, Aphelion.  Reed’s son, Hunter played bass and 

could almost give his father a run for his money.  It was 

like looking in the mirror when those two moved on the 

stage. Liana and Reed’s baby girl, Sabrina played the 

guitar in their band and was my son’s fiancé.  

Elliot took after me in so many ways.  At 

twenty-three, he was well on his way to making a name 

for himself, without my backing, because he refused to 

accept any help from his old man.  I didn’t want him to 

have a free ride, he needed to work for it. 

Rose Martin, our third born was off at college, 

studying to be a lawyer.  She took after me with my 

hard-ass nature, but was a devil in disguise.  The girl 
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could have your balls in a sling, while wearing a two-

thousand dollar suit and not breaking a sweat.  The fact 

that she looked just like her mother, at that age, turned 

heads spinning when she opened her mouth to prove a 

point. 

Paxton Martin, our baby, was seventeen and in 

his last year of high school.  He had his own band, 

Vendetta Amongst Thieves and like Ivy, was destined to 

be a damn fine drummer.  Kane had taught them at an 

early age, like he’d done his own children.  They all 

knew how to handle themselves behind a kit. 

I’d just celebrated my fifty-first birthday.  Mary 

was as beautiful as ever and still the love of my life.  

How she stayed with me for all of those years, while I 

toured constantly, proved that our love was meant from 

the moment we’d met.  We were soul mates, forever. 

Glory Days was semi-retired and had not put out 

an album in over five years. We were slowing down.  

We’d been asked to open several festivals since then and 

we only made special appearances when asked, just like 

the awards show coming up that Ivy wanted us to attend.  

This was our thirty-second anniversary.  Damn, thirty-

two years of music.  I’d lived the life I worked so hard to 

achieve, and in the end, I got the girl, the family, and one 

hell of a retirement. 

“Dad!” Paxton yelled as he barreled through the 

door.  “I really need your help.” 

“What for, son?” I asked, sitting up from the 

recliner. 

“I need a guitarist for tomorrow’s show,” he 

growled.  

“What happened to Brian?” I asked. 

“He split…left town,” my son growled.  “That 

jackass!” 

“Language,” I scolded. 

“Sorry,” he said, quickly.  I really didn’t care 

what he said, but Mary was somewhere in the house and 

if she heard it…I’d be the one in trouble.  
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“Do you want me to ask Lyra?” I smiled.  Lyra 

Maddox was Kane’s baby girl.  Who would’ve thought 

that man would end up with a slew of females in the 

house?  First the twins, Bella and Mariana, then two 

years later Delilah became pregnant with only one girl.  

They named her Hope.  Last was Lyra.  She looked just 

like her mother did when she was younger and she was 

the girl that held my son’s heart.   

“Dad,” he groaned.  “Really?” 

“Trust me, Pax,” I smiled. “You really don’t 

want to let her go.  If you don’t tell her how you feel, 

then you may lose the best woman in the world meant 

for you.” 

“She doesn’t want me,” he frowned.  

“Why do you say that?” I asked. 

“She scowls at every word that comes out of my 

mouth,” he began, ticking off reasons on his fingers, 

holding them up where I was sure to see them.  “She 

ignores me when I’m trying to impress her and she 

glares at me when I’m hitting on o…other girls.  

Dammit!” 

“I guess you see it now,” I laughed.  “I knew 

you were smart like your mother.” 

“Who’s smart like me?” Mary asked from the 

door.  “I know if you are talking about any of our 

children then you are most definitely right.” 

Mary took a seat on the couch, pulling her baby 

boy down with her. He kissed her cheek and turned 

toward me, looking as if he was about to go to slaughter.  

When he mouthed ‘Help!’ I shook my head and smiled. 

“Yes, we are talking about Paxton and his need 

of a guitarist for this weekend.” 

“Oh, you should call Lyra,” Mary clapped 

happily.  “She already knows your songs.” 

“Okay,” he growled.  “I’ll call her!”  Paxton 

flicked his long bangs out of his eyes and stood up to 

leave, glaring at me as he left.   
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“What was that all about?” Mary said, moving 

from the couch to my lap.   

Damn, I still desired her just like the day I’d met 

her in Las Vegas all of those years ago.  She was the 

most beautiful woman in the world to me.  Her hair was 

a little shorter, but her eyes and body hadn’t changed 

much over the years.  To look at her, you’d still think 

she was twenty-nine years old.   

“He finally got it,” I laughed.  Mary knew what I 

was talking about, so we both chuckled at the topic.  

Delilah would be beside herself when she found out that 

those two would be sharing the stage.  We all could see 

this budding relationship, but the two teenagers could 

not get it through their heads that they were perfect for 

each other. 

As I looked into Mary’s eyes, I remembered the 

day we’d met.  The first night I sang that old song to her.  

I remembered the first kiss…the first touch.  The day I 

told her I loved her in that studio. I remembered all of 

the moments we’d had over the years. 

Even the day we were married… 

 

She was beautiful and all mine.  Mary stood 

beside me as we faced the minister.  We’d decided not to 

have Elvis marry us, because, even though we were in 

Las Vegas, we wanted our wedding to be somewhat 

traditional.   

Mary and I didn’t have any family.  Well, none 

that were blood related, anyway.  Our true family stood 

around us, supporting our decision to tie the knot.  Reed 

and Gabe were on my side, while Kane was standing in 

the Maid-of-Honor position to Mary’s left.   

The moment she’d entered the chapel with David 

as her escort and holding a small bouquet of red roses, 

she’d burst into tears at seeing Kane standing where her 

best friend, Liana should have rightfully been that day.  

Gabe had to place a calm, reassuring hand on my chest 

to keep me in place.  I wanted to run down that aisle, 
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hold her close, and tell her that everything was going to 

be okay. 

The minister spoke, “Who gives this woman 

away to this man?” 

“I do,” David, our bodyguard and the man 

Mary considered the closest thing to a father, said then 

kissed her cheek and placed her hand in mine. 

“Love you,” I whispered. 

“Love you,” she replied. 

After a pause, the minister began, “Dearly 

beloved, we are gathered here today to join this man and 

woman in Holy Matrimony.” 

We were facing him, but I kept glancing at 

Mary, making sure she was always in my sight. I was 

worried those heels she was wearing would bother her 

feet and I didn’t want her to fall.   

“The union of husband and wife is a sacred vow 

done so in an ancient tradition in the presence of God.  

In marriage, these two people will unite as one. They 

vow to move forward as each other’s strength and 

guiding force for eternity.  Love has brought us here 

today, in front of these witnesses, to celebrate their love 

for one another.”  

I listened to him speak of love, vows, and being 

as one.  I smiled to myself, thinking that there would 

never be another woman in my life, because Mary was 

everything to me.  

“Do you, Ash Martin, promise to love, honor, 

and cherish Mary? To keep her safe from harm…to be a 

faithful, supporting husband, for as long as you both 

shall live?” 

“I do,” I said, my throat tightening. 

“Do you, Mary Montclair, promise to love, 

honor, obey, and serve Ash?  To council, comfort, and 

cherish him, for as long as you both shall live?” 

“I do,” she said, her voice full of love.  I 

squeezed her hand, bleeding my love into that simple 
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touch until I could kiss her to seal the ceremony of our 

marriage. 

“Ash, take the ring, place it on her finger and 

repeat after me,” he said, handing me the beautiful ring 

I’d picked out for Mary. 

I listened and memorized the words he said, 

praying I didn’t mess this up.  “Mary, I give you this 

ring as a token of my love. As it rests on your finger, 

may it remind you always that you are surrounded by my 

never ending love.” 

“Mary, take the ring, place it on his finger, and 

repeat after me,” the minister said, handing her my 

golden band. She listened closely and did as he said. 

“Ash, I give you this ring as a token of my love. 

As it rests on your finger, may it remind you always that 

you are surrounded by my never ending love.” 

“By the power invested in me, by the State of 

Nevada, I now pronounce you husband and wife.  Ash, 

you may now kiss your bride.”  

I placed my hands on my wife’s delicate face 

and leaned in, “Eyes on me, angel.”  When the ocean 

stared back at me, I leaned in and pressed my lips 

against hers, and put all of my love into the kiss that 

joined us as husband and wife. 

 

“I love you, angel,” I whispered, before pulling 

her close and taking those soft, sweet lips with my own. 

“I’ve always loved you, Ash Martin,” she said, 

pressing her lush breasts into my chest as she turned to 

straddle me in my seat. “And I always will.” 

“I know, angel mine,” I smiled, pulling her back 

to my lips for another heated kiss. 

 

 

Kane 

 

“Pax wants me to play with the band tomorrow 

night,” Lyra announced.  My beautiful daughter was 
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pacing a hole in the kitchen floor when I rounded the 

corner.  She was in a heated conversation with Delilah.  

My wife sat at the kitchen table with a knowing look. 

“Then play with him, Lyra.  You already know 

the songs,” Delilah laughed.  “This is what you’ve been 

wanting.  Right?” 

“Well, yes,” she frowned.  “Well, not like this.  I 

wanted him to man the hell up and ask me out!  Ugh!  

Boys!” 

“Hold on there, wildcat,” I laughed, pulling my 

youngest daughter into my arms.  “Boys still have 

cooties.  So, we don’t need to be going out on dates and 

things until you get a vaccine.” 

“Dad,” she growled, pushing me away. 

“Seriously, Kane,” Delilah scowled.  “Those two 

are meant…” 

“Mom!”  Lyra growled and gritted her teeth, 

looking just like her mother when she was angry.  “You 

guys are just…argggg!” 

“Call Paxton!” I yelled as she stormed out of the 

kitchen, because she didn’t want us to give her any 

advice on dating or sex.  It was too embarrassing for her.  

“Someday they will quit fighting and realize that 

they are meant for each other,” Delilah laughed. 

“Just like you gave up fighting me and let me 

take care of you,” I said, pulling her up from her chair.  

My beautiful wife sighed and her eyes hazed over as I 

pressed my body against hers, letting my hardness rub 

against her stomach. 

“Yes,” she whispered.  “It was the best decision 

I ever made.” 

Just as I pressed my lips to hers, I heard 

footsteps coming toward the kitchen.  Hope, our middle 

daughter, turned the corner, just as I was releasing 

Delilah from my hold.  “You guys really need to get a 

room.” 

“My house,” I raised a brow. 
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“I know, I know,” she laughed.  “Your house, 

your rules.  Love you too daddy.” 

“Get out of here,” I laughed, kissing her on the 

cheek as she walked past, heading for the door. 

“I’m heading to school,” she announced.  “I’ll 

be home for dinner.” 

Delilah shook her head and went to get a glass 

of water.  “I hope she picks a major soon.  She’s so 

damn smart and needs to figure out what she wants to do 

with her life.” 

“She’s wanting to do something with business 

management,” I shrugged.  “She obviously got her 

brains from you, kitten.” 

“Sure,” Delilah rolled her eyes. 

Sergi, our bodyguard of many years, entered the 

kitchen, his face a mask of stone.  “Kane, Ms. Delilah,” 

he paused, looking around for anyone that could be 

within hearing distance.  “I need to have a moment with 

you both.” 

“What is it?” Delilah asked, concerned for our 

friend.  “Are you okay, Sergi?” 

“I’m fine,” he smiled, ushering us toward the 

table.  “I need to deliver some bad news.” 

“Tell us,” I said, holding Delilah’s hand tightly. 

“Dakota Hyde died in prison last night of a heart 

attack,” he said, causing Delilah to gasp.  “He was set to 

be released in two weeks.” 

“Wow,” she said, looking at me in disbelief.  

“It’s over.”  I immediately moved from my seat and 

knelt at her feet, watching her for any signs of panic, but 

found none.  I sat back on my heels and closed my eyes, 

thankful she was okay. 

“Yeah, baby,” I began, but was suddenly cut off 

by the twins who had just walked into the kitchen.   

“Mom?” Bella said, rushing to Delilah’s side.  

“What’s wrong?” 

“Oh,” she hesitated.  “I, um, just got some bad 

news about someone I used to know.  He passed away.” 
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“Oh, I’m sorry, momma,” Mariana said, 

wrapping my wife into a soft hug.  

The children were never told about what had 

happened to their mom before they were born.  We 

didn’t want to burden them with the details.  By the time 

they were old enough to understand abuse, we decided to 

not let Dakota Hyde have any more holds on our life.  

Instead, we taught our girls to protect themselves and 

that domestic violence was wrong, on all levels.  

In fact, Bella and Mariana were taking over for 

Liana at the seventeen Glory’s Place locations 

throughout the country.  They’d worked with her from 

the time they were old enough to drive.  Now at the age 

of twenty-two and recent graduates from Yale, my 

extremely smart twin daughters were heading for a very 

successful future.  

“It’s going to be okay,” I said, breaking into 

their concern for their mom.  “Everything is going to be 

okay.” 

“Yes,” Delilah smiled, looking up into my eyes 

with all the love she had for me and our children. “Yes, I 

do believe it is going to be okay.” 

 

 

Reed 

 

“Dad?” Hunter, my son, said my name 

nervously into the phone.  “Um, Sabrina is sick and 

Elliot is freaking the hell out.” 

“What do you mean she’s sick?” I growled.  My 

baby girl was on the road, a thousand miles away from 

home. 

“She’s puking and we don’t know what the hell 

is wrong with her,” he said.  “She looks horrible.” 

“I’m fine!” Sabrina yelled from the background.  

I heard Hunter grunt and the phone shuffled around, 

before my baby girl’s voice came over the line.  “Daddy, 
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I’m just fine.  There’s nothing for you to worry about.  

Hunter’s being an overprotective ass.” 

“Are you sure you’re okay?” I asked, calculating 

in my head how long it would take me to fly from Los 

Angeles to Chicago.  They were staying there for the 

three days they had off between shows. 

“Really, I’m fine,” she said.  “I think I just have 

a stomach bug or something.” 

“Where’s Elliot?” I demanded.  He was 

supposed to be taking care of her and I knew that he’d 

give up both his arms to make sure Sabrina was okay. 

“He’s at the store,” she sighed.  “He’s getting 

me some soup.” 

“Good,” I nodded, breathing a sigh of relief.  “Is 

he taking care of you?” 

“Doesn’t he always,” she laughed.  “He’s a little 

overprotective.” 

“Just like your Uncle Ash, huh?” I laughed, 

thinking about how he was with Mary. 

“Just like you are with mom,” she stated.   

“You have a good point there kiddo,” I said, 

looking up from my seat on the couch.  Liana was in the 

kitchen making a cup of tea.  

“You should stay in bed for your break,” I 

ordered.  “Let Elliot take care of you, sweetheart.” 

“Okay, daddy,” she sighed.  “I need to go lay 

down.” 

“Call me,” I said, making her promise to check 

in and let us know how she was feeling. 

“Who was on the phone?” Liana asked, taking a 

seat next to me on the couch. 

“The kids,” I said, not wanting to worry her, but 

just like any mother, she knew something was wrong. 

“Who’s sick?” she gasped, then narrowed her 

eyes when I didn’t immediately answer her.  “Don’t lie 

to me, Reed.  What’s going on?” 

“Sabrina has a stomach bug and Hunter is 

freaking the hell out, just like he does any time she 



453 

 

sneezes,” I said, pulling her to my chest once she sat her 

tea on the end table to her right. 

“He’s always been so protective of her,” Liana 

smiled.   

“I’m glad she has someone other than Elliot to 

keep an eye on her,” I admitted.  “Those two remind me 

of you and Gabe.” 

“No,” she shook her head.  “No one is as 

protective as my big brother.” 

“You have a point there,” I laughed.  Gabe 

Miller had the biggest heart I’d ever seen on a man and 

his love for his sister was stronger than any sibling bond 

I’d ever witnessed.  Still to this day, he would be by her 

side at a second’s notice if she needed him.   

We’d had a scare twelve years ago.  Liana had 

found a lump on her breast and immediately went to see 

her doctor.  A mammogram was performed and we’d 

gotten the news we’d most feared.  There was a tumor 

and it was malignant, meaning it was cancer.  The only 

saving grace we had was that they believed they could 

remove it all with one surgery.   

Gabe had done everything in his power to make 

sure Liana was taken care of, by not only me, but him.  

He’d been by her side day in and day out until the 

surgery and for the week she was at home recovering, he 

and Brooklyn took turns being at the house.  We’d 

worked together to make sure that all of the kids were 

taken care of so that she didn’t have to lift a finger. 

Thankfully, the surgery was a success and Liana 

came out the other end healthy and cured of the disease. 

The only remaining sign of the cancer was a small scar 

where they’d gone in to remove the tumor.  She still had 

to keep an eye out on it coming back, but all in all, 

everything was okay. 

“So, since the kids are gone,” she said, 

snuggling into my side.  “How about we go out tonight 

and have dinner at Cordeau’s?” 
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“I think that would be a great idea,” I smiled, 

kissing the top of her head. 

 

 

Gabe 

 

“Hey dad,” Ethan smiled, handing me my 

granddaughter as he and his wife made their way into the 

kitchen.  “Hi mom.  Whatever you’re cooking smells 

amazing!” 

“Happy birthday, baby,” she smiled and kissed 

his cheek when he walked by the stove.  “I can’t believe 

you are thirty today.  I feel so old.” 

“You’re still stunning, Mrs. Miller,” Natalie 

Miller, my daughter-in-law said as she took a seat at the 

table.   

“How’s my little girl,” Brooklyn giggled as she 

scooped up her first grandbaby.  Little Avery was only 

two weeks old and already owned everyone’s heart from 

the moment she arrived.  “Natalie, I appreciate it, but 

some days, I feel much older than I am.”  I watched as 

Brooklyn laughed and joked with them as she kissed and 

made goofy faces at our granddaughter.   

“So, I hear you guys are performing tomorrow 

night at the awards show,” Ethan said, taking a seat next 

to me at the table. 

“Yes,” I laughed.  “This may be the last one.” 

“Don’t you say that every time you guys do a 

festival?” he said, pulling his wife onto his lap.   

Ethan was home for the next two weeks. He and 

his wife had driven into town from Phoenix, Arizona 

where he was stationed at Luke Air Force Base as a pilot 

training instructor.  When he came to us in his senior 

year of high school and told us he wanted to join, we 

were happy that he wanted to serve his country, but also 

scared of the things he would experience in times of war 

if that ever came to pass. He had done his homework and 

researched his decision for months before he presented it 
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to us.  I was more than impressed at his choice of career 

and I supported him every step of the way.  Brooklyn 

would never tell him, but some nights when he would 

deploy, she would not sleep, worried for our son.  Even 

at thirty years old, he didn’t have a problem calling his 

mom and checking in at least once a week. 

“Yeah,” I said, shaking my head.  “I really think 

it’s time we go into retirement.  I just want to spend the 

rest of my life at home or on some deserted island with 

your mom.”  I looked toward Brooklyn who was stirring 

the contents in a pot on the stove with one hand and 

holding our granddaughter with the other.  

“What time is dinner going to be ready?” Natalie 

asked around a yawn.  The poor girl was tired and 

needed to rest.   

“Not until six, honey,” Brooklyn said.  “Why 

don’t you and Ethan go take a nap and I’ll watch over 

the baby until diner.” 

“Are you sure?” Natalie squinted her eyebrow 

and looked between Ethan and Brooklyn.  She reminded 

me of Brooklyn when the kids were born.  It’s a 

mother’s natural instinct to be with their newborn and it 

was sheer female stubbornness that the mother wouldn’t 

accept help.   

“Yes,” I said.  “Get some sleep and we will call 

you when it’s time to eat.”  I stood up and watched as 

Ethan held on to Natalie’s hand. 

“Come on, babe.  Let’s take advantage of this 

and get you into the bed.  You haven’t been sleeping 

much anyway.  Thanks mom, dad.” 

“Anytime, son,” Brooklyn smiled.  She turned 

the stove down to a lower temperature and placed a lid 

over the pot she’d been stirring.  When they left, she 

rested the baby over her shoulder just like she’d done all 

those years ago with our own.   

“Let’s go watch some television with your 

grandpa,” Brooklyn said, walking toward the living 

room. 
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“What do you want to watch?” I asked, grabbing 

the blanket off the back of the couch.   

“Anything that isn’t an action movie,” she 

sighed, as I draped the blanket over Brooklyn and a now 

sleeping baby.    

“I think that can be arranged,” I laughed, 

grabbing the remote and flipping through the channels.  I 

stopped once I found a romantic comedy and smiled as 

the two girls settled in to watch what I’d found for them. 

It didn’t take long before Brooklyn’s eyes 

started to drop and she didn’t protest when I took the 

baby out of her arms.  I looked into my granddaughter’s 

face and was amazed at how much she looked like 

Brooklyn and Ethan.   

Even though this child was not my blood, she 

was still my family.  Ethan didn’t care when he found 

out about how he was conceived.  The child thought of 

me as his father and had called me his dad ever since the 

day I adopted him twenty years ago.  When Emily and 

then Noah came into our lives, I didn’t love them any 

more than I did Ethan.  I treated my kids all with equal 

amounts of love from the first time I saw them.   

We were very fortunate over the years and I 

wouldn’t have traded my life for anything in the world. 

 

 

Ivy 

 

Everything was going according to plan.  

Cameras were rolling and I was on the hunt for my dad.  

Uncle Kane was in the hallway stretching and my Aunt 

Delilah was pulling a chair over for him to sit down so 

that she could rub his hands down before they went on 

stage. 

“Hey, Little M,” Uncle Kane smiled as I walked 

up.   

“Hey,” I said, accepting a kiss to the cheek by 

both of them. “Have you seen my dad?” 
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“He’s in the Green Room, warming up,” Kane 

said, hooking his thumb over his shoulder.  

“Okay, thank you,” I said.  “I need all of you for 

a moment.  I’ll grab dad and the others. Don’t leave.” 

I didn’t give them time to ask me what I was 

doing.  It was very hard to get one over on my dad and 

his bandmates.  I knocked lightly on the door and let 

myself in.  Uncle Gabe was on the couch, playing the 

guitar while my dad sang. 

“Hey, baby girl,” he said, walking over and 

pulling me into a fierce hug.  My dad, Ash Martin, had 

always been my hero, my biggest supporter.  As he held 

me, for a moment, I relaxed into his embrace.  It didn’t 

matter that I was twenty-five years old.  Anytime my 

dad held me, I felt all of my worries drift away and I 

knew that he’d make everything better.   

I was very fortunate to have a loving family.  

Most kids of musicians lived in broken homes and their 

parents split before they were old enough to understand.  

My mom and dad were what movies were made about. 

Their love for each other stood the test of time and I was 

holding out to find a man who loved me as much as my 

dad loved my mother.  I knew that the type of love they 

had was not just a fluke or one-time thing.  Looking 

around at my aunts and uncles, I knew that true love 

actually existed.  

Uncle Reed and Aunt Liana were in the corner, 

their head close together as the giant of a man stood 

protectively over her while she ate.  Uncle Kane and 

Aunt Delilah had just come in from the hallway and had 

yet to release hands.  Aunt Brooklyn was on the couch, 

watching Uncle Gabe put away his guitar.  She watched 

him carefully, making sure that he didn’t need anything.  

My dad said that she’d been that way ever since Uncle 

Gabe had almost died in a fire when they were dating. 

My dad was now standing behind mom with his 

arms wrapped around her waist and his chin rested on 

the top of her shoulder.  She sighed quietly and rested 
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her hands over his as they stood waiting for my 

instructions. 

“Are you guys ready?” I smiled, looking at each 

of them, my family. 

“Ready as we will ever be, Little M,” Uncle 

Kane smiled. 

“There will be an award and then a break for a 

commercial.  At that time, you guys will get into 

position for your performance.  Come on with me and 

I’ll have you guys stand just off stage.”  I didn’t give 

them time to ask any questions.  My hands were shaking 

and I was thankful to be holding a huge clipboard to 

keep my hands busy or my dad would know something 

was up. 

As I walked down the corridor toward the stage 

area, my phone buzzed in my pocket.  I’m sure it was 

Noah, Uncle Gabe’s son, letting me know that everyone 

was here.  I slid it out of my pocket and made sure that 

no one looked over my shoulder. I smiled and dropped it 

back in my pocket as we arrived at the spot I wanted 

them to be. 

“Okay,” I said, stepping out of the way of a 

passing crew member. “I have something to tell you all.  

It’s kind of a surprise.” 

“A surprise?” My dad looked at me with a raised 

brow.  He didn’t like the unknown and that included 

surprises.  “What’s going on Ivy?” 

“We’ve kept a secret from you until this 

moment.  It has been one of the hardest things I have 

done in my entire life,” I smiled and took my father’s 

hand, and met all of their eyes before going on.  “You 

have been asked here tonight, not only to perform, but to 

be presented with a Lifetime Achievement Award.  In 

about three minutes, you will be called out onto stage to 

accept the award.” 

“Oh my God,” Kane gasped. 

My dad stared at me for the longest time, his 

eyes never leaving my face.  For a moment, I thought he 
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was going to be angry, but when he grabbed my mother 

and buried his face in her hair, I knew that he was happy.  

When I saw his shoulders begin to shake slightly, I had a 

feeling he was trying not to cry.  In fact, when I looked 

around, all of them were hugging my aunts with the 

same amount of fierceness. 

“I have nothing written down to say,” my dad 

said, once he composed himself and released my mother, 

who was still shedding tears of joy.   

“That’s the way we do this,” I rolled my eyes.  

“You know that daddy.” 

“I know, Ivy,” he paused, pulling me in for a 

massive hug.  “I just never thought we’d be accepting 

this award.” 

“Daddy, you guys deserve it over anyone else.  

The things you have done over the years have changed 

the music industry for the better.  I think you should’ve 

had this award a long time ago. So, just go out there and 

thank whoever you want to thank and say whatever you 

want to say.” 

“Thank you,” Uncle Reed said, hugging me 

tightly. 

“Alright, alright,” I said, accepting hugs from 

my entire family.  “You guys are going to make me cry 

and I have to work, so stop.”  Everyone laughed and we 

turned to look out as the presenters walked to their spot 

at center stage and took the microphone.  Everyone 

gasped as the two people who walked out on stage were 

Ms. Rosie, the woman who owned the bar that got them 

started and Gabe’s oldest son, Ethan. 

 

 “Hello, my name is Rosie McDowell and 

tonight we honor a band that not only owned the charts 

for many years, but owned the hearts of millions of fans.  

Glory Days started out just over thirty years ago, 

playing pretty much anywhere they could find a stage to 

let them perform.  These guys worked hard from the first 

moment they stepped on stage here in Los Angeles at an 
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age that most kids were more worried about graduating 

high school than making a name for themselves singing 

rock music. 

“One afternoon, I had four young men walk into 

my place here in L.A. and ask me if they could get a gig 

at my place.  They were wide-eyed and weren’t even old 

enough to drink.  I almost asked them to leave, but 

something told me to give them a shot.  Boy was I ever 

glad I did. 

“I asked them to come back the next day to set 

up and play for me, because I wasn’t about to put them 

on my stage without hearing what they sounded like first.  

They actually showed up fifteen minutes early, and let 

me tell you…that is a miracle in itself. 

“The moment I heard them play and Ash Martin 

open his mouth to sing, I was hooked.  I set them up to 

play two weeks later at a show I was hosting for local 

bands.  One thing led to another and the next thing I 

knew, these guys had a record deal.  My boys, that I 

watched grow up, soon were packing up an RV and 

chasing that dream all over the United States.  In the 

blink of an eye, they were selling out coliseums and 

packing their things onto a huge tour bus instead.   

“The one thing about these guys that I will 

always remember…they were thankful, smart, and above 

all else, talented.  There wasn’t a time that at least one 

of them thanked me for giving them a chance.  As they 

became bigger and bigger, they never forgot where they 

came from.  These boys deserve this award tonight and I 

am the one honored to be giving it to them.  Now, let’s 

take a look at their journey.” 

 

Rosie stopped and the lights dimmed.  The 

television screens around the venue started with an early 

video of them playing one of their first shows at Rosie’s. 

“Where did they get that video?” Kane laughed, 

pointing to the screen closest to him.   
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The auditorium was quiet as the video played, 

showing them as they progressed through their many 

years on stage.  My mom gasped and covered her mouth 

when a video of her singing with them came up and then 

of her sitting on a stool, while my dad walked around her 

singing the song he’d written for her all those years ago. 

There were several still photographs of the guys 

and my mom, along with my aunts. My Aunt Coraline 

was in a few of them and I saw my own baby picture as 

well as Hunter, Elliot, and the twins.  The video 

continued for a few more minutes before the lights came 

up and Ethan stepped up to the microphone. 

“My name is Ethan Miller and my dad is the 

best guitar player in the world.  Well, that’s what he 

says,” Ethan paused while the crowd laughed loudly. 

“In all reality, he is the best guitar player in the world, 

because he is my dad.” 

The crowd let out a stream of ‘Aww’ and Ethan 

continued, “Since you have heard about the career of 

Glory Days, I am here to tell you about them as people.  

Ash Martin, Gabe Miller, Reed Sullivan, and Kane 

Maddox are four men who not only have a talent for 

music, but they have the hearts of saints. 

“My Aunt Liana, who is married to Reed, 

opened a shelter called, Glory’s Place, twenty-three 

years ago in Northern California.  Her dream was to 

open a shelter to help women learn to live after domestic 

abuse.  My dad and uncles were the support behind 

getting the first shelter opened.  Every shelter after that, 

Glory Days sponsored events to raise not only funds, but 

awareness for domestic violence.  As of today, there are 

seventeen Glory’s Place shelters around the world; 

twelve of those are here in the U.S. 

“When you listen to their music, you will notice 

that the songs are speaking a message.  The message is 

one of hope and survival.  At no time do you hear words 

of hate, greed, or violence when you listen to a Glory 

Days song.  
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“My dad and his brothers usually do not like the 

attention put on them for the things that they do, because 

they feel that it is something that any normal human 

being would do, but to us, it is more. These men have 

gone above and beyond in their personal lives to be 

loving husbands, fathers, and friends. I speak for my 

brothers, sisters, and cousins when I say, thank you.  

Thank you for being there for us no matter how far away 

you were during your career.  Thank you for loving us 

and raising us to be the best human beings we could be.  

Thank you for everything.  We love you.” 

The crowd erupted into a standing applause that 

lasted several minutes.  While Rosie and Ethan stood 

quietly waiting for them to calm down, I turned toward 

my dad and the other guys.  Each one of their faces were 

wet with tears.  I pulled my dad into a hug and kissed his 

cheek, “I love you, daddy.” 

“And I love you, my sweet baby girl,” he said, 

taking a deep breath and watching Ethan end his speech. 

“Ladies and gentleman, I give you…Ash Martin, 

Reed Sullivan, Kane Maddox, and my father, Gabe 

Miller…your Glory Days.” 

I pushed all of them toward the stage, watching 

as they made their way to the podium as four models 

walked out from the other side holding their awards. 

My mom and aunts huddled around me, wiping 

their own tears away.  Mom kissed my cheek and 

laughed, “They had no idea!” 

“Thank you all for keeping it quiet,” I said, 

squeezing Aunt Delilah’s hand.   

“You’re welcome, Ivy,” she smiled.   

Aunt Liana pointed toward them and we all 

quieted as my dad started to speak. 

 

“When we were asked to perform tonight, I did 

not even hesitate to agree. My entire life has been 

devoted to music and sharing that music with you. As 

time passes by, the four of us look back on our life and 
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can honestly say that we made the best decision to start 

a little band in Reed’s garage at the age of eighteen. 

“The first song I ever wrote was written from a 

scared, abused young man’s point of view.  The boy 

who’d grown up in the slums with parents who were 

more worried about their next fix than their son, who 

was hiding in his room wondering when he’d eat again.  

From that moment on, I told myself that I wanted to 

make a difference.  I wanted my words and music to 

reach out to others in my same situation.  My only hope 

was that I could make a difference in one person’s life. 

“I remember the first night we played at 

Rosie’s.  We were to be the first band that played and, as 

most of you know, when you are the first, there are 

hardly any people there to watch you.  Well, to those 

twenty people that were there…thank you!” Dad paused 

to let the crowd laugh and quiet down before continuing. 

“I really had no idea what we’d done to impress 

Ms. Rosie that much that she asked us to play again a 

month later.  We ended up playing there four times the 

following month and each time we took the stage, the 

crowd grew in size.  It took us almost six months before 

we were picked up to open for a band that was striking 

out on a twenty city tour.  We saved our money and hit 

up Reed’s parents for the difference to by us an old RV 

that would hopefully make it where we needed to go.  

Well, five flat tires, an alternator, and a battery later, we 

returned home with a few hundred dollars in our pocket 

and a recording contract. 

“As the years progressed, we had only wanted 

to make music. We wanted to have our voices heard and 

that was what happened.  Never in a million years did I 

expect our little band to become what it is today.  I thank 

you for this award tonight and we love each and every 

one of you who supports not only Glory Days, but also 

Glory’s Place.” 
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They stayed on stage as the crowd stood again to 

applaud.  It took about ninety seconds before the lights 

went down and the show went to commercial.   

My dad hugged me as he came off stage.  His 

voice was full of emotion, “I love you, Little M.  Thank 

you.” 

“You’re welcome, daddy,” I smiled.  “Now, go 

get ready!  You guys get to perform next!” 

“We’re going, we’re going,” he laughed, kissing 

mom on the cheek and holding the award he placed in 

her hands for safekeeping.  She winked at me when he 

wasn’t looking and I sat back watching my family hug 

and share the excitement of the night.  I was the happiest 

and luckiest daughter in the world. 

The curtain that hid their stage setup was drawn 

and the microphone that was used for the awards was 

removed.  Dad and the guys took their places on stage 

while we waited to come back on the air.  The show was 

being shot live and we didn’t have time to waste.  I 

heard a warning in my ear and I passed it on to my dad.  

“You’re on in ninety seconds,” I said, kissing his 

cheek while the crew members scurried out of the way.   

“Alright,” dad said, looking a little nostalgic at 

the stage set up.  He turned around and made eye contact 

with his band.  “Are you guys ready to do this, one last 

time?” 

“Yeah,” Kane said, smiling brightly. 

“Hell yes,” Reed said, knuckling bumping Kane 

as he got into place. 

“I’m more than ready,” Gabe said taking his spot 

to dad’s left. 

“Alright, guys,” I smiled.  “It’s all yours.” 

I hurried off the stage, just as the lights came up, 

and turned so that I could watch my dad do what he did 

best.   

They only performed one song for the show and 

it was over before I knew it.  I could watch them on 

stage for hours if I could, but this was it.  They were 
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getting older and the performances were getting less and 

less as they looked forward to retirement. 

I looked up one last time as the song ended, 

smiling at my dad when he held out his arms and said to 

the world, “Thank you and good night!” 

 

The End… 
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Acknowledgments & Other Information 

 

One night in Florida, while watching The Lost 

Boys (the best movie ever!), I heard the song, Good 

Times, by INXS and had an idea.  This idea turned into 

the Glory Days series.  

As I sit here writing my goodbye, in my heart, I 

do not want to let my boys go, but know that it must be 

done.   

Being a reader, I have a hard time when a series 

ends and I get so angry that there will be no more, but as 

a writer, I understand. I get it now.  There is only so 

much good material you can write about the characters 

that have taken up so much of your life.  As much as I 

love Ash, Reed, Kane, and Gabe, I have to set them free, 

like a momma bird watching her babies leave the nest 

for the last time.  My boys have found love and the 

women who will take care of them since I no longer can. 

This journey has been a learning experience for 

me.  Although I have been writing for over 6 years now, 

being published has taught me so many things.  I have 

learned to accept criticism, found new friends, and 

expanded my thought process.   

First and foremost, I must thank my best friend, 

Sera Lockwood.  When I told her that I was writing a 

little story that had popped into my head, she begged me 

to read it.  I was hesitant at first, because I didn’t think it 

was all that great.  I think that I had only written a 

chapter and really had no idea where the story was going 

to go.  She encouraged me daily…hell, many times a 

day.  Our texts were into the triple digits on some days. 

So, Sera, thank you for the past year and a half of 

pushing me to tell the story that was in my head.  Thank 

you for everything! 

Now to you…the fans.  Oh wow!  What else can 

I say?  You took a chance on this new author and fell in 

love with my guys.  When you send me messages, post 

to my social media sites, or send me thank you cards in 
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the mail, I want to cry.  In the beginning, I had a hard 

time releasing the first Glory Days book, thinking no one 

would read it.  Boy was I ever wrong!  I love you all so 

very much for all of your kind words and dedication to 

my writings. 

Originally, I wanted to deliver a message in my 

book and speak out against domestic violence.  It is 

something that I feel strongly about and hope that I 

helped at least one person see that there is another way 

to live…you can be happy. 

I’ve had some questions about Mary’s vocal 

disorder.  It is called Muscle Tension Dysphonia. Muscle 

tension dysphonia is described as a condition where 

excessive tension in and around the muscles of the 

larynx leads to an abnormal voice. Prolonged voice 

misuse can cause swelling of the vocal folds or 

development of nodules, polyps or cysts (benign masses 

of the larynx). Screaming or other extreme vocal activity 

may even cause a hemorrhage of the vocal folds. I 

worked from this idea into what came about with Mary’s 

vocal issues. 
Where do we go from here?  Well, we keep 

moving forward by giving Fatal Cross a shot at 

happiness.  I can’t wait for you to read the first book in 

their series.  You will finally get to see Taylor Vaughn 

and Coraline Maddox have their happy ending.  Because 

I still love my Glory Days, you will see them every-so-

often, but only in passing.  I promise you that Kane will 

be in the first book watching over his cousin Coraline.  

The first book will be titled, “Fatal Desires”.  Look for 

it to be out sometime in the late spring 2015. 

I hope that you have enjoyed the Glory Days 

books and I always look forward to hearing from you on 

any of my social media sites.  Thank you all so very 

much! 

 

Theresa Hissong 
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Theresa is a mother of two and the wife of a 

retired Air Force Master Sergeant.  After seventeen years 

traveling the country, moving from base to base, the 

family has settled their roots back in Theresa’s home 

town of Olive Branch, MS., where she enjoys her time 
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After almost three years of managing a retail 

bookstore, Theresa has gone behind the scenes to write 

romantic stories with flare.  A romance lover through 

and through, Theresa daydreams of the perfect love 

affair and takes those ideas to paper. 

 

Look for other exciting reads…coming very 

soon! 


