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Chapter 1 
 

Mary 
 

You know those times when you look back on 

the immediate past and wish to hell you hadn’t 

answered the phone?  Well, I was having a moment 

and my best friend was the cause of it.  Not her 

personally, but her plan for tonight and this 

weekend utterly pissed me off.   

“Come on Mary Montclair!”  My friend of just 

over two years, Liana, sighed into the phone.  

“Gabe is fronting the trip to Vegas.  It’ll be fun!  

You have never met him and he’s dying to meet 

you.  Plus…..Glory Days is your favorite band.”  I 

heard her chuckle at the end and the hair on the 

back of my neck stood up. 

It’s not that I didn’t want to go.  I really did.  To 

meet the number one rock band in the last five years 

was a huge deal.  Gabe Miller (Liana’s big brother) 

was the lead guitarist for the band and was 

successful beyond belief.  It was fate that I became 

BFF’s with the guy’s sister.  It’s been an argument 

between us for a while now.  She insists on 

introducing me; I decline every time. 

“Haven’t we been over and over this Liana?” I 

pleaded.  Even though I was refusing her, I was still 

looking longingly at my suitcase in the corner of my 

closet, imagining what I needed to pack.  Would it 

be too cold for a mini skirt (It was April, the 

weather could go either way) or should I pack my 



leather pants and low cut white sparkly top?  Oh 

shit, should I do my hair or just leave it in a messy 

blonde ponytail?   

Could I even gather the nerve to be in the same 

room as Glory Days?  My absolute stupid, stupid 

crush on the lead singer, Ash Martin, would 

probably make me a blubbering groupie.  Oh, God!  

Could I even conjure up the nerve to say hello?  

He’s just too fine for words.  Beautiful green eyes 

and brown hair that looks just kissed by the sun to 

prove he is a SoCal boy through and through.  It 

also doesn’t help that he’s tall and muscled like a 

freaking UFC fighter.  Geez, why do the inside of 

my thighs quiver when I think about him? 

Liana interrupted my train of thought.  “Doesn’t 

matter,” she laughed.  “I’m already on the way.  

Gabe sent a limo and it’s got a stocked bar!  I’ll be 

there in thirty.  Love you!” 

I was left staring at a phone with no one to 

argue with on the other end.  I tossed it on the bed, 

and then secretly cringed; iPhone’s weren’t that 

resilient, I should be more careful.  Scooping it off 

the red comforter that I loved dearly, I reached for 

the suitcase and started throwing outfit after outfit 

inside.  My best bra and panties got tossed inside as 

well, just in case.  Because you know what they say, 

“What happens in Vegas, Stays in Vegas”.  Plus a 

swimsuit in hopes they had a heated pool. 

Where were we going to be staying anyway?  I 

hope it was somewhere other than Motel 6; maybe a 

luxurious suite at Mandalay Bay?  I knew that was 

where they would be playing Saturday and Sunday 

night, because, well I’m a fan.  I know these things. 



Like I know after the two shows in Vegas, 

they’d be off to their home town of Los Angeles, 

then to San Diego and back to Phoenix. I already 

have my tickets purchased and in a safe place until 

next Saturday night.  Phoenix was the last show on 

the tour.      

It took less than thirty minutes for Liana to 

show up with the limo.  The driver was a stoic 

looking man with salt and pepper gray hair.  He was 

not a personal chauffer because he could’ve cared 

less who we were and didn’t waste time with 

pleasantries. 

“Alright,” Liana yelled.  “Let’s go!”  With that, 

we were off. 

  

The flight to Las Vegas took just under an hour 

and the sun was setting as we got off the plane.  The 

lights on the strip were already blazing like big 

blinking arrows to gain the attention of the hordes 

of people infiltrating this magical place.  To my 

embarrassment, there was a man in a tux waiting for 

us at baggage claim with a sign that read 

“Miller/Montclair”.  We could’ve just taken a cab. 

“Ladies,” he said as he picked up our luggage 

and hauled it out to the curb next to the black 

stretch limo.  After opening our doors and tucking 

us safely away inside, the driver put our belongings 

in the trunk and we were on our way to the 

infamous Las Vegas strip. 

Our hotel room was amazing!  I followed Liana 

inside, my feet felt comfortable in the plush carpet.  

A two bedroom suite that was done up in red and 

gold, and it overlooked everything.  Twinkling 



lights flashed as far as the eye could see.  Billboards 

for various shows were placed at intervals along the 

street.  I silently wondered if we would have time to 

take in some sightseeing while we were here. 

I grabbed the bedroom to the left of the main 

living area.  Stepping around the overstuffed white 

couch, I passed a kitchenette with a refrigerator and 

stove.  A table, that seated four, had a small bouquet 

of roses as a centerpiece. 

The room was standard issue.  A huge king 

sized bed with a gold comforter and dark wood 

headboard made it look inviting and after my day, I 

planned on getting up close and personal with it 

very soon.   

Today had been a very, very long day.  You see, 

I am a freelance photographer.  So, I’m recruited by 

certain media outlets to photograph special events, 

high end weddings (yes even celebrities), and a 

huge array of other assignments I can get my hands 

on.  I make damn good money at what I do.   

Plus the money in savings that I acquired from a 

settlement when I was a teenager ensured I’d be 

comfortable for the rest of my life.  I lived off of my 

photography money, because the other was guilt 

money and I refused to touch it.  But the interest I 

lived off of as well was fair game in my mind. 

My parents died in a car accident when I was 

very young and I had no other family to take me in; 

so I was thrust into the foster care system in my 

home state of Tennessee.  My first foster family, 

Carrie and Edward Jones, realized my potential 

singing voice and got me into singing.  I was well 

on my way to stardom as a young pop singer when 



they too were taken away in a house fire set 

accidentally by my foster brother, Jonathan.   

My second set of foster parents were only in it 

for the money and my foster dad, Steve Parnell, 

refused to get involved with my singing career, 

because as he put it, “Why would I let you sing, it 

doesn’t benefit me?”  It didn’t take long before he 

got drunk one night and snapped. 

One year, two months, and twelve days from my 

eighteenth birthday, Steve decided that I was of no 

use to him.  He snuck into my room and proceeded 

to strangle me.  The damage had been irreversible to 

the tissue in my voice box.  So after a yearlong trail, 

I was awarded ten million in a settlement with the 

state of Tennessee and emancipation from the foster 

system.   

 Here I am now, Mary Montclair, washed up 

pop singer has been, with a ton of money and a 

voice that sounds like a Brillo pad.  With ten 

million in the bank and no need to call Memphis my 

home anymore, I packed my shit and moved west to 

Phoenix.  

A crappy apartment and a fifty dollar camera 

were my only belongings in the beginning, because 

I refused to use any more of the guilt money than I 

had too.  I loved the dry air and the cacti on the 

mountains.  This was to be my new home. 

After answering a want ad for a photographer, I 

found my calling.  The money I made from that first 

Phoenix calendar of 2006 at the ripe young age of 

eighteen was enough to pay a month’s rent.   

After that, I assuaged my loathing of the gilt 

money and had business cards made. I then met 



with the editor of the Arizona Republic newspaper 

and acquired a freelance job, shooting pictures from 

basketball games and their players to political 

events and a plethora of other subjects. Sometimes I 

travel to other places when I am contracted to do so.  

It makes life interesting. 

A knock sounded on my door and I turned to see 

Liana with her long black hair peek around the 

corner.  Big blue eyes and pouty lips grew into a 

cheesy ass smile, “They’re on the way.  Get ready 

my BFF, you’re about to meet ALL of them!” 

I walked up and grabbed her scrawny shoulders, 

shook her a little, and screamed, “OH.  MY.  GOD!”    

I thought I might just faint. 

 

Ash 
  

I absolutely love Vegas; the place where people 

don’t hound you because you’re famous.  Well, 

mostly don’t hound you.  The fucking paparazzi 

still stalk your every move.   

 I tossed the empty beer can into the trash and 

grabbed my baseball hat and made my way out of 

my room in the Presidential Suite in search of my 

band mates.  It was about time to go see Gabe’s 

little sprite of a sister.  That little shit was the one 

person in this world that tamed the beast within my 

guitarist, Gabe Miller.   

Gabe was excited that she was here for the 

weekend and had brought her best friend, Mary 

Montclair.  We’ve all seen pictures of this new 

arrival many times over the last few years.  Gabe 

was always shoving goddamn pictures of those two 



in our faces like the overprotective big brother he is.  

Hell, he’d never even met this Mary in person and 

he thought of her as family? 

Not that I don’t want to meet her, but boy I 

don’t know if my male hormones can actually stay 

on the back burner when I see this beauty in person.  

From the photos I’ve seen, this is the one of the few 

females on the planet that could be my downfall.  If 

God had made a more visually perfect person for 

me, it’d be Mary Montclair. 

Long blonde hair that fell to her waist in ringlets 

framed a perfect oval face.  She has big blue eyes 

and a model’s cheekbones.  Believe me when I say 

that I have been around many of those anorexic 

easy-fuck women to know when I see beauty.  By 

no means is Mary anorexic, not with those curves.  

The pictures Liana sent from last summer when 

they went to Cancun left me sporting a week-long 

erection that no amount of jacking off would cure.   

Damn. 

Fucking polka dotted swimsuits!! 

“Hey,” Gabe called from the couch.  “We need 

to get going!” 

Everyone lazily made their way to the front 

door.  Gabe was the first one out hitting the button 

for the elevator like a kid on crack.  He was excited 

to see his sister and we were more than happy to go 

along, especially me, but he was more than a little 

annoying.   

One floor down and directly across from the 

elevator was their suite.  Gabe knocked loudly and 

we all heard a scream.  The door flung open and a 



miniature female version of Gabe came flying out 

the door and wrapped herself around her brother. 

“Gabe!” She squeezed him and he kissed her 

forehead.  She grabbed his hand with both of hers 

and pulled him into their room.  I followed behind 

along with Kane and Reed. 

Kane Maddox, our superstar drummer and 

tattoo enthusiast pushed around me and went 

straight for Mary.  My God she was even more 

beautiful in person.  At least the small glimpse I got 

of her before the other guys crowded around her. 

“It’s about time you came to meet us girly,” 

exclaimed Reed Sullivan, Glory Days bassist.  He 

was tall as fuck and looked like the Jolly Green 

Giant next to the girls.  His long black hair hung 

loose and Liana reached up to run her hands 

through it giggling a little.  Gabe glared at her and 

she stepped away.   

In fact, those bastards had finally finished with 

the introductions and I was able to slide in for mine. 

“Hello, Mary,” I drawled.  I used the voice I 

used on all the ladies.  That tone had dropped many 

panties over the last five years and I had hopes of 

divesting Mary of her’s sometime tonight. 

To my utter astonishment, she scowled. She 

fucking scowled!   

“Hello, Ash,” she said politely, but in a sexy 

raspy voice.  “It’s a pleasure to finally meet you.”  

She shyly pushed a strand of blonde hair behind her 

ear and I stuck out my hand.  I just had to touch her.  

Even if she did scowl, I had to have her.  Now that 

I’d laid eyes on this female perfection, I had to own 

her. 



When we touched it was like electricity; jolting 

through my system.  I believe she felt it too, 

because her tiny hands flinched and her blue eyes 

seemed to darken.  Fuck, I’m so going to enjoy 

tasting her sweetness. 

Her voice touched me deeply.  Liana had 

mentioned Mary’s attack as a teen and that she too 

had been a singer until she was brutally mauled by 

her foster father.  I’m glad the son of a bitch is 

rotting away in jail, hopefully being some dude’s 

bitch. 

“Are you ladies ready to grab a bite to eat?” I 

announced.  Dinner reservations were already made 

at Aureole downstairs at Mandalay Bay.  We just 

needed to call our security up to escort us down.   

“Ready when you are.” Mary announced.  She 

looked amazing in tight shiny black leather pants, a 

deep red sleeveless blouse, and strappy sandals with 

probably a two inch heal.  She had enough breasts 

to just overfill my palms and my hands were 

awfully big.  And those black sandals gave me 

amorous thoughts.  I wanted to strip her down and 

have my way with her in nothing but those shoes. 

My junk was getting very uncomfortable in my 

jeans and I had to really concentrate to get it to calm 

the hell down.  So, I did the next best thing and 

turned toward Liana, who was like my annoying 

little sister.  Yes, that helped a lot. 

“Are you going to give me any of that love?” I 

asked with a pronounced pout on my lips, knowing 

she couldn’t resist my charm.  She launched herself 

at me and I laughed hard.  She and Gabe both were 

like little fucking jumping beans.   



“Ash Martin, you just get more handsome every 

time I see you,” she grinned widely.  I poked her 

sides and reached for my phone.  She giggled and 

returned to her brother’s side. 

“Let me get security up here and we’ll head on 

down.”  I dialed Eric, our head of security and told 

him to meet us at Liana and Mary’s suite. We 

would insist the girls would take one of our security 

guys with them if they went out. 

After being seen or even photographed with us, 

they will attract unwanted attention.  I’m sure Gabe 

will force that issue with her, but as for Mary, I’ll 

make sure to tell Eric to keep a man on her for the 

duration of their trip.  Mary alone on the strip 

couldn’t be safe.  She’d have all those drunk, horny 

men attached to her coattail.   

Reed was currently chatting up Mary by the 

couch and I noticed she’d glance at me 

occasionally, a slight blush on her cheeks when I 

would catch her staring.  Before I made it to them 

two sharp raps at the door had us turning to meet 

Eric and his crew in the hallway. 

“Eric,” I announced.  “This is Mary Montclair 

and you already know Gabe’s sister, Liana.”  He 

nodded toward the ladies and started walking to the 

elevator where Mark and David were waiting for us 

to arrive.   

Once we hit the casino floor the three men made 

a pyramid around us as we walked toward the 

restaurant.  Mary was quiet and didn’t speak much 

and seemed to take in more of her surroundings 

than Liana did.  Like she was trying to absorb every 

little detail and catalogue it for future analysis.   



A slot machine lit up and started singing the 

bells of victory as some lady hit a jackpot.  Mary 

jumped slightly and I found myself slipping closer 

to her, almost protectively.  She startled me with a 

laugh and shook her head.  “That’s so exciting,” she 

exclaimed. 

I only nodded and was a little fascinated in her 

joy over someone else’s victory.  I never took in the 

little things like she seemed to be doing.  It was 

rather refreshing, and inspiring. 

I could feel the beginning of a song somewhere 

rattling in my brain.  But I wasn’t sure if I could 

ever write a song about the beauty that is Mary 

Montclair. 

Were there words?  If they existed, she was my 

muse. 

We arrived at Aureole and were greeted by the 

manager, Claude.  We were seated in a private area 

in the back that was reserved for celebrities and 

high-rollers.  The place boasted a huge four story 

wine tower and magnificent food.  We ate here 

every time we were in town.  The tall windows at 

our back faced the courtyard by the pool and Mary 

slid into the booth, I followed falling into her side.  

She smiled and blushed slightly. 

By the time dinner was served, we’d put down a 

few bottles of wine and have pretty much pissed off 

all the people around us.  We’re rockstars, so we 

can get a little rowdy.  Of course, we were allowed 

to break rank of the dress code. While others wore 

dress clothes, our mixed bag of leather and worn t-

shirts were okay anywhere we went. 



“Mary,” Reed grinned.  “Are you ready to see 

the show?”  He dropped his napkin on the table and 

leaned back in his seat apparently full from his 

feast. 

“Yes, even though it won’t be my first show.”  

She smiled when I looked at her.   

“You’ve seen our show?” I asked, surprised.  I 

didn’t know she was a fan.   

“Well, yes.  I’ve been to every show you’ve 

done in Phoenix over the last five years.  I even saw 

you at a club there the year before you made it 

arrived,” making air quoted and shrugging. We all 

grinned and I silently willed my dick not to come to 

attention.  

Gabe turned to Liana and mock punched her 

shoulder, “You never mentioned she was that big of 

a fan.” 

“She’s a super fan, but she didn’t want me to 

tell you,” said Liana.  If Mary was mortified that 

Liana spilled, she didn’t show it.  After all, she had 

just said as much by admitting she had been to all of 

our shows. 

I used this opportunity to put my arm around the 

back of her in the booth. 

“So,” I grinned wide.  “You really like us, 

huh?” 

She grinned back showing those perfect white, 

beautiful teeth, and said, “Obviously.” 

Everyone in the restaurant jumped when all four 

of us raised our arms in the air, pumping our fist 

and yelled, “YES!”  

Oh god, not only was she hot, she love our 

music.  I was going to come in my jeans. 



Chapter 2 
 

Mary 
 

I know my cheeks were flaming red and Ash 

was eating this up like a cat eats cream.    

Ash leaned into my ear and whispered, “I 

appreciate your dedication.  Maybe I can give you 

something later for your faithfulness.” 

His sexy, baritone voice with a slight growl had 

my panties instantly wet.  My clit twitched and I 

squeezed my thighs together. 

“Thank you,” I choked out.  “What do I get a 

free shirt?”  He gave me that heart-stopping smile 

and said, “Is that’s all you want?” he teased.   

“You better give her the grand tour,” Liana said 

as she tossed her napkin at his head.  He reached up 

and caught it and tossed it back at her. 

“What are your plans for the night, little one?”  

He looked at Liana the same way Gabe looked at 

her, with nothing but brotherly love. 

Liana had said they were all like a bunch of 

overbearing, Neanderthal brothers who watched her 

like a hawk.  But I knew she secretly lusted over 

Reed, the dark haired giant.  He was gentle with her 

and I noticed how he was a bit more attentive than 

the rest.  I don’t know if she knew that Gabe 

noticed, but he did.  Every time they got close Gabe 

would give Reed a threatening look and Reed would 

slightly back off.  It was adorable. 

Ash was another story.  He kept staring in my 

direction and eye-fucking me.  Here is the man of 

my dreams and I was trying my hardest not to jump 



in his lap and ride my way to what I know would be 

my doom.  I wanted him...all of him. 

Ash, with his full sleeve of tattoos, a flaming 

guitar, old school microphone, drum set and bass 

entwined with the name of the band.  It was 

smoking hot.  He currently had a few days growth 

on his face that covered up his chiseled jaw.  I’m 

sure he’s been with several girls, none of which 

were like me.  I’ve had a whopping total of one 

lover…well boyfriend and none of my experiences 

were anything to write home about.  I’m sure Ash 

could rock my world and I would be a willing 

participant.  If he is anything like my fantasies and 

the heart-stopping looks he is giving me are any 

indication, my world is ready to be rocked! 

All of these guys were a woman’s dream come 

true.  I could see why they were constantly at the 

top of the rock charts.  Not only because of their 

talents that complimented each other with an 

uncanniness not rarely heard; every one of them 

was unique in their own way. 

Kane Maddox, the drummer, was tatted from his 

waist to his neck.  I knew this because he usually 

performed in nothing but leather pants, no shirt.  An 

intricate ancient scroll wrapped around his neck and 

it was rather attractive on him.  He was blonde like 

me, but he kept his hair so short it spiked on its 

own.  His eyes were a beautiful hazel that seemed to 

shut everyone out.  

Reed Sullivan was so freaking tall.  He had to 

be at least six and a half feet.  His long black hair 

reached down a few inches past his shoulders and 

he left it loose, the way I knew Liana liked it.  His 



emerald green eyes were soft just like I assumed his 

heart to be.  My best friend said he was the soft one 

of the bunch and was the one who made the guys 

see reason and kept them grounded when she wasn’t 

around. 

“I was thinking of heading up to the suite,” I 

announced.  The last thing I wanted to do was bail, 

but damn my day started early.  “I’ve had a long 

day.” 

“I’d be glad to walk with you,” Ash announced.  

“I’ll have David take us upstairs.”  David was one 

of the bodyguards and that man was a mountain by 

himself.  Geez he was huge and could probably take 

out a crowd if need be.  He honestly scared me a 

little. 

It seemed he appeared out of nowhere and stood 

next to the booth with his hands crossed in front of 

him.  His standard black suit with white collared 

shirt didn’t make him blend in but announced to 

everyone that he would kick ass first and take 

names later, all without breaking a sweat. 

Ash took both of my hands and pulled me out of 

the booth.  Liana smiled and gave me a slight wink.  

I cringed wondering what was going through her 

mind.  I’m sure she had our future all planned out 

already; kids named and everything.   

“Where to Ash?” David asked, all the while 

scanning the area for threats. 

“We’re heading back to Mary’s room,” he said.  

David allowed us to go first, hovering close all the 

way back through the casino. 

A few people stopped us and asked for Ash’s 

autograph, and even a few pictures.  Some people 



brave enough to approach were rewarded with a 

pose with their favorite singer.  I was asked several 

times to do the honors and I was more than willing.  

That was my area of expertise, afterall.  At one 

point Ash raised a curious brow at me and I just 

shook my head.  He let the unasked question fall 

and had David stop any more attention.   

We reached the elevators and I leaned against 

the back wall and took a deep breath.  “I don’t know 

how you do it.  That was tiring and it was only 

twenty minutes of it!” 

“You get used to it,” he shrugged, and 

mimicked my pose against the back wall of the cart.  

David stood with a protective stance in front of us. 

“Thank you for walking me back to the room, 

but you didn’t have to,” I said.  “I could’ve done it 

by myself.” 

He looked angry for a second but smiled tightly, 

“I don’t think that would be a very good idea, Mary.  

Now that you’ve been seen with us, you may be 

approached by the paparazzi.” 

“But I didn’t see any of them in the casino,” I 

said. 

He frowned again but only a little and then said 

softly, “I forget you’re not accustomed to this.  

They have eyes in the casino, even though 

management doesn’t allow the cameras inside.  The 

eyes and ears report back to the ones with cameras 

and let them know when we leave or where we’re 

going.  Most of the time security is pretty good at 

finding those eyes and escorting them out, but they 

always seem to get in.” 



That was a little unnerving.  “Do you think they 

will bother us in our room?”  I didn’t want to be 

woken up all night with people knocking on the 

door.  I was one of those people who needed a good 

eight plus hours of sleep or I just didn’t function. 

“No,” he sighed.  “David here will be posted 

outside your door tonight.”  With that David turned 

and nodded his agreement.   

“Oh,” I said somewhat surprised. “Thanks, but I 

wouldn’t want you to put him out.”  Ash reached 

for my hand and held it in both of his, looking me 

deep in the eyes.  I almost fainted.  His hands were 

so warm. 

“It would kill me if anything were to happen to 

you or Liana.  David will be there.”  He dropped my 

hands and I felt a little sad at the loss of his touch.  

But he did lean his shoulder against mine and I 

could smell him better now, all male and sweet 

musk.  I barely contained a sigh. 

The elevator doors opened and we stepped out.  

Our room was directly in front of the elevator and I 

assumed this was for easy transport from the room 

in case of rabid fan attention or something. 

I pulled my key card out of my back pocket and 

opened the door.  “Would you like to come in?” I 

asked, stifling a yawn.  As much as I wanted to 

sleep, I couldn’t let go of him right now.  My brain 

was screaming Are you crazy? Only an idiot would 

turn Ash Martin away just to climb in that big 

comfy bed. 

“Sure,” he frowned.  “You look tired, are you 

sure?”  I nodded and we walked inside, leaving 

David at the door.   



We sat down on the couch after I’d offered him 

some water.  It was weird sitting here talking to 

him, but he seemed just like everyone else. 

Normal. 

I could get used to normal. 

“Liana tells me that you are a photographer,” he 

stated. 

“Yes, freelance,” I admitted. 

Ash stiffened, “Not paparazzi, I hope.”  When I 

looked shocked he visibly relaxed.  His pushed his 

brown hair off his face and I wondered if it was as 

soft as it looked. 

“Hell, no,” I exclaimed.  “Those fucking 

vultures disgust me.  I only do things I am invited to 

do.  I do a lot for the local paper in Phoenix.  The 

basketball team hires me for player official photos 

and media events.  I’m trying to get on with the 

Diamondbacks for this upcoming season.  I’ve done 

some celebrity weddings and major calendars.” 

“Oh, good,” he sighed.  “I was about to freak a 

little.”  He reached up and tucked a stray hair 

behind my ear, I blushed scarlet.  I wish I could 

touch him as freely as he touches me. 

“I did bring my camera, but only for shots 

around town.  I’d love to walk the strip at night and 

get in some shots.  It’s always good to have a 

variety in my portfolio when I try to land a 

contract.”  I yawned and apologized. 

“If you do take to the strip, please take David 

with you.  He is your eyes and security.”  He ran his 

hand down my arm, leaving goose bumps in its 

wake.  Ash held my hand as we faced each other on 



the couch, the only other thing touching were our 

knees. 

I nodded and he reached for my cheek, 

caressing my jaw.  I felt it to my toes.  This 

beautiful man was touching me and I was melting 

into a puddle.  I’m sure most women would’ve 

already dropped to their knees to worship him.   

“You are so beautiful,” he whispered just before 

his lips fell upon mine.  The tips of Ash’s fingers 

were calloused due to how long he’d played a 

guitar.  His lips, warm and velvet, ate at mine with a 

slight urgency I found encouraging.  I lightly traced 

his lower lip with my tongue and he opened for me.  

Before I could take control his hands slid to the 

back of my neck and pulled me forward.  Soft 

groans escaped his lips and I could feel the 

vibration all throughout my core.   

After a few moments, he released me.  “You’re 

too good for me,” he whispered and placed his 

forehead against mine.  “I’m demanding, Mary.  In 

everything I do.  I need control.” 

I was dumbstruck.  What did he mean by 

control?  Did he get rough in bed?  Instead of being 

a little scared that question did funny things to my 

sex. I slid closer without realizing what I was doing. 

“Control is fine,” I whispered. I was in control 

over everything and the thought of letting go made 

that small space inside myself where I stored all my 

hurt and anger beg for release.  Could I possibly 

give up my control to this beautiful man?   

Immediately, Ash stood up and paced the floor.  

Dragging a hand through his hair then he turned a 



hard stare on me, “I don’t think you want the only 

think I have to offer.” 

“What does that mean?”  I was seeing a side to 

him the public didn’t know and I felt honored and a 

tad bit scared.   

“I like things my way.  If you’re with me, you 

are with me, no other.  Everything I do with you, to 

you, is under my direction, my demand. I require it.  

Do you understand?” 

He returned to the couch sitting down facing me 

his brows still raised in question.  “Yes, I 

understand.”  I nodded as I answered, hoping he 

knew I was serious. 

He was dominate.   

We sat quietly for a few more minutes.  I’ve 

never been in that type of relationship, but I wasn’t 

an idiot.  I knew what it entailed. The thought of 

him being brutal wouldn’t fly with me.  How can I 

tell him about my past and expect him to 

understand?  

I won’t be hit. 

Ever. 

“Don’t you think you’re moving a little fast?”  I 

asked, because I just don’t think I can do this.  Hell, 

but I want to do this.  Being pulled emotionally in 

two different directions was filling me with 

uncertainty rattled that box some more.  

He chuckled slightly, “Mary Montclair, when I 

see what I want, I go after it.  And I want you.”  He 

brushed his lips to mine quickly before he sat back 

on the couch  

Oh….swoon. 

“Ash,” I whispered, unable to look in his eyes.   



“Yes, angel?” he replied, placing one finger 

under my chin to raise my eyes to his.  It was still a 

shock to my system to feel his touch. 

“I…I can’t let you…,” I paused, unsure of how 

to say it. 

“Can’t let me what?” he asked. 

“Please…please don’t hit me,” I begged.  Tears 

pricked my eyes and I had to look away.  Even 

when Ash gasped I couldn’t look back.  “If that’s 

the type of kink you’re into then I can’t…won’t 

allow it.  It is unsettling: too close to home.”  I 

rubbed at my chest. 

“Oh, angel,” he breathed next to my cheek, I 

didn’t even feel him approach.  Goose bumps rose 

on my flesh and I shivered at his closeness.  “You 

need to understand that I would never unwillingly 

strike you, ever. Do you hear me? There are 

different levels of control and it is a very personal 

choice.  Anything we might do in the future would 

be discussed between the two of us first and agreed 

upon.” 

“Ok,” I said, leaning my head on the back of the 

couch.  It was getting harder and harder to stay 

awake.  My eyes opened slightly and I watched a 

relaxed smile tug at his lips, he looked like a little 

boy.   

My last thought before I fell asleep was, how 

was I ever going to make it through the weekend 

with my heart intact? 

 

Ash 
 



Like a contented kitten, Mary drifted off to 

sleep right in front of my eyes.  She was beautiful, 

humble and everything a man could ask for.  It felt 

wrong to sit there and watch her sleep on the couch 

and it sure as hell looked uncomfortable.   

I got up quietly and looked for which bed she’d 

chosen for her own.  It wasn’t hard to figure out.  

Liana’s room was already a mess with all of her shit 

strewn everywhere.  I found an expensive looking 

camera bag in the other room and knew this would 

be Mary’s.  I pulled back the covers before 

returning to the living room. 

Carefully, I picked her up and took her into the 

bedroom.  On the way, she snuggled deep into my 

chest and I was struck numb by how good it felt.  It 

felt right.  Suddenly I wanted nothing more than to 

take care of this woman in my arms.  It took every 

ounce of willpower I had to lay her gently onto the 

mattress and not run away with her, hide her from 

the world. 

I quickly removed her shoes and decided against 

removing any clothing.  That would freak her out.  

Her feet were dainty and her toes were polished in 

red.  If I had a toe fetish her feet would be the alter 

at which I worshiped. 

Mary whimpered slightly when I released her, 

but snuggled down into the plush mattress.  She 

looked like an angel lying on her own cloud.  I 

carefully leaned over and brushed my lips across 

her forehead, “Good night, angel mine.” 

I closed the door to her room and made my way 

back out of the apartment.  David was waiting at the 

door.  “Everything okay?” he asked. 



“Yeah, she’d dead tired,” I groaned, wishing I 

had more time with her.  “I’m telling you man, she 

needs looking after.  If you have any problems, I 

don’t care what time it is, you call me 

immediately.”  I punctuated my request with a hard 

stare.  David knew I meant business. 

“Yes, sir,” he agreed.  David wasn’t much of a 

talker, but I could tell just by the short time he’d 

spent with Mary, he was just as protective of her as 

I was. 

With a nod, I made my way up to the penthouse 

to find everyone already settled.  Liana met me at 

the door. 

“How’s Mary?” she asked with a big stupid 

smile.   

“She’s asleep,” I stated.  Reed tossed me a beer 

and I nodded my thanks.  Liana went to sit with her 

brother on the couch where they talked animatedly 

to each other.  It was amusing watching them, like a 

spectator at a tennis match.  Back and forth.  Back 

and forth. 

I chuckled to myself and went into my room, 

picking up my old acoustic guitar on the way in.  

Setting my beer on the end table, I sat cross legged 

on the bed and started plucking a tune in my head.  

It was slow, and the chords flowed out from the tips 

of my fingers.  A song was coming to me about an 

angel and a man that’s questioning his worth to her. 

I grabbed a notepad out of my bag and wrote as 

these lyrics flowed from my mind in rapid 

succession:   

 

Could you be my rock? 



And maybe ground my soul? 

Then tolerate all my demands. 

Until we’ve both grown old? 

 

The beauty of an angel. 

The taste of sweet red wine. 

Will you let me love you? 

And, be my angel mine. 

 

I’ll protect and own you. 

Do you desire control? 

Know that you’ll control my heart 

And where our future’s going. 

 

God, I need you now, babe. 

I’m holding out for yes 

You can teach me how to love. 

And I’ll teach you the rest. 

 

The beauty of an angel. 

The taste of sweet red wine. 

Will you let me love you? 

And be my angel mine? 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 



Chapter 3 
 

Mary 
 

My brain cells started firing and I knew I wasn’t 

home in my bed, because this bed was too soft and 

warm.  I rolled over and the clock said it was a few 

minutes past nine.  For me to sleep this late, I knew 

I’d been tired last night. 

And then I remembered Ash. 

I’d fallen asleep in the middle of our 

conversation.  He must have put me to bed.  I 

looked down and realized I was still in my clothes 

from the previous night.  Ash probably thinks 

there’s something wrong with me.   

This man wanted to own me, possess me and 

take care of me.  But at what cost?  Would he strip 

me of my dignity?  Offer me to others?  How deep 

in this lifestyle was he?  Why was I willing to give 

it all up to him?  

Shaking my head, I just wouldn’t think about it 

today.  Today was our first full day in Las Vegas 

and I wanted to play.  My excitement for tonight’s 

show was bubbling up in my system so fast that I 

wanted to run around the room shouting at the top 

of my lungs.   

I was here with Glory Days.  And last night I 

kissed Ash Martin.  

My throat was parched and I wanted to get in a 

little sun.  I jumped up and went into the little 

kitchenette to grab the coffee maker.  Thankfully, 

the thing made coffee quick.  I’d just settled down 



in front of the T. V. when Liana came out yawning; 

her black hair in a pigs nest around her petite face. 

“Morning,” she growled.  I pointed toward the 

coffee and laughed.  This was the only time of the 

day Liana wasn’t going full throttle and I enjoyed 

the quietness. 

But that wouldn’t last long. 

“Alright, spill,” she laughed at my expression.  

Liana dumped another three spoons full of sugar 

into her coffee and waited. 

“Nothing happened,” I admitted.  Nothing she 

was thinking about.  What we did speak of, was not 

something I would repeat.  “We just talked.” 

“About,” she probed.  Oh, hell no.  I wasn’t 

spilling Ash’s secrets.  Or about the kiss.   

“Photography,” I said, which wasn’t a lie. 

“And?” she asked.  “Did he kiss you?” 

“Yes,” I muttered, standing up to dump my cup 

into the sink then returned to my seat at the table.  I 

fiddled with the fringe on the placemat so I had 

something to do with my hands. 

“And?” she asked again.  What did I tell her?  

Could I tell her he wants to be the dom to my sub?  

That sounds so dirty.  So…so, amazingly erotic. 

“That’s it,” I lied.  “We talked.  He kissed me.  I 

fell asleep on the couch and I’m pretty sure he put 

me to bed in my clothes.” 

Liana came around to join me at the table.   I 

think she knew I was a big fat liar pants.  The look 

on her face said it all.  I turned to look out the 

windows so I didn’t have to see her analyzing my 

expressions. 



The sun was coming up over the top of the hotel 

and the room grew a little brighter with each 

passing minute.  The pool was looking really good 

about now. 

“Ok,” she swallowed a huge drink of coffee.  

“So, what do you want to do now?” 

I said simply, “Pool.” 

  

David, the bodyguard, escorted us down to the 

pool an hour later.  Not many people had ventured 

out this early to enjoy the desert sun, but Liana and 

I didn’t mind.  We tried to get David to stop by his 

room and change but he refused to take a needed 

break.  When we reached the lounging chairs, he 

took his place in the shade behind us and waited 

patiently while we laid back soaking up the sun. 

I popped my sunglasses on my face and relaxed 

in the plush chairs.  My bikini was blue, just like 

my eyes and I fanned my hair out behind me, letting 

it dry naturally from the quick shower earlier.  I 

could get use to this.  A little voice inside my head 

said I could have this anytime I wanted if I’d just 

use the money in savings.  I squashed that thought 

as soon as it struck. 

The sun reflected off the pool and the smell of 

chlorine in the air tickled my nose a little.  A cute 

cabana boy came by and got our drink order.  When 

I tried to pay him, I was waved off and told my bill 

was covered.  Liana just rolled her eyes and sipped 

her Mimosa. 

“Hey David,” Liana smiled up at the huge 

behemoth of a man, his high and tight brown haircut 

told me he was most likely a former Marine.  He 



was cute in a straight laced kind of way, but I only 

had eyes for a hot singer with a bad ass tattoo. 

“Yes, Ms. Liana,” he replied, not moving an 

inch. 

“Have you informed my brother as to my 

whereabouts already?” Liana asked as she rolled 

over onto her belly and kicked her heels up to sway 

them back and forth.  She looked like a bad little elf 

when she did that.  I laughed a little and that made 

David’s jaw clinch ever so slightly.   

This could be fun.  I bet we could break him 

before the weekend was through. 

“Yes, Ms. Liana, I have already informed 

them,” he answered, still not moving. 

A quartet of very nice looking and half naked 

men strolled by, slowing as they came in front of 

our lounge chairs.  “Hello, ladies,” the dark haired 

one said.  He was tall, not as tall as Reed, but just as 

good looking.  His hair was short and he too had a 

lot of tattoos.  The other guys were blah…plain 

looking and forgettable.  They looked like college 

boys.  

“Can we buy you a drink?” the dark haired 

leader asked while doing a once-over up and down 

both of our bodies.  I felt a little violated. 

“No, thanks,” Liana giggled, holding up her 

Mimosa.  “We’re good.” 

When the guy made a move to sit at the end of 

my chair, I pulled my knees to my chest.  David 

was there before I could protest.  “Sirs, you will 

need to leave.”  David changed at that point and 

went from the silent giant in the background to the 



raging predator in between the threat and his 

charge. 

“What the fuck?” I heard something even scarier 

reach my ears.  Looking up I watched as Ash 

barreled toward us, Gabe and Reed on his heels.  

Our admirers paled considerably and eased away 

from Liana and I.   

“Hey, man,” the dark haired guy stammered.  

“Ash Martin, right?  I’m a huge fan.”  He reached 

his hand out for a hand shake.  Ash just clinched his 

jaw and shook his head in a tight jerk, telling this 

guy there would be no autographs for him. 

“I suggest you leave,” Ash growled at the men.  

They looked at me and Liana and back at three 

quarters of Glory Days and took off.   

Ash turned toward me, his eyes furious and if 

he’d been a cartoon character, I’m pretty sure steam 

would be shooting out of his ears right now.  

Thankfully I was still wearing my sunglasses so he 

couldn’t see the amusement in my eyes. 

Ash growled something and I swear it sounded 

like he said, “Blue fucking string bikinis!”  He 

turned to David and let out a string of curses.  

“Really?  Your only job is to keep people off of 

them.  What happened?” 

“Hey,” Liana shouted, jumping up from her 

chair.  “Leave David alone!  He was doing his job 

just fine until you barged in!  You overprotective 

asshole!” 

During all of this I remained seated and silent.  I 

wanted to defend David as well, but it looked like 

Liana had it handled.  Ash shifted and removed his 



shirt walking over to me.  He thrust his hand out, 

“Put this on now!” 

“No,” I replied and tilted my chin toward the 

sun.   

A second later I could smell him.  Two seconds 

later I felt his sweet breath on my cheek, and I knew 

his lips were close to my ear.  “Don’t push me, 

Mary.  And God knows not to disobey me.  Put on 

the fucking shirt before I go to jail for murdering 

the next pansy ass college boy who comes barking 

up my tree.”  I opened my eyes and I could see his 

whole body vibrating and I found it rather scary and 

a whole lot of sexy.  

This was what he meant by control.  He needed 

this and he demanded it.  It took me less than five 

seconds before I took his shirt and pulled it over my 

head.   

That was not a very good idea. 

It was a vintage Metallica t-shirt and it smelled 

like him.  I really wanted to bury myself into the 

neck of it and die.  The thing was huge and fell to 

about mid-thigh. He must have been heading to 

work out, because he was wearing black basketball 

shorts and there was a hotel towel slung across his 

right shoulder.  

Gabe and Reed were hovering near Liana and 

all three were looking toward Ash like he’d just 

sprouted horns.  Which I guess you could say he 

did.  I wasn’t sure what to do next.  The hairs on my 

neck tingled as I watched him visibly relax once he 

took in my appearance in his clothes.  If I didn’t 

know any better, I’d think he looked relieved.  Like 

he just marked his territory. 



Why does that thought do funny things to my 

insides? 

 

Ash 
 

That blasted bikini should be outlawed.  The 

only reason why I’m not going to rip off those 

assholes heads is because she finally put on my 

shirt.  She should always be in my shirt.  It calmed 

me and helped me see reason. 

Her contented sigh as she pulled it over her head 

assured me that she felt safe in my things.  If she 

wasn’t so tiny, compared to me, I’d keep her 

dressed in Glory Days concert shirts and a closet 

full of my vintage t-shirts for the rest of her life.  

My God…I’m whipped already. 

“Ash,” Mary whispered.  She stepped forward 

and placed her hand on my wrist.  Hands as soft as 

velvet rubbed lightly on my forearm, causing sweat 

to pebble up on my chest.  She leaned in close and 

smiled, “It’s okay.  David was here.  Liana and I 

were fine.” 

“I don’t like the way they were looking at you,” 

I growled low in my throat and reached up to trace 

her jaw with my thumb.  Mary sighed and leaned 

into my palm.  She smelled so good, like coconut 

and a little of the champagne in her mimosa.  

Pulling her into my side, we turned toward the 

others.   

“Mary,” Liana spoke up, looking a little 

worried.  “You ready to get going?”  Mary pulled 

away from me slightly and I tugged her back 

against me. 



“Where are you heading?” I asked, trying not to 

sound disappointed. 

“I told you that I wanted to hit the strip and take 

some pictures,” Mary reminded me of our 

conversation last night.  This was her profession, 

and I would never stand between her and her 

livelihood.  Photography was her life, not me. 

At least not yet. 

“Sure,” I agreed.  “Reed and I were just heading 

for the gym.  Make sure you take David with you.  

Do you need a car?”  I faced Mary and took her 

cheek in my hand.  I couldn’t stop touching her 

softness.  It was addicting. 

She shook her head, “No, I’d rather walk 

around.”  She reached down and picked up her bag 

and towel off the lounge chair.  People were 

meandering around, the women almost breaking 

their necks to catch a glimpse.  Eric and David took 

their protective stances around us, therefore halting 

any unwanted attention. 

“Ok, give me your phone,” I held out my hand 

in wait.  She reached into the side pocket of her bag 

and produced an IPhone, the case covered in tiny 

wildflowers.  I smiled and took it from her.  I 

punched in my cell and added myself to her 

contacts as A. Martin.  “Shoot me a text so that I 

can have your number too.” 

With a nod and a very sweet smile on those 

delicate lips, she ducked her head and typed out a 

quick note then tucked her phone back in the bag.  I 

felt my phone vibrate in my pocket and I took it out 

to add her to mine.  I look at the text and smile. 

 



XOXO ~ Mary 
 
“Hey, I’ll catch up with you later,” she says as 

she turns away.  David steps in beside her and Liana 

as they walked away from the pool.  I drag my 

hands through my hair and watch as her hips 

saunter in my shirt.  I suddenly had the urge to beat 

my hands on my chest and growl like an animal. 

“Beautiful, isn’t she?” Gabe asked quietly.  

“She’s a good woman, who’s been through a rough 

life, Ash.  Don’t hurt her.  Liana will never forgive 

you.”  He punched me in the arm and I reached 

back and tagged his stomach.  We both laughed. 

“There’s something special about that one,” I 

admitted.   

Why was I so drawn to her?  Was it the innocent 

eyes?  Or the tragic background?  My protective 

instincts roared and my inability to have complete 

control of my feelings left me feeling very 

disturbed.   

Control, at least for me, was a vital, everyday 

emotion that played in my world.  Ever since I 

turned eighteen and moved away from home.  My 

home life had no control.  My folks were too busy 

looking for their next fix, or scam to make an extra 

buck.  Welfare usually caught on fairly quick and 

stopped the benefits.  When that stopped, so did the 

food.   

I remember having to take good care of my 

clothes because they wouldn’t be able to afford 

anything for me when school started.  It wasn’t until 

ninth grade that I met this tall, soft spoken 



sophomore that took me in.  His family kept me fed 

and clothed until I was old enough to get a job.  

Reed and I shared a passion for music.  It was 

his mother’s idea that we start a band to make an 

extra few dollars on the weekends.  Ann Sullivan 

bought my first acoustic guitar (the same one I carry 

with me everywhere I go).  Her and Mr. Sullivan set 

us up with lessons and even paid for the want ad in 

the local paper once we were ready to strike out on 

our own.  

The first one to come along was Gabe.  He was 

short and scrawny, looked nothing like a rock star, 

but insisted he could play a guitar.  Once he hooked 

up and started playing, (one of his own songs) we 

were floored.  The little punk could play. 

It took almost a month before we could find 

someone to play the drums.  We were out in Santa 

Monica, on the beach, one afternoon and got to 

talking with this guy who looked like a fucked up 

pretty boy, all blonde spiked hair and tattoos.  After 

mentioning our musical abilities, Kane said he’d 

like to try out.  He too blew us away. 

After the first practice, I knew we had 

something big.  Hard work and attitude paid off by 

the time I turned twenty.  We’d been signed by our 

record label and had a nice deal for our first album.  

When Kane was hit one night on his motorcycle 

driving home from practice, our world shut down.  

He’d broken his arm in two places and after a few 

surgeries was told it could take six months or longer 

for him to be well enough to resume playing.   

The first album had been delayed almost and 

year.  Now that I look back, I’m thankful, because 



we, as people, just weren’t ready for the fame that 

struck us so early in this crazy career.  We did a lot 

of growing up that year.  The drinking and partying 

got old when we had nothing to keep ourselves 

busy.  We’d made a pact then, the night before we 

went in to record, and from that point on, we would 

always be at one hundred percent. 

Our manager at the time and the record 

executives booked us on every late show they could 

get for exposure.  We opened for some pretty big 

acts.  Even played Lollapalooza which, was one hell 

of an experience.  Within six months of releasing 

that first album, we hit number one on the rock 

charts.  Our life hasn’t been the same since. 

From the day I’d left home, I felt in control of 

every aspect of my life.  Even my so-called parents 

are no longer in the picture.  I know where they 

live, because I need to be aware of where they are, 

so that I’m not looking over my shoulder all the 

time.  I have people who keep me updated on them. 

Within a week of the album going platinum, 

they were on my doorstep with their hands held out.  

The following week, I moved and had my name, 

number and location unlisted.  To this day, I have 

not given them a dime.  They are nothing to me. 

These boys (and Liana) are my brothers and 

sister.  Ann and Larry Sullivan are my parents.  

Jackie and Bob Martin cease to exist in my book.  

They can’t touch me and because I became big after 

I turned eighteen, they cannot claim any of what is 

mine.  What I earned on my own. 

There’s a part of me which hopes Mary 

succumbs to my desires.  The other part of me 



wants to tell her to run.  Taking a chance at 

something with Mary was dangerous for both of us; 

Mary, her freedom and me, my heart. 

I needed control like I needed air to breath.  

Mary was skittish and not very forthcoming with 

trust.  The look on her face the night before said it 

all.  She was scared, and so was I. 

In the gym, I jumped on the treadmill and 

plugged my headphones in so that I could get some 

peace and quiet.  If you call listening to Papa Roach 

peaceful.  Gabe was on the bench press and Reed 

was spotting him.  Kane was in the room, still 

asleep.  That boy didn’t come in until the early 

morning.  No doubt he’d hit some strip club for a 

night out on the town and finding an easy lay. 

Closing my eyes, I tried to gather my thoughts.  

I needed my strength for tonight’s show.  Reaching 

for the volume, my feet pounded to the beat of 

“Last Resort”.  I sang along to myself. 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 



Chapter 4 
 

Mary 
 
The pictures I got from Las Vegas Boulevard 

today would make one hell of an impression in my 

portfolio.  The fountains at the Bellagio had just 

started when we walked up.  There were a few 

clouds in the sky that I used as a background.  It 

didn’t take long for me to have a good four or five 

shots to use for my portfolio. Necessary to prove I 

know what I am doing for potential clients.  Tonight 

I was going to ask Ash or Gabe if I could use their 

balcony to take shots of the strip while it was dark. 

I’d stopped a man by the valet service at 

Caesar’s Palace and asked if I could take a few 

pictures of his Ferrari (for my calendars and 

magazine clients) and he happily obliged.  

Apparently he was some big wig movie producer 

(Liana knew that, not I) and had known the owner 

of the Phoenix Suns.  He’d seen my work and told 

me to use what I needed.  We exchanged business 

cards and I walked away with a possible job on his 

next movie doing promotional shots of the actors.  I 

couldn’t be happier. 

David continued to hover, and he never 

complained.  I kept telling him that if he wasn’t 

with us all these people wouldn’t be staring, trying 

to figure out who we were.  Of course my argument 

was short lived when a random chick came up and 

said to Liana “Ohmuygod!!  Your Gabe Miller’s 

sister.  Can I have your autograph?  Can you please, 



please, please get me backstage passes?  Your 

brother is so yummy!” 

I burst out laughing uncontrollably when Liana 

said, “Why sure honey, you can have my autograph, 

but Gabe has no more passes to give.  You see, he 

has women lined up from the time they arrive at the 

venue until it’s time to go on stage.  Then he has a 

new set of groupies waiting to ride his boney ass all 

the way till he passes out.  So, unless you want to 

share the same love stick as all those other women, 

I’d think its best your stay outside the gates.  Plus,” 

she looked the girl up and down.  “You’re really not 

his type.” 

We left the poor girl standing there, 

flabbergasted. 

David looked a little smug.  So, I gave up on the 

idea of being alone this weekend and accepted my 

new bodyguard.   

A text from Ash came through right after lunch. 

 
Meet at the venue at 5pm…don’t be 

late…dinner will be here when you arrive. XXX Ash 
 

We arrived with no time to spare.  The stadium 

was in full concert mode.  Roadies were running a 

few last minute cables and lugging around huge 

black rolling cases that held the bands instruments.  

Looking up at the stage and back at the empty seats, 

I felt a little sad.  Tears welled and I had to bit the 

inside of my cheek to keep from crying.  This 

could’ve been me.   

I’d give just about anything to stand up there for 

one night and give it my all.  I wonder if these guys 



know how extremely lucky they all are.  Things 

could change so quickly.  In a blink of an eye 

dreams could shatter and everything be gone, never 

to return. 

A hand on my arm halted my thoughts.  Liana 

understood more than anyone else what I’d lost.  

This was my secret and because Liana was my only 

family, it was hers too.  She’d been there on the 

nights I couldn’t take it and crumbled. The nights 

when I would break down and cry for hours; the 

little control I had on my emotions would be lost.  

Then after I’d cry until my tears dried up, I’d feel 

guilty for feeling like that.  I should be happy with 

what I did have. 

Not that I didn’t love my new life, I did, but 

sometimes I missed the stage.  I longed for the 

excitement of entertaining a crowd, being able to 

make them cry or shout to the tops of their lungs. 

“Hey,” she started.  “Are you going to be okay 

with this?”  I knew what she meant.  Was I okay 

going behind the scenes?  Well, was I?  I guess I’d 

have to be.  It was too late to turn back now.  We 

were here to get the full treatment.  Not the time for 

a pity party for one and I had never been the caliber 

of these guys.  But I always felt the potential was 

there to become great.  Even the people I’d met 

along the way told me as much.  

“Yeah,” I whispered.   

Liana nodded and started pulling me forward.  

“Now, before you find out the hard way.  I don’t 

want you to be surprised if some of the guys…um, 

well…” 



“Well,” I asked with a raised brow.  “Spit it 

out.”  I used her favorite words back at her. 

“Their adrenaline is pretty high after a show and 

they like to take some lady friends to knock off 

some steam.  If you know what I mean?”  She 

shrugged slightly and gave me a knowing look. 

Did that mean that I was to be the lady Ash 

blew off steam with?  Or was she letting me know 

this so that if he ran off with some bimbo I’d be 

okay with it?  He wanted me, this I knew.  My 

wanting him was a no-brainer.  He was a dream 

come true, and now that I’d spent some time with 

him that desire had smoldered and built to the nth 

degree. 

Better give it up to fate, even though fate was a 

nasty bitch sometimes.   

I smiled and pulled her forward.  The badges 

around our necks allowed us to go anywhere in the 

building.  We skirted the side of the stage and slid 

through and opening in the barricade.  A few 

roadies said hello to Liana as we made our way to 

the backstage doors.  Once inside the hallway 

arched around in a half moon shape, running the 

length of the stage. 

Rooms were labeled for each band.  The first 

one we came to was for the opening band, The 

Surge.  Not a bad band for their opening act.  I liked 

their stuff.  They hadn’t been around long and I 

think I’d only heard their one hit song, “To the 

Night”.   

About five doors down the hall we found our 

place.  The smell of food drifted out of the door.  I 

was almost too nervous to eat.   



Ash looked up as we entered and his eyes and 

nostrils flared for a moment before he smiled wide 

at the two of us.  He raked my body with those 

emerald eyes.  I shivered slightly.  My choice of 

outfit seemed to be a hit, because not only Ash, but 

Gabe and Kane too looked me over with 

appreciation. 

I wore my skinny leather pants and a sleeveless 

white sparkly top. My black high heels cost a 

fortune, but even I knew they looked killer on my 

feet.   

Ash rose from his seat on the leather couch and 

made his way around the coffee table.  The room 

was standard white with a couch, loveseat, coffee 

and end tables, some extra folding chairs and four 

mirrored tables for doing makeup and hair.  Glory 

Days was not alone, the other band had arrived too 

and they were drooling over Liana and me.  Ash 

didn’t look happy.   

Everyone in the room noticed his possessive 

prowl as he swaggered toward me. I froze in place, 

like a deer in headlights.  He was wearing almost 

matching leather pants to mine and another vintage 

t-shirt, this time it he was showing his love for 

Black Sabbath.  The sleeves were cut out and the 

sides were split down to his waist, only the hem left 

intact to keep it wearable.  I could see a tattoo on 

his side of a crouching black panther. His black 

boots were unlaced and clomped loudly on the 

concrete floor. 

He reached me and placed a hand on my waist, 

pulling me close.  My hand automatically fell upon 

his chest, and I could feel his heart beating beneath 



my fingers.  He smelled amazing and his hair was 

gelled enough to give it some volume.  I liked it. 

“You are entirely too tempting to be dressed like 

this,” he whispered, and then placed a kiss on the 

spot below my earlobe.  The feel of his lips sent tiny 

prickles down my arms.  My sex clenched and I felt 

the onset of moisture pool between my legs.  My 

nipples pebbled hard against my bra.   

“Thank you,” I said breathless.  In a moment of 

bravery, I leaned in and kissed him sweetly on the 

corner of his mouth.  That was the wrong thing to 

do, because he used his other hand to fist the back 

of my hair and pull my mouth back to his. 

Ash’s tongue licked my lower lip, urging me to 

open.  When I did, he assaulted my mouth with his, 

our tongues dueling.  When we both pulled back, 

our breathing was rapid and heavy.  The spark in his 

erotic eyes speared me in the heart and I couldn’t 

move.  We must have stood there for a while staring 

at each other, our hands still in place, before 

someone walked by and broke our concentration.  A 

blush painted my cheeks a rosy red and I smiled up 

at him. 

“Come on, let’s eat,” he said as he grabbed my 

hand and pulled me toward the table I hadn’t 

noticed on the side of the room.  Looks like 

someone catered in fried chicken and all the side a 

bunch of men would love to eat.  He grabbed two 

plates and began filling one.  “What would you 

like?  Just let me know and I’ll get it for you.” He 

resumed piling his own plate full of potatoes, slaw, 

and rolls. 



“Actually,” I said.  “I’m not all that hungry.”  

He stopped and looked at me like he didn’t approve.  

Then he looked worried. 

“Are you okay?” 

“Yes, I’m fine.”  He stopped and set his plate 

down.  He touched my arm and moved his hand up 

to my neck, like he was checking me for fever.  

“Are you sure?  Why don’t you want to eat, 

angel?”  Ash looked worried.  He called me angel 

again.  I liked it. 

“Just my nerves,” I admitted.  Liana was sitting 

on the arm of the couch next to Reed, but her eyes 

were on me.  The smile she gave me lit up the room 

and I wanted to punch her.  She was trying to be my 

matchmaker. 

“Why are you nervous,” he asked, still running 

his hands over me, but this time with a calmer 

touch.  I really wanted to fall into his arms and hide 

there forever. He was so concerned; so protective.  

If this was what it would be like to give him control 

over me then sign me up.  I’d take it. 

“It’s really nothing, just the excitement of it all.” 

I admitted.  “You have a show to prepare for.”  

Pushing him back was like letting go of a lifeline, 

but I did it.  He scowled and turned for his plate.  

When he reached the chair he motioned me over 

and patted his knee. 

I sat cradled in his arms with his plate of food in 

my lap.  He would feed me a bite before he took 

one for himself.  I didn’t realize how hungry I truly 

was until that first bite hit my tongue.  It was really 

good and I found myself enjoying his control a little 

bit more than I wanted too. 



Already this one small act was sexy as hell. I 

was beginning to think this guy was too good to be 

true.  Ash Martin was an amazing man.   

I finally raised my hand to halt his, “I’m so 

done.  Please, no more,” I laughed.  He frowned a 

little and took the last bite for himself.  He set the 

plate down and stood us both up. 

“Going for a walk,” he murmured to Gabe, who 

nodded at Ash and gave me a sweet brotherly smile.  

Gabe was a good person, just like his sister. 

We walked out of the room and turned right, 

heading back toward the door to the stage.  “Where 

are we going?”  I asked, unsure as to what he had in 

mind. 

“Just going to check out what’s going on out 

front.  There’s about an hour before they open the 

doors and I thought I’d help with sound check.”  He 

opened the door for me and placed his hand on the 

small of my back, ushering me toward the stage. 

Standing frozen at the bottom of the steps, Ash 

turned to look at me and I know I looked startled.  I 

couldn’t do this.  Going up on stage was a no-can-

do.  My fragile self-esteem would surely break. 

“What’s wrong, Mary?” he asked.  Why was I 

being so reluctant?  This was his show and I was 

here to support him.  

“I…I can’t go up there with you.”  My head was 

shaking involuntary and I started backing away.  

Ash’s hand clamped down on my bicep and I tried 

to pull away. 

“Freeze,” he commanded.  And I froze.  “Mary, 

breathe!”  He looked totally in control.  Something I 

was not, not even by a long shot. 



“Ash,” I whispered.  “This isn’t a good idea.  

You don’t understand.” 

“Actually,” he said.  “I understand, angel.  I’m 

not asking you to come up with me.  I’m telling you 

to come up on this stage.”   

He was in control.  Always in control, he told 

me that when we met.  Ash would take care of me.  

Oh, God, I must look like a damn fool!  Ash’s stage.  

This was his stage.   

I took a huge breath and walked forward.  Ash’s 

triumphant smile beside me gave me strength to 

move on.  Roadies rushed around taping wires to 

the floor.  Guitars lined up on their stands toward 

the back of the stage.  A girl with a short butch hair 

cut was suspended above us locking lights into 

place.   

A roadie walked by and said hello to Ash, and 

gave me a once over, but not before Ash stepped in 

front of me, blocking his view.  He was very 

possessive; something that I seemed to like more 

than I should. 

With a curt nod, Ash moved us toward the front 

of the stage where the main microphone stand sat 

all alone and empty without the actual microphone 

there to complete it.  Slowly, I raised my eyes to 

look out at the empty arena.  There were no chairs 

on the floor since that would be for general 

admission ticket holders.   

I could picture the crowd with arms raised 

singing along to their favorite bands songs.  A mosh 

pit would likely happen halfway through Glory 

Days set, just like every show I’d been too.  Their 

music was powerful enough to get a crowd raised 



enough to slam their bodies into complete strangers.  

That power came from the voice of the man 

standing next to me. 

Ash’s voice was superb.  Every note sang to 

perfection.  A little bit scratchy when he slowed 

down and he had one hell of a high voice.  The man 

could hold a high note for a long time.  It was a 

miracle I didn’t stare at him in awe, or hate him for 

having what I couldn’t.  

“Stand here,” he said quietly while he pulled me 

in front of the stand.  He wrapped his hands around 

my waist, his front to my back.  I felt sheltered and 

content.  He nuzzled my hair at the back of my 

neck.  “I want to give you this, but I don’t know 

how.” 

Facing forward I said, “My time has gone, Ash.  

And how do you know so much about me?”  I 

didn’t want to hear the answer.   

“A little from Liana,” he admitted.  “Please 

don’t be mad, Gabe gets so excited to hear of the 

things you two get into that he shares a lot of 

information and pictures.  God, the pictures.  I felt 

like I knew you before I ever laid eyes on you for 

real.” 

“Did you look me up on the internet?” I asked 

softly. 

“Yes, my angel.  I know everything.  How you 

were on your way to stardom, but it was shot down 

by that mother fucker of a stepfather.  I heard you 

sing, there are some old videos on YouTube.”  He 

kissed the top of my bare shoulder.   

“And,” I pushed.  I wanted to know what he 

saw.   



“I saw the news reports, the audition tapes, and 

the performances.  You were, are amazing.  I’d love 

to hear you sing.”  He rubbed his calloused hands 

over my shoulders to help contain my shivers.  The 

tears I’d held at bay threatened again. 

“I’ll never sing again.  At least not where I can 

be heard,” I laughed unsteadily.  “It’s not very 

good.  Only the shower walls hear me nowadays.”  I 

turned in his arms, so that I could look into his eyes.  

I ended up closer than I intended.  He kept me 

plastered to him.  I could feel every muscle in his 

rock hard abs against my breasts and I stifled a 

moan.  My hands rested on his forearms.  His 

muscles there jumped at my touch.  His skin was 

smooth on the inside of his arm where my thumbs 

were.  I rubbed there absently. 

“Let me take care of you,” he whispered into my 

ear.   

“I’m starting to like that idea,” I admitted in a 

small voice I knew only he could hear.  The idea 

still disturbed me, but for some reason, I trusted 

him, even though I didn’t know him. 

“I want you to see my doctor,” he suggested, but 

I was already shaking my head before he was 

finished with the question. 

“Ash, there is nothing that can be done,” I 

choked, tears springing into my eyes.  “I’ve seen a 

number of specialists, and they all say the same 

thing.”  He moved a hand from the small of my 

back to trace a line in my jaw; I leaned into his 

hand. 

“When was the last time you went?” he asked. 



“About five years ago,” I admitted.  “I’d had 

some problems swallowing and he said there was 

nothing wrong.  I gave up all hope after that.”   

Ash dropped his hand in defeat, but smiled, 

“Turn around, angel.  Look out and tell me you 

wish there was a way.  If I could make you sing 

again, would you do it?”  I did as he asked and I 

wanted it.  Like breathing fresh air, I damn sure 

wanted it.  My heart leapt and for a second, just one 

tiny second, I could see myself on stage.   

A prick of pain ticked in my throat and the 

dream was lost.  I was still Mary Montclair, 

photographer.  “With my whole being, Ash Martin, 

I would give up everything to be back up here.  

Reality bites baby, and I have no business up here.  

My life now is to capture moments, not create 

them.” 

We stood there in silence for a while looking 

out into the empty arena.  Our breathing steady, our 

minds closed off, Ash would sway with me 

occasionally and I would squeeze his hand telling 

him I understood. 

“Hey Ash,” someone called, breaking our 

moment.  Ash let go of me, but kept one hand in his 

as we turned toward the roadie. 

“Yeah, Nick, what’s up?” he asked.  

“Time to get gone, man,” he laughed.  “Unless 

you’re ready to get mobbed.  Doors open in ten.” 

We laughed and Ash said his thanks.  

We walked off the stage and back to the rooms.  

There were not many people there.  Liana had said 

that only a few back stage passes were distributed to 

the local stations for giveaways. The opening band, 



The Surge were at the meet and greet before their 

appearance, and during their show, it’d be time for 

Glory Days to meet their fans.   

When we walked into the room, Gabe had Liana 

in the corner in a heated discussion and I knew 

exactly what it was about. 

Reed 

Reed was in the process of approaching the 

brother and sister, fury plain on his face.  Ash 

reached out and grabbed his arm.  “Dude, not now.”  

Reed’s pained expression told us he didn’t want 

Liana upset and he was helpless to do anything. 

Suddenly, Liana broke away from her brother 

after saying something that made him pause.  

Whatever it was had to of been good, because she 

walked by me smug as the day is long.  She’d 

spoken her mind and Gabe had backed off. 

“Wonder when he’s going to give up on those 

two,” Ash laughed.  “Reed is totally head over heels 

in love with that girl.”  He grabbed my hand and 

pulled me over to the love seat.   

 

“It’s crazy,” I agreed, as I watched Liana walk 

outside of the room.  She needed to be alone and I 

wanted to go get her.  Reed beat me to it and 

followed before the door could close on its own. 

“Hey,” I turned to him, suddenly remembering 

something.  “Can I ask you something?” 

“Sure, angel,” he replied as he drew lazy circles 

on my thighs.  It sure is damn hard to concentrate 

when he does that. 

“Can I use your balcony in the suite tonight to 

take some photos of the strip?”  I almost begged.  



He had the perfect view and it was high enough to 

get almost everything. 

“Did you bring your camera here tonight?” he 

asked. 

“No, Ash,” I smiled.  “I wasn’t asked to bring it, 

so it is tucked away safely up in the room.  All I 

have is my iPhone.”   I held it up as proof. 

Taking the phone out of my hands, Ash tugged 

me against his chest and started snapping pictures of 

the two of us.  “A little something for your personal 

file,” he chuckled and it was cute.  Then he posed 

and took some crazy self-portraits of himself.  I 

snuck his phone from his back pocket (trying not to 

faint because I swear my hand grazed his luscious 

ass) and started taking my own self-portraits that I 

hoped he would look at after this weekend was 

over. 

After he was done making a fool of himself, he 

clicked on the little orange music button on my 

phone and immediately went looking for his own 

songs.  When he looked up at me (I was dying of 

humiliation) and smiled so wide I could see nothing 

but white teeth, I knew exactly why. 

“You have every song we have ever recorded!” 

he yelled.  Everyone turned around and smiled 

down at me.  Geez, it was like being in a scary 

movie with clowns bearing down on you.  

“Well, um…yes,” I blushed even harder. 

“Dude, I think I love her,” I heard Kane say 

from across the room.  He blew me a kiss and 

offered to autograph a part of my body, any part.  

He suggested I could get it tattooed on and for a 

split second I thought about it.  Until Ash glared at 



him and he held up his hands in defeat.  “I still love 

you, Mary!”  He laughed and grabbed a beer from 

the cooler. 

A knock sounded on the door and the woman 

who was just up in the air doing lights poked her 

head in, “Yo, Meet and Greet now!”  And she 

slammed the door. 

“Who was that?” I asked, curious. 

“Coraline,” he pointed at the door with a beer in 

hand, his feet were still propped up on the coffee 

table; the other hand still perched possessively on 

my thigh.  “That little shit is like a roadie 

extraordinaire, she knows how to do everything.  

Keeps us on our toes, and she’s Kane’s baby cousin.  

She’s like nineteen or twenty; been telling us since 

she was fourteen that she was going to run away 

and be our help.  Had no clue she wasn’t kidding.”  

He shook his head and set the beer down. 

We went out to an open area set up with tables 

and four chairs. Fans were cordoned off by a red 

velvet rope.  Eric and his team of security ushered 

the guys into their chairs, where they were greeted 

by the local rock station.  

Liana stepped up next to me and sighed, “I’m 

sorry for running off.”  She looked a little winded, 

her lips red and slightly swollen.   

“I get it, honey,” I assured her.  “Gabe will 

come around, once he stops looking at you as his 

little sister.  Reed is crazy about you, everyone can 

see it.” 

She bumped my shoulder and smiled, but it 

didn’t reach her eyes.  “I hope you know what 

you’re doing with Ash, Mar.  I’m all about you two 



getting together, but this isn’t the life I’d want for 

you.  You never see them and they’re always gone.  

If you can make it work, then more power to ya.”  

She shuffled her feet and frowned at the floor.  Her 

long black hair shifted to make a curtain around her 

face. 

“I have no idea what’s going on with him,” I 

look up at Ash and he’s signing autographs and 

posing for pictures with the fans.  A little girl, no 

more than ten looked at him with the biggest brown 

eyes I’ve ever seen.  Ash picked her up and kissed 

her cheek, she instantly started crying.  He looked at 

me and smiled.  I turn toward Liana, “but I really 

like him and enjoy his company.  He’s a great guy.” 

She nods but frowns when I cough a little.  

“You okay,” she ask, concerned. 

I nod and immediately cough harder.  Liana’s 

panic stricken face concerns me.  She pulls me 

around the corner and pulls a tissue from her purse, 

“You have blood on your lip.”   

A bottle of water is thrust in my face by a guy 

walking by with a cooler full.  He dips inside the 

room next to us.  I turn it up and drain half of it 

before my throat closes up. “Thanks,” I mumble. 

The music starts as the opening band starts the 

show.  Liana still looks worried and continues to 

grill me, “How’s your breathing?  You did fine 

drinking the water.  What can I do?” 

Because the water worked so well, I said a silent 

thank you to the embarrassment gods that I didn’t 

roll out into a full on attack, “I’m good. And I 

haven’t been that winded today, the water helped.” 



“The blood…” she started, but I raised a hand to 

stop her.  

“Happens every so often,” I assured her.  Liana 

didn’t look like she believed me. 

It’s true though.  I have days where I can’t even 

talk because of the damage to my voice.  Talking 

gets tiring and my voice gets almost 

unrecognizable.  Getting winded while talking is 

frustrating and I hate it.  I also try everything to 

avoid it.  I don’t speak much, unless I have 

something good to say.  I choose my words wisely. 

Drinking fluids also will cause a problem.  I’ve 

had pneumonia at least twice a year since the attack 

because I get fluid into my lungs, and my voice box 

is so messed up it can’t close enough to push the 

liquid down the right pipe.  I’ve gotten better 

avoiding things like that, but even with all the 

precautions, it doesn’t always work.   

David came flying around the corner and almost 

plowed into us.  He froze before touching us.  

“Damn, why did you run off?” he growled.  “Ash 

was about to come hunt you down.”  He looked 

down at my hand and saw the blood stained tissue.  

“We’re fine, Mary just got a little choked,” 

Liana said.  I groaned because obviously she didn’t 

see David taking in the tissue in my hand.  David 

nodded and turned back for the booth.  I tossed the 

evidence of my problem in the trash and followed 

him around the corner. 

Ash looked agitated until he made eye contact 

with me.  He started to get up, but with a slight 

shake of my head, he sat back down.  I smiled 

hoping to assure him everything was okay.   



The final fan was done and Eric and Mark 

blocked the band, allowing them to return back to 

their rooms.  It was almost show time.   

Ash immediately came up and pulled me close, 

“Everything okay?” 

“Just got a little choked up,” I used Liana’s 

excuse.   

He kissed my cheek and motioned for David to 

come over, “Take the girls out and have Mark stick 

close.  I’m going to need you before we get started, 

but give us a second.”  David moved away and 

stood on the other side of the hall. 

“There’s a spot cleared for you and Liana stage 

right, by the barricades so you can watch the show.  

Stick close to security for me, okay?” he asked. 

“Sure thing,” I rasped, then cleared my throat.  

It’s been a long day, my voice was betraying me by 

taking this time to act up. 

“Are you sure you’re okay, angel?”  He cupped 

his calloused hands around my cheeks and I smiled 

my best “I’m great” smile and nodded. 

“Yeah,” I whispered.  “Been talking too much 

today.  Don’t be offended if I don’t cheer you on 

tonight.  I’ll be jumping up and down, screaming 

your name inside.”  I stopped to catch my breath. 

Ash leaned in and placed a swift kiss on the 

corner of my mouth.  I wanted to devour him, but 

he had to go.  “Knock ‘em dead out there.” 

“See you,” he said before heading toward his 

band mates. 

David took us out to our spot by the stage.  

Where we were at, we’d be able to see the guys 

walk up the steps to the stage.  Mark was there 



blocking a spot for us to stand.  Liana and I pressed 

our bodies against the silver barricades.  The lights 

went down and I could barely see three pair of legs 

making their way to the stage.  A black curtain had 

been hung up covering their entrance. 

With a loud bang, the curtain dropped and Ash 

Martin was flung up from a trap door in the floor.  

People screamed and I almost fainted.   

Ash Martin, the rock star, started singing a song 

from long ago.   

 

Ash 
 

Everybody shake, 

Everybody groove, 

Everybody shake, 

Mmm mmm ohh ohh! 

 

Mary, Mary your on my mind, 

The folks are gone and the place'll be mine, 

Oh, Mary, Mary wanna be with you, 

And this is what I'm gonna do, 

I gonna put a call to you, 

Coz' I feel good tonight, 

And everything's gonna be right, right, yeah 

 
 

I didn’t know how this song would be perceived 

by Mary Montclair, but when I rang out the first 

Mary, Mary, her beautiful blue eyes looked up at 

me in surprise.  It was an old INXS song and I 

thought I’d really fucked up, but half a beat later, 



she threw her hands in the air at started shaking her 

perfect little ass and that just pushed me on.   

Thankfully the guys let me break from the 

playlist and add this song to our lineup.  Of course, 

I was called all kinds of names.  Kane told me I was 

pussy whipped.  Gabe reminded me of all those 

pictures he’d showed me over the past few years 

and said he knew I’d hit that.  Reed just laughed and 

said, “About damn time.”  Not sure what he meant 

by that. 

After Mary’s song, we rolled right into our first 

hit off of this album, “Why Do You Care? The 

crowd went crazy and I ate it up.  The craziness that 

was my life never ceased to amaze me.  Fans were 

screaming so loud that I was surprised they could 

hear us. 

Gabe made his way over and leaned his back 

against mine and played his badass riff to finish off 

the fourth song.  The lights went down and Reed 

and I slipped off stage, so that Gabe and Kane could 

do their solos.  They’d both have five minutes and 

then they’d duel.  This gave me a few minutes to 

change, but tonight I felt like baring it a little for the 

crowd, and Mary.  I pulled off my shirt while 

standing at the bottom of the stairs and whistled 

loud enough to get her attention.   

Mary looked over, her eyes going instantly dark 

with lust, and I gave her a wink then tossed the 

shirt.  She caught it one handed and pressed it too 

her face.  Fuck, now my cock did a salute of its 

own.  I adjusted myself and looked up toward the 

stage.  The duel was almost over.   



“You’re on,” Coraline said as she held a 

flashlight on the steps. 

“HELLO LAS VEGAS!” I screamed into the 

microphone, as I made my way back to center stage.  

The crowd went wild.  “What did you think of these 

talented mother fuckers right here?” 

Gabe strummed his guitar twice, while Kane 

beat a little on his drum.  People were screaming all 

kinds of things.  Photos were being snapped and I 

had to look up into the stands to keep from being 

blinded.   

“Ok,” I paused to down half a bottle of water, 

pouring the last of it over my head.  “Here’s another 

one of your favorites.” 

I looked to Reed who strummed the first few 

cords on his bass.  Gabe came in a few beats later 

then it was time for us to build momentum.  We 

always worked them up and left them screaming for 

more.  Some lady flashed her breast and the 

cameraman got them full on the huge screen behind 

me.  Kane said, “Hell yes, baby!” into the 

microphone. 

A mosh pit was in full force on my left.  It 

looked like the older crowd were rocking it on my 

right.  People yelled and swayed to the music.  

Women were shouting their love for us and I ate it 

up.  This was my life. 

Finally, we finished with our main set and 

stepped offstage for the three minute wait before we 

rushed back on stage to preform our current number 

one hit, “Keep It to Yourself”.  

The rush and the craziness of the show had me 

quaking.  I needed to run, or fuck.  One look at 



Mary standing to my right had my dick stirring in 

my leathers.  I just needed to finish this song then 

we could go party in the room and I could spend 

some time alone with my angel. 

With the last note sang, I ran offstage and stood 

at the door to that led out to the arena.  Seconds 

passed before Mark, Liana, and Mary stepped 

through.  She lunged at me and I caught her in 

midair wrapping her legs around my waist.  She 

squealed when I laid my sweaty head between her 

exposed breasts in that low cut top of hers. 

“Ash!” she laughed.   

“What?” I asked innocently.  She didn’t seem to 

mind, because she pulled me closed and kissed me 

directly on the lips. 

“You guys did so freaking good!”  She laughed 

as I took her back to the dressing rooms to get my 

stuff and I only put her down because she forced me 

to do so.   

Her tight ass wiggled in my hands.  I squeezed 

them a little before I gave up and let her down.  

Even her ass fit to my palms.  My cock rose to full 

attention, and I didn’t care.  This woman was my 

muse.  I could write a million number one hits about 

her. 

“Did you like your song?” I asked while picking 

up my duffle bag. 

“Of course I did,” she rasped.  Her voice was 

off.  I didn’t like it.  “Thank you.” 

“Welcome,” I replied.  “Come on, I need a 

shower.” 

Eric was waiting for us at the elevator we used 

to get to the penthouse.  Mary walked beside me.  I 



saw that she had my shirt tucked into the side of her 

pants.  It looked so good there, like it belonged.   

On the ride up, I noticed how she’d rub her 

throat when she swallowed and I figured she’d done 

too much talking for the night, which was fine with 

me, because talking was sometimes overrated.  I 

could think of many things we could do without 

talking.  All involved Mary.  Naked. 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 



Chapter 5 
 

Mary 
 

I was suddenly thrust up into Ash Martin’s 

arms.  He held onto my ass again and forced me to 

wrap my legs around his waist.  Hot lips descended 

on mine and I was assaulted by the smell of his 

natural musk and sweat.  It made me cling to him 

even more.  This was a smell I could get lost in.   

He was still shirtless and I don’t know if I 

would be able to give him back his shirt if he asked.  

I traced the muscles in his back as he slid one hand 

up to cup the back of my neck, holding me in place.  

I moaned slightly at his possessiveness, but stopped 

short when I realized that Eric was in the elevator 

with us.  He didn’t seem to notice us.  His security 

training must have taught him to ignore things like 

this. 

The ride up was short, or maybe it was long, I 

didn’t really care.  With Ash’s tongue exploring 

mine, I lost track of time.  I was so lost in what was 

going on that I’d didn’t pay much attention to my 

surroundings.  Ash was just that distracting. 

The elevator dinged and he walked forward, not 

letting me go.  We were in his room in no time.  

Only then did he stop kissing me, “We need to 

shower.” 

My shirt came off and he looked down at my 

breasts whispering, “Beautiful.”  How could I not 

be flattered?  With one hand he unhooked it and I 

let the frilly lace fall to the floor.  My nipples 

beaded almost instantly.  Ash took one taut nipple 



into his mouth and tugged.  I used my heels to pull 

his body closer to my sex.  I wanted to purr when I 

felt his cock, hard and straining against his leather 

pants. 

“You taste like nectar,” he whispered as he 

moved to the other one. 

“Yes,” I hissed as he circled the nipple he was 

worshiping with his huge calloused hand.  “Ash, 

please.”  I’d beg harder if he didn’t do something 

soon.  My patience was wearing thin. 

He walked me over to the shower and reached 

in to turn on the water.  My back met the wall and 

he used that to hold me so that he could use his 

hands to unbutton his own pants.  I immediately 

reached for his fly, but he grasped my hands and 

pushed them above my head.  They landed with a 

hard thump against the wall. 

I whimpered and he rewarded me with a kiss 

that made my toes curl.  Ash had me on my feet 

next and knelt down to remove my shoes, then he 

worked on my pants.  I was naked and bared for 

him to see within seconds.  He sat back on his heels 

and looked up at me, like I was a goddess and he 

was there to serve me personally. 

“Tell me you want this,” he pleaded.  “Tell me 

you’ll be with me.”   

“I’m yours, Ash Martin.”  He shed his pants and 

I got my first glimpse of him fully nude.  My knees 

threaten to buckle.  His cock shot forward, huge and 

straining like it was calling me to come home.  I 

stepped forward and took his mouth with mine.  

Kissing him was the only thing keeping me from 

taking over and pulling him to my sex. 



He urged me into the shower and I giggled 

when the spray hit my back.  It was still a little cool.  

Ash turned me away protectively and adjusted the 

temperature.  He set me on my feet and pushed my 

head back under the stream of water, “Is this okay?” 

he continued on my nod.  He worked the lather 

through my hair, all the while kissing my neck, the 

top of my shoulder, my jaw and my lips.  I was 

completely soaked and not just from the water 

raining down on us in the shower. 

After a rinse, he continued to pamper me.  The 

soap that lathered up on my skin felt slick as he ran 

his hands all over my body.  When he reached 

between my legs, my eyes rolled and I rested my 

forehead on his chest, my breathing picked up and I 

almost came. 

Ash wouldn’t let me wash him.  He continued 

kissing me while he took care of himself.  I wanted 

to bathe him as well, but he was having none of 

that.  The shower was shut off and a towel wrapped 

around my body.  A separate towel rubbed through 

my hair. 

When Ash was satisfied I was dry, he picked me 

up again and tossed me on the bed.  He stood there 

taking in my body, I felt like I was on display.  

Shortly after he said, “I have to taste you.” 

He crawled slowly up the bed.  Starting at my 

ankles, he kissed his way to my core.  I jumped as if 

I was shocked as he placed a kiss on my soaked sex.  

“Oh,” I moaned as he drug the flat of his tongue up 

the slit. 

“So sweet,” he breathed before taking control.  

Oh, God!  I liked his control.  His hands pushed my 



thighs open; the outside of my knees hit the bed to 

accommodate his broad shoulders.  I ran my hands 

through his hair and when he moaned into my sex, I 

exploded.  Sparks filled my vision as I begged him 

to take me.  My womb clamped down on its 

emptiness and I wanted to cry.  I needed him. 

“Please Ash,” I begged.  “Take me.” 

 “Are you ready for me angel?” he asked, but 

was already aligning himself with me.  “Please tell 

me you’re protected?”  Birth control?  

Yes…Yes…birth control, I was on that.  I couldn’t 

concentrate. 

“I am,” was all I was able to say before he 

pushed into me.  His cock was so big that he had to 

pause halfway inside to wait for me to adjust.  His 

eyes closed and he leaned his head down on my 

stomach, his breath heaving in and out. 

“Angel, you’re so tight.”  He moved inside a 

little more, but once he was seated deeply, I knew 

he was perfect for me.  Ash Martin filled me in 

every way. 

“Been a long time,” I admitted, still panting.  

“Please Ash, I need you to move.” 

He pulled a piece of hair off my cheek and 

smiled, “Patience Ms. Montclair.”  Even though he 

told me to be patient, he began thrusting.  Oh boy, 

he knew what he was doing. 

One hand reached around my hip and clamped 

onto my ass, lifting me a little so that he could seat 

himself deeper inside; if that were even possible. 

He’s more handsome than anything I’ve ever seen.  

His face taut with need and his beautiful emerald 

eyes darkened as his nostrils flare.  My body was 



imprisoned carefully in his arms.  All I could do is 

to cry out for him to take me harder. 

When he pulled away and flipped me over, my 

blood started to boil.  My knees were jerked up and 

he entered me from behind.  His strong hands 

clamped down on my hips and he used them to pull 

me further down on his cock. 

One hand moved and suddenly I felt him drag it 

through the wetness at my core.  He moves it up to 

rub around my ass; I tighten down on him and moan 

at the sensations.  He pushes his thumb inside and 

growls.  “You like that don’t you, my angel?” 

“Y...yes,” I stutter, bumps raise on my skin.   

“Not yet, Mary,” he paused to push a little 

further inside.  “I will own every inch of you.  

When I get you prepared, you will take me in this 

tight little ass of yours.” 

He shuddered and groaned.  My sex clenched 

down on him.  He’s wide and long, plowing into me 

over and over again.  I’m out of breath, but refuse to 

stop him.  I’m nearing my climax when he stills, 

“Come for me.  Now!”  He’s demanding and the 

moment I feel him release inside of me, I fall over 

the edge.  I scream out his name and beg him to 

fuck me harder, faster.  Don’t stop.  Please, please 

do not stop! 

We collapse on the sweaty sheets and he doesn’t 

move from inside me.  Ash spooned behind me, his 

cock finally falling away from my body.  I feel the 

rush of fluids coat my thighs and I know at that 

point that I have been marked.   

Marked by a man who may have just stolen my 

heart.  



Ash 

 
She was asleep by the time I got back with a 

cloth to clean her up.  Mary didn’t even move when 

I cleaned between her legs.  My little angel was 

curled up on her side in the huge bed, the sheet 

tucked up underneath her chin.  The moments we 

shared were to be cherished.  She fit perfectly to 

me.   

I left her to sleep, after slipping on a pair of 

jeans.  I went out into the main living room of the 

suite to find everyone gathered around the 

television, the volume turned up.  Some action 

movie was playing, but no one was watching it.   

Gabe smiled and said, “Sorry.”  He grabbed the 

controller and turned down the sound.  “Tried to 

drown out the moaning.”   

“And screaming,” Reed teased. 

“Very fucking funny,” I said as I smacked Reed 

in the back of the head on the way to the 

refrigerator.  Grabbing two bottles of water and an 

ice bucket, I headed back toward my angel, but was 

stopped by David on the way. 

“Ash,” he said quietly.  When I looked at him, 

David nodded for me to go outside the front door 

with him.  He looked nervous, like he was about to 

betray someone or something. I dropped the waters 

and bucket by the door on my way out behind him. 

“What’s wrong,” I asked automatically, like I 

always did.  It was my responsibility to take care of 

everything in my life.  Whatever he wanted filled 

me with apprehension. 



 “It’s Mary,” he paused.  “I’ve known you a 

long time Ash, and I see how you look at her.  But I 

feel I need to tell you something.  This afternoon 

when she ran off with Liana; I found them talking 

around the corner and Mary looked bad, pale.  She 

was drinking some water and Liana was checking 

over her like she’d been sick.  Ash…she was 

holding a tissue in her hand that was bloody and she 

was coughing a little.  Now, I’ve been around this 

business long enough to know that is not good.  

Please don’t tell her that I told you.  I really like her 

and I don’t want her to have a reason not to trust 

me.” 

Frozen…I stood there frozen.  A million things 

raced through my mind.  Coughing up blood with a 

throat injury was bad.  Coughing up blood with an 

old injury concerned me.  She needed a doctor, but 

how could I get her to one without tipping her off 

about David?  Not going to happen. 

I’d watch her, talk to Liana and demand she get 

looked at.  Worry etched my face so tightly, I could 

feel it.  My angel was hurting and didn’t say 

anything.  No wonder her voice was off tonight.  

Dammit!  Fuck! 

“You’re fine, David.” I patted him on the 

shoulder reassuringly.  “I won’t say anything, but 

you better damn well stick to her and don’t let her 

get worn out.  Got it?” 

“Agreed,” he replied and walked back toward 

the room.   

When I entered the room, Liana looked guilty, 

like she’d just been caught.  I marched forward but 



was stopped by Reed, “Ash!  What the fuck?”  

Liana paled and I pushed him out of the way. 

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

things from me was a bad idea, and everyone knew 

it.   

“Tell you what,” Gabe asked as he came up next 

to his sister, looking all protective.  Liana just shook 

her head at him and stepped forward to confront me. 

“It’s not my business telling you what is wrong 

with her, because I have no fucking clue what is 

going on, Ash.  She has coughing fits, where she 

can hardly breathe; wait until you have to live 

through that!  When she loses control, it kills her a 

little more each time.  Then when she chokes on 

something as simple as a sip of water, then ends up 

in the hospital for weeks with pneumonia because 

she gets it into her lungs. This is what she deals 

with daily.  When I saw the blood I removed her 

from sight so that no one would embarrass her and 

freak the hell out like you’re doing now.”  She 

stopped and heaved in a big breath, tears hung to 

her lashes and I couldn’t help but pull her in for a 

hug. 

“I’m sorry I yelled,” I admitted.  “Does this 

happen a lot?”  I let her go and she stepped back. 

“Never seen her cough up blood, if that’s what 

you’re asking.”  She shook her head and rubbed a 

palm down her face.  “She’ll refuse help, so don’t 

get any bright ideas.” 

“You’re going to have to keep an eye on her 

when you get back home,” I looked at my band and 

they looked grim, just like I felt.  Mary was growing 



on them, I could see it.  She may not have any blood 

family, but she had us. 

“I always do,” she said, before getting up off the 

couch.  “I’ll just go grab her things, since it looks 

like she’ll be staying here for the night.”  Reed 

stood up to go with her but Liana shook her head.  

He sat back down with a groan.  

“Ash,” Kane called from his room, his eyes 

were cloudy like he’d just been woken up.  “Go 

check on your woman, I can hear her coughing 

through the walls.”  

I was up and across the room in a few strides.  

True to his word, she was dead asleep, and gasping 

for air.  I lunged onto the bed and shook her a little, 

“Mary, wake up.” 

Her eyes flew open in shock and she gasped 

loudly.  Her mouth moved but she had no sound.  I 

rocked her in my arms, “Shh, don’t talk.  Let it pass, 

angel.” 

She continued to gasp and cough, thankfully 

without any blood.  She finally relaxed and I kissed 

the top of her head.  Gabe chose that time to knock 

on the door. Immediately, I pulled the sheet up to 

cover her naked body. 

 He cracked the door when I said, “Yeah.”  He 

held out the water bottles I’d forgotten earlier in the 

hallway.  I nodded and he walked forward.   

Without a word, he left us.  I opened one and 

handed it to her.  She took one baby sip and thrust it 

back into my hands, “T…th…thank you.” 

“Don’t talk, just sleep,” I sat the water on the 

night stand and leaned back on the pillows, pulling 

her onto my chest. 



“S…sing to me,” she whispered and snuggled 

down deeper into my chest.  It felt right.  I rubbed 

her back and hummed for a few minutes.  The song 

was one of our ballads, “I’m The One.”  I felt her 

smile against my bare skin.  It only took a few 

minutes for her to succumb to sleep. 

I followed not too long after her. 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 



Chapter 6 

 
Ash 

 

When I opened my eyes, they fell upon the most 

amazing sight.  Beautiful long blonde hair flowed 

over the pillow next to me and big blue eyes looked 

forward with sleepy satisfaction.  Her pert breasts 

were barely covered by the sheet.  I rolled onto my 

side and pulled her flush against me, her nipples 

teased my chest.  My cock hardened and laid heavy 

against her thigh. 

“Morning, angel,” I growled.  She pressed her 

lips to my chest and snuggled deeper into me. 

“Morning,” she rasped.   

“How are you feeling?”  She looked at me with 

tears in her eyes and I could tell she felt helpless. 

“Fine,” she lied.  I knew she was lying because 

of the way she looked away from me when she said 

it.   

“Eyes on mine,” I demanded while pulling at 

her chin.  “Never lie to me.  Always tell me what 

you’re going through.  How can I take care of you 

when you refuse tell me what’s going on?”  She 

paled slightly, but nodded her understanding. 

“I’m feeling okay,” she sighed heavily.  “Pissed 

about yesterday.” 

She was choosing her words carefully.  I traced 

a finger down the column of her throat, she 

swallowed and smiled.  I kissed her on the forehead 

and changed the subject.  “We have rehearsal today.  

Do you feel up to coming with me?” 



She nodded and slid off the bed, pulling the 

sheet with her, leaving me there with nothing.  The 

morning light peeked through the curtain behind her 

and when it caught the sheet she truly looked like an 

angel.  Was this a sign?  I was a firm believer in 

fate.  Was she sent to me for a reason?  Why now?  

Why didn’t she come meet us as soon as she and 

Liana struck up a relationship?  I may never know, 

and I sure as hell wasn’t going to question the whys. 

“Yes,” she answered simply.   

“Okay, well we have to be down there in an 

hour,” I smiled.  “Get that beautiful ass in the 

shower and I’ll have your clothes laid out by the 

time you’re done.  Do you want some coffee?” 

“Please,” she smiled and dropped the towel on 

the floor.  I swung my legs off the bed and caught 

her before she hit the en-suite bathroom.  I used that 

moment to run my hands down her sides and kiss 

her with everything I had. 

We pulled away breathless, and I lightly patted 

her ass to get her moving.  “I’ll be back in a 

minute.”  She nodded and closed the door.  I waited 

until I heard the water running before stepping out 

to make coffee. 

We were the only ones up, so after I started the 

coffee I went in search of everyone else.  I beat on 

Gabe’s door and cracked it open.  He was lying face 

first on the bed, a pillow covering his head.  “Wake 

the hell up!  Coffee’s on and we have an hour.”  He 

growled some type of acknowledgement and I went 

to Kane’s room. 

I opened the door and got a face full of Kane’s 

bare ass and some chicks bare fake tits.  “Yo, Kane!  



Lose the bitch and get up.  You’ve got an hour!”  

He jumped up and looked around like he was not 

quite sure where he was.  I left him to take care of 

whatever that was. 

When I opened the door to Reed’s room, I got 

more than I eyeful.  I had to rub my eyes to make 

sure I wasn’t seeing an illusion.  Reed was in bed 

and thankfully covered, but curled up on his 

gigantic chest was the one person who shouldn’t be 

in there at all. 

“Liana!” I whispered, harshly.  She jumped up 

and immediately covered herself. 

“Oh, fuck!” she gasped.  She shook Reed a few 

times before he too realized they must have fallen 

asleep together last night. 

“Yeah, you better get your ass up and pretend to 

be on the couch asleep before your brother walks in 

here and sees this shit.  Rehearsal is in one hour, so 

get your shit together.”  I closed the door and went 

to grab a cup of coffee.   

As I poured the cups for Mary and myself, 

Liana came out dressed in a pair of boxers and a 

Glory Days shirt.  She had a pillow and blanket and 

pounced on the love seat.  She curled up closing her 

eyes.  Reed still hadn’t come out of his room. 

“How does Mary like her coffee?” I asked 

Liana.   

She opened one eye and said, “Cream and three 

sugars.”  Then closed her eyes and pretended to be 

back asleep, I laughed to myself. 

When I went back into the room, I set the cups 

down on the side table and sat on the bed.  The 

water was still running and I had to smile.  I could 



hear her humming softly the song I’d sang to her the 

night before.  I started to get up and join her but 

stopped when she started to sing. 

 

I’m the one 

Who cares where the world ends 

Where it begins 

As long as you are by my side 

 

I found myself in the doorway, staring at her 

standing in my shower, singing my song, with 

soapy water sliding down her body.  My dick 

hardened and before I knew it, I was pulling her 

from the shower.  She was soaking wet and looked 

at me, embarrassed. 

“Oh. My. God, Mary,” I said shocked.  “You are 

fucking amazing!” 

“No,” she shook her head.  “Not really.”  She 

tried to pull away but I held her to me.  I kissed her 

roughly.  This woman sounded nothing like she did 

before the accident, but even though different she 

sounded amazing.  Her voice was rough, sultry, and 

sexy as fuck! 

“Yes, really.  Haven’t you ever heard yourself?  

I mean really heard yourself?”  She frowned and 

reached for a towel.  I let her go for a moment. 

“Just drop it Ash,” she begged.  “Doesn’t matter 

how I sound, it’ll never work.  If I can’t talk for 

more than a few sentences, how the fuck am I 

supposed to sing?” 

She snatched her bag up and pulled a pair of 

shorts and a t-shirt from inside.  She put on a 

matching black thong and bra along with the other 



clothes.  Seeing the coffee on the night stand, she 

snatched it up and made her way out to the living 

room.  She plopped down on the couch next to 

Liana who was now sitting up no longer pretending 

to be asleep. 

 

Mary 
 

I can’t do this.  He wants me to sing.  As bad as 

I’d love to let myself believe, I know deep down 

that this just won’t happen.  The slight taste of 

blood in the back of my throat assured that singing 

was not an option. 

Ash was standing behind me; I knew this 

because in the short time that I’ve known him, he 

had made his way into the fiber of my being.  He 

was there staring at me.  I turned toward him and 

gave him a small smile to let him know I wasn’t 

mad at him.  He relaxed and walked forward. 

“Ok, time to go,” he reached for me but I shook 

my head. 

“Going to stay here with Liana,” I paused to 

swallow.  My throat hurt.  “After she gets ready, 

we’ll be down there.” 

Ash nodded and said, “Someone will be outside 

to bring you when you’re ready.”  He walked to the 

door and opened it.  He held it open for the guys to 

go through, and then looked up at me. “Call me if 

you need anything.  I’ll have my phone.” 

After that the room fell in silence.  I turned to 

Liana and raised a brow.  “You sleep here?” 

“Yeah,” she blushed.  “Fell asleep in Reed’s 

bed.  Thankfully Ash woke us up before Gabe 



caught us.”  She blew out a breath, causing her 

bangs to fly up, and then she laughed.  Loudly. 

I couldn’t help it, I laughed too.   

Finally, when we both calmed down, she got up 

and went into the shower.  I sat on the couch and 

pulled out my phone.  There was an email from the 

newspaper in Phoenix.  They wanted me to cover 

the Glory Days show in Phoenix next weekend.  I 

shook my head and replied that I was declining the 

job.  Talk about your conflict of interest.  I don’t 

think that would’ve gone over well with Ash and 

the guys.  I wanted to keep my work separate from 

them.  They were great and I totally planned to get a 

good picture of me with them before we left 

tomorrow afternoon.  I’d probably blow it up and 

hang it above my couch. 

“You ready,” Liana asked from the door to 

Reed’s room.  She’d gone simple today and wore a 

cute green tank top with a pair of denim shorts.  I 

was wearing a simple sundress in violet along with 

a pair of strappy sandals. 

I opened the door to find Eric waiting patiently 

for us.  He hit the elevator button and we arrived at 

the arena within minutes.  Music was blaring from 

the speakers and I smiled to myself.  This was going 

to be fun.  Liana and I were about to get our own 

personal concert. 

I pulled her hand and we came around the side 

of the stage.  They all smiled at us when we came 

into view.  Ash winked and Liana punched me in 

the arm.  I spotted two folding chairs and grabbed 

them, setting them up in front of center stage.  Liana 

giggled as the song came to an end. 



“Are you ladies looking for a free show,” Ash 

asked into the microphone. 

“Hell yes,” Liana shouted.  I only nodded.   

“Any request?” Gabe asked.   

I didn’t want to yell because of my throat so I 

looked at Liana, “Tell him I want to hear “Devils”, 

please” 

“Ash, your lady is requesting “Devils”, so make 

it good!”  She laughed some more and I watched as 

he turned to Kane.   

Kane held his sticks in the air and tapped them 

together and yelled, “1…2…3…4!”  The deep bass 

from the drum sounded in my ear and I smiled.  

This was one of my favorite songs from their first 

album.  Ash sang with all his might and I was eating 

it up.  My God!  That man knew how to work a 

crowd. 

His seductive growl reverberated throughout the 

arena and I felt it in my sex.  Heat pooled the closer 

he got toward the end of the song.  At one point he 

sat on the stage, swinging his legs off the edge.  He 

motioned for me to come up there and I shook my 

head no.   

I didn’t want to be anywhere near that 

microphone.   

The song ended loud and long.  If he’d held that 

note for a second longer, I think I would’ve come in 

my pants.     

Ash told them to take five and jumped off the 

stage, stalking toward me.  I was on my feet and 

smiling like an idiot when he got to me. 



“Hey,” I rasped.  My voice still sounded like 

shit.  Ash didn’t comment, but the look of worry in 

his face made me feel guilty.   

“I really enjoyed having you here to watch,” he 

smiled.  “Got any other suggestions?” 

Pretending to think really hard, I tapped my chin 

and hummed a little, making him wait for it.  In fact 

I really didn’t care what he sang as long as he sang.  

Hell, he could sing the alphabet and I’d be happy. 

“Will you sing “Tonight” for me?”  It’s not one 

they sing in their live shows anymore and I really 

wanted to hear it.  Ash rubbed his calloused hand up 

and down my arm and leaned in to kiss my lips.   

Pulling back too soon, he laughed and said, 

“Angel, I’ll sing for you daily if you’ll let me.”   

He pulled me close again and pressed his lips to 

mine.  A loud banging started from the cymbals on 

the drums and Kane said, “Quit sucking face!  We 

gotta practice!” 

We broke apart laughing and he turned for the 

stage.  He took a running leap and hoisted himself 

up on the platform.  The backs of his arms flexed 

and I groaned at the sight.  Ash Martin was male 

perfection.   

“My lady wants to hear a ballad,” he said to the 

guys as he walked over and grabbed a black 

acoustic guitar.  Once strapped in he moved forward 

and started strumming out the beginnings of the 

most romantic song I think I’d ever heard. 

 

After the practice we all hit one of the 

restaurants in the hotel for a quick bite.  Again we 

were the center of attention.  People tried to 



approach, but were turned away by security as we 

tried to eat in peace.   

At one point, when Ash took a second to place 

an arm around my neck and pull me in for a quick 

kiss, a flash bulb flared from somewhere outside the 

window.  I turned and saw a guy sitting in the 

shrubs.  David took off immediately out the side 

door while dialing someone on the phone, but the 

guy was already gone. 

“Fuck,” Ash growled.  “I’m so sorry.  That 

picture will be on the internet in the next half hour.  

Maybe we should leave.” 

“No,” I said as I placed a calming hand on his 

wrist.  He paused and looked over at me.  “Don’t let 

them win.  Eat your lunch.”  My voice sounded off.  

I cleared my throat, smiled reassuringly to him and 

took a bite of my salad.  

We laughed and talked some more.  Gabe 

finally brought up something that I didn’t want to 

talk about.  “What time is your flight tomorrow?” 

Ash took my hand under the table and squeezed.  

Liana answered for me, “We fly out at three.”  I 

looked to Ash and he looked as sad as I felt.  I knew 

this crazy fairy tale had to end, I just hoped that it 

would continue for eternity. 

“I don’t want to go,” I whispered to him.  He 

leaned over and kissed me just under my ear.  I 

shivered in response.  His hand drifted to my upper 

thigh and I squirmed slightly in my seat.  Anytime 

he touched me, my sex instantly responded.  Heat 

pooled in my belly and all I wanted to do was to 

ditch lunch and take him upstairs and have my 

wicked way with him. 



“I know, angel.”   

We finished our lunch and made out way back 

out through the casino.  The guys stopped for 

autographs and pictures along the way.  Kane was 

assaulted and mauled by a group of women.  At one 

point, while he was posing for pictures, I noticed 

him squeeze this girls butt.  She leaned into his side.  

Kane whispered something into her ear and she 

nodded.   

David stood next to me while we waited for the 

guys to finish with their fans.  “You okay?” He 

asked quietly.  I liked him, and I trusted him the 

more I was with him.  He was older than me by 

about ten years.   

“Yeah,” I rasped.  My voice was getting worse 

and David noticed. 

“If you need anything, please let me know.  

Okay?”  I nodded and got caught up watching the 

craziness of the fans.  Mark and Eric were doing a 

good job at crowd control.  A few security guards 

stepped in to be an extra set of eyes. 

A sound behind me had me looking over my 

shoulder.  The group from the pool was walking by 

and was smiling toward Liana and me.  “Hello 

again, ladies,” the tattooed one said.  “I see they’ve 

kept you around; must be two great pieces of ass.” 

It all happened at once.  Liana lunged forward 

and grabbed the guy by the shirt.  She didn’t have 

her hands on him long before David pushed her 

back and had replaced her hands with his.  “You 

need to leave.  If I catch you within a hundred feet 

of these ladies again, your ass will be in jail.  Do 

you understand me?” 



“Fuckers!” Liana yelled and when David moved 

the slightest bit, she lunged for the guy again, but 

was suddenly yanked back by a huge arm wrapped 

around her tiny waist.  A tattooed arm came around 

my front and shoved me behind Ash as he took a 

protective stance in front of me. 

“Liana!” Reed yelled at her.  He had her up and 

off the floor, her legs kicking out like she was 

running in place.  “Chill, baby.”  With his voice she 

visibly relaxed. 

Ash’s face came into view and I sighed.  He was 

beyond angry as he started running his hands up and 

down my arms, “Are you hurt anywhere?” 

“No,” I laughed.  “He didn’t touch me.  Liana 

did all the grabbing and David did all the threats.”  

He didn’t seem convinced.  I finally had to push 

him away and adjust my shirt.  I didn’t want to look 

like I wasn’t in control.  That could be used against 

them.   

“Ok, let’s go back to the room.  I need to rest for 

a while.”   

 I didn’t know how much resting we were going 

to do. 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 



Chapter 7 

 
Ash 

 
We were almost late for the Meet and Greet.  I’d 

kept Mary in bed until the absolute last minute.  She 

was back in leather pants but now in one of our 

concert shirts she’d gotten a few years ago.  The 

thing was worn and she’d cut off the sleeves and 

ripped the neckline down to expose her voluptuous 

breasts.  I wanted to kill every motherfucker who 

looked at her.   

We arrived right about the time the radio station 

was done setting up.  She kissed my cheek and 

started to walk away, but I stopped her and said. 

“Stay where I can see you.”  She nodded and 

walked over to David.  He smiled a warm fatherly 

smile at her and I knew she was in good hands.  

There was something about Mary Montclair that 

just made you want to love her, protect her.   

An executive from our record label, Drake 

Porter, showed up and shook all our hands.  I didn’t 

know he was going to be here tonight.  This was a 

surprise.  “Hey man,” he smiled, raising his hand in 

hello.  “I was in town and thought I’d stop by and 

check on you guys.”  He was a friend and was 

nothing like the higher ups.  Drake did really well at 

translating a bunch of rock n’ rollers offensive 

language into demands or request with the suits that 

headed the label.  He jumped through hoops for 

everyone he signed.   

“Awesome.” I said.  “Are you staying for the 

show?”  He looked around and nodded when his 



eyes landed on Liana.  He smiled and pointed in her 

direction. 

“Yes, brought a chick back here for an 

autograph, but I told her she had to stay in line.  I 

see Liana’s here, and she brought a friend.” 

“That’s Mary and she’s like family.  No need to 

worry.”  Coraline came by and dropped a stack of 

group glossy photos and a handful of Sharpie 

markers for us to use.   

“Cool, cool,” he mumbled.  “Alright, y’all have 

a good show tonight.” 

Drake left us and walked toward the girls. I 

narrowed my eyes and wondered what he was 

saying to them.  Mary reached out and shook his 

hand, smiling, but it didn’t reach her eyes.  I was 

beginning to realize that was her uncomfortable 

smile she used when she was trying to be polite. 

Needing the excuse to be with her, I grabbed a 

box of shirts and dug out a small in every style and 

took them over to her.  With her rack, she probably 

needed a medium, but the thought of seeing the 

band’s name tight against her breasts did something 

to my insides. 

“Hey,” I said as I approached.  “You said you 

wanted a shirt.” 

“Ash, I only needed one, not,” she counted 

them.  “Four.” 

“Your record dude is a real slime ball, Ash.”  

Liana screwed up her face and continued.  “He 

asked me how I was doing then wanted to know if I 

wanted a drink.  When I said no, he turned to Mary 

and asked her.  What a douche!” 



“Well he won’t be around long,” I said, reaching 

out for Mary’s hand.  It was warm.  Concerned I 

reached up and touched the side of her face. “You 

feel warm.” 

“Just a little hot,” she sighed.  “Feeling pretty 

good.” 

Liana left us alone to go see her brother.  I took 

that moment to pull Mary against me and cup her 

jaw.  “I’m going to miss you.  Will you hate me if I 

call you every day?”  I kissed her soft lips and 

pressed my forehead to hers.   

“Miss you too…call me anytime,” she paused 

and coughed.  I looked over her shoulder and David 

was already on his way.  I mouthed water and he 

grabbed a cooler.  He thrust it into my hand and I 

opened it for her. 

“Drink,” I commanded.  In between coughs 

Mary would sip maybe a half of a teaspoon.  By the 

time she was done, I bet she’d only had a 

tablespoon of water.  She had to be dehydrated.  

“You need to drink more.” 

  “Gatorade’s better,” she rasp, her breathing 

getting shallower.  I turned her around and walked 

her into our dressing room.  David was right behind 

us on the phone with Coraline making the request. 

“Angel, what can I do?”  She smiled sweetly as 

I knelt before her.  She was sitting on the plush 

leather couch with her hands rested in her lap.  She 

looked fragile.   

“You…perform,” she stopped to catch her 

breath.  “This will pass…need time.” 

Coraline made her appearance and took in my 

hovering over Mary.  She smiled and came forward.  



“Hey, Mary.  I’m Coraline.”  Mary just held up her 

hand and smiled.  She accepted the bottle of grape 

Gatorade and opened the lid.   

She still took baby sips, but moaned and smiled, 

“Love grape.”  We all chuckled and I swore that if 

she love grape that everything I ever bought her 

would taste like grapes, looked like them, smelled 

like them, hell anything as long as she was okay. 

“Ash,” Coraline began.  “Bud, I hate to break 

this up, but you have to get out there, it’s time for 

the Meet and Greet.”  I looked at her like I wasn’t 

sure what to do.  She placed a hand on mine and 

said, “I’ll hang out until you’re done.  I’m actually 

caught up on everything.” 

“Okay,” I said.  Leaning into Mary I pressed a 

meaningful kiss hard on her lips. 

I stood up to go and she whispered, “See you.” 

“See you,” I replied. 

 

Mary never made it out for the concert.  When I 

gave Liana a look during the opening song, she just 

placed her folded hands against the side of her face; 

a motion telling me Mary had gone up to bed. 

Fuck! 

The two hours it took to perform through our 

normal set dragged on for what seemed like days.  

Once the encore was done, I bolted from the stage 

and hit the elevators, not even waiting on Eric or 

Mark.  The damn thing wouldn’t move fast enough, 

no matter how many times I hit the button. 

David was outside the door when I came out of 

the elevator.  “Tell me,” I demanded. 



“She’s fine, Ash,” he said as he reached out to 

halt me.  “Don’t go barging in there, she’s asleep.  

I’ve been in every fifteen minutes to check on her.  

She’s just tired.” 

I sighed loudly and leaned against the wall, 

sliding down to sit on my ass for a second.  I needed 

calm.  I wasn’t in control. I felt helpless and 

shattered.   

I pushed past David and made my way into the 

suite.  When I opened the door it caused her to 

awaken.  I know I looked like a villain standing in 

the doorway with my hands fisted at my sides.  She 

was in my bed, naked.   

Mary looked up at me and said, “Sorry…tired.”   

Tears welled in her eyes and she was losing her 

control as well. 

“Are you feeling better?” I asked.  Her answer 

was to wrap her hands around the back of my neck, 

drawing me in for a deep kiss.  In the blink of an 

eye, my hands were all over her with an 

indescribable need, but I worried if it was too much 

for her.  “God, Mary.  I need to fuck you so badly,” 

I panted.  She kissed me again and let out a long 

moan. 

I made a decision. 

“Out of the bed…on your knees…hands clasped 

at the small of your back.”  She looked at me wide 

eyed.  It took one word to get her moving, 

“Control.” 

She knew what I needed, but she needed to see 

that her loss of control affected both of us.  Mary 

was up and in position before I could repeat my 

demand. 



I stood up walked over to her and placed my 

hand on her cheek, “You have to learn to not break, 

my angel.  No more running, unless I am running 

with you.  Nod if you understand.” 

She nodded and ran her tongue slowly across 

her bottom lip.  My cock hardened and I took that 

moment to shed my own clothes.  “Pick a safeword, 

something easy for you to say when you’re like 

this.” 

Mary thought for a moment before swallowing 

and saying, “Angel.”  It was my word for her, but if 

that was what made her feel safe, then I wouldn’t 

stop her from using it. 

“Tell me Ms. Montclair, Do you know what a 

safeword is?”  On her nod I continued, “I will push 

you to accept me, can you do that?”   

“Yes,” she breathed heavily with such complete 

desire. 

Cupping her jaw, I said, “Open that sexy mouth 

for me.” 

Her nostrils flared and she licked her lips.  I 

grabbed my cock by my left and slowly feeding it to 

her as she opened.  Her tongue rolled around the tip 

and she moaned.  She surprised me by leaning 

forward and taking me all the way to the hilt, her 

hands still clasp behind her back.   

“Oh, fuck yes,” I growled.  “You are in control 

of my pleasure, angel.  Own it as I own you.” 

The feel of her throat constricting around my 

cock sent pleasure straight to my balls, they 

tightened up and I had to pull back.  “Hold 

completely still for a minute, you’re driving me 

mad.”  She smiled around my cock looking up 



through those thick lashes.  That urged me to push 

my hardness back inside.  My angel’s cheeks 

hollowed as she sucked and worshiped my dick.  I 

was lost in her eyes and there was no crawling back 

to reality.  Her lips were wet from my pre-cum and I 

loved it.  I fisted the hair at the back of her head and 

pulled her head in closer while pumping myself 

quickly within her lips.  Fuuuuuuuccccckkkkkkk! 

“STOP,” I cried. 

Being inside her mouth was too much to handle 

and I didn’t want to irritate her throat any more than 

it already was.  I also didn’t want to come right 

then.  I needed inside her warmth. 

“Up…on the bed…get on your knees.”  I was 

right behind her and when she opened herself for 

me, I could see her excitement coating the inside of 

her thighs.  “God, angel, you liked that.”  It was 

more of a statement than a question.  She was 

giving up control to me, allowing me to take care of 

her.  She was a dream come true. 

There was no foreplay, I just entered her swiftly 

and with a hoarse voice she cried out at my 

invasion.  “Ash!” I began fucking her as if we’d 

never get to do this again.   

There was no thought where I felt like I was 

falling for this woman.  I was head over fucking 

heels in love with her. 

 

Mary 

 
I love him!  In that moment, when he forced me 

to go to my knees before him, I knew deep down 

that I was in love with this man.  The feeling of 



despair, or tragic loss was immediately gone.  My 

sole attention had been on him and the need in his 

eyes.  He needed this, I could tell.  Ash Martin 

didn’t like feeling out of control, and I’m sure when 

he looked out into the crowd for me and I wasn’t 

there during the concert, he flipped. 

“Mary,” he said from behind me.  His thrusts 

were powerful and I wanted it. “Tell me that you 

are mine.” 

“I’m…y…yours,” I cried with each rough stab 

of his large cock inside me.  My sex rippled and 

constricted down on him.  I was so close.  Thoughts 

left me, worries gone.  All I was consumed with 

was Ash, inside and out.  The sounds coming from 

him were animalistic. When he reached up and 

placed a hand on my shoulder to pull me back onto 

his already buried cock, I exploded. 

“That’s it, Mary.  Fucking come all over me.”  I 

felt him drag a finger through my wetness and 

before I came down from my high, he slipped one 

finger into my ass, he still hadn’t climaxed himself.    

One digit became two and after a while, two 

became three.  The two sensations together excited 

me more than I ever fathomed.  So, so good!  It was 

all consuming.   

I dropped my head begging him to fuck me.  

The sensations were new and foreign to me, but my 

body automatically accepted it and welcomed his 

invasion.  The sounds coming from my mouth and 

my body were so erotic that when I thought about it 

later, and there was no doubt of that happening, I 

would blush like a virgin bride. 



He slipped out of me and I felt him lean over 

my body, his lips right next to my ear, “I’m going to 

take you there tonight, my angel.  Just relax…let me 

love you.” 

He used my own juices to make his entrance 

easier.  At first the pain was sharp, but with slight 

urging I opened up for him and he slid in on his 

own.  We both moaned at the same time.  He kissed 

the small of my back, “You’re so beautiful.” 

“Ash,” I rasped.  “You’ve got to move or 

something.  I need to come.”  

He didn’t need further begging.  Three thrust 

later he was seated tight in my ass and I felt his 

balls slap at the lips of my sex.  I dropped down on 

one shoulder and reached back to tug on my clit.  It 

took only a second for me to come again. 

The sounds of our flesh meeting, the smell of 

sex in the air, and our heaving breathing were the 

only sounds that mattered to me.   

“I need you to come with me one more time.  

Come on angel.” 

It didn’t take but a few more thrusts before I 

was exploding again.  A million sparks appeared in 

my visual field and I dissolved into a million little 

pieces.  Something about feeling Ash coming inside 

me and with me while shouting my name made my 

orgasm so much better.  It couldn’t get better.  I 

knew it to my very core. 

We collapsed on the bed and I groaned when he 

got up from the bed. How in the hell was he able to 

walk right now? I heard the water in the big Jacuzzi 

tub start.  I closed my eyes while I waited for him to 

come back. 



In a heartbeat, I was being lowered into the tub.  

Hmmm, I must have fallen asleep. 

Ash cradled me against his chest and grabbed a 

cloth.  After he soaped it up, he meticulously 

washed my body starting at my neck.  He worked 

his way down my arms and over my breasts, they 

were so sensitive.  The cloth glided over my 

stomach and paused at the top of my sex.  “Are you 

sore,” he asked quietly. 

“A little,” was all I said before he used his free 

hand to pull my leg aside and dip the cloth under 

the water.  He washed me carefully and thoroughly, 

although the idea of him washing his desire off me 

left me a little sad.  I loved feeling his essence 

inside me.   

We stayed like that until the water got cold and I 

began to shiver.  He lifted me, dried me off, and sat 

me on the bathroom counter so that he could dry 

himself.  Satisfied that we were both dry, he 

brought me to the bed and tucked me under the 

covers and slid in behind me.   

“I was worried,” he whispered into my ear.   

I had to tell him that he need not worry.  This 

was happening because I’d done too much this 

weekend.  My voice was tired and the coughing left 

me breathless, which, in turn, left me exhausted 

more than anyone else. 

“Ash…please listen,” I began.  This was going 

to be hard, but it needed to be said.  “When I…talk 

too much…or have an episode…breathing is hard, 

but…I…I live with it…breathing problems make 

me a bit too tired when I overdo things.  I’m so…so 

sorry I missed the show.”  And that was the last of 



my ability to speak.  I went for the water on the 

bedside table, but he reached it before I could.  His 

arms were much longer than mine. 

“Don’t be sorry you missed the show.  It was 

the same as last night, minus the extra song.  I don’t 

totally understand what you’re going through and I 

promise by the time I get to Phoenix on Friday, I’ll 

have researched everything.  If you say there may 

be no help, then I want to know how to treat the 

now.  I want to help you.”  He took the bottle from 

my hand and replaced it back on the table. 

I wanted to argue that he’d be too busy with the 

tour, but if he was willing to do that for me, I was 

happy to hear what he found.  All I managed to say 

it, “Will you have time?” 

  He chuckled, “Actually, we will be heading to 

Los Angeles tomorrow, where the tour bus is 

parked.  Whenever we come to Vegas, we splurge; 

because that is the only time we can get Liana to 

come out and hang with us.  So, after Monday’s 

concert we are back to being crammed on that bus 

for the rest of the week.  And I promise you, after a 

couple of days we are all bored shitless. So, I’ll 

have plenty of time to research.”   

We laughed and it was mostly him talking, and I 

just listened; usually giving one or two word 

answers.  He seemed content just having me 

blissfully at his side. 

 

 
 

 

 



Chapter 8 
 

Mary 
 

Goodbyes sucked. 

After the most wonderful weekend of my 

dreams, I woke up Monday with a feeling of loss.  I 

missed Ash next to me in the mornings, all twisted 

up in the sheets.  His huge body was the perfect 

body pillow.   

I didn’t need to make conversation with him. 

We totally got each other and were comfortable 

even in silence.  I wondered how we could ever 

work.  Liana warned me that I’d never see him, and 

that there would be difficult times.  Not everyone 

was made of the right stuff to deal with a situation 

like this.  Thankfully my job allowed me the ability 

to roam.   

In fact, on Thursday morning, I had to be in 

Tucson for a charity event to take some photos for 

the local paper.  I decided to drive down, instead of 

flying.  I’d be home by late Thursday night.  Ash 

would be here Friday afternoon. 

Tonight they were back in L.A., their home 

town.  They were playing the Staples Center tonight 

and I wished I could be there, but decided we 

needed some space.  Things were moving way to 

fast. 

 Last night when we arrive at the airport, I found 

a voice mail wait for me.  Ash said, “Angel, I just 

dropped you off and I’m missing you already.  Let 

me know when you make it home safe.”  Shortly 

after that I received a text message. 



 
Have you made it yet?  Worried….text me! 
 

I immediately shot back a reply. 

 

Keep your sexy pants on…just landed…waiting 
on luggage. 

 
I laughed and showed the text to Liana.  She 

laughed and told me Ash and I were pitiful.   

True to his and Gabe’s word there was a limo 

waiting for us.  The driver was different this time - a 

little younger and a whole lot nicer.  Our bags were 

carried to the curb where he set them down to open 

the doors for us.   

We were home in time for dinner.  My house 

was quiet and I was met by my screaming cat, 

Glory.  (Yes, I named the cat after the band.)  She 

jumped up on the back of the couch demanding 

attention.  I petted her head and took my things 

back to my room.   

My house had four bedrooms and just as many 

baths.  I didn’t need all this room, but the interest 

off my guilt money helped pay the bills.  I bought 

this house so that I didn’t live in the slums once I 

decided to make Phoenix my home.  That first 

apartment got scary very quick.  I knew nothing of 

this town and I thought I was getting a good deal.  

Then again, I was young and inexperienced in the 

world.  I was alone and on my own. 

Things were now much better than in the 

beginning.  I’ve got my finances under control and 

I’ve got a nice place to rest my head, a reliable car, 



and great friends.  My bright smile could light up a 

dark room when I thought of Ash.  What was he?  

My boyfriend?  No, it seemed like he was more.   

He possessed me. 

He owned me. 

I ordered a pizza and settled down on the couch 

to watch a movie.  My phone rang and I scowled, 

wondering what this guy wanted.  He was a writer 

for the paper.  “Hello, Charles.” 

“Mary,” he began.  “Did you get any good shots 

while you were in Vegas?  I saw the photo online of 

you and the lead singer from that band, Glory 

Days.”  So, that pictured did land itself on some 

stupid internet site.  Ash had warned me that it 

might be a small problem, but I’d dismissed it at the 

time.  I was having too much fun. 

“That was personal, Charles.  My camera was 

tucked away during most of the trip.  I did get some 

great pictures of the strip though.”  I laughed to 

myself.  I did have a picture of the band.  The guys 

were all about giving me the picture I wanted.  

Liana used my camera to take one shot of all five of 

us standing in a line, with our arms linked.  The 

next one was my favorite.  We were all in a similar 

pose, but the split second before she snapped the 

shot, Ash pressed a sloppy kiss to my cheek.  The 

result was amazing.  My face was lit up, my eyes 

wide and we caught Gabe just starting to break out 

into a humongous smile.   

“You’re not worried about the photo of you 

getting cozy with Ash Martin?” 

“No, Charles,” I sighed.  “Whatever is between 

Ash and me, stays between Ash and me.”  This was 



starting to sound like an interview.  The last thing I 

needed to do was to say something that would end 

up on the internet. 

“So,” he paused.  “No comment?” 

“No comment, Charles.” 

I hung up the phone and immediately texted 

Ash.  This was something he needed to know.  Even 

though I wasn’t quite sure what Charles was trying 

to do, I had a feeling this wouldn’t be the end. 

 

Our photo from restaurant has hit the internet.  
Got a call from a reporter I know.  Seemed like he 
was fishing.  I said, “‘No Comment”. 

 
It took all of ten seconds before my phone rang 

and I smiled at Ash’s goofy picture I’d set as his 

photo in my contacts, “Hello.” 

“Angel, what the fuck?”  He sounded worried. 

“It’s alright, Ash.  Don’t worry.  I work with 

this guy.  I think he was probing for information, 

since he is a reporter.”   

Ash sighed into the phone, “I guess you do 

understand how these things work.  I just don’t want 

anyone to bother you.  I’ll worry.” 

“Ash Martin, you worry entirely too much.  

You’re going to get wrinkles by the time you’re 

thirty.”  Picking up my leftovers, I went into the 

kitchen to clean up.  Glory followed me to stand by 

her bowl.  I refreshed her water and gave her a big 

scoop of food.  She rubbed circles around my ankles 

and purred her thanks. 

“Ok,” he agreed.  I paused, because that just 

didn’t sound like Ash. 



“Hey, you okay?” 

“Miss you,” he breathed into my ear.  My legs 

wobbled slightly at his voice.  “You sound better.”  

Actually, I felt a lot better than I did Saturday night, 

and I still felt guilty about missing the concert.   

“Miss you too,” I laughed.  “You’ll be here on 

Friday.  That’s really not a long time.  Plus, we’ll 

both be busy this week and time will pass quickly. I 

feel a ton better, so we can talk this week, when 

you’re not busy.” 

“One can only hope.” 

After telling him I was tired, we said our 

goodbyes and I went for a shower.  The last thing I 

wanted to do was to get in there and wash and scent 

of him away that may remain on my body.  We’d 

made love this afternoon before we had to go to the 

airport and I didn’t clean up.  I could still feel the 

remnants of our love making inside of me.  I wanted 

to keep him there forever. Keep us there. 

After I was done, I reached into my bag and 

removed the shirt he’d tossed me during the show.  

It smelled like him and even though the sides were 

slit all the way down to the hem, I fell into bed with 

nothing on but his shirt. 

I was asleep in no time. 

 

Ash 
 

When we arrived at the Staples Center, the 

fucking paparazzi were in full swing.  Before the 

limo picked me up I searched the internet and found 

the picture of me kissing my angel.  She looked 



amazing, all smiles.  Liana was looking at us 

wistfully and I know that I stared at it for an hour.   

There was more than just the kiss.  That 

photographer had been at the show.  He’d been not 

too far behind her at the concert when I threw my 

shirt out to her.  The photo online was of me 

smiling and her holding the shirt to her face.  The 

thought of that son of a bitch that close to her made 

my blood boil.  A quick call to my lawyer got things 

rolling on getting those pictures taken down.  I’d 

just have to leave it up to him.  Even though I 

wanted to do it myself, I had no business in a law 

office, I was a singer.  I’d have to trust him to fix 

this. 

When we stepped out of the limo, the questions 

began. 

“Who’s the girl, Ash?” 

“Ash, any comment?” 

“Where did you meet?” 

“Ash!” 

“Ash!” 

“Ash!” 

“What is Mary Montclair to you?  Are you 

helping her sing again?”  I froze.  How did these 

fuckers already know her name?  I spun around on 

my heel and headed for the pencil neck nerd 

shouting those questions.  I was immediately 

blocked by Eric and David.  Without a word, they 

herded me into the back door of the center. 

“Son of a BITCH!”  I yelled and punched the 

metal door.  The pain never hit, but Coraline was 

there to stop me. 

“Ash,” she yelled.  “You’re bleeding!” 



“I don’t really care!”  I twisted out of her hold 

and turned to get away, far away from everyone.  

Coraline was having none of that. 

“Somebody get some damn ice and some 

bandages,” she hollered behind her.  “What the hell 

is going on?”  She was dressed in denim jeans and a 

t-shirt of our opening band.  She stood there with 

her arms crossed, tapping her steel toed boots.  She 

looked like a gothic Tinkerbelle with all that crazy 

black hair. 

Gabe answered for me, “Some reporter out there 

asked about Mary.  He knew her name.  Asked Ash 

if he was going to help her sing again.”  Reed and 

Kane stood around us looking shocked. 

“Okay,” she began.  “First of all, does Mary 

know the pictures are online?” An ice pack was 

thrust at Coraline and I found my ass parked into a 

chair.  She started bandaging my hand then placed 

the ice pack on top, taping it too in place.     

“Yes,” I replied. 

“That’s good.  You’re girl is in that business,” 

she stopped on my angry look.  Mary was nothing 

like them.  Coraline held up her hands in defense.  

“What I’m trying to say is that she knows how these 

people work.  She’s a smart lady; she’ll do the right 

thing.” 

“I don’t want them bothering her.  We’ve seen it 

so many times.  Those vultures cause people to get 

hurt.”  I took the Tylenol and bottled water she 

offered me and tossed back the pills and about half 

of the water.  I needed to keep my hands busy so 

that I wouldn’t hit something else. 



Kane put his hand on my shoulder, “Send David 

to hang out with her until you can get there.  She 

likes him and it’ll make you feel better.” 

“Man, just wait until you fall for some beautiful 

girl,” I laughed, unsteadily.  “You’ll go crazy too 

without her.  You’re just like me.” 

“Hell, no!” he slapped my back.  “You, my 

friend, are pussy whipped through and through.”  

He shook his head and took off down the hall for 

the dressing rooms.   

I grabbed my phone and shot a quick text to 

David telling him to meet me in the dressing rooms 

immediately after the show.  He’d have to leave out 

tomorrow.  There were probably no flights out to 

Phoenix after the show.   

“Go get changed,” Coraline announced.  “And 

lose the ice pack before the Meet and Greet.  I’ll 

come get you when we are ready.” 

Standing up, I removed the ice pack and tossed 

it in a nearby trashcan.  When I hit the dressing 

room, I found Gabe and Reed in a heated debate.  

Any other time I would’ve stepped in, but right now 

I didn’t really care. 

 

The Meet and Greet was underway and the 

backstage area was full of fans and executives.  We 

knew that after the Phoenix show, we were to be 

back in the studio to record the new album.  We had 

a two week vacation before it was time to work out 

another album.  Usually, I went away alone or 

sometimes Kane would go with me, to a remote 

location for peace and quiet.  We spent most of the 

time writing songs.  But for some obvious reasons, 



instead of some exotic island, I really wanted to 

spend my two weeks in the dry deserts of Phoenix, 

Arizona.   

After the long line of people passed through and 

The Surge were ending their set, we all went into 

the back room and sat for a moment.  We always 

had a fifteen minute quiet time before the show.  

This, for me, helped me center myself before the 

workout to my body and voice.   

Tonight my mind was a million miles away, 

picturing Mary asleep at home, alone in her bed.  

She told me she had a cat named Glory.  Kane 

thought that was the coolest thing he’d ever heard.  

Thankfully she lived in a gated community and only 

people with a code were allowed inside the gates.  

That may deter the vultures, but some of those 

bastards were willing to break the law for the 

perfect shot. 

What if they got a picture of her walking naked 

in front of a window?  What if they came knocking 

on the door?  Would she be able to defend herself?  

What if they chased her while she was in her car?  

Oh God, what if they broke into her house! 

My hands were shaking.  I had to relax, because 

if I didn’t I’d have an ulcer before we made it to 

Arizona at the end of the week.  We weren’t 

expected to be in San Diego until Wednesday 

before the show.  If I took the first flight out in the 

morning, on Tuesday, I could be in Phoenix by 

eight in the morning, fly out around three on 

Wednesday afternoon.  I could be back in Phoenix 

Thursday morning.  She wouldn’t be alone that 



long.  I could take David with me and leave him 

there while I was gone. 

I liked my plan. 

I just had to call her.  I knew she was asleep, but 

this couldn’t wait.  I jumped up and startled the 

guys who were sitting with their heads in their 

hands.   

“Ash,” she said sleepily, my cock hardened at 

hearing her voice.  “What’s wrong baby?” 

“I’m sorry for waking you angel, but I had to 

call you.”  I paced by the back wall as I laid out my 

plan for the week.  Gabe looked at me like I’d 

grown horns and wings.   

“Ash, won’t you be tired?” She sounded more 

awake.  “As much as I’d love having you here, 

don’t you think that’s going to be hard on you?” 

“Not really,” I said honestly.  “I’ve done more 

traveling than that in less time before.  Plus, I get to 

spend time with you.” 

“Ok,” she laughed.  “What time do I need to 

pick you up at the airport?” 

“Just shoot me your address and we’ll get a 

car,” I said.  I didn’t want to put her out, or have her 

approached by the media.  That would shake my 

control a little too much. 

“We’ll?” she asked. 

“David is coming with me,” I paused, chewing 

on my lip.  “Is that okay with you?” 

“Sure, I have tons of room.  I’ve got three extra 

bedrooms on the other side of the house.  But why 

are you bringing David?” 

The guys were laughing at me, but have now 

sobered, they knew what she was asking.  “Had a 



ton of paparazzi here tonight, angel.  They know 

your name and we are worried about you.  I’ve 

contacted my lawyer to get the pictures removed, 

but I’m afraid the damage is done.  You’re very 

easy to look up on the internet.” 

“Oh,” she squeaked.  “Well, I guess you should 

bring David.  Is he going to stay here while you’re 

gone?”  I grabbed a bottled water and drank the 

whole thing, it was almost time to go on. 

“Yes, angel.  At least for the rest of the week, 

just in case.” 

“Ok, Ash,” she agreed. 

Coraline opened the door and said, “Time to go, 

boys.” 

I stayed on the phone until it was time to climb 

the stairs.  “Time to go make some money, angel.  

Sleep well.” 

She threw me the sound of a kiss on the phone 

as I said goodbye.  I handed my cell to Coraline.  

An earpiece was slapped into my hand and I stuck it 

in my ear.  I went under the stage to my platform 

and waited for my queue.  

It was time to entertain twenty thousand of our 

closest friends. 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 



Chapter 9 

 
Mary 

 
Ash called and woke me up around six a.m.  He 

was boarding a plane in Los Angeles and would be 

at my house by nine.  David was traveling with him 

and a car had been reserved.  I gave him the code to 

get into the gate and jumped out of bed. 

The room I’d chosen for David was in the back 

of the house far away from my room.  If Ash was 

going to be here, then I wanted the privacy.  I pulled 

off all of the sheets on my bed and the one in the 

guest room, dumped them in the washer and 

grabbed a cup of coffee.  My house was clean, 

because I don’t like it to be anything otherwise. 

Once the sheets were in the dryer, I ran and 

jumped in the shower.  Nervousness didn’t even 

come close to describing my feelings, in this 

moment.  Ash Martin was on his way to my 

freaking house!  I did a little ass shaking in the 

shower and I did something that probably wouldn’t 

be good, but dammit, I felt like singing! 

I started out singing Good Times and while I did 

my hair, I sang a Glory Days song into my 

hairbrush.  I even grabbed Glory, the cat, and sang a 

song I made up as I went.  It wasn’t long before I 

realized that was a bad idea. 

A pain twisted in the back of my throat and then 

it closed up.  I started coughing, hard.  Dropping 

Glory on the couch, I ran into the kitchen and 

grabbed a glass out of the cupboard.  Thrusting it 

under the tap, I filled it halfway and then tried to get 



something to go down, anything.  The first small sip 

seemed to help for a few minutes.   

I sat down at the kitchen table and breathed a 

very careful sigh of relief.  My throat was raw and I 

wanted to cry, but didn’t dare because I didn’t want 

to mess up my makeup.   

Three sips later, I had no choice.  The water 

went into my lungs and I was done.  These episodes 

were the worst.  My conscience knew that 

aspirating, allowing water in my lungs was not a 

good thing.  Within the next few days, I’d probably 

be in the hospital with pneumonia.   

The uncontrollable coughs attacked my throat 

and my lungs burned with the lack of proper 

oxygen.  I fell to my knees and leaned over, 

grabbing a rag off the counter on my way down.  If 

I just leaned over enough, it might help.   

One cough produced a small splatter of blood.  

The next was slightly more.  Tears welled up and 

spilled over my lashes.  This was bad.  My phone 

was in the other room, I couldn’t move. 

The metallic taste in my mouth made me a little 

nauseous.  But managed not to throw up all over my 

clean kitchen floor.  I wiped my mouth with the rag 

and seeing the amount of blood made me a little 

teary. 

A knock on the door had me standing up and 

running.  My coughing still hadn’t subsided and I 

knew the moment Ash heard me, because he started 

rattling the door handle, “Mary!” 

I made it just in time, before he and David were 

about to bust it in.  The look of horror on their faces 

made my knees buckle and I lost all balance.  The 



lack of air to my brain had me light headed and I 

swear I blacked out for a second.  Thankfully, I 

didn’t hit the floor.  Ash lunged for me and caught 

me before I face-planted in the foyer.   

“Angel,” he cried out.  “What can I do?”  His 

hands checked me over from head to toe.  His eyes 

were misting and I wanted to tell him everything 

would be okay.  

I couldn’t talk, so I shook my head telling him, 

there was nothing he could do.  The episode had to 

stop on its own.  I vaguely remember David talking 

frantically on the phone.   

It could’ve been minutes or hours before the 

spasms stopped and I closed my eyes as I turned my 

face into Ash’s chest.   

I heard David say, “The ambulance should be 

here any second.” 

“N…no,” I rasped and tried to get up, but strong 

arms held me prisoner against Ash’s huge chest.  It 

was warm and felt like home, and I didn’t want to 

go to the hospital.   

“Eyes on me,” he demanded.  When I did, the 

heat in them told me he was barely holding on to his 

control and mine.  “You are coughing up blood.  

The hospital is the place you need to be right now.”  

He was angry and scared.  All I could do was nod.  

He must’ve been happy with my submission, 

because he kissed my forehead and held me tighter 

to his chest. 

The ambulance arrived and Ash refused to let 

me be taken out on a stretcher.  The medic argued 

but was no match for Ash and David.  I was rushed 

out with both of them covering me from any prying 



eyes.  Once inside, I was laid out on the gurney and 

given an IV of fluids.  A sedative was injected into 

the line and I immediately relaxed.  The pain in my 

throat was suddenly gone.  By this time the bleeding 

had somewhat subsided.  

David was on the phone with security at 

Phoenix Baptist hospital.  I was too groggy to know 

what this meant.  My eyes were tired and I rolled on 

my side, facing Ash, and reached for his hand.  He 

too was on the phone, most likely with Gabe from 

the sound of the conversation. He was telling him 

what was going on and where we were going.  I’m 

sure Liana would be called at work and she would 

be there in no time.  Closing my eyes, I became less 

aware of the voices around me. 

Ash was trying not to yell, but I could tell he 

was frantic, “I have no clue when I will be there.  

As far as I’m concerned, San Diego will be 

canceled.”  I moaned in protest but he didn’t seem 

to hear me.  “Get Liana on the phone and tell her to 

call me.  Yes, I will.  Okay.  Bye.” 

A warm calloused hand touched my cheek and I 

opened my eyes.  He was blurry and handsome and 

all mine.   

David was spouting something on the phone 

about who he was and some credentials I had no 

clue what he was saying.  He looked over at me and 

I smiled weakly.  A hand touched my ankle and he 

patted it gently, “We’re going to get you all better 

Mary, don’t you worry.”  I nodded and closed my 

eyes. 

Sleep was overtaking me and I succumbed 

quickly. 



 

Ash 
 

Hospital security was waiting on us as soon as 

we hit the entrance to the emergency room.  There 

were about thirty paparazzi waiting there with 

cameras flashing.  David jumped out and blocked 

the view of Mary being pulled out on a stretcher 

with his own body.  Thankfully security had pushed 

them back across the driveway of the emergency 

entrance.  They were too far away to yell questions 

and for that I was thankful to the hospital.    

We were rushed in and immediately taken into a 

private room with a door that closed and not one of 

those flimsy curtains.  Doctors and nurses were 

already prepped and ready to go when the wheels 

stopped rolling on the gurney.   

A tall man with salt and pepper gray hair leaned 

over and gave Mary a little shake.  She woke up and 

scowled at him, but he started talking anyway, 

“Mary, I’m Doctor Starlington.  Do you know 

where you are?”  On her nod he continued.  “This 

young man over here has told us about the 

symptoms you’ve been experiencing and I know 

that it hurts to talk.  I’m going to look you over and 

ask you some yes or no questions so that you don’t 

need to speak.  Do you understand me?” 

She nodded her understanding and turned only 

her eyes toward me while the doc felt around her 

throat.  He frowned slightly and asked her to 

swallow.  When she did, tears fell out of the corner 

of her eyes.  I wanted to stand up and hold her hand 

but there was no room to squeeze in. 



He reached behind him and grabbed a light to 

look down into her mouth and asked her to open.  

Her tiny fist balled into the sheets and she opened 

wide.  Mary was in pain, I could almost feel it 

myself.  Her arms and legs trembled.  I said a silent 

prayer hoping whoever was out there would listen 

to me and make everything okay again. 

Nurses rushed around the room, setting up heart 

monitors and oxygen sensors.  Doc held a 

stethoscope to her chest and frowned, “Did you 

choke on some water during this episode?”  She 

nodded and he listened some more.  “Your lungs 

sound as if there is fluid in them.”  He turned to the 

nurse, “Start an antibiotic IV.”  He stopped and 

picked up her hand. 

“We’re going to have to keep you for a while, 

Ms. Montclair.  A few days minimum.  I need to run 

tests and see what’s going on in your throat.  We’ll 

keep you as comfortable as we can, and due to the 

excitement of your arrival, I’m going to have you 

put on a floor for our special guest.”  He winked at 

her and dropped her hand.  The nurses started 

cutting her clothes off and I was glad that David 

was out in the hallway keeping watch. 

Mary was redressed in a hospital gown after her 

clothes were removed.  I watched as they removed 

her clothes.  A nurse used a wet gauze to wipe off 

some blood that had dried on her chest.  Those 

round sticky pads were all over her, hooked up to 

wires that ran to monitors above her head.   

Once Mary was stable, we were escorted out of 

the emergency room and into an elevator that went 

up to the fourteenth floor.  David stood beside me 



as I held her hand.  She smiled up at both of us; like 

she was reassuring us she was going to be fine.  She 

looked at David and raised her hands, making a pen 

and paper gesture. 

“I’ll have it to you in no time,” he assured her. 

I leaned over the railing and kissed her on her 

cheek, “Angel,” was all that came out before my 

own throat closed up.  Her hand came up and 

touched my own.  Tears welled up and she 

mouthed, so sorry. 

“No,” I growled.  “Nothing to be sorry for.  I’m 

just thankful we got there when we did.  Do you 

know why this happened?  Nod for me if you do.”  

She nodded and because I didn’t want her to talk I 

started asking questions.   

“Did it come out of nowhere?’ 

She shook her head.  

“Did you get choked on something?” 

She shook her head again.  Damn, I hated this.  

What in the world could’ve made her have an 

episode this bad?  I’d woken her up early this 

morning; she was so excited for us to come.  She 

said that she was going to wash the bed sheets for 

David and then get a shower.  I’d never heard her so 

happy.  I looked at her puzzled for only a second.  

As realization hit me, she must’ve seen it in my 

face, because she started to cry. 

“Did you sing?” 

She nodded her head. 

“A lot?” 

She raised a shaky hand and showed me three 

fingers. 



“You sang three times!”  The nurse and orderly 

jumped at my outburst.  “Sorry,” I mumbled to 

them both.  She’d been excited for us to come.  

Now I understood our argument in the hotel room.  

She was going to become a mute all because of the 

urge to do what came naturally to her.  She was a 

singer; there was no doubt about that.  The one 

thing she loved the most would be the thing that 

destroyed her. 

The orderly and nurse wheeled us into a room 

that had a couch and recliner.  The nurse said she’d 

be back shortly with another sedative, since Mary 

was starting to look uncomfortable again.  The 

medicine that was given to her in the ambulance 

was wearing off. 

David was standing guard at the door and I was 

left alone with her.  I lowered the guard rail on the 

side of her bed and crawled up next to her.  She 

immediately balled my shirt up in her hands and 

pressed her face into my chest.  Pulling her chin up 

where I could see her, I placed a soft kiss to her lips.  

“We’re going to find out what the hell is going on 

with you.  If I have to get the best doctors in the 

world in here, Mary, I will.” 

She didn’t argue, or agree for that matter.  The 

nurse came back in and scowled at me for being in 

bed with her, but as far as I was concerned they 

could kiss my ass.  I wasn’t moving from this spot 

until they pried my cold dead body off of the bed. 

She came around the other side of the bed and 

injected the pain killer in her IV, telling me to call 

her if we needed anything.  The nurse wrote her 

name on the board that was hanging on the wall 



under the television.  She was an older lady, who 

looked like she was someone’s grandmother.  Her 

name was June. 

I felt Mary relax next to me and her breathing 

evened out; she was asleep.  Slowly, as not to 

disturb her, I slid out of the bed and went to the 

door.  When I opened it, David was right there, 

“How is she?” 

“Sleeping,” I replied.  “Have you talked to 

anyone?” 

“Yeah, Liana is on her way.  She’s going by 

Mary’s place to secure it and grab a few things for 

her then head this way.  The nurse is getting a 

notepad and pen for Mary to use.  Eric called for an 

update while we were in the ER, I told him that I 

wasn’t sure yet.  Gabe called wanting to know if 

they needed to come here, and I told him to hold 

down the fort in San Diego.  You should probably 

call him.”  David’s phone rang.  “It’s hospital 

security.  Go call Gabe and I’ll let you know if 

there’s a problem.” 

“Okay,” I said as I pulled my phone out of my 

pocket.  There were three missed calls from Liana, 

and text from Kane, and another few missed calls 

from Gabe and Reed.  Sitting down on the couch in 

Mary’s room, I dialed Gabe.  He answered on the 

first ring. 

“How is she?” 

“Resting for now.  No one knows what the hell 

is going on.  They want to run tests and shit.  Man, 

I’m not keeping it together really well.”  I ran my 

hands through my hair and tugged a little, the pain 

helped center me, slightly. 



“Ash, you can’t control what’s going on with 

Mary and I know that it’s killing you.  Please 

remember that just because it’s out of your hands 

doesn’t mean that it’s all going to fail.  You have to 

put faith in those doctors.”  Gabe really knew me, 

much better than I realized until this moment. 

“Okay,” I agreed. 

“Now, I have to know about the concert.  What 

the hell are we going to do?”   

Fuck!  The show.  The last thing I want to do is 

worry about the damn show, but there was a 

contract.  The contract only allowed for personal 

injuries or immediate family emergencies.  Mary 

wasn’t immediate family.  This meant that I’d own 

the concert promoters, the label, and all of the fans.  

I might even get us sued. 

“I’ll be there,” I said.  “But David and Liana are 

to stay with her.  I’ll fly out after the show 

tomorrow night and meet you guys here.  That way 

I won’t be gone but a couple of hours.” 

“Alright, we will have a car ready for you, just 

text me the time you’re going to land.  Give Mary 

big hugs for us and tell her we’re thinking about 

her.” 

An hour later, Liana came in the door with a 

small duffle bag and a cup of coffee.  Her midnight 

hair pulled up into a high ponytail.  She was 

wearing jeans and a tank top.  I was immediately 

pulled into a hug and she squeezed me tight.  “I’m 

glad you showed up when you did.” 

“Me too,” I rasped.   

Mary stirred a little and I started to move toward 

her but stopped when she nestled back into her 



slumber.  Liana pulled out a notepad and pen and 

placed it on the tray next to Mary’s bed.  “David 

said to bring this, the nurse gave it to him, so I’m 

assuming she is on vocal rest?” 

“She can’t speak at all,” I admitted and Liana 

gasped.  “She hasn’t spoken a word since we were 

at the house, and even that was difficult to 

understand.  The doctor should be in later to let us 

know what they’re going to do.” 

“What are you going to do about San Diego?’ 

she asked, concerned. 

“I have to go back.  The contract doesn’t allow 

for girlfriends, only family.”  I stopped when she 

smiled wide, those pouty lips spread out into a 

toothy grin.   

“Girlfriend, huh?” she laughed and tagged my 

arm. 

“I’d say she’s more, but that’s the technical term 

for what we are I guess.”  Standing up, I stretched 

my arms and legs then went over to the bed to run 

my hands lightly over her hair.  “Doctor says she 

has fluid in her lungs.  She inhaled water before we 

got there.  Does this mean she’ll get pneumonia?” 

Liana nodded,” Yes, most likely.” 

I didn’t say more, because there was nothing to 

do.  Only wait.   

 

Mary 
 

My eyes opened and the first thing I noticed was 

that it was dark outside.  Ash was asleep in the 

recliner next to my hospital bed.  The harshness of 

his features were relaxed and he looked like a child.  



He was wearing tight denim jeans and another one 

of his vintage t-shirts he love so much.  I liked this 

Led Zeppelin one.  

Liana was asleep on the couch.  She had her 

back to me and I really needed to pee.  I noticed the 

paper and pen on the tray, and I sure didn’t want to 

use my voice.  The sooner it got better, the sooner I 

got out of here. 

I pressed the call button for the nurse and she 

immediately slipped in the room.  I wrote the word 

“Bathroom” on the paper and she quietly helped me 

up and rolled my IV stand with me.  I was almost 

back to the bed when Ash’s eyes popped open and 

he jumped to his feet.  His eyes were cloudy with 

sleep and it took a minute for him to get his 

bearings. 

“Angel,” he questioned, his hands reaching out 

for me.  I held onto his forearm shakily while he 

helped me back in the bed.  

“She just needed the bathroom,” she said softly 

while plugging back in all of my monitors.  “How’s 

the pain honey?” 

I knew how this worked.  There was that pain 

scale from one to ten.  Ten being what I assumed 

was for someone that had lost a limb in a tragic 

accident or on their deathbead.  I held up all the 

fingers on my left hand and my index on the right.   

“I’ll be back with some more pain medicint.  

Doctor Starlington wants you to stay on vocal rest 

until he gives the go ahead.”  She patted my knee 

and promised to come right back.   

Ash was back in his recliner, watching me.  I 

reached for the notepad and scribbled out my earlier 



request.  I had so many questions; I didn’t know 

what to ask first.  So, I opted for what I tried to say 

earlier in the day, “I’m sorry you had to find me like 

that.” 

  “Mary, please, if you value my sanity do not 

tell me you’re sorry again.”  He pinched the bridge 

of his nose and continued.  “Do you remember what 

happened?’ 

I nodded.  I remembered everything that 

happened up until we got into the ambulance and 

the ER.  Bits and pieces came to me, but it wasn’t 

clear. 

“Why on earth did you sing so much?”  He 

looked at the pad as I wrote. 

“I was happy you were coming, and I had been 

feeling much better.” 

“You scared me so bad when I heard you 

coughing from the other side of your door.  It was 

locked and I’d just told David to break it down a 

second before you opened it.  I’d never seen 

something so scary.”  He slid his hand onto the bed 

and cupped the spot above my knee; like he had to 

keep some type of connection with me.   

My hand shook as I asked my next question, 

“San Diego? I know you have to leave.” 

“I’ll have to leave tomorrow afternoon, but I’ll 

be taking a chartered flight back here after the 

show, and be here by the time you wake up 

Thursday morning.”   

“Take the key to my house.  Use anything you 

need, and tell the guys that they can crash with me.  

I don’t want them to have to stay on the bus.  I have 

plenty of room.”  I set the pen and paper down.   



“You need to worry about getting out of here 

and back home.” 

I nodded and leaned back against my pillows.  

The nurse returned with a syringe and I immediately 

felt the effects of the medicine.  I sighed heavily 

and closed my eyes.  Tomorrow we would find out 

why I had bled and how the hell to fix it.   

With Ash by my side, I succumb to sleep, and 

prayed that things got better from here.   

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 



Chapter 10 
 

Ash 
Three days later… 

The morning after the San Diego concert, I was 

back at the hospital with Mary.  She was on the 

mend and we had gotten some fairly good news 

from the doctor.  I’d learned a lot of things since 

finding her scared and bloody at her home. 

Mary’s stepfather was a closet drunk.  When he 

was in public, the man was a charmer.  Always the 

center of attention, but he would come home and 

drown himself in a bottle of whiskey.  The week 

that she’d found out that a record producer was 

interested in hearing more of her music, Steve 

Parnell lost all control.   

Mary woke to hands around her neck.  Not only 

did he squeeze her throat, but he would kick her, 

knee her, scratch her, punch her until she was 

nothing but a ball of bruised and battered young girl 

lying on the floor of her room.  She’d screamed for 

help for hours, because he’d locked her in the room 

and left the house for the day. 

By the time a neighbor had heard her and the 

police arrived, Mary was a broken, bloody shell.  

The damage to her throat was severe.   

The doctor took in all of her background and 

after what felt like hundreds of test, he came back 

Friday with some news. 

“I can tell you that your scar tissue is some of 

the worst I’ve seen,” he paused.  “That can cause re-

injury if it is strained. I’ve had a team going over 

your tests and the footage from the camera we 



looked into your throat with.  Ms. Montclair, 

science and medicine has progressed so much in the 

last five years.  I’m pretty sure we can fix most, if 

not all, of the damage to your vocal cords.” 

We both sat forward, and Mary started to cry.  I 

wrapped my arms around her and turned toward the 

doctor, “Thank you.” 

“Now, you need to understand that this surgery 

will not make you one hundred percent over night,” 

he paused to place a hand on the top of Mary’s.  

“You’re going to have a long road ahead of you.  

After the surgery you will need a few months of 

therapy.  You probably will not gain back your 

original voice, but it will be less scratchy, and there 

should be no other episodes.” 

Mary scooped up her notepad and began 

writing, “Thank you so much.  When can we do the 

surgery?” 

“We are shooting for Saturday morning.”   

Mary nodded and continued to cry happy tears.  

The doctor said he’d be back in that evening to 

check on her before the surgery Saturday. 

Saturday night was the last show in the tour and 

I’d hoped she’d be well enough to attend, but this 

news was better than anything I could ever give her.   

She’d need therapy.  We would have to be back 

in the studio in just over two weeks.  I’d planned on 

asking Mary to come with me to my home and hang 

with us while we recorded.  Why couldn’t I do her 

therapy?  I’m a singer.  It only took a few minutes 

of convincing myself that I could do it before I 

turned to her and said, “I’m going to do your 

therapy.”  It wasn’t a question. 



She stared at me, a little shocked, before 

scrunching her forehead.  Grabbing her pen and 

paper she scribbled, “You have an album to record.” 

“And?” I shrugged.  “What better therapy than 

to help me write songs?  We can work on vocal 

exercises together.  If you feel like singing scales 

then that’s what we will do.  Hell, I can play Mary 

Had A Little Lamb on my guitar if that’s what it 

takes.” 

Mary smiled widely and turned the pad toward 

me, “I’d love that!”  Then she scribbled down 

something else, “The voice therapy…not the song.” 

“Then it’s settled,” I laughed.  “You know, I’m 

going to require you to call me Dr. Martin, right?” 

She broke out in a silent laugh and grabbed me 

by the collar.  My lips slammed down on hers.  

Pressing my tongue to her bottom lip, she opened 

for me.  I slipped inside and devoured my angel.  

Things were looking up.  Mary was going to be 

fine.   

 

Mary 
 

Kissing Ash Martin rated right up there with 

winning the lottery.  My lips were swollen from his 

kisses and even though I was in the hospital bed 

wearing a hideous gown, my thighs were soaked 

with my need for him.   

Knowing that the nurse wouldn’t be back for a 

while, I pressed my body closer to him, since he 

was now in the bed with me.  My hand slid down 

his muscular arms, I absently traced his beautiful 



tattoo and I felt goose bumps raise on his skin in 

response. 

He fisted his hands in my gown and growled, 

“Are you trying to kill me, angel?” 

He returned to my lips and I moved my hand to 

the hem of his shirt.  The tips of my finger traced 

the dark hair that trailed from his belly button to the 

waistband of his jeans.  When my hands grazed his 

heavy erection, Ash carefully rolled me over.  He 

pulled back, his breathing heavy, and looked me 

over.  Emerald eyes darkened to tell me that he too 

was in need of what we were doing.   

“You are a little minx.  Are you sure you want 

to continue this?  All I have to do is slip this gown 

up and have my wicked way with you.”  He 

mimicked the words with actions.  The gown was 

pushed up to my hips and one calloused finger 

traced the lips of my sex.  I don’t know what came 

over me, other than my horribly impatient 

hormones. 

Grabbing his wrist, I silently begged him to take 

me.  My sex was parted and I felt him press one 

finger inside.  My hips rose off the bed on their own 

accord.  I needed his touch, his control.  I slid one 

hand behind his back and into his pants, cupping his 

ass.  It was soft and rock hard as he clinched them 

to move closer to me.  I could feel the full effect of 

what I was doing to him and with his hand between 

my thighs I knew he knew that my desire for him 

was just as intense. 

I wanted to tell him to get inside me, like now.  I 

moaned and the sound almost shattered his 



ministrations between my legs.  “No sounds,” he 

growled into my mouth. 

I nodded and reached around to unbutton his 

jeans.  His fly was down and he was hovering over 

me before I could blink.  He thrust inside and kept 

himself raised on his forearms so that he wouldn’t 

lay on me or my exposed tubes and wires. 

Feeling him inside was like being home; he fit 

me like a glove.  I tilted my head back on the pillow 

and just took the pleasure he gave.  We didn’t 

speak.  We just made love. 

Once the thrusting became punishing, Ash 

grunted and begged, “Come for me angel.” 

He didn’t have to tell me twice.  A million 

fireworks shot across my vision and I opened my 

mouth on a silent scream.  My sex clinched down 

on his cock and I felt myself milking him, taking all 

he could give.   

Ash pulled out and adjusted himself back into 

his pants.  He spooned up behind me and my head 

rested on his bicep.  He kissed the top my hair and 

said, “Sleep Mary.” And with that I fell asleep in 

the arms of a rock star. 

 

Coming out of surgery was horrible.  I’d open 

my eyes and then they would close with such 

heaviness.  There was too much anesthetic 

remaining in my body to fight off the need to sleep.  

I was confused and disorientated.  Ash was there the 

while time and for that I was thankful.  He was like 

a worried mother hen those first couple of hours.  

He’d fuss over me, held my hair if I threw up 

(apparently anesthesia didn’t like me much), and 



when they brought ice chips he fed me by his own 

hand.  Later that night, I got more of the broth on 

me than in me, but Ash just laughed and cleaned me 

up and asked the nurse for another gown.  My throat 

was on fire despite the warmth of the broth.  I was 

so tired. I would be asleep in two seconds. 

I must have slept for quite some time.  Upon 

opening my eyes, I saw that Liana showed up with 

Gabe, Reed, and Kane.  My eyes opened wider and 

I sat up in the bed.  They were all here.   

“Oh, so you wake up for them, but not me,” he 

teased.  I grinned at him and held my arms out for 

hugs.  Kane was there first and whispered, “Hey 

beautiful” in my ear.  Reed was next and said, “You 

look good, doll”.  Gabe was next and he hugged me 

for a bit longer than necessary, but he had more to 

say, “Mary, you scared all of us.  Liana has been 

beside herself with worry.  I’m so glad you’re okay.  

Ash needs someone like you, so you can’t do 

anything to take that away from him, us.  You’re 

our family now.” 

He pulled back and wiped a stray tear that had 

fallen down my cheek.  Liana was last and she 

launched her tiny self, up and onto my bed.  She 

kissed my cheek and told me how much she loved 

me. 

“So,” Reed began.  “When do we get to hear 

that new voice of yours?”  I shrugged because I 

wasn’t sure when they’d let me talk again.  

As if on cue, Dr. Starlington walked in the door 

and paused when he took in all of the people in the 

room.  He didn’t look the least bit star struck.  “I see 

you have a big fan club, Ms. Montclair.”  I smiled 



and nodded.  “Well, the surgery went very well.  

There will be some swelling for the first day or two 

and I’d like to keep you during that time.  If all goes 

well, we will try your voice out tomorrow 

afternoon.  I’m hoping you can go home Monday.” 

Ash hugged me and I could only smile. The 

doctor turned to Ash, “Look, I’m too old to be a fan 

of your music, but my granddaughter is head over 

heels for your screaming.  She’d disown me if I 

didn’t ask for an autograph.” 

“Doc, you tell your granddaughter to present 

herself at the back entrance to the arena tonight.   

She can have backstage passes and I’ll have security 

park her center stage.  It would be my pleasure to 

have her as our guest.”  I looked up at Ash with 

wide eyes.  “It’s the least I can do for what you’ve 

done for my girl.” 

After a round of handshakes, the doctor left us 

alone.  The guys cut up and laughed for about an 

hour.  I was honestly a little bored.  When I reached 

for the remote, Ash grabbed my hand halting me, 

“Angel, I wouldn’t.” 

I raised my brows in question.  Gabe stepped 

forward blocking my view of the television.  “Your 

kind of first page news,” he paused.  “The paparazzi 

have been camped out here at the hospital.  

Speculation behind your visit is on every news 

media outlet in the country.” 

I reached for the pad, “What are they saying?” 

“Does it really matter?” Ash asked.  I squeezed 

his hand and shook my head. 

After their visit, Ash had to leave for the 

concert.  He’d be back in about four hours. I used 



that time to get some much needed sleep.  I wanted 

to be healed and out of this place as soon as 

possible.   

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 



Chapter 11 
 

Mary 
 

One week later… 
 
Things were pretty awesome.  After the concert, 

Glory Days decided to stay at my house for their 

two week vacation and knuckle down to write 

songs.  I was feeling a hundred percent.  Ash was 

also doing double duty as my vocal coach.  As 

intimidating as I thought it would be, it didn’t take 

long to get use to his method of teaching. And I 

loved how he rewarded me for doing a good job. 

I strived every day to do really, really well. 

We’d just worked on reading aloud, no singing 

this time.  I was tired of singing Do, Re, Me over 

and over again.  So, Ash picked up one of my 

romance books and told me to just open to a page 

and read it aloud.  Of course it was during a sex 

scene.  So out of spite, I read it with my sultry 

voice.  I didn’t make it through the passage before 

we were stripping each other naked, falling onto my 

bed with our limbs wrapped everywhere around 

each other.  It was so fucking hot. 

The band was out doing various activities 

elsewhere.  They’d become my family over the past 

few weeks and I couldn’t be happier.  Liana was 

always considered my sister, but now I’d gained 

three big brothers and one really hot boyfriend.  I 

wanted to tell him how much I loved him, but I 

didn’t know how; nor did I know if it was too soon. 



“How’s the throat?” he asked as he rubbed 

circles on my back.  He was so distracting.   

“Peachy,” I laughed.  You have no idea how 

good it is to laugh without coughing non-stop. 

“Mmmm,” he hummed.  “You taste like 

peaches, my angel.”  He followed that up with 

kisses to my back and I purred in response. 

My voice was different from before.  The rasp 

was gone, but the sultry stayed, an aspect that Ash 

loved to remind me about by kissing my neck 

multiple times a day. 

The media circus that surrounded us had died 

down a little.  There were still paparazzi parked out 

in front of my house at all hours of the day and 

night.  Eventually, I found out why they wouldn’t 

let me watch TV all those times in the hospital.  

TMZ and Entertainment Tonight had us as breaking 

news.  They had speculated what had happened that 

day when Ash had found me.  They said that I’d 

either 1) had a drug overdose, 2) tried to commit 

suicide, or the worst of all, 3) Ash had beaten me.  

Ash immediately called his lawyer and got some 

type of statement out about my health and that I was 

on the mend.  It was all done in good taste and the 

media seemed to loosen up, but only by a little.  

Charles called repeatedly to get a statement or 

something to put in the local paper.  My calls were 

intercepted and my texts were ignored.  Eric and his 

security team were also living with us.  Ash 

informed me that they all finished the laundry I’d 

left and he had groceries delivered.  When I asked 

how he found someone to deliver groceries he just 

shrugged and said he had Liana do it.  Which 



surprised me, because that woman did not cook, nor 

did she ever grocery shop.  She always ordered 

take-out.  Picturing her going up and down the 

aisles of the store made me laugh. 

The garage door opened and someone was here.  

My three car garage was taken over by two rentals.  

One was a Cadillac Escalade and the other was an 

Audi R8.  I didn’t even know you could rent an 

Audi.  Kane liked it and used the excuse that it was 

just easier to rent them then own them sense he was 

never home to enjoy it.  The Escalade was for them 

to go back and forth to the local studio they were 

using to do some recording. 

The songs were coming along well and I 

enjoyed watching them brainstorm over how the 

words would be turned into music.  My formal 

living room, that was there more for show and never 

used, was turned into a miniature stage.  My 

neighbors never complained.  At least if they did, I 

never knew, because Eric and David kept people 

away from the house. 

We heard the guys coming in raising hell, but 

soon quieted down once they realized we were not 

in the front room.  A knock sounded on the door, 

Kane beat on the door, “Quit fuckin’!  We gotta 

make some damn music!” 

I pushed him out of the bed and watched his 

very muscular and very sexy body as he pulled on 

his pants and t-shirt.  Ash padded out of my room 

barefoot and damn, he even did barefoot sexy. 

I left them to it and made my way into the 

shower.  Once the spray was hot, I stepped inside 

and let the water cascade over my head.  The heat 



from the water felt amazing.  After lathering up my 

hair and doing the whole wash, rinse, and repeat 

thing, I washed my body. Ash was a manic and had 

gotten to where he was irritable if he hadn’t been 

inside me for more than six hours.   

Turning the water off and stepping into the 

bedroom, my phone rang from its place on the sink.  

The only thing I recognized about the phone 

number was that it was from a 901 area code.   

That was the area code from my home town.  I 

knew no one from there.  Who would want to talk to 

me from Memphis?  My foster father was in jail and 

my foster mother had a standing restraining order 

against her, not that it would help. She supposedly 

went crazy after the attack and has been in a mental 

institution since the night I was found. 

I let it go to voicemail, if it was that important 

they’d leave a message. 

I left my hair wet and ran a comb through it.  It 

was getting late and that was the time these guys got 

going.  They’re rock stars after all.  I heard Kane 

tapping out a rhythm on the drum set he’d insisted 

he needed to put in my house.  I didn’t care, the feel 

of the beat could be felt anywhere in the house and I 

loved it. 

Making my way out of the bedroom, I stopped 

in the kitchen and opened the refrigerator.  These 

guys ate a lot and I thought maybe I could cook 

them something. They were, after all, guest in my 

home.   

Music started in the living room and I tapped 

out the beat to this new music they had created.  In 

my living room!  I was having a moment.  Glory 



Days was making a record in my living room!  I 

think I just died a little. 

My phone started ringing again and it was from 

the same number.  I was hesitant to answer it, and 

just left it on the counter while I dug through 

cabinet for my huge spaghetti pot. 

“Aren’t you going to get that,” David asked me 

from the kitchen door. 

Still bent down with my head deep under the 

counter I said, “Not a number I know, so it can go 

to voicemail.  They’ve called twice in the last 

twenty minutes.” 

David picked up the phone and went through 

my missed call list and pulled a pen and paper out 

of his coat pocket.  He wrote the number down and 

said he’d “look into it” and left the room. 

It took an hour for the baked chicken spaghetti 

to be done and when I pulled out the two huge trays 

from the oven, it was like ringing the dinner bell.   

Kane met me by the sink and put his arm around 

my waist and pulled me to his side.  Kissing my 

head he said, “Damn, girl. I didn’t know you could 

cook.  If you get tired of Ash, please come see me.  

I bet I could make you happier that he can.”  With a 

wink he reached over me and grabbed a piece of 

bread from the basket I was filling. 

“Don’t bet on it,” Ash said from somewhere 

behind me.  “Go get your own girl.”  I frowned and 

walked over to him after setting down the trays on 

my kitchen table.   

He was still standing in the doorway, pouting.  

“What’s wrong baby?” 



I was pulled into his side and he kissed my 

throat.  “Mine,” he growled before taking me by the 

back of my head and pulling my lips to his.  Our 

tongues met and only the throat clearing behind us 

broke our trance. 

“Yours Ash, always yours.” I reassured him and 

slapped his ass, telling him to go eat.  David and 

Eric came in and I told them to grab a plate.  They 

thanked me politely.  Those two had become just as 

much of family as the band.  David was the father 

figure I needed in my life.  I’d been alone for long 

enough.  Only my photography to keep me 

somewhat grounded.   

Mark, the third security guard from the hotel, 

did not come with us to Phoenix.  He was only part 

time and Gabe had him come in to help with the 

extra security since Liana and I were there.   

Now, this dysfunctional rock band was my 

family and I felt more whole; more alive. 

“Angel,” Ash said, looking up at me, a frown on 

his face.   

Shaking my head, I went for the cabinet and 

pulled down a coffee cup to make some broth.  I 

was on solid foods, but I still had times where the 

textures were too rough for me to swallow.  Tonight 

was one of those nights.  I grabbed some crackers 

and walked over to the counter leaning my hip 

against it while watching the six of them banter 

back and forth. 

Banter soon changed to work and they were 

trying to work out the sound for a new song Reed 

had written called “Hell’s Gate”.  I liked it.  It was 

mean and grungy, like their older stuff was.  The 



song was a throwback to the old days when they 

were playing gigs all over Los Angeles. 

“I don’t know if I like the intro,” Gabe admitted.  

“Maybe make it shorter?”  Kane tapped out a 

shorter version with his hands on my table and then 

shook his head. 

“Maybe start the drum beat when I sing the first 

word?” Ash questioned.  But he turned his nose up 

and said, “Fuck, that won’t work either.” 

“If you sang the first line a cappella then had 

Gabe come in hard and fast,” I paused.  They all 

looked at me at the same time.  “What?” I asked 

around a cracker.   

“Ash,” Kane said.   

“Yeah,” he replied. 

“Have I told you lately that I love her?” 

“Yeah,” he smiled.  “You’re not the only one.”  

They all jumped up, abandoning their plates and 

headed for their instruments.  I finished my broth 

and walked over to the kitchen table.  Gabe was 

practicing his part and Ash was telling him to try 

something else while I started putting away food.   

“Get your talented ass in here and hear this,” 

Kane said from the door.  I set the bowls in the sink 

and walked into my living room.   

My phone rang in my back pocket and I pulled 

it out to find the same phone number as before.  

“Fuck,” I mumbled and started to put it away when 

I found David snatching the phone out of my hand. 

He headed for the back bedrooms where he and 

Eric were bunking together.  I threw my hands in 

the air and decided he’d figure out who it was.  I 

took a seat on the ottoman and listened.  



Ash began to sing, “Everybody stand…when 

the walls come down.”  And Gabe came in with his 

high pitched squeal.  Kane and Reed about eight 

beats later. 

They played the whole song, twice.  I liked it 

and they did too.  We did this for hours.  The song 

writing was coming along fine and because they 

were using a studio in Phoenix that was approved 

by the record label, it looked like they were here for 

the long haul. 

And I couldn’t be happier.   

 

Ash 
 

Recording an album can be stressful and very 

tiring.  We’d been at it for a few days now.  At 

night, when we got back to Mary’s I’d usually fall 

right into bed.  She would be asleep, but whenever I 

needed to work off the stress she’d be there with 

open arms. 

It was well after midnight when Mary’s phone 

rang.  She rolled off my chest and reached for it.  

After looking at the screen she groaned and hit the 

button to silence it, placing it back on the night 

stand. 

“Who’s that,” I rasped.   

“Wrong number,” she sighed.  “Go back to 

sleep.”  I laughed and pulled her warm body back 

on mine.  She twisted a leg around my calf and her 

arm flopped across my chest.  Her naked breast 

pressed against my side.  I sighed and closed my 

eyes.  Tomorrow was a day off of song writing and 

practicing.   



I wanted to spend it in bed with my angel. 

 

The sun was bright in the sky by the time I 

opened my eyes.  Rolling over, I felt the sheets and 

found them cold and empty.  Mary must be up 

already.  She was an early riser and I usually found 

myself alone when I woke in her spacious king 

sized bed. 

Usually she’d be in the kitchen drinking coffee 

or in the sitting room off her kitchen working on her 

photographs.  The guys and I had talked about it 

and decided to ask Mary to do our photo for our 

album cover.  We wanted a picture of just us with a 

black background, maybe a kick ass Celtic design 

somewhere in the picture.  I didn’t really matter, 

because I’d seen her work and she’d do right by us. 

I pulled on a pair of jogging shorts and made my 

way into the kitchen, to find hot coffee in the 

maker.  I poured mine and took a satisfying sip, 

then turned toward the sitting area.  It was empty.  

Frowning, I walked into the living room, then the 

dining room.  I crept quietly toward the other 

rooms, peeking in just in case she was back there.  I 

checked Kane’s room first and found him alone; 

same with all the others.   

By the time I realized David and Mary were 

gone, I was in a panic.  Eric was asleep as I barged 

into the room.  “Eric!  Wake the fuck up!” 

“Huh,” he jumped, ready to defend himself.  

“What the hell, Ash?” 

“Mary?” I asked, well more like yelled.  “She’s 

gone!”  I was out the door and heading back to 

her/our room to find my phone; Eric right behind 



me with his to his ear calling someone I hoped to be 

David. 

I had her number ringing, by the time Eric had 

David on the phone.  He held up a hand to halt me 

and said, “David has her.  She’s fine Ash, calm 

down.” 

“Hello,” Mary said into my ear.  My heart sank 

as I heard her voice. 

“Where are you,” I demanded.  She left with no 

note, no text message.  Mary didn’t even wake me 

up to let me know anything. 

“I just left a meeting with the Diamondbacks.  

I’ve signed a contract to do their photos this 

season.”  She sounded so happy, but I needed her to 

be more careful.  What if those vultures had gotten 

to her?  What if they’d run her off the road?  Or 

swarmed her when they got out of the car?  David 

was good, but he wasn’t that good alone. 

“Home,” I growled.  “Now!”  I needed her here. 

“Ash Martin,” she growled back into the phone.  

“I have work to do, no matter where you are in the 

world.  I can’t be there every time you wake up.” 

I pinched the bridge of my nose and then pushed 

my hand through my hair, tugging hard on my way 

through the strands. 

“Just…Come…Home!”   

Mary sighed, “I’m on the way now.” 

 

It was twenty two minutes before the garage 

door opened and in walked Mary and David.  He 

held up his hand in defense at my advance, “She 

was fine, Ash.” 

“I know,” was all I could say at the moment. 



Pulling her into my arms, my face buried into 

her long blonde locks, I growled, “I was worried 

when you weren’t there when I woke up.”  She 

pushed me back and I know I looked offended. 

But what surprised me was the tone and the 

demand in her voice when she leaned forward and 

whispered in my ear, “Bedroom now!  Remove 

your clothes, on your knees and clasp your hands at 

the small of your back.”  I stood there dumbfounded 

for all of ten seconds. 

So, my little angel thought she was going to take 

control away from me.  She had no clue what she 

was getting herself into. 

I did as I was told and went into her bedroom, 

removed my clothes and dropped to my knees.  

With my back to the door, I pulled my hands behind 

my back and looked at the floor.   

And waited. 

For a whole five minutes. 

Finally the door opened and she came in quietly.  

The lock on the door signaled that we were going to 

be here for a while.  The lightest touch of her 

delicate fingers across the expanse of my shoulders 

caused my whole body to quake.  My erection was 

straining, looking for its home, inside Mary, where 

it belonged.   

The sound of fabric hit the floor and I knew that 

the hot pink sundress she’d had on earlier was now 

off her luscious body.  Her matching high heels 

clicked slowly on the hardwood floors as she 

walked around.  I glanced up quickly and noticed 

she was wearing a matching black lace bra and 

thong.  My heart may have just exploded.  I had to 



squeeze my thighs to keep from coming all over 

myself before she even touched me. 

“You may stand, but you are not to touch me,” 

she said in that sultry voice.  I rose slowly and 

watched her as I did, my hands never leaving my 

back.  She tilted her head and looked to be studying 

me, “Do you feel not quite in control right now 

Ash?” 

“Yes,” I growled.  “I’m hanging on by a 

thread.”  I sighed and dropped my head. 

“Eyes on me, baby.  Always, eyes on me.”  She 

repeated my words back to me and my head 

snapped to attention. 

She turned her back and slowly (oh so damn 

slowly) unclasped her bra and slid it down her arms, 

dropping it to the floor.  When she hooked her 

thumbs into the sides of that thong and bent at the 

waist only feet from me to remove them, I 

automatically shot forward, but she stopped me in 

my tracks.  “Freeze!” 

I stood frozen and did not move.   

She turned and those damn shoes didn’t come 

off, I was so screwed.  She walked toward me 

stopping just close enough that I could feel the heat 

coming off her body. 

“How’s the control now,” she asked. 

“Still loose, angel.  I need you, please let me 

take over,” I begged, the skin on my body tightened, 

from the visual before me.  If she told me to get on 

my knees and beg like a fucking mutt, I’d do it.  I’d 

build altars to worship daily upon this woman. 



“No,” she said simply.  The moment she 

dropped to her knees and took me into her mouth, I 

threw my head back and moaned.   

Her wicked tongue twirled around the tip before 

she took me all the way down to the base.  Her 

throat constricted around my cock and I bit my lip 

to keep from shooting my load too soon.  Mary 

moved up and down a few more times before 

pulling her mouth away and looking up at me.  “Do 

you want to come in my mouth, Ash?” 

“Oh, yes you little minx. Ah, baby,” I still had 

my hands behind my back, but they were itching to 

come around and take her head in my hands so that 

I could fuck her mouth properly. 

“No,” she said before she took me back inside.  

Mary licked, sucked, kissed and basically tortured 

me until I was about to explode.  Finally, after what 

felt like an hour, she pulled back and said, “Control, 

Ash.  You need to concentrate on you.  How can 

you control everything in your life, if you can’t 

control yourself?  You worry too much about other 

people.  Let me take some of the worry for you, 

baby. 

“Now, I’m going to crawl up on that bed.  I 

want to you take over, but only if you are in control 

of yourself.  Can you do that?”  She must have seen 

something in my eyes, because she crawled up on 

the end of the bed and stayed on her hands and 

knees.  Her pussy was dripping wet and I just had to 

have her now. 

Grabbing her ankles, I pulled her down were she 

was lying flat on her stomach.  I entered her 

roughly, but from the mewling coming from her 



lips, I don’t think she minded.  My hand fisted in 

her hair and I tugged her back, my teeth at her ear.  

“Do you like being in control of me, my sweet 

angel?”  She did nothing but groan and close her 

eyes.  My thrusts were brutal.  With one hand 

wrapped up in her hair and the other holding onto 

her ass, I plowed into her over and over again.  The 

hold I had on her was nothing but possessive.  She 

didn’t protest or beg for more.  Mary took what I 

gave her without complaint. 

“Tell me you’re mine,” I demanded.  “Tell me I 

own you.” 

“Yours, always yours,” she cried out.  Her 

orgasm clamped down on my cock and I lost my 

rhythm for about half a second before I pounded 

into her hot wet flesh harder and faster.  One 

orgasm rolled into two and two rolled into three.  

After the third, I flipped her over where I could look 

into her eyes.  She was flushed and sated, but I 

wasn’t done.   

Mary started this game and I wanted to claim 

her.  I crawled up the bed and told her to “open”.  

Her mouth opened and I slid my cock inside.  Her 

desire still on me, she took everything I gave.  After 

a few thrusts, I was falling apart, spiraling out of 

control.  Mary took every drop, swallowing it down.  

When the last of my orgasm subsided, I pulled out 

of her mouth and brought her up onto my chest.  We 

were both drenched and sated.   

My angel took control today. 

And I liked it. 

 

 



Chapter 12 

 
Mary 

 
Ash had ordered Chinese take-out and we all sat 

around watching movies.  Even David and Eric 

relaxed and put on something other than black, 

starched suits.  They were in the floor in their black 

basketball shorts and white t-shirts and I wondered 

if they owned anything in a different color.   

I was perched up on Ash’s lap, my head on his 

chest.  I really didn’t watch much of the movie 

because I was too busy tracing the pattern of his 

tattoo.  He always liked it when I did that, and I 

knew it because of the obvious hardness that 

pressed into my ass while I was in his lap. 

My phone rang and I reached for it.  The 

number was the same one from before.  David 

caught my stare and snatched the phone out of my 

hand.   

“Hello,” he demanded into the phone.  He 

looked at the phone and cussed.  “They hung up, 

again.” 

“Who the hell was that?” Ash asked, confused.  

His eyes bounced between David and I, hurt 

obvious on his face. 

“I’ve been getting these calls and I don’t know 

who it is,” I shrugged.  “It’s probably a 

telemarketer.”  My phone was taken from David, 

and Ash proceeded to go through the call list, just as 

David had the other day. 

“This is a Memphis area code,” he swore.  

“Could it be Parnell?” 



“Doubt it,” I said honestly.  “He’s in jail.  There 

are protective orders in place and my numbers are 

unlisted.  Like I said, probably a telemarketer.” 

“I’ve run the number already and it comes back 

as an unlisted phone.  I don’t have the clearance to 

dig deeper,” David said, standing up and walking 

toward the kitchen. 

“Why am I just now hearing about it?” Ash 

demanded.  He was on his feet and pacing. I didn’t 

like it when he paced.  

“Why tell you?” I asked.  “It’s nothing, Ash.  I 

swear, if I felt that there was a problem, I’d have 

told both you and David.  You have to trust me.” 

“I do trust you, angel.  It’s just, I don’t know.  

I’m afraid that Parnell will get out on good 

behavior, or something, and come hunt you down.”   

Shaking my head before he finished I said, “I 

have a P. I. who keeps an eye on him for me.  He 

does nothing without me knowing about it.” 

“Seriously?” Gabe asked, from beside me. 

I nodded and went into the kitchen, I needed a 

beer.  This whole phone thing was driving me 

crazy.  The calls came in at various hours during the 

day and night.  I just couldn’t figure it out. 

I popped the top and chugged it.  My luck 

wasn’t all that great right now.   

Ash was returning to the studio this week and I 

had player photos to do starting Tuesday.  Each 

player would be there to have their personal 

portraits taken by me.  I’d have a month to develop 

and print them before they were due back to the 

owner of the organization for approval.   

At least I could keep myself busy. 



Glory Days album would be self-titled this time 

and they wanted me to take their album cover 

photos.  I’d booked a studio for Friday afternoon to 

start on their shots.  I’d set up early that morning 

and Ash and the guys would meet me there after 

lunch.   

Liana was busy at work and we hadn’t seen 

much of her lately.  She worked as a Marketing 

Manager at a local publishing house.  She did all the 

cool stuff like promote books and authors.  She 

actually got paid to sit around and read books all 

day.  I was a little envious.   

Reed seemed to mope around the house when 

she wouldn’t come by for a few days.  Ash and I 

would sometimes lay in bed at night trying to figure 

out why they just weren’t together like we knew 

they should be. 

The movie was over and we switched it back to 

late night television.  Ash had wandered off to the 

where the instruments were set up.  He picked up an 

old acoustic guitar and started playing it.  The sound 

was beautiful and I found myself standing in the 

doorway just watching him play. 

He looked up at me and smiled.  I didn’t want 

him to stop, “Sing for me.”  Nodding his head, Ash 

ducked and resumed playing.  

“I’ve been working on something,” he sighed.  

“But it’s not quite done yet.” 

“May I hear it?” I asked, excited I could hear his 

music raw and unrehearsed.  He didn’t answer, just 

continued to play.  When the words began, I 

understood them almost immediately. 

 



Could you be the rock? 

That grounds my soul. 

The heart I demand to lock, 

Until our days grow ole. 

 

The beauty of an angel. 

The taste of sweet red wine. 

Will you let me love you? 

And be my angel mine? 

 

I’ll protect and own you 

Do you desire controlling? 

Know that you’ll control my heart 

And, where our future’s going. 

 

God, I need you now, babe 

I’m holding out for yes 

You can teach me how to love 

And I’ll teach you the rest. 

 

The beauty of an angel. 

The taste of sweet red wine. 

Will you let me love you? 

Will you let me love you? 

And be my angel mine? 

 

That song was for me.  Ash Martin was writing 

a song about me.  My hands covered the tears in my 

eyes and I said, “Thank you, Ash.  It’s beautiful.” 

“I want this to be the first release off the 

album.” Strong arms encased me into a tight hold.  

His lips fell upon mine in a sweet, but heated kiss. 



“That’s amazing,” I agreed.  “It will make all of 

the girls cry and all the men envious of you.” 

He leaned back and chuckled, “They’ll be 

envious once they see the video I have planned for 

the world to see.” 

“Why do I have the feeling that will involve 

me?”  I’m not stupid.  My song, my video.  Crap!  

Could I even do that?  Put myself on film, forever?   

“You’ll just have to wait and see,” he smirked.  

I tapped his stomach and he returned the favor with 

a poke to my ribs.  We were both laughing when 

David came into the room looking grim. 

Ash automatically pulled me to his side 

protectively, “What’s wrong?” 

“Were you expecting a package?” he asked me 

directly. 

“No, I haven’t ordered anything lately,” I 

replied, worried.  “Why?  David, what’s going on?” 

“There is a package in the driveway, with your 

name on it, sitting by the garage doors.  If you’re 

not expecting anything then I’m not sure you should 

be opening it.  With the phone calls, now a package, 

I just don’t feel comfortable.  It’s late and there are 

no cameras outside, so I need you all out of the 

house….like now.” 

The next few minutes were a bustle of activity.  

As a precaution, David contacted Phoenix police 

and they sent out some officers to assess what was 

going on.  A car was brought for us, so that we 

could be gone before the vultures returned.  Ash 

was holding on fairly well, although he kept me 

wrapped up in his big body while we were being 

moved to a private residence on Camelback 



Mountain.  When I asked Ash where we were 

going, he just said, “A friend’s house”.  I left it at 

that until we pulled into the circular driveway of a 

mansion done up in the beautiful style that is the 

desert southwest.  Pale pink stucco and red clay tile 

roofs were pretty common around town, but the 

tropical landscaping made you feel like you were on 

a remote island somewhere.   

The door opened and my steps faltered when I 

saw the gentleman at the door.  I knew this man.  

He was record executive, Justin Rembrandt.  He 

was the same guy who I’d talked to before the 

attack.  His eyes softened when he took in me 

standing next to Ash.  Justin sighed, “Hello Mary.” 

Ash stiffened and put a possessive hand around 

my waist.  He had every reason too, because Justin 

Rembrandt could almost give Ash a run for his 

money in the looks department.  Justin was tall and 

dark headed.  He still kept a few days growth on his 

face, his eyes were blue and that million dollar 

smile still adorned his face. 

“You know him,” Ash growled next to me. 

“Apparently, you do too,” I replied. 

Justin came forward to shake Ash’s hand, and 

then took mine, but instead of shaking it, he brought 

it to his lips, placing a soft kiss to the back of my 

knuckles.  Ash stiffened next to me, but Justin 

didn’t seem to care.  “Mary Montclair, how have 

you been?”  I swear if I didn’t know any better, I’d 

say Ash was trying to figure out how to get me to 

some soap and water to scrub that man’s scent off 

of me. 



“Worse,” I admitted.  “With all things 

considered, I’m actually doing quite well.  Thank 

you for asking.” 

Justin ushered us inside his home.  The goal was 

to only stay here until the package at my house was 

contained and its contents could be identified.  His 

home was beautiful and elegant, and felt completely 

unlived in.  There wasn’t a spot of dust on the white 

furniture and I didn’t want to sit on anything.  His 

home was not as welcoming as he was. 

“May I get you anything, Mary,” he asked, 

pulling me out of the inspection of his home. 

“No, thank you,” I replied carefully.  Ash was 

vibrating next to me.  Jealousy was evident in his 

posture, and the way he hovered over me. 

Justin nodded and left us in the sitting room, to 

wait out the scene at my house. 

Gabe and Reed were steadily on the internet 

looking for any leaks, and of course it only took 

about thirty minutes before the news had hit the 

internet waves.  The videos coming in were pretty 

hectic.  We could see David and Eric talking to 

police in my front yard.  My poor neighbors were 

gathered down the block, looking on at the disaster 

at my home. 

Justin was back with a silver bucket that held 

ice and bottled water.  He set it down in front of the 

guys and I noticed he had glass of his own, filled 

with an amber liquid.   

Needing something to do, I walked to the back 

windows to look out on the beautiful landscaping in 

his back yard.  More tropical features were out 

there.  The yard was lit with soft walkway lights 



and some trees were lit up with their own spotlights.  

It was really beautiful. 

“You should come swim when the weather is 

warmer.  I’ve got all this room and no one to share 

it with.”  Justin had come up beside me, our 

shoulders almost touching.  I sidestepped enough to 

get him out of my personal space, and wrapped my 

arms around myself.  Looking over my shoulder, I 

saw Ash was on his phone and didn’t notice Justin’s 

presence. 

“Thank you for the offer,” I replied.  How do 

you turn down a man like Justin?  I’m betting not 

many women turned him down. 

“Do you know anything about what’s going on 

at your house yet?”  He asked, but I don’t think he 

really cared, because he was too busy fucking me 

with his eyes.  It was sexy when Ash did it, but 

when Justin did it, I felt like I needed a bath. 

“No,” I sighed.  “They’ll call when they hear 

something.” 

“So,” he started.  “I heard about the surgery.  

Have you thought about going back into the 

studio?”  He startled me a little with the question, 

and I don’t blame him for wanting to see if I was 

still good at what I use to do, but I’ve come to the 

conclusion that my future as a singer was not going 

to happen. 

“Justin,” I rasped.  “It’s probably not going to 

happen.  I still have months of therapy ahead of me.  

Ash is helping with it, but things are progressing 

slowly.  It’s hard to get through talking a paragraph, 

let alone singing one.”  I swallowed as if to 

emphasize my statement. 



“Well,” he placed a hand on my arm and rubbed 

up and down.  “I’m so glad to see that you are on 

the mend.  You look really good, Mary.”   

The moment he rubbed my arm, I jerked back, 

then noticed Ash watching us.  He was up and 

around the couch in no time.  I intercepted Ash 

about the time that Justin realized what he’d done 

was a bad idea. 

“Why was he touching you,” Ash growled.  His 

hands replaced where Justin had touched me.  

Believe me, Ash’s hands were warm compared to 

Justin’s cold and clammy claws.  Just because he 

was good looking, didn’t mean he was going to 

touch me any other way. 

 “Ash, look at me,” I grabbed his face with both 

hands and turned his face toward mine.  I leaned in 

and pressed our noses together.  “Justin was the 

producer I was to sign with before the attack.  He’s 

a flirt, and a creepy one at that.  I.  Am.  Yours.  

Don’t ever question that.” 

Telling him I was his seemed to tame the feral 

beast inside Ash.  I pressed my lips to his and he 

closed his eyes and sighed.  My phone sang out in 

my back pocket alerting me to a text, the same time 

Ash’s phone started ringing.   

While he answered the phone, I pulled up a 

picture from David. 

I stood there in shock. 

And I dropped my phone. 

Then I collapsed. 

 

Ash 
 



“Mary!” I slung my phone at Gabe and he 

grabbed it before it fell to the floor as I went to 

catch Mary.  Whatever David sent Mary frightened 

her so bad that she fainted.  David had just told me 

that they found an old teddy bear in the box and that 

he’d sent her a picture to see if she could identify it.   

She was only out a couple of minutes before 

coming to and she tried to sit up, “Oh, fuck!  Ash! 

Ash!  That was my fucking teddy bear!”  She was 

shaking and backing away from everyone to crawl 

up the wall, so she could stand.  She was completely 

losing all control.  This was bad.  My angel had 

learned to control her feelings over the past few 

weeks and she was doing so well.  This may have 

just set her back five years. 

“Explain,” I demanded as I forced her to look 

me directly in the eyes.  My tone touched a part of 

her that I knew she’d understand that I meant 

business and that she had to get her control back.  

This was important. 

“The Parnell’s gave me that the day I moved in 

with them,” she pointed toward her phone that Reed 

was now holding in his hand. 

Gabe’s phone rang and I could hear a frantic 

Liana on the other line, but I couldn’t make out 

what she said.  “Wait, wait, wait- Liana!  Slow 

down.  Okay.  Okay,” he paused.  “Reed, Liana is 

sending a picture to you.  She received a package 

today with a scrap of cloth in it.  Says there’s a note 

asking to deliver it to Mary.”  Reed pulled out his 

phone and turned the photo to Mary. 



There was a piece of fabric about six inches 

square and had baby blue flowers against a white 

background.  There were dried brown spots on it.   

Mary cried out, and broke free from me 

hollering “bathroom”.  Justin pointed down the hall 

and she went flying into the room slamming the 

door.  I was two seconds behind her.  She was on 

her knees, throwing up into the toilet. 

“Angel,” I sank to my knees and pulled the hair 

off her neck. “You have to tell me something.” 

“That is the fabric from the shirt I was wearing 

the day I was attacked!  Oh, God, Liana!”  She 

lunged for the door, but Reed was there to stop her.   

He grabbed her by the shoulders and said, 

“What did you say?” 

“Send someone to get Liana!  Please!  He 

knows where she lives!  He sent her my shirt!  

Please Reed, if you love her like I know you 

do….P…please go get her.” 

 There was a look of surprise on Gabe’s face, 

before Reed snatched up the keys to the SUV and 

was out the door, Gabe hot on his heels.  Kane was 

on the phone with David and I collapsed on the 

couch with Mary in my arms.  Justin was on his 

phone as well, with who I didn’t know, nor did I 

care. 

“Okay,” Kane began.  “The house has been 

cleared.  We can go back when we’re ready.  

There’s going to be an officer posted there to clear 

out anyone, other than who Eric has authorized.” 

“I want to go home,” Mary said from my side.  

“That is my home.  Steve Parnell is not going to 

stop me from living my life.” 



“Do you think it’s wise to go back,” I asked.  

“Maybe we should just go to L.A. for a few days; 

stay at my place.” 

“Ash, I have work to do here this week.  I 

cannot just up and leave Phoenix.  There is a 

contract with the Diamondbacks.”  Shit.  I forgot 

about her work.  Why wouldn’t she just let me wrap 

her up in a damn cocoon and take care of her? 

“Okay,” was all I could say to that, for now, at 

least.   

Back at her house, everything was calm.  The 

police (minus one) were all gone.  David and Eric 

were back in the house, making phone calls to 

Mary’s P.I. 

When we walked in the house, I went to follow 

her, but she held up a hand and said, “I’m going to 

shower, then bed.  I’m tired Ash.  Just let me be.” 

The last thing I wanted to do was to leave her 

alone.  I needed her just as much as she needed me.  

I loved her.  Yes, I can say it now. 

I. 

Love. 

Her. 

Reed, Gabe and Liana came in the house, 

dropping a bag on the floor.  I held my arms out for 

her and she fell onto my chest, “Hey, you okay?”  I 

asked her and kissed the top of her raven hair. 

“Yes,” she smiled up at me.  “This shit is so 

crazy!” 

“Well, we are going to get it resolved, but until 

then, you girls have to take precautions.” 

“She’s going to have security with her 

everywhere she goes,” Reed growled beside me.  I 



looked up at my bassist and I saw pure fury in his 

eyes.  My gentle giant of a best friend never got 

angry. 

“No,” Liana argued.  “It’s not me the guy wants, 

it’s Mary.” 

Reed pinched the bridge of his nose and said, 

“Li, if he knows where you live, he could come 

after you too.” 

She folded her arms across her chest.  Reed 

stepped up to her and she immediately pushed him 

back, “No.” 

“Please,” he whispered.  “I’ll worry.” 

“But you’re never here,” she scowled.  “I have 

to take care of me, Reed.  You being gone all the 

time doesn’t work for me.  It doesn’t work for us.”   

At that point I knew this had nothing to do with 

the package.  I pushed them toward Reed’s room 

and said, “You need to work things out, alone.” 

I left them alone and told Gabe to do the same. 

Slipping into Mary’s room, I found her fast 

asleep, with her back to me.  Her hair was still wet 

and fanned out across the pillow.  She was naked in 

the bed looking like the angel she was.  I used that 

excuse to undress myself and slip in behind her. 

She stirred when my erection pressed into the 

back of her thigh.  She rolled over in my arms and 

smiled so sweetly up at me, “Hey, baby.” 

“Angel, go back to sleep.”  She sighed softly 

and closed her eyes. 

“Sing to me,” she whispered. 

And I did as I was asked, until she fell asleep.  

Tomorrow would start a new day.  When the sun 

came up, things would go back to normal.  She had 



to work on her photos and Glory Days were due 

back in the studio.   

Kissing her head I whispered, “Sleep well, 

Mary.  I…I love you.” 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 



Chapter 13 
 

Mary 
 

My life was closing in on me again, but it 

wouldn’t stop me this time.  I was in control.  

Burying myself into work this week was refreshing.  

The baseball players were totally ruthless.  Just as 

bad as some rock stars I know.  I’d been kissed on 

the cheek and asked out at least twenty times.  Of 

course, all of them knew who I was and were 

mostly teasing.  I was offered season tickets for all 

of the home games.  I took them out of courtesy, but 

honestly, I wasn’t really a baseball fan.  I’d find 

someone who could use them. 

The calls had stopped after the package came to 

both Liana and myself.  My private investigator said 

that there were no packages sent from the jail that 

Steve Parnell was rotting away in, because he has 

been on restriction for months, due to a fight with 

another inmate.  He’d placed no calls; he wasn’t 

receiving mail or visitors either.   

Carrie Parnell was sedated beyond any 

recognition.  So, she too was out.  Even if she’d had 

any contact with an outside source, the person 

would’ve been turned away.  Back at square one, 

the police in Memphis and Phoenix were working 

together to try and solve the mystery package and 

phone calls. 

Glory Days had finished writing their self-titled 

album, and were excited to get into the studio today 

to start recording.  We’d be here for a couple of 

months until they got everything done.   



Ash finally finished my song, “My Angel 

Mine”.  Even the producer thought it would be their 

best hit yet.  I finally agreed to star in the video.  

Ash’s vision was beautiful.  We would be in a dark 

room, with me on a stool, playing the guitar (It’s 

been a long time since I played and he spent a few 

days teaching me the song).  Ash would walk 

around me singing the song.  The camera would 

zoom on my eyes, lips, temple, hands, etc.  When 

needed, I was to bite my lip, close my eyes in 

ecstasy, or when necessary, they would spray water 

on me to look like I was perspiring.  The illusion 

was to be me getting hot and bothered by the song 

up close, but when the camera was panned out 

wide, I’d be normal, just playing the guitar.   

Our voice lessons had progressed to me actually 

singing.  Ash was right, I did sound good.  He made 

me come in to the studio early one morning to 

record me singing a Glory Days ballad from a few 

years ago.  “People like Us” wasn’t one of my 

favorites (yes, I have some that I’m not that crazy 

about), but I sang it anyway.  When I heard the 

playback of the song, I cried.  Ash compared me to 

some sultry female singers that I won’t repeat, 

because I don’t think that I deserve to be compared 

to them. 

Kane wanted me to sing some backup on the 

album and today I had agreed.  I didn’t do much, 

other than singing with Ash on the chorus of some 

songs.  The guys liked the addition of the female 

part, and the guy in the booth was grinning ear to 

ear.  He’d jump up and clapped when we ended a 

song. 



“Great…Great job, guys,” the sound engineer 

said.  “Mary, dear, you are amazing!”  He wanted to 

go with another song that I was to be singing back-

up in.  His name was Rage, which I’m sure was a 

nickname, but I didn’t ask.  

They started setting up and I held up my hand, 

“Um, can I take a break?  Can you guys do another 

song without me?” 

Ash looked up from the amp he was plugging 

into, his eyes narrowed and he dropped his guitar on 

the stand next to his feet.  I raised my hands 

immediately trying to halt his concern, “I’m fine, 

just tired.”  My voice was fine but my throat still 

got tired, and today I think we may have pushed it a 

little.  I regressed back into my non-speech mode 

and clamped my lips shut, but he’d want me to talk 

so he could hear me.  Ash had a way of knowing 

when my voice needed rest just by the sound. 

He came out of the booth and pulled me into his 

arms, his hand automatically going to my throat, 

“Does it hurt?” 

I pulled his hand away and kissed him on the 

corner of the mouth, “No baby, just a little tired.  I 

don’t want to push it.  I love your concern, but I’m 

fine.” 

“Well, I love you.  I don’t want you to be 

hurting.  Do you want me to take you home?  We 

can go to bed early.”   

Ash kept looking at my face and probing my 

throat for any problems….Wait!  What? 

“Say that again?”  He looked up at me, that sexy 

smirk on his face.  Time seemed to slow, my head 



spun and I had to shake my head to clear out any 

cobwebs, because I wanted to hear this. 

“I love you,” he whispered.  I gasped and 

covered my mouth.  Did I just hear that right?  He 

was waiting on an answer. 

“I love you too, Ash Martin.”  He slammed his 

lips on mine and picked me up by my hips 

slamming my body into the wall behind me.  My 

tongue traced his bottom lip and he opened for me. 

One knee held me up while he squeezed by hips.  

Ash moaned into my mouth and I almost came just 

from the sound. 

Applause erupted from behind him.  I squeaked 

and jumped down totally embarrassed that I was up 

against the wall, like a tramp, in front of the guys. 

“It’s about fucking time!”  Gabe grabbed us into 

a hug bear hug, and then we were attacked by Reed 

and Kane as well. 

Kane grabbed me in a bear hug and licked the 

side of my face.  “Ewww, Kane!”  He had a tongue 

ring in today and it felt hot against my face.   

Ash punched him in the gut.  “Go get your own 

girl,” he laughed and I knew that he wasn’t really 

angry with his drummer. 

“She’s family now,” he winked.  “I can lick her 

whenever I want!”  He danced a little jig then stuck 

his long ass tongue out, the silver ball shining bright 

against the overhead lights.  After he did his Gene 

Simmons impression, I waited until he was not 

paying attention then walked over and repeated the 

same.  I licked him from chin to hair line. 

Then I ran like hell and hid behind Ash, 

laughing uncontrollably the whole time.  Kane was 



on his feet and lunged to his right to grab my arm, 

which I pulled away at the very last second.  He 

lunged left and caught my wrist, but Ash was there 

to knock his hand away, laughing the whole time. 

Finally, I threw up my hands and said, “I 

surrender!” 

Ash got everyone calmed down and said he 

would be back after taking me home.  I stopped 

him, “You need to finish up here.  I’ll have D take 

me home then whenever you are done, I’ll make 

dinner.” 

“You sure?” he asked.  On my nod, he said, 

“Ok, we do have a lot to do.  We’ll work on your 

stuff tomorrow if you’re up to it.” 

After a round of goodbyes, David showed up to 

take me home.  

We rode in silence for a while and I couldn’t 

take the quiet anymore.  “Have you heard anything 

about the Parnell’s?” 

“No,” he shook his head.  “Mary, honestly, I 

don’t think they are behind this.  Things have been 

quiet, so let’s hope whoever did this realized you 

have too much security behind you and they gave 

up.” 

“My life’s never been that easy, D.”  We fell 

back into silence and finished the ride home. 

The desert was warming up and summer would 

soon be here. Ash is taking me to Los Angeles in a 

few months and I could use the break.  Plus, with 

my voice going to be on this album, Ash wanted to 

make sure I got paid for it.  We’d already 

approached the label and they were all on board.   



As I crawled up in the bed, I had to say my 

thanks for Ash, because anyone else would’ve 

pushed me to go right back into singing.  He gave 

me a choice and after tons and tons of 

encouragement from the whole band, I caved, said 

I’d sing a little back up but that’s it. 

I didn’t want to tell Ash that my body was as 

tired as it was.  I don’t know if it was from all the 

coming and going to the studio, or my late nights 

finishing up the player photos, but recently I’d been 

about ready to drop as soon as my head hit the 

pillow.   

Just like it was doing now.  I’d rest and be back 

at full strength tomorrow. 

Yeah, tomorrow. 

 

Ash 
 

She was still asleep when we got back to the 

house.  I crawled up onto the bed and slid my hands 

up over her hips.  She’d changed into a pair of my 

boxer briefs and rolled them down low on her hips. 

And she was wearing the t-shirt I had on yesterday.  

Fuck!  She was sexy as hell.  She wore my clothes 

with such ease, like they were her own.  Whenever 

we’d be out late, I’d come in to find her in one of 

my used shirts, and how could I not love her for 

that? 

“Angel,” I kissed her neck.  She groaned and 

wiggled away from me.  I was having none of that.  

“Alright, love.  If you don’t wake up, I’m going to 

have to punish you.” 



I heard her muffled giggle since she was face 

down in the pillow, “How are you going to do 

that?”  That was muffled too, but I had no problem 

hearing the challenge in her voice. 

“Well, I’m going to start by taking back my 

clothes,” I bit her ear lobe and tugged down the 

boxers she’d taken from me.  Mary squealed and 

jumped out of the way.  I had her by the waist and 

back on the bed, under me before she could blink.  

She was so tiny.  Pulling my shirt off her body, I 

sank down and kissed her soft belly.  She wasn’t 

wearing a bra or panties, and the thought of her wet 

sex against my boxers caused my cock to flare with 

a hunger I’d never felt before.   

Pushing her legs apart, I started kissing my way 

down her body.  She squirmed when I stopped at 

her belly button then raised her hips before I even 

touched her sweet pussy. 

“So impatient,” I whispered.  “I’ve got to taste 

you now.  Can you lay still?”  She groaned loudly 

and I pressed a kiss to her sex.  It was soaked and I 

used my tongue to bath her.  Once I took her clit 

into my mouth she exploded.  Tiny fingers grabbed 

my hair and pulled my face closer to her sweet 

heaven. 

I licked and sucked and fucked her with my 

tongue until she finally settled.  Crawling up her 

body like I was stalking my prey, she sighed and 

said, “I love you, Ash.” 

“I love you too, angel mine.”  I slipped my 

tongue inside her mouth the same time my cock 

found its rightful place in her heat.  Pulling both of 

her hands above her head, I held her wrists in one 



hand, and twisted my body to take one of her rose 

colored nipples into my mouth.  I let my sucking 

mimic my thrust.   

“Ash, please,” she begged.  “I’m going to come, 

you have to fuck me.”  Mary’s hips were rising on 

their own accord and I plunged deeper and harder.  

She took every inch of me.  Her little body adjusted 

perfectly to mine.   

I’ve never loved anyone like I love Mary 

Montclair.  She’s my everything; my life.  From this 

moment on, she will be mine to love, to spoil, to 

protect. 

My balls tightened up when I felt her sex clamp 

down on my cock.  Closing my eyes, I rested my 

forehead against hers, “Eyes on me, Mary.  Always, 

eyes on me.”  The second those blue eyes hit mine, 

I was lost.   

We watched each other orgasm and I felt the 

connection between us strengthen.   

“Mine, angel.  You are mine.” 

She smiled and kissed my lips with all that she 

had.   

 

A little while later she said, “I guess I should get 

up and make something to eat.  You guys must be 

starving.” 

I frowned.  She must’ve thought it was earlier 

than it was.  “Angel, it’s really late.  We ate at the 

studio.  Do you even know what time it is?”   

Reaching for her phone, Mary gasped when she 

saw that it was after ten at night.  “Fuck, I was 

tired.”  She yawned again and fell back on the bed.  

“Still am.” 



“Go back to bed. You must’ve overdone it 

today.”  I pulled the covers back over her naked 

body and kissed her head. 

“Probably,” she said groggily. 

I’d called the house around six to let her know 

that we were going to stay late, but David answered 

and said she was still asleep.  So, we stayed until we 

got down another song.  There were still some 

things we needed to finish up tomorrow, but finally 

after being there over fifteen hours, I called it a day 

and we all came home. 

“You hungry,” I asked. 

“No, not really,” she replied, her eyes still 

closed.  “Ash, just let me sleep.”  I chuckled and 

kissed her shoulder before heading out to the living 

room.  My angel liked her sleep and didn’t want to 

be disturbed.   

 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 



Chapter 14 

 
Ash 

 

We finished our session at the studio early and 

David took us over to the warehouse Mary had 

rented out for our photo shoot.  It was in downtown 

Phoenix, and the place was secluded.  The red stone 

building was only two stories tall, and when we 

walked in you could see all the way up to the top 

windows.  Along the back of the warehouse there 

was a huge gray sheet hanging from the wall that 

folded to run along the floor.  We were to do 

numerous poses on that spot, some with instruments 

and some without. 

The crew, with the instruments, was still setting 

up.  Mary pointed and directed where things should 

be.  Her cameras were set up and she’d move lights 

and stands to get whatever idea she had in her head 

out for the shoot. 

She hadn’t heard us come in.  So, I snuck up 

behind her and rubbed my hand over her luscious 

ass, and she spun around on her heel, gasping, fist 

raised and one hell of a scared look on her face.  I 

jumped back, raised my hands, and said, “Hey!  

Whoa, angel.  It’s just me.” 

Sighing, she placed her hands on her heart, 

“Dammit Ash! I wasn’t expecting you this early.”  

Her reaction was wrong.  I stared into her eyes and 

could see true fear in them.  This had nothing to do 

with me sneaking up on her. 



“Hey, sexy,” Kane said coming up and hugging 

her.  I scowled at them both.  Mary for keeping shit 

from me and Kane for being, well, Kane.   

Before we had a chance to be alone, everyone 

came in to get things started. 

“Alright, we are going to start with your stuff,” 

she laughed and slapped my ass.  “Go pretend to be 

rockstars for me.”   

“Ha, ha, very funny,” Gabe said as he walked by 

and ruffled her hair.   

Mary was working to finish her prepping as we 

helped set up the drum set for Kane, who was 

flirting with some brunette on the crew.  As I 

worked, my eyes were always on my girl.  She was 

smiling and cutting up with some of the people that 

worked with her.   

We were finishing up on the drums when her 

phone rang; she reached into the back pocket of her 

jeans, still smiling at the lady in front of her.  When 

she looked at the screen, she paled.   

It was her caller. 

Immediately, she hit the top button and slipped 

it back in her pocket, she took about two seconds 

and composed herself.  Looking up at us, she said, 

“Alright guys, I’m ready.” 

We took our places and she moved behind the 

camera, leaning down to check the image.  She 

placed an iPod on a dock and hit play.  Our music 

started and we did what she asked.  I grabbed the 

microphone and leaned forward so that you could 

see Kane behind me.  I moved left and then right. 



“Good, that’s really good, Ash.”  She walked 

around and moved lights and would take more 

photos.  Eventually, she called a break. 

When everyone went to get something to drink, 

I followed her over to the monitor where the proofs 

were being loaded on the screen.  She looked up 

and said, “Hey baby.” 

“You okay,” I asked.  “I saw you get that phone 

call.”  I reached for her and pulled her into my 

arms, she was still holding a small camera.  She 

placed it on the table and kissed the side of my 

mouth.  She smelled so good today. 

“Yeah, but today is a happy day and I’m not 

going to let that get to me.  We have work to do.”  

She walked away after grabbing her camera.  I was 

a little hurt, but I understood where she was coming 

from.  

 

After the area was clear of instruments, we 

posed every which way but Sunday.  I’m sure she 

took over a hundred pictures.  After checking the 

monitor of the proofs, Mary came around to us and 

said, “Looks good, baby.  We’re done.” 

“May I see them?” I asked as I kissed her cheek. 

Mary leaned over the counter and closed some 

folders on the screen.  Opening a folder labeled, 

Glory Days, Mary stepped back and let me scroll 

through all of the photos in the folder. 

“Damn,” Gabe said.  “Those look amazing, 

Mary.” 

“Thanks,” she blushed.  “Now I can customize 

them if you want.  We’ll pick out the ones that look 



the best and then break those down.  I believe the 

label will want to approve whatever we choose.” 

Kane said, “Well fuck Mary.  How the hell are 

we supposed to pick?  They’re all good.” 

She placed a hand on his shoulder and said, “It’s 

going to be easy.  We have time.” 

He started to lean into her side, and I was about 

to warn her, but she realized what he was doing and 

shoved him before he could get his tongue on her.   

“I’m going to lick you again!”  He laughed and 

left us there to go talk to that girl again.  Kane really 

was a tramp. 

Gabe went off to answer the phone, and Reed 

was steadily texting Liana on his.  The tension 

between those two had gotten better, but I have a 

feeling that Liana and Reed’s argument was still an 

issue.  They’ll work it out, eventually. 

Gabe returned with some good news, “Looks 

like we are performing for the finale of that singing 

show on television.  We’ll need to be in L.A. Friday 

morning.  Show is live.” 

“What show is live?” Mary asked when she 

walked over and into our conversation.  I was sitting 

down on a folding chair and pulled her onto my lap. 

“The finale of “The Next Big Thing” is Friday 

and we were just told that we will be playing.  How 

about a trip to my house?” 

“Yeah?” she asked.  I nodded and she said, 

“Okay.”   

Once we got done with this day, I’d talk to 

David about the phone call, because he’d want to 

know and look at her phone records again.  



Whoever was out there wouldn’t stop until Mary 

was out of the picture.  I was having none of that. 

 

Mary 
 

“Are you going to sing with us, Mary,” Kane 

asked from across Ash’s kitchen table in his 

beautiful Malibu home.  “You know the song.”  He 

was right.  They were only going to perform one 

song.  Could I do one song?  My voice was 

definitely better, but nowhere near perfect. 

“What if I get halfway through and lose my 

voice?  Then I’d be an embarrassment and you’d 

kick me out of my honorary title of a band 

member?”  I laughed at my joke, but honestly.  My 

first performance could not be on national 

television. 

“Come on,” Gabe said.  He was sitting on the 

black countertop eating a sandwich.   

“Probably not,” I scowled.  “Ash hasn’t even 

asked me about it.”  Maybe he doesn’t want me to 

do it. 

“Fuck Ash,” Kane laughed.  “Well, no not 

literally, because we all know you do that daily.”  

He rubbed his arm where I punched him. 

“You know what I mean.”  I gathered my plate 

and took it to the sink. 

My phone rang from its perch on the counter.  I 

could see the numbers from where I was standing.  

My eyes widened and I looked toward Kane.  He 

frowned and scooped it up answering, but not 

saying a word. 



We all became quiet as Kane listened.  His 

features never changed to give me any idea if he 

was hearing someone’s voice or not.  “Fuck,” he 

yelled suddenly.  “That son of a bitch!” 

“Kane,” I yelled.  Ash appeared around the 

corner, hair dripping wet from his shower.   

“What’s the hell is all the yelling about, man?” 

Kane held up my phone and said, “It’s a male 

voice.  He knows you’re here in L.A., and he said 

he’s coming for you.  He said you owe him, that 

you took something from him.  What does that 

mean, Mary?”  Kane set my phone down and ran a 

tattooed hand through his short blonde spikes. 

“I have no idea!  I don’t even know anyone 

from Memphis, Kane!”  I threw my hands up in the 

air and clinched my fist.  This asshole is ruining my 

life!  I don’t want to be a damsel in distress. Being a 

victim is not my job title.  Why won’t he leave me 

alone?  What did I do so cruel in this world that it 

has to turn on me? 

Tears spilled over as I fell to my knees.  Warm 

hands touched my arms and I screamed, “Don’t 

touch me!” 

My words were taken unnoticed when Ash 

scooped me up into his arms and let me cry on his 

shoulder.  This was supposed to be a huge night for 

them and I was acting like a child.  I’d change my 

phone number tomorrow once we were back in 

Phoenix.  Then I could live in peace.   

Pushing away from him, I walked, I didn’t run, 

into his beautiful bedroom, and fell face first on the 

black satin sheets on his king sized platform bed.   

“Hey,” Ash whispered.  “It’s going to be okay.” 



“The hell it is, Ash!  I mean, come on, my life 

has been one disaster after another.  I don’t know 

what I did to deserve all this bullshit.  Can’t I have 

just one ounce of normal?  What God did I piss off 

so badly that I lose everything and everyone?” 

“You will never lose me, angel. No matter the 

situation, we’ll get through it.  You’re a strong 

woman and this will be over soon.” 

“What if it’s not,” I cried into his shirt.  I hated 

crying, even though I did it so easily. 

“If it’s not, then we will go away.  I’ll buy us a 

private island and we can live there.  The only 

means of communication will be by carrier pigeon.  

No phones, no television, just us.”  He kissed my 

smiling lips.  Ash Martin, super rock god, was a 

freaking romantic!  

“You’d do that for us?”  His odd answer 

brought me out of my depression and I laughed.  

Who would’ve thought I’d find someone that could 

understand me? 

“I’d do a lot of things for you, Mary Montclair.”  

He kissed my temple and then pulled me up off the 

bed.  “You need to get ready to go.  We have a 

show in a few hours.” 

“I really don’t want to sing,” I admitted.  “Well, 

not tonight anyway.  I don’t think my debut should 

be on national television.” 

“I think it should exactly be on national 

television.”  He slapped my ass and jumped back 

when I tried to get his own.  “Now, hurry up angel, 

go look like a rock goddess!” 

 



When I came out of Ash’s room almost an hour 

later, they were all sitting around doing various 

things.  Gabe was playing a game on his phone, 

Kane was reading the paper, Reed was writing 

music on a notepad, and Ash was just getting up 

from the couch.   

“Holy, fuck,” Kane blurted.  Reed and Gabe 

looked at me with wide eyes.  Ash froze and I 

immediately saw him swell in his pants.   

I think they liked what they saw. 

My outfit was totally hot, even I’ll admit that.  

I’d worn the tight leather pants, and red fuck me 

pumps that Ash loved so much, but my top was just 

a leather vest.  It was tight and showed off my 

curves and a hell of a lot of cleavage. 

My hair was left down where it fell like a cloak 

over my shoulders.  I teased it just enough to give it 

some volume.  My lips were as red as my shoes; my 

eyes a sexy shade of gray. 

“Angel, you should be illegal,” he said as he 

came forward to kiss me, but I pushed him away.  

It’d taken too long to do this makeup; he wasn’t 

going to mess it up because he thought I looked hot. 

“I’m ready when you are,” I said as I walked 

past him to go toward the door.  Now that I was in 

character, I was totally excited about singing with 

them. 

 

Our limo arrived at the back entrance of the 

Nokia Theater just as the show was beginning.  

Glory Days would be singing in about forty five 

minutes and we were ushered into a backstage area 

with people bustling all around us.   



Instruments were being moved and switched out 

during commercials.  Producers and stage hands ran 

around shooting orders at people and it was pretty 

much organized chaos.  

Introductions were made with people I 

recognized and others I didn’t.  Ash laughed at me 

when I saw a pop singer that I’d idolized when I 

was first in the business.  He tried to drag me over 

for an introduction, but I begged him not to.  Not 

tonight.  I was too busy trying not to forget my 

lyrics. 

We’d be performing their current number one, 

“Keep It to Yourself”.  I was to sing the chorus with 

Ash, and basically follow his lead.  This I could do.  

I could stand in the backup singers spot behind 

Reed and do my part.  I was given my own ear 

piece so I could hear the music clearly in my ear.   

Finally, the lights when down and we were up.  

The audience went crazy when all of us walked out 

to get into position, sans Ash.  There was the trap 

door under the stage, where they would sling him 

up out of the floor at the beginning of the song 

along with fiery pyrotechnics behind Kane.   

After a last second change to some lighting, the 

lights went up and the host of “The Next Big 

Thing” introduced us, I closed my eyes, took a deep 

breath, and opened them right as Kane beat out the 

intro.  Then Ash flew up out of the stage floor and 

we were on.   

Fans were screaming, reaching out for him.  He 

walked out on the point at the front of the stage and 

women were grabbing at his legs, almost mauling 

him.  Never missing a step, he started walking 



backward, toward his original spot on stage.  I could 

feel the heat off the flames shooting up behind me 

and the beat vibrated through my feet.  Spotlights 

changed colors from white to blue to orange.  Kane 

was shirtless (like always).  Gabe and Reed both 

wore jeans and t-shirts.  Gabe was in red leathers 

with black boots that flopped open at the tops, his 

solid black shirt cut at the sides.  He told me that he 

liked it like that, because it kept him cooler on 

stage, but I wasn’t buying it.  As a fan, I knew the 

women loved it. 

My turn was coming, and I knew this was it.  

So, I sang. 

 

When the world takes 

And you have enough to make 

A million wrongs 

Keep it to yourself 

Ohhh…whoa…ohhhh 

Ohhh…whoa…ohhh 

 

Looking at Gabe, he smiled and I knew I’d 

nailed it.  Gone were the stiff moves, I got into it 

and when Kane would hit the bass drum I’d pump 

my fist in the air and sway my ass back and forth, 

dancing and enjoying every second of it.  I sang 

along with every Ohhh…Whoa…ohhhh, and all four 

chorus lines.  I was having the time of my freaking 

life! 

On the last chorus, Ash ran up to me and we 

sang it into the same microphone.  He kissed me on 

the cheek and went back up front to finish the song. 



The lights went down and the crowd screamed 

so loud I thought I’d need hearing aids.  I clamped 

the mic back on the stand and came out of my spot, 

running for Ash.  He caught me up in his arms and 

spun me around. 

“You did fucking amazing!  God, I love you.”  

Flash bulbs went off from cell phone cameras in the 

crowd and I didn’t care.  Everyone knew I was with 

Ash, now they knew how much I loved him.  The 

stupid look on my face couldn’t be seen as anything 

other than sheer happiness.  I jumped down off of 

Ash and we all went offstage to wait for the limo to 

pick us up.  The equipment would be picked up 

later by the roadies that were employed by the band.  

“You are so hired,” Kane said, coming up to 

lick the side of my damn face.   

“Dammit, Kane!” I laughed and punched him in 

the gut.  “And what do you mean, “I’m hired?”   

“You have to sing with us on the next tour,” he 

said, while checking out a pretty blonde woman 

with a clipboard.  His eyes followed her ass for a 

while before she slipped out of sight. 

“Really,” I asked, skeptical.   

“Yeah, really,” Ash said next to me.  “I’ll pay 

you and everything.” 

“Really,” I rasped.  It had nothing to do with my 

voice, but the sheer shock to my system.  “You’d 

really want me?” 

“We’ll work this out later,” his voice lowered to 

a sexy roughness that made my nipples hard.  “We 

can talk about the contract in my bed.  I have all 

kinds of ideas for your payment.”   



I like the idea of working over a contract with 

Ash. 

These talks could take all night. 

 

Ash 
 

“Ash, please!”  Sweet, sweet Mary was 

squirming under my tongue and I couldn’t be 

happier.  I had her on my bathroom counter in 

nothing but those damn shoes.  Her legs spread 

wide, she was my feast. 

“You are so delicious,” I mumbled against her 

clit before taking it between my teeth and giving it a 

little nip.  The heels of those red shoes suddenly 

dug into my back as she came in my mouth; her 

petite hands fisted in my hair, and I gave her what 

she’d been begging for.  Once the convulsions died 

down, I scooped her up and took her to my bed. 

Stepping back, I looked at her lain out on my 

black satin sheets with her long hair wildly fanned 

out across the pillows.  She looked like a pinup 

model and I wish I had a picture of it.  Her arms 

were raised by her head, knees off to the side, and 

those red heels stood out like fresh blood on the 

sheets. 

I dropped my towel that I’d wrapped around my 

waist after our shower, (I’d made Mary put back on 

the shoes) and fisted my cock.  “Are you ready for 

me again, angel?” 

“Always,” she breathed.   

Fuck, my balls tightened and if I didn’t get 

inside her soon, it would all be over. 



I leaned over to brush my lips on the shell of her 

ear.  As I thrust inside, I slid my hand under her ass 

and raised her so that I could seat myself deep 

inside.  She ran her hands down my back and 

grabbed hold of my hips, pulling me closer.  Her 

sparkling blue eyes captured mine and I leaned 

forward to nip at her bottom lip. 

“You’re mine, angel.” 

“Yours,” she panted, closing her eyes. 

“Eyes on me,” I demanded and she opened them 

immediately.  “Are you going on tour with me?” 

“What are you going to pay me,” she teased.  I 

thrust hard into her pussy and she groaned, “I like 

that idea.” 

“Me too,” I slid as I slid my hand from her ass, 

up her side and stop at the heavy weight of her 

breasts.  Those rose tipped nipples were staring at 

me, begging to be devoured.  I ducked my head and 

took one into my mouth.  Knowing that she was 

close again, I bit down hard and mumbled, “Come 

for me.”  When I clamped my teeth on the other 

one, she shattered under me and I fell over the edge, 

my cock convulsing inside her, marking her. 

I rolled off and out of her, but pulled her against 

my side.  She snuggled up like a cat against my 

side, her hand played with my nipples.  My cock 

hardened and I pushed her hand down to cup my 

aching balls, “Damn, look what you do to me.” 

“I may have to inspect that Mr. Martin.”  She 

slinked down my side, kissing a path to my 

straining erection.  “It looks lonely; I need to spend 

some time down here.” 



She took it into her mouth, swallowing me 

whole.  Her wicked tongue rolled around the base 

and slid up and down the heavy vein underneath.  

Automatically, I fisted my hands in her hair and 

said, “Angel, I’m going to fuck that mouth of 

yours.”   

When she moaned out in pleasure, I took over.  I 

lifted and thrust deep inside her wet mouth.  I 

watched as she put one hand between her legs and 

started fucking herself by her own fingers.  This 

caused my cock to swell.  I had to bite my lip to 

keep from coming.  This was too visually exciting 

to stop this soon. 

Mary was getting herself off by the same 

rhythm I was fucking her mouth.  When she started 

to come, the suction from her mouth became too 

much to take.  My seed bubbled up and shot deep 

into her throat.  She didn’t take her mouth away 

from me to scream out from her own orgasm.   

When she finally released my abused cock, the 

smile she gave me was of one sated female.  I 

pulled her up to lay across my chest.  We fell asleep 

pretty quickly.   

Tomorrow, we’d take care of some things at the 

label’s offices, then we would go back to Phoenix, 

so that she could work on the photos for the album. 

 

 

 
 

 

 



Chapter 15 
 

Mary 
 

The band had already gone to the label’s 

headquarters to work on some paperwork from their 

previous tour, leaving me all alone at his home.   

His beach house in Malibu was beautiful.  

Wherever you were in the house you could see 

straight through the back windows to see the Pacific 

Ocean out back.  The inside was painted all white, 

with the kitchen having black countertops.  There 

were black accents all throughout the house.  He 

had six bedrooms all done up in various themes.   

I’d just finished eating lunch when my phone 

rang.  It was a Phoenix number that I didn’t 

recognize.  “Hello.” 

“Ms. Montclair,” the caller said.  “This is 

Detective Adams.  There have been some things 

disturbed at your home.  We need you to come 

home right away, to have you identify the things 

that were vandalized.” 

“Oh,” I gasped.  “Yes, sir.  I’ll be on the next 

flight out of Los Angeles.  I can be home by 

probably eight tonight.  Can you meet me at the 

house?” 

“Sure,” the detective said.  “See you there.” 

After hanging up, I found David sitting out back 

and told him what was going on.  I needed to call 

Ash.  I’d have to fly home early.  He wasn’t going 

to like it, but I had to go.  Someone had fucked with 

my house! 



“Ash,” I said, frantic when answered the phone.  

“I’m packing.  I have to go home, now!” 

“W…why,” he stuttered.  “What’s wrong?” 

“I got a call from Detective Adams in Phoenix.  

My house has been vandalized.  He needs me there 

as soon as I can get back.” 

“Fuck,” he growled.  “I can’t go with you.  

You’re going to have to take David.”  I looked up at 

David and he nodded, understanding.  He was in 

motion one second later. 

“He’s packing now.” 

“I love you,” he whispered.  “Please be careful.  

I’ll be there in the morning.” 

“Ok,” I said.  “I’ll see you tomorrow.  Love 

you.” 

Time to go back to my home, even though it 

wasn’t feeling like home much anymore. 

 

When we arrived at the house, there were no 

cars in the driveway.  David went ahead of me to 

check things out.  Once the house was clear, I 

followed him inside.  The detective was due in the 

next few minutes.  I took my things to my room and 

set them on the bed.  Running my hands over the 

mattress, I remembered the times that Ash and I had 

tangled up in the sheets.  Scooping up a pillow, I 

held it to my face, still smelling his sweet musk. 

David came in the room and I dropped the 

pillow, like I’d just been caught with my hand in the 

cookie jar.  “Hey, I don’t know what this guy said 

was messed with, Mary.  I don’t see anything out of 

order.  What did you say his name was?” 



“Detective Adams,” I answered.  David’s brow 

creased and my heart started pounding.  Something 

wasn’t right.  The house suddenly felt wrong.  Like 

it was too quiet. 

“Mary,” he looked at me with a pained 

expression.  “There is not a Detective Adams 

working on your case.” 

My wrist was grasped and I was yanked away 

from the bed as my bedroom window shattered.  

The smell of gasoline hit my nose and half a second 

later by room exploded into a ball of flames.  We 

were thrown into the wall and my head cracked 

against the doorframe.  I saw stars. 

David threw me over his shoulder, fireman style 

and ran down the long hallway to the front of the 

house.  His gun drawn with his right hand, he turned 

for the back door, only to stop when another 

Molotov cocktail came through the kitchen window. 

“Fuck,” he growled.  “Hang on Mary.  We are 

going to get out of here.” 

Thankfully, the garage had a door that led 

outside.  We made it outside, just in time for the 

windows in my living room to explode outward 

causing glass to spray my arms and the side of my 

face.  The little picks of pain were nothing 

compared to the fear that was rushing through my 

veins. 

I was set down on the ground and David had the 

phone in his ear, with his gun drawn.  He was 

crouched defensively in front of me, protecting me 

from whoever was out there. 

“This is David Knowles, yes.  Someone has fire 

bombed the residence of Mary Montclair at 3443 



Carol Drive.  Suspect hasn’t been seen.  Okay.”  He 

hung up the phone and put it in his pocket.  David’s 

eyes constantly scanned the street.  People were 

coming out of their houses to see the chaos at my 

house.  I couldn’t even cry that my home was going 

up in flames. 

“Mary, let me…” he said nothing else, as shots 

rang out from somewhere.  David’s eyes went wide 

and then he slumped forward, his eyes rolling in the 

back of his head.  I screamed and caught his huge 

body.   

Tires squealed and a black Chevy truck came 

flying down the street.  I did something that I hadn’t 

done since my Daddy taught me when I was young.  

I pried the gun out of David’s limp hands and 

crouched down over him protectively.  I put a bullet 

in the chamber and started firing.  Bullets hit the 

passenger side of the truck, it swerved, but 

recovered.  I hit the back glass watching it shatter.  

The bumper I hit three times.   

Sirens sounded and by the time the truck was 

out of sight, there were three police cars in my yard, 

and two chased after the fleeing vehicle.   

“Mary,” a voice I recognized called out to me. 

Looking up, I saw the officer that had been 

staying outside my house after the package came in.  

He was holding his hands in the air.  “Mary, drop 

the gun, honey.  Everything’s okay now.  We got 

you.” 

The hot metal tumbled from my hands and I 

immediately dropped to David, “Get him some 

help!”  I cried so hard.  “David, please be okay.  

Please, please, please let him be okay.” 



The ambulance arrived about the time he was 

coming awake.  He jumped as if he’d been shocked, 

“Mary!” he yelled out, but I was right there in his 

face. 

“I’m here,” I cried.  “They’re going to get you 

some help.” 

“Can’t leave you,” he said as he grabbed my 

hand.   

“Not going to happen, D.  I’m next to your side 

until Ash or Eric get here, buddy.” 

He nodded and held my hand as they loaded 

him into the stretcher.  An officer tried to hold me 

back to give a statement.  As the doors on the 

ambulance were closing I said, “Ask me at the 

hospital.” 

David’s vitals were stable.  The gunshot wound 

hit his shoulder blade and didn’t exit out the other 

side.  He was about to be rushed to the operating 

room when the officer from before came into the 

room.   

David pointed at him, “Greg, you have to watch 

her until Eric gets here.” 

“All over it, David.”  The two men smiled at 

each other and David looked at him affectionately.  

I looked back and forth at the two and said, 

“You know each other?” 

“For a while,” David said.   

“You’re going to be okay,” Greg said, tears in 

his eyes.   

I finally understood when Greg walked over and 

put his hand on David’s cheek. 

Holyfuckingshit!!  David was gay!  And he was 

in love!  Oh how freaking sweet! 



I raised an eyebrow at him and he laughed, “Our 

jobs make it hard to be together, but we make do. 

This is the way it’s always been.  I’m not always 

with the band.  When I’m not, I come and stay in 

Phoenix with Greg.” 

I just laughed and kissed David on the cheek.  

“I’m going with lover boy here to give a statement.  

I’ll see you when you get out of surgery.” 

 

Greg and I were in an office at the hospital 

going over everything that had happened since the 

call I received while in Malibu. 

“So, this guy said his name was Detective 

Adams?” he asked as he wrote on a yellow notepad. 

“My phone rang around noon and the guy said 

that his name was ‘Detective Adams’,” I paused to 

let him transcribe what I was saying. “He said that 

my house had been vandalized and that he needed 

me home as soon as possible to take stock of what 

was missing or whatever.” 

“Do you still have the number that called you?” 

“Oh,” I said grabbing for my phone.  I scrolled 

through my recent calls and turned the phone 

toward him.  “Right there,” I pointed to the number.  

He wrote it down and continued with the questions. 

My phone rang about twenty minutes later and 

my heart sank as I saw it was Ash. 

“Ash,” I sighed into the phone. 

“Mary!  I just landed in Phoenix.  We are on our 

way to you.  Are you okay?” I could hear cars 

whooshing by in the background. 

“Just some scratches, but I’ll be fine.  David’s in 

surgery.  I don’t know when he will be out.” 



I reached over and squeezed Greg’s hand. 

“I’ll be there in ten minutes. Where are you?” 

I looked around the room, “In an office 

somewhere down from the ER.” 

“I’ll have an officer bring them to us, just have 

them meet him at the ER entrance.” Greg flipped 

his cell open and made the call. 

“Got it,” Ash said on the other end of the phone.  

“I’ll be right there.  Love you.” 

“Love you,” I said before hanging up. Turning 

to Greg I said, “Are you sure it wasn’t Steve 

Parnell?” 

Greg looked grim and said, “I was waiting till 

David got back to have him tell you that as of two 

days ago, Steve Parnell was dead.  He had a 

massive heart attack in his cell.  Mary, he’s gone.” 

Steve Parnell was gone. 

Gone. 

Dead. 

Then who the hell was stalking me. 

 

Ash 
 

I opened the door to the office and found Mary 

sitting on a folding chair with her knees up to her 

chin and her face turned up while a nurse hovered 

over the left side of her face.  She was wearing a 

sleeveless shirt that showed off the scratches and 

blood on her left arm. 

The nurse turned when I stepped inside the 

room.  Mary looked up through heavy lids, “Ash.” 



I started forward, pushing everyone out of the 

way.  I pulled her up and kissed her preciously 

unharmed lips, “I can’t lose you.  I just can’t.” 

“I’m fine Ash,” she said as I sat down in the 

chair she’d been occupying.  The nurse gave me a 

look and went back to checking over her face.  

“Well, Mary, there is no glass in your face, and 

there is no sign of a concussion.  That’s a good 

thing.  Now, let me look at this arm.” 

Mary held out her arm and let the woman 

inspect it over.  After she deemed it nothing but 

scratches and bandaging the worst of the wounds, 

the nurse left the room.  The officer that had been 

posted outside of Mary’s house last week was 

sitting across the table.   

He informed me of what had happened tonight 

at Mary’s house and the fact that it wasn’t Steve 

Parnell, because that son of a bitch finally got what 

he deserved. 

“You should have seen your girl, Ash,” the 

officer said.  “I found her crouched down over 

David’s unconscious body, firing a damn 9mm at 

the guys truck.” 

I looked at her in shock.  “You know how to 

shoot?” 

“I am from Tennessee,” she shrugged. 

My girl was calm.  In control, like I’ve never 

seen her.  Even with the blood on her face and arms, 

she was calm. 

“How’s David,” I asked.   

The officer stood up and said, “I’ll go check on 

him and find out what’s going on.  I suggest you 

find a hotel you’ll be comfortable in and let me 



know when I get back. We’ll get you set up there 

for the night and get you some officers to take you 

over.” 

We said our thanks and he left the room, Mary 

smiling at him with a big goofy grin on her face.  I 

didn’t like the way she was looking at the tall dark 

haired man in uniform. 

“Could you quit staring after the guy?”  I 

squeezed her to get her attention. 

“That guy,” she pointed to the now empty door.  

“Is David’s man.” 

“What?” I asked, sure I heard her wrong. 

“It seems that David spends his time with a 

certain police officer when he isn’t working for 

you.” 

“Wow,” I said.  I had no clue he was gay.  I’d 

walked around naked in front of that guy, for 

Christ’s sake.  That won’t happen again. 

“Yeah, wow.” 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 



Chapter 16 

 
Mary 

 
Three weeks later… 

 

David had made a full recovery and was taking 

some much needed time off.  He was, as expected, 

laid up with Greg, the police officer, in Phoenix.   

I’d thankfully had my computer make a backup 

of all my work and I kept that in a safe deposit box 

at my bank, just for this reason.  The fire destroyed 

everything I own.  Glory, the cat, escaped with 

minor injuries and was now living with Ash and me 

in his Malibu beach house. 

My life in LA was so much different than my 

life in Phoenix.  Voice therapy was still an everyday 

event between Ash and me.  True to his word, he 

was the best teacher I could’ve had.   After seeing 

the doctor in Phoenix last week, he’d given the go 

ahead to push my voice a little more.  After hearing 

my performance on the TV show finale, Doctor 

Starlington agreed with Ash, that I’d soon be selling 

millions of albums in no time flat. 

My singing career was currently my part-time 

job.  I only did it when Ash needed me to, like for 

TV shows or in the studio.  In the fall, we would 

strike out on tour with me as the official first lady of 

Glory Days.  I knew that I wanted to be with Ash. 

Until then, I was just, Mary Montclair, freelance 

photographer. 

I’d been editing the shots of the band for the 

album cover and was going to present them today 



after Ash returned from doing some touchup on the 

album.  I stared down at the one I hoped they would 

use for the cover.  It was all four band members 

standing in a line with their arms draped over each 

other’s shoulders.  Ash had his ankles crossed and 

he was smiling so widely that he looked like he 

should’ve been on covers of magazines and not the 

lead singer in a rock band. 

I’d just finished lunch and started fanning out 

the pictures on the table, when pain twisted my gut.  

I found myself running full force toward Ash’s 

bathroom.  I leaned over the toilet and emptied the 

contents of my stomach.  The medicine I’d been 

taking the past week, for headaches, didn’t seem to 

want to agree with me. 

Ash found me, two hours later, up in the bed 

dozing on and off.  “Hey, sleepyhead.  What are 

you doing in bed at two in the afternoon?” 

I pulled the covers up and over my shoulder 

before glaring at him, “That medicine is still 

making me a little sick.  I think I’m just going to 

stop taking it.” 

“Only if those damn headaches away,” he 

scowled.  “Are you sure you don’t want them to 

look at your head again.  I know they had done all 

of those test, but could they’ve missed something?”  

I watched as he got up off the bed to go into his 

massive walk in closet. 

“I’m fairly sure they didn’t miss anything Ash,” 

I laughed.  “You made them run the test twice!”  

After the explosion at my house, the doctors 

checked me for a concussion after I told them I’d hit 

my head.  Ever since then, even with the test 



showing no problems, I’d been having occasional 

headaches.  Now the medicine made me sick. 

After he got changed, I sat up in the bed and 

swung my legs over the side.  Testing myself, I 

stood slowly and sighed in relief that I didn’t go 

down. 

“Any phone calls today?” he asked, worried.  

Ash always worried.  He’s going to have an ulcer in 

the next year if he didn’t chill out on the worrying. 

“No,” I said honestly.  It’d been eight days since 

the last call.  The male caller would sometimes 

speak hateful things, or he would just hang up, but 

mostly he would just sit and not do a thing. 

“Good,” he smiled.  

“Come see the photos and tell me what you 

think,” I said grabbing his hand and pulling him 

toward the door, but was stopped. 

Ash pulled me to his muscled chest and put his 

hand on the side of my face, “I love you, angel 

mine.” 

“And I love you,” I replied. 

“Let’s go look at those pictures and when we 

are done I want you to sing to me.”   

I looked up at him and laughed, “Hey!  You 

took my line.” 

He just laughed as he pulled me toward the 

kitchen. 

“Have we heard anything from the police?” he 

asked as he went through the beautiful eight by ten 

photographs that were on the table. 

“No,” I sighed.  “But I’m sure we will as soon 

as they know something.” 



We now knew it wasn’t Steve Parnell who’d 

been terrorizing me, but as to who it was, we are 

still clueless.  The future of my past will eventually 

come about, but until then Ash and I have music. 

And we have each other. 

 

Until next time….. 

 

Here are the full lyrics to Ash and Mary’s song: 

 

“My Angel Mine” 

by Glory Days 

 

Could you be my rock? 

And maybe ground my soul? 

Then tolerate all my demands 

Until we’ve both grown old? 
 

I’ll make you bleed, baby 
I’ll make you stay, baby 

Oh…Ohhhh 
Oh….Ohhhh 

 
The beauty of an angel. 

The taste of sweet, red wine. 
Will you let me love you? 
And be my angel mine. 

 
I’ll protect and own you 

Do you desire controlling? 
Know that you’ll control my heart 

And, where our future’s going. 
 

I’ll make you bleed, baby 
I’ll make you stay, baby 



Oh…Ohhhh 
Oh….Ohhhh 

 
The beauty of an angel. 

The taste of sweet red wine. 
Will you let me love you? 

My angel mine. 
 

God, I need you now, babe 
I’m holding out for yes 

You can teach me how to love 
And I’ll teach you all the rest. 

 
I’ll make you bleed, baby 
I’ll make you stay, baby 

Oh…Ohhhh 
Oh….Ohhhh 

 
The beauty of an angel. 

The taste of sweet red wine. 
Will you let me love you? 
And be my angel mine. 
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Chapter 1 
 

Mary 
 

“Bite your lip, Mary,” the producer said as 

the camera panned tight around my face.  I closed 

my eyes, tilted my head slightly to the side and 

seductively bit my lip.    

 The music played over the speakers in the 

studio, only Ash and I were on set.  The camera 

continued around my upper body.  Hearing Ash 

sing my song had me in a trance.  The words were 

beautiful, his voice hauntingly smooth.  My hand 

slipped up my throat and I rubbed the spot behind 

my ear.  Bumps of need rose on my neck and I let 

out a breathy sigh.  

“Cut!” the director yelled.  “Perfect! Just 

perfect, Mary!”  I blinked twice and suddenly, back 

to reality, looked up and saw Ash standing just off 

camera, his emerald eyes burning with his own need 

for me.  I bit my lip in embarrassment, not in need 

this time, and smiled an apology.  I didn’t mean to 

get so worked up. 

“Sorry,” I mumbled.   

“Hey,” he raised his hands, smiling wide.  

“Don’t be sorry.  I was enjoying myself 

immensely.”  He looked amazing today in his 

leather pants and a ripped up Fall Out Boy shirt, his 

feet bare.  Those emerald green eyes sparkled with 

amusement.  He’d gotten a new haircut yesterday 

for the debut of the album and video.  They’d cut 

his longer length to a short tapered look in the back, 



but the long bangs now swept off to the right side of 

his face.  I liked it.  A lot. 

I was in a white sleeveless dress, and my 

lips were painted a cherry red.  Ash and I were both 

barefoot.  The stage was dark, the only light shone 

on me, while I was sitting on a stool.  Ash would 

lean in as he sang the song, “My Angel Mine” to 

me.  On film, it would look like he was coming out 

of the shadows to serenade me.  The band would 

come into view on the wide shots.  Their part would 

be filmed after mine and eventually be blended in to 

the video. 

“Ok, Ash,” the director began.  “When you 

sing the chorus, I want you to reach your hand up, 

like you are about to touch her, then remove it.  If 

you feel the desire to, then air-trace her face slowly.  

We are trying for seduction here.”  The producer 

walked away and Ash and I shared a knowing 

glance.  If he only knew, the director would already 

see that the seduction thing was nailed down 

between the two of us. 

“Action!”  The music started again and 

instead of Ash lip syncing this time, he sang along 

with his own voice.  We did as we were told, and by 

the time we wrapped up, I was so worked up that I 

was afraid that Ash and every other man in this 

place would be able to sense my need.   

Well, Ash was always attuned to what I 

needed.  It was his job.  He was, after all, my 

boyfriend, even though saying it that way made it 

sound more like a high school crush.  What Ash and 

I had was so much further beyond puppy love. 



The lights in the studio flared and I squinted 

my eyes to keep from going blind.  Like a cold 

shower, I lost my zone and sighed heavily before 

getting up from my seat.  The guitar I held was the 

one that Ash had received from the Sullivan’s, 

Reed’s mom and dad.  He cherished it just as much 

as he did me.  We’d been through a lot in our 

somewhat short time together, but I knew beyond a 

shadow of a doubt, that Ash Martin loved me 

unconditionally. 

It’d been almost three weeks since the last 

phone call came in.  Someone had been stalking me 

over the past few months.  After a fire bombing at 

my house a couple of months ago, where one of 

Ash’s body guards (now my personal one, David) 

had been shot in the process of doing his job of 

protecting me, I’d left my home in Phoenix.  

Everything was lost in the fire that took my home, 

the one I’d painstakingly worked so hard to afford.   

Thankfully, I’d kept my most expensive 

cameras in a secure warehouse in downtown 

Phoenix and my files were stored on a hard drive in 

my bank’s vault.  So, after the fire, all I had were 

those very expensive items and the clothes on my 

back.  Ash moved me into his place and I couldn’t 

be happier. 

The only thing I missed about Arizona was 

my best friend Liana, who is the brother of the 

guitarist for my dear boyfriend’s band, Glory Days.  

Oh, and did I mention, they are the hottest thing 

since sliced bread?  These guys were all the rage, 

every song reaching number one on the Rock charts 

the week after it released. 



“You ready, angel?” Ash spoke up and 

brought me out of my thoughts.   

“Yep,” I said as I handed him his guitar 

before slipping off the stool.  My street clothes were 

in the dressing room we used to change into the 

clothes the producer wanted for the video.   

With his hand on the small of my back, we 

walked behind the curtain and found my three 

adoptive brothers sitting at a table talking.  Reed 

Sullivan, the bassist, was the giant of the band.  At 

six foot six, he was a whole foot taller than me 

when I was barefoot.  Unlike Ash’s new style, Reed 

refused to cut his any shorter than his shoulders. 

“Hey, sexy,” Kane, the obnoxious drummer 

with the spiked blonde hair and beautiful hazel 

eyes, said from beside me.  Ash had gotten over his 

aversion to Kane’s harmless flirting.  And, 

somehow, I had gotten use to his constant desire to 

lick the side of my face.  It used to surprise me, now 

I just think it his way of telling me he cares.   

“I wouldn’t do that,” I said, holding my 

hands up to my face.  “I have a ton of makeup on 

and it will probably poison you.”  I took off running 

when he just grinned, stuck his pierced tongue out 

at me, and laughed this evil laugh that honestly 

scared me.   

I didn’t make it far before I was scooped up 

and licked.  “Dammit Kane Marcus Maddox!”  I 

wiped my hand down my face, taking with it spit 

and caked on makeup.  I gave him a smug little grin 

when he gagged.  “Told you!” 

Ash laughed and told them, “Alright, let’s 

go.  We’re up.”  It was their turn to lip sync more of 



their parts for the video.  Bits and pieces would be 

blended into my parts.  I told Ash that I didn’t want 

to be the center of the video even if it was my song, 

but he promised the producer understood to make it 

an even mix.  We had final say on the video before 

it debuted, anyway. 

I turned to go back into the changing room, 

when a hand grasped my elbow.  Ash spun me 

around and said, “Where are you going?”  My 

hands fell automatically to his chest.  I tightened my 

fingers in his shirt, holding him to me for just as 

long as I could.  I never could get enough of 

touching him. 

“To change,” I replied.  He kissed me softly 

and I giggled.  Pushing him toward the front room, I 

smiled and assured him, “Let me throw on my jeans 

and I’ll be right there.” 

He gave me a sexy wink and walked away 

with his band mates.  I shook my head and closed 

the door behind them.  I looked into the mirror and 

had to smile.  The lady that applied my makeup 

added some black extensions to my hair to blend in 

with all the black Ash was wearing.  The desired 

result was for my appearance to be almost virginal, 

but with a bit of a wild side, and his to be that of the 

bad boy that’d fallen in love with an angel.   

Reaching into my bag, I grabbed my jeans 

and suddenly felt something cold and clammy touch 

my hand.  Slowly I looked down, and staring up at 

me was the most absolute scariest thing in this 

entire world. 

“AAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHH!” I 

screamed and jumped up onto the couch, my feet 



running in place. “Ew…Ewwww….Ewwww!”  My 

skin crawled and goose bumps raised on my flesh.  I 

gagged and had to take a deep breath to keep from 

getting sick.   

Suddenly the door burst open and Ash 

rushed in, “Mary!”  He looked around the room for 

a threat, but his eye level was all wrong. 

I pointed to my bag and said, “Oh my GOD!  

Get it! Get it! Get it!  In my bag!”  Still running in 

place, my body shivered as if the thing was 

crawling on me. 

“What the hell, Mary!”  He sighed heavily 

and held his hand to his heart.  “You scared the fuck 

out of me!”   

“Get it Ash!  I’m not playing,” I cried.  This 

was not funny.  When Ash bent down to dig 

through my bag, I leapt from the couch to balance 

myself on the end table.  Briefly, I wondered if I 

could make it to the top of the refrigerator on the 

furthest wall from where my bag was. 

“Really?” he asked as he held up the slimy 

thing and shook it.  “A frog?  You about gave me a 

heart attack because of a damn FROG!”  He held it 

up higher as if to punctuate his statement. 

I shivered, “Ash, please kill it!  I can’t stand 

them.”  I was still standing on the table.  Kane, 

Reed, and Gabe were in the doorway trying their 

hardest to not laugh.  I pegged them with a stare that 

said if they laughed I’d do something to them in 

their sleep. 

“Okay, she’s afraid of frogs,” Ash mumbled 

to himself as he walked out of the door, only to 

return a minute later.  “All gone, angel.  Get down 



off the table before you fall.”  He held his hands up 

to help me down. 

I shook my head, “Not till you wash your 

hands…with soap!”  That’s just gross, those things 

carry diseases! 

“I’ll get her,” Kane said, walking toward me 

with a mischievous grin on his lips. 

“I can get down on my own,” I smiled and 

jumped, landing softly on my bare feet.  “But I am 

not wearing those jeans home.  I’m wearing this 

dress and then I’ll have it cleaned and returned.”  

Ash was back from washing his hands.  I eyed him 

skeptically. 

“I swear I used soap!”  He smiled that 

million dollar smile at me and I finally walked by 

and kissed him, but I still didn’t touch his hands.  

He may just need to go home and shower. 

 

Ash 
 

I wasn’t allowed to touch her until I got 

home and showered.  Mary wouldn’t even get 

inside the stall with me.  She actually sat on the 

countertop and watched me to make sure I scrubbed 

every inch of my body because, “It may have peed 

on you!” 

“Really, Mary,” I said from the shower, as I 

ran the rag over my poor abused skin, it was getting 

raw.  “I’m all about you watching me shower, but 

I’d hoped it was because you liked seeing me 

naked, not because of this.”  I held up my hands and 

she giggled. 



“Ok, I deem you clean and free of disease.”  

She tossed a clean towel at me when I shut off the 

spray.  “I’m going to cook, and then we can discuss 

the tour over dinner.”  She turned on her heel and I 

watched as her ass shimmied away from me in 

those little cotton shorts she’d changed into after we 

got home.  “Hurry up.  The guys will be here soon.” 

My phone rang and I waited until Mary’s 

sexy ass was out of view before I grabbed the thing.  

“Hello,” I answered while throwing on a pair of 

basketball shorts.  There was no answer.  I looked at 

the phone to see the number and it was blocked.  

“Hello,” I said into empty air. 

This made me nervous as hell.  Mary’s 

stalker had been quiet for a few weeks now.  If it 

was him, how the hell did he get my number?  We 

haven’t heard from anyone about what happened at 

her house in Phoenix.  Mary’s bodyguard, David, 

said that there were no leads at the house and that 

even if there was any evidence, it was destroyed in 

the fire.  The only thing that was determined was 

that the suspect used gasoline bombs to ignite the 

house. 

Dragging my hand through my now short 

hair, I groaned in frustration that the back was now 

gone.  Mary really liked it, so as far as I was 

concerned I would dye it pink if she approved. 

Love was not what I ever thought was going 

to ever happen for me.  Not until Gabe’s little sister 

dragged this innocent woman into our crazy lives.  

We’ve both been dealt a bad hand in life.  Mary’s 

parents died when she was young; I had disowned 

mine.  Mary’s had the worst go of it though.  Her 



foster father didn’t like her singing, because he 

wouldn’t benefit from it and tried to strangle her.  

Thanks to modern medicine, she was able to have a 

surgery to repair nearly all of the damage.  She 

might never sing pop music like she did as a 

teenager, but she has one hell of a raspy, bluesy 

singing voice.  It was amazing.  And since I am her 

vocal coach, she will be touring with us in two 

months.  We hired her to sing back up on our 

upcoming album and she thankfully agreed.   

I wrote a song for her to sing with me as a 

duet, instead of her being in the background.  It 

pushes her vocal ability and she’s always nervous to 

sing it, but not once has she ever missed a note.  

The title, “My Kind of Whiskey”, is my tribute to 

her voice.  The song, like her voice, fit us perfectly. 

Voices floated down the hall and I heard 

Mary’s raspy voice, “Dammit Kane!”  I knew he’d 

done his signature lick up her face and I had to 

smile.  These boys were the only family I had, and 

seeing as they’d taken Mary into the fold as their 

adopted sister, I couldn’t complain.  As much of a 

tramp as Kane Maddox was, he’d never go after my 

girl.   

Because he knows I’d kill him. 

I found her in the kitchen stirring a pot of 

something that smelled amazing; Kane sitting up on 

my counter next to her tapping out one of our old 

songs.  Mary hummed along, but didn’t sing.  Reed 

was in the living room watching the first round of 

hockey playoffs.  The Kings were up by one and the 

third period had just started.  Gabe was on the 



phone with Liana, his sister and Mary’s best friend.  

He was talking adamantly about something. 

“What’s for dinner?” I asked as I picked a 

piece of carrot off of the salad bowl sitting behind 

her.  She didn’t even notice and I had to smile.  

Mary had told me once that cooking was therapeutic 

for her.  She enjoyed feeding us, because it didn’t 

matter what she made, as long as she made a lot of 

it, we would clear everything she put in front of us. 

Tonight was baked chicken, salad, corn on 

the cob and some type of speckled beans.  She was 

a southern girl through and through and it showed 

in her cooking.  Something I never got tired of. 

“How are we going to get a decent meal on 

tour, angel?  You’re spoiling us.”  I kissed the side 

of her face and went to the kitchen table.  Looking 

out at the surf, I thought about how much I loved 

this home before with all of the ocean views.  

Malibu was an expensive place to live, but I didn’t 

care.  This view was worth every penny.  Now that 

Mary was part of this spectacular view, in my eyes 

it was priceless. 

After dinner, we all sat around the coffee 

table with a list of places where the label had us 

booked.  This was a pretty good tour for us and 

would take almost half the year.  We were set to do 

twenty-five shows, the first one being in Seattle.  

We’d travel up and down the United States then do 

a few dates in Canada before setting out on our 

international leg of the tour.  There were only ten of 

those.  Mary had never been overseas and was all 

excited about getting a passport.  Now, we were 

talking about things we could see on the trip. 



“I want to see a haunted castle,” Mary 

grinned wide, looking at the cities on the paper.  “A 

real honest to goodness, haunted medieval castle.”   

“That would be awesome,” Gabe laughed.  

“Wonder if there are frogs in those things?” 

A hand whipped out and smacked him in the 

gut, “You’re not funny Gabe Miller.”  He groaned 

and grabbed his ribs. 

“Maybe ghost frogs,” Reed chimed in, but 

jerked away when Mary tried to smack him in the 

head. 

Grabbing up the paper, she laughed.  “Ok, 

what places are we going to see stateside?”  

Everyone murmured the usual, Los Angeles, New 

York, Philly.  Mary frowned and set the paper 

down.  “I’m going to clean up.”  She stood up 

before I could ask her what was wrong. 

Kane had already grabbed the list from it 

resting spot on the coffee table.  He studied it for a 

minute and said, “Fuck.” 

Turning the paper toward me, he pointed at 

the location and I cringed.  We were going to 

Memphis, Tennessee. 

Mary’s hometown. 

 

“Before you freak out, Ash, I’m okay with 

the list,” she said from the closest, where she was 

hanging up clothes.  I stopped her when she yanked 

on a shirt a little too hard to get it on that flimsy 

hanger. 

“I’m not freaking out,” I scowled.  “Why 

would I freak out?”  Of course, she knew I was a 

worrying, OCD freak.  It was the O in OCD, plus 



control issues, that were my problem.  If I couldn’t 

control situations around me, I felt as if I was 

failing.  Right now, with Mary agitated, I felt that 

control slipping. 

She raised an eyebrow at me as if to say, 

“Do you really want to go there?” 

Laughing, I pulled her out of her walk-in 

closet.  “Just wanted to make sure you are okay 

with the date.  You don’t have to go.  I can just have 

David take you on to Nashville.  We’d meet you 

there.” 

“Nope, I want to be there.  That town didn’t 

do anything to me that I need to run from Ash.”  

She kissed my lips and went back to drop off the 

laundry basket.  “Besides, I have some business 

there anyway.” 

I frowned at her and said, “What business?”   

“I’d like to go see mom and dad,” she 

paused and took a deep breath, her shoulders 

slumping. “Well, their graves, at least.”  I 

immediately had her up in my arms.  She didn’t cry 

and that concerned me.  My hands trailed down her 

hair and she sighed heavily.   

“I’ll take you now, if you want to go,” I 

offered.  “You don’t have to wait.”  Her eyes 

shimmered just a little before blinking away the 

unshed tears.  She was sad and hiding it.  I didn’t 

know how to fix it. 

“Thank you, but no.  It can wait.”  She 

flipped the light off in the laundry room and walked 

passed me, like she was okay with all of this, but 

she didn’t fool me.  I’d let her pretend all was well, 

for now. 



“Okay,” I agreed, because I didn’t know 

what else to say. 

The buzzer sounded letting us know that 

someone was at the gate, and I heard Gabe yell, 

“Got it!” before making my way back into the 

living room.  Mary was looking toward the front 

door with a worried expression.   

Gabe returned with a flat manila eight by ten 

envelope and handed it to Mary, “I signed for this, 

hope that’s okay.” 

She nodded and smiled like the Cheshire cat, 

before opening it very slowly.  Careful not to 

disturb the contents, Mary carefully pulled out a 

photo and held it up to us, by her fingertips.  It was 

the final proof of our album art. 

The photo was perfect.  All of us were 

standing arm over shoulder, each one with a 

different look, capturing our different personalities.  

The look on my face said that I was in control; 

Gabe was the hyper one, Kane the playboy, and 

Reed the silent giant.  We looked relaxed and 

happy.  She couldn’t have taken a better picture. 

“Thank you,” I said as I took her velvet lips 

to mine.   

 

Eventually everyone left.  Mary and I 

cleaned up after dinner and found ourselves outside 

on the patio, snuggled up in the swing she had 

bought for nights like this.  The temperature had 

fallen into the sixties, so I grabbed a blanket on our 

way out the door.  Settling on the end of the swing, 

I opened my arms to her and she snuggled up next 



to me, her feet drawn up and her knees rested 

against my leg. 

The ocean breeze blew in like a gentle 

lullaby.  The music of the water kept us silent for a 

long time.  We both could go hours without talking, 

but our actions spoke volumes.  Hands roaming and 

touching gently, we must’ve made the trek around 

each other’s bodies ten or twelve times before I 

finally pulled her chin to mine. 

Our lips met and everything melted away.  

This woman was mine.  I put every ounce of thanks 

into the kiss.  Stroking her bottom lip with my 

tongue encouraged her to open up and accept me.  I 

felt her body soften against mine as I continued to 

explore her mouth; the only time I pulled away was 

to say, “Love you.” 

Tiny hands traced the muscles on my 

stomach, before gliding lower to tug at my 

waistband.  Leaning back into the seat, I watched as 

she slowly unbuttoned my jeans and, to my utter 

delight, removed my cock from its confined 

position. 

“Love you,” she whispered before using that 

hot mouth to close over my erection.  My head fell 

back on the swing in thankful surrender and I 

looked up into the starry night.  Holding it with one 

hand, Mary used that devil tongue of hers to lick the 

underside and I almost came right there on the 

porch. 

“Angel,” I panted.  “I’m not going to last if 

you keep doing that.”  Her raspy chuckle preceded 

her taking me all the way down her throat.  My 

hand automatically latched onto her hair and when I 



tugged hard, she hummed her approval as my eyes 

rolled to the back of my head.  I could feel her 

throat working the head of my dick and my balls 

tightened up, warning me of my impending orgasm. 

  “Yes, baby.  Do you want me to fuck that 

mouth?” I growled at her.  Her answer was another 

swipe of the tongue.  When she took me to the back 

of the throat the next time, I lifted my hips and 

pumped my seed into her mouth.  She took every 

drop before finally looking up at me, her eyes were 

smiling. 

We found our way to the bedroom, where 

we spent the rest of the night tangled up together.  

The windows stayed open letting in the fresh 

midnight air and I fell asleep nestled in my angel’s 

arms. 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 



Chapter 2 

 
Mary 

 

Ash left early this morning to go help Eric 

(the head of security for Glory Days) move into his 

new place.  I, on the other hand, had tons of work to 

catch up on.  So, I resigned myself to stay inside the 

house all day and do nothing but go over the photos 

I’d taken yesterday morning at a conference here in 

LA.  The Phoenix newspaper still contacted me to 

get shots of what was going on around town, for 

their special section on all things Hollywood that 

came out in the Saturday paper. 

This was the worst part of my job.  Looking 

through photos that I’d taken of stiff business suits 

rubbing shoulders with each other absolutely bored 

the hell out of me.  Freelance photography at its 

best.  Ugh! 

I’d gotten through about two thirds of my 

photos when the doorbell rang.  Knowing that 

whoever it was couldn’t get in through the security 

gate without a code, I wasn’t worried about who 

was here.  Maybe one of the guys was stopping by 

to pick up something they left last night? 

Opening the door, I saw Justin Rembrandt 

standing there wearing a very expensive charcoal 

gray suit, holding a briefcase.  He was one of the 

young executives from the record label.  He was 

very, very good looking, in that business suit type 

way.  Nothing like what I was interested in.  His 

hair had grown out just a little since the last time I’d 



seen him, but it wasn’t long enough to make him 

look like a rockstar. 

“Justin, how are you?” I asked, politely.  I 

motioned for him to come inside. 

“Is Ash here?” he asked while looking 

around.  Something didn’t feel right about his 

presence here.  I didn’t like the way he looked at 

me, and neither did Ash.  I’d needed to text Ash to 

let him know that Justin was here, but my phone 

was back in the room I used as my office. 

“No,” I replied watching him set his 

briefcase down on the table and pulling out a stack 

of papers. 

“I have some contracts for the upcoming 

tour I need you two to sign.”  I don’t think that he 

had to make a personal visit for this; he could’ve 

just had them sent over.  Justin sat down at the head 

of the table while I stood behind a chair to his right. 

“I’ll be glad to look at them, but I was right 

in the middle of sending an email.  Do you mind 

sitting here for a second?  I’ll be right back.” 

“Go ahead,” he motioned for me to walk 

away.  “I’ll just set these up.”  He pointed to the 

stack of papers before leafing through them.   

I walked slowly, as to not look nervous, to 

the back room and scooped up my phone.  The last 

thing I was worried about was that damn email.  I 

typed out a quick text and hit send. 

 

Justin Rembrandt at the house to 

sign papers? When are you coming home? 

 



There was no immediate reply, so I tossed 

the phone down on the desk and returned to the 

kitchen.  I took my seat to his right and found a 

stack of papers awaiting me.  They were paper 

clipped together and had a yellow sticky note on the 

front page with my name on it.  There was an 

identical stack with Ash’s name on it that was set 

aside. 

“I’ve highlighted where you need to sign or 

initial.”  He stood up and leaned over me to point at 

one spot as an example.  I leaned away from him 

casually.  The last thing I wanted was for him to see 

fear in me.  Justin was intimidating enough without 

the suit. 

I nodded and began reading the contract.  At 

one point, I looked up and offered him a drink, but 

he declined.    

I’d paused in my signing to reread a certain 

portion of the contract when he returned to hover 

over me, this time a little too close.  I could smell 

his cologne and it made me want to gag.  There was 

no natural smell, like Ash.  Justin was completely 

fake.  “Is there a problem Mary?” 

“You’re hiring me to be the personal 

photographer for Glory Days, as well as my part on 

stage?”  I pointed to the section in question.  Justin 

immediately put his finger next to mine as if he was 

reading that part as well.  What I didn’t like was 

when he went to remove his hand, he slowly drug 

his finger down the outside of my hand and only 

stopping when he got to my wrist. 

I jerked back and stood up, “Maybe you 

should come back when Ash is here.”  I moved 



away from him and wrapped my arms around my 

waist.  This was making me very uncomfortable.  

Justin’s whole body language changed and instead 

of the professional businessman, he morphed into 

something sinister.  I was totally scared now.  I 

don’t know if Ash had any weapons in the house.  

How the hell was I going to defend myself against 

him?  The thought that I was defenseless didn’t 

settle well with me.  I had to take a few deep 

breaths to keep from throwing up. 

“Mary,” he began, his eyes hardening.  “Ash 

isn’t the right guy for you.”  What? 

“I don’t think that is any of your business,” I 

spat.  “Justin, I honestly don’t know you all that 

well and I’d rather you leave.”  He stepped toward 

me; I stepped back.  My pulse began to pound in my 

ears and every worst case scenario started flashing 

through my mind like a bad film. 

“I could make you so much happier,” he 

sighed, and reached out for me, but dropped his 

hand when I scowled at him.  “I’ve thought about 

you ever since we met all those years ago.  You’re 

just as beautiful as you were back then.” 

“Justin, I was sixteen!”  This guy is a 

perverted creep.  “I said you need to leave!” 

Multiple things happened all at once.  He 

grabbed me by my arms and slammed his lips down 

on mine.  I struggled for about half a second before 

I was able to push him away.  When he came back 

at me, I balled a fist and slugged him in the jaw. 

I heard him cuss, but then he was suddenly 

airborne.  My shocked gasp was short lived when I 

saw the blonde spiked hair of Kane Maddox flash 



over and pick Justin up off the floor.  Fists pumped 

into Justin’s gut twice and once to his face.   

I screamed and backed up until I hit 

something.  I slid down the wall as tears fell and I 

didn’t know what to do.  Kane looked like he could 

kill the son of a bitch. 

“Get the FUCK out!” Kane yelled into 

Justin’s face.  “You ever come around her again and 

I will hurt you a lot worse.  I’ll be on the phone with 

the label before you make it to your car.  Consider 

yourself fired!” 

Justin snatched his briefcase up and left, but 

not before glancing back at me with a wistful look 

on his face.  I shivered and rubbed my arms. 

Kane was on the phone with someone 

shouting about how he’d just found Justin 

manhandling me against my will and how Glory 

Days wanted him gone.  All I could do was stare at 

the front door; my tears continued to fall.  Whatever 

Kane was saying was lost to my ears, nothing really 

registered. 

After that call, he looked at me and said, 

“Calling Ash.” Ash’s name broke through my fear.  

He’d be here soon, and everything would be okay.  

Ash was coming home. Looking up, I saw Kane 

pacing in front of me, like he was using his own 

body as a shield. Wearing black and white plaid 

shorts and a white t-shirt, his multitude of tattoos 

stood out in stark contrast against his shirt.  

The words that came out of Kane would’ve 

made a sailor blush and go to church to repent.  He 

told Ash that he’d gotten here as soon as he could 

and when he walked in he’d heard me tell Justin to 



get out.  By the time he rounded the corner, Justin 

had his lips on mine.  Ash was even told that I’d 

decked Justin only seconds before Kane had gotten 

him off me.  And the rest is history.  Justin left here 

a bruised and bloody man.  I even bet by the way he 

was favoring his left side, that Kane had broken a 

rib.  Or two. 

Kane hung up, tossed the phone on the table 

and squatted down to look at me on eye level.  “Hey 

baby girl,” he spoke softly.  “Can I touch you?  I 

want to make sure you’re okay.” 

I was up off the floor and into his arms 

before he took the next breath.  Shock set in and my 

teeth started to chatter.  I felt cold and dirty.  The 

realization that Justin could’ve and most definitely 

was about to rape me sent me over the edge. 

I buried my face into his shirt and cried.  We 

ended up on the couch and he cradled me against 

his chest.  “Please tell me if you’re hurt, Mary.” 

“N…no,” I cried.  “I…I d…don’t th…think 

so.  Just sh…shock, I th…think.”  He took my right 

hand and looked at it.  It was swollen and red.  

Kane, although annoying, was the big brother I 

never had.  His appearance alone would scare off 

anyone who looked at him wrong.  He was tattooed 

from his neck down to his ankles.  At least I’m 

assuming he had tattoos behind the shorts that he 

wore.  His legs were covered with them and his 

chest and back was a mural of a thousand different 

subjects.  I briefly wondered what type of tattoo I 

should get, since at this point I had none.  

“You did well,” he whispered.  “Hell of a 

right hook.”  He laughed and rubbed my back.  I 



relaxed even further into his arms.  My body ached 

from the tight ball I’d stayed in on the floor.  

“I...I didn’t have a w…weapon,” I stuttered, 

still in shock.  I held up my hand like a fist.  Kane 

took it and kissed it softly. 

“That was good what you did,” he smiled, 

but it was forced.  He looked just as shook up as I 

was, but he was handling it much better.  “Are you 

sure he didn’t touch you, hurt you?” 

I shook my head telling him no and closed 

my eyes. 

“Not going to let you get hurt,” he mumbled 

into my hair.   

The front door suddenly opened and I heard 

it bang against the wall.  I was scooped up and out 

of Kane’s arms in the next second.  Sweet musk 

enveloped me and I looked up into Ash’s angry 

eyes. 

“Oh God,” he gasped, tears in his eyes.  

“Fuck!  Angel, talk to me.” 

“I’m okay,” I said, my voice going back to 

normal.  Ash sat in the two person recliner with me 

still held in a death grip on his lap.  He kissed my 

head and continuously rubbed his hands all over my 

arms, my hair, my face, and my back. 

“That damn code on the security gate will be 

changed right now.  No one gets it unless I 

approve.”  Ash said loud enough for Kane to hear 

him.  He was in the kitchen rummaging around in 

the freezer.  Kane came over with a bag of ice and a 

towel and took my hand to wrap it up. 

“This will help with the swelling,” he said 

softly, before giving my chin a slight pinch. 



“Thank you,” I said.  “If you hadn’t have 

gotten here when you did, I don’t know what 

would’ve happened.”  I started to cry and he leaned 

down and kissed the top of my head. 

“I haven’t checked her for injuries,” Kane 

said directly to Ash. 

My collar was yanked away from my neck 

and he looked down my shirt.  I squirmed a little 

and pulled my shirt back up.  “I’m fine, Ash.  He 

didn’t touch me.” 

When Ash ran his hand down my arm, a 

little too hard this time, I flinched.  He immediately 

pulled up the short sleeve and cussed.  I looked 

down and said, “Except for that.” 

“He will never work for us again,” he 

growled.  Looking at Kane he said, “Did you call 

somebody?”  The murderous gleam in his eyes was 

the same as what I’d seen when he arrived in 

Phoenix when my house was destroyed and I was 

sitting in an office at the hospital getting glass 

picked out of my skin.   

Kane sat at the end of the coffee table and 

pulled my bare feet up in his lap and started rubbing 

the soles absently.  I laid my head on Ash’s 

shoulder and stifled a moan.  It fell really damn 

good. 

Kane repeated his conversation with the 

CEO of their record label, Medina Records.  Ash 

and the guys have one hell of a pull in that 

company, because Kane was told that Justin would 

be relieved of his duties with Glory Days.  The 

CEO would personally take over in the interim.   



Glory Days was their best money maker, and 

without them the company would crumble. 

I pulled away from Ash while they were 

talking.  I really didn’t want to be in the room 

anymore.  I didn’t even look back to see if they 

were watching me.  Although, I could feel Ash’s 

gaze on my back as I went down the hallway toward 

our room. 

Stepping into the shower, I let the hot water 

wash away the night’s craziness.  I used the rag to 

scrub my lips.  Justin’s tainted kiss was all I could 

feel and I hated it.  The last thing I wanted to do 

was to kiss Ash with these lips. 

I shivered at the thought and proceeded to 

finish my scrubbing.  When I was raw and 

reddened, I stepped out of the shower and dressed in 

a Glory Days shirt and a pair of cotton shorts. 

Ash and Kane were still in the living room 

talking about what happened and I would have 

rather just forgotten it.  So, I crawled up into the 

bed and pulled the black satin sheets over my tired 

body. 

 

Ash 
 

Mary was asleep by the time Kane left for 

the evening.  He’d stayed to calm me, because he 

knew that my control was slipping when it came to 

Mary.  Justin Rembrandt was enemy number one 

right now and I wanted her far away from that 

scum. 

My in-home studio was on the other side of 

the house, and the soundproof walls were my 



sanctuary tonight.  Playing music leveled my 

emotions.  I couldn’t go in the bedroom in my 

condition and be with Mary.  I was afraid that my 

overbearing control issues would scare her even 

more. 

I was beyond angry at what had happened 

today.  She was home alone, which I’d made myself 

believe was safe, and what happened?  She was 

attacked on our turf; my home.  Thankfully, Kane 

was close to the house when I called him to go over 

and check on Mary.  Her text seemed a little strange 

at the time, but it didn’t take me long to realize she 

wasn’t comfortable being alone with Justin. 

I really hoped that Kane had broken his ribs.  

Mary had punched him in the jaw, for that I 

couldn’t be more proud of her.  That southern flare 

my girl had sure did help today.  Kane could’ve 

been too late.  If that had happened I don’t know 

what I would’ve done.  Well, I know what would’ve 

happened.  

I’d be in jail for murder right now. 

Picking up my guitar, I plugged into the amp 

and strummed once, listening to the note vibrate 

through the room and my body.  The music calling 

out to me, I played one of the first songs we ever 

recorded.  It was about feeling hopeless and how 

someday love would be the solution to this 

hopelessness, if one was lucky enough to ever find 

it. 

My life has been one hell of a ride even in 

my short twenty-six years.  Mary’s twenty-five 

years were equally appalling.  Perhaps her 

experiences were more traumatic.  We managed to 



survive in parallel universes.  My family was 

nothing to me now.  I didn’t have a mom to run to 

when I was lost or broken, only my friends.  Hell, 

Reed, Kane and Gabe are the brothers I loved like 

they were blood.  Little Liana Miller, Gabe’s baby 

sister, is the little brat I considered my family as 

well.  Because related by blood doesn’t always 

make you family.  Whoever coined the phrase 

“Blood is thicker than water” had not suffered our 

experiences.  In a minute amount of time through 

love and circumstance, my little family grew. 

Mary was family to all of us now.  She took 

care of not only me, but my brothers.  They loved 

her.  Liana and Mary had been best friends for years 

before she met us.  I don’t know about the others, 

but it always seemed like we weren’t complete until 

she walked into our lives. 

She’s amazing. 

And she’s mine. 

My biological sperm and egg donor were 

somewhere in Los Angeles.  Most likely, mom was 

looking for her next high, while my father sat in jail.  

My personal assistant and head of security, Eric 

Stern kept a solid eye on their whereabouts and 

what they were doing at all times.  I couldn’t help 

wondering how many celebrities had families as 

dysfunctional as ours.  

I’d found out that Jackie (my mother), had 

sent a letter to our fan club begging me to contact 

her a few weeks ago.  That was not going to 

happen.  Ever.  She wanted money and nothing she 

said would or could change my feelings for them.  

Anytime I felt a smattering of sympathy for the 



junky bitch and my junky asshole sperm donor, I’d 

remember all those nights I went hungry while the 

two of them smoked crack in the living room. 

So, no….no sympathy from me. 

If I ever have the pleasure of becoming a 

father, my child or children would know every day 

of their lives that their parents love them beyond 

any doubt.  The thought of children with Mary 

made me smile and my cock swell in my jeans.  The 

thought pleased me so much that I considered 

waking her up so that we could try to make a whole 

slew of them.   

Little Ash Martin’s running around with 

their green eyes and crazy wild hair, maybe blonde 

like their mom, or little Mary’s with long blonde or 

brown ringlets.  Ok, no, I won’t think like that 

because the thought of my daughters all beautiful 

like their mom, out in the world with guys around 

like what I hang with, makes me murderous.  Yeah, 

no daughters.   

It was after midnight before I crawled into 

the bed next to Mary, she didn’t even stir when the 

mattress sank down under my weight.  She was on 

her stomach, one arm tucked close to her chest, the 

other underneath her pillow.  Blonde hair that I 

could get lost in was fanned out all around her.  Her 

perfect ass was pushed back, like it was waiting for 

me to spoon up against it, which I did immediately.  

Wrapping my arm around her middle, I settled my 

face into the back of her neck.  After a soft kiss to 

her shoulder, I fell asleep in my happy place. 

 



Opening one eye, I saw the red numbers on 

the clock staring back at me saying it was almost 

noon.  My hand reached out and found the sheets 

empty and cold.  I’d finally gotten use to this 

morning ritual, because my angel liked to be up at 

some of the most ungodly hours of the morning.  If 

she was going to be a part of this rock band, then 

she needed to learn to change up her day and nights.   

Stepping into the kitchen, I found her 

looking over a tattoo magazine at the kitchen table.  

I grabbed a cup of coffee (that she always kept 

warm, knowing I’d want some when I woke up) and 

leaned over to kiss her temple, “See anything you 

like?” 

Mary told me a few weeks ago that she 

always wanted a tattoo, but was never sure what to 

get.  She shook her head and groaned, “I’ll never 

find anything I want.”   

Laughing, I took the seat next to her and 

said, “It’ll come to you, just be patient.” 

“You keep telling me that,” she groaned and 

slapped the magazine shut.  She looked so damn hot 

this morning, or maybe I was just stupid in love.  

Her hair was rumpled from her sleep.  She was 

wearing a tank top and a pair of soft cotton shorts. 

“As soon as it hits you,” I smiled.  “Let me 

know, we will go get you done immediately.” 

She nodded and got up from the table, 

“What’s on the agenda today?” 

“Practice session at three,” I shrugged.  

“Unless you want to stay home and in bed with 

me?”  I asked hopefully, but she knew that we had 

to go.  Part of her vocal therapy was singing on this 



album and upcoming tour.  We needed to get her 

voice conditioned for what was to come.  These 

upcoming rehearsals were for her benefit as well as 

ours. 

Biting her pouty bottom lip, she smiled and 

walked over to me.  She straddled my lap and 

leaned in to kiss my neck.  She was taking control 

again, and I have to say that I don’t mind give that 

up to my girl, especially when she pushes her ample 

breast into my chest. 

“Damn, angel.”  I grabbed hold of her hips 

and pulled her toward my hardening erection.  I 

could feel the heat coming off of her sweet pussy 

and I groaned as she kissed a path down my neck.  I 

grabbed her around the waist to still her from going 

down too far.  It was my turn. 

Taking one hand, I swiped everything off 

the kitchen table.  Papers fluttered to the ground and 

the spoon she’d used in her coffee tinkled 

somewhere on the kitchen floor.  The table’s solid 

oak top would hold more than just the two of us.  

Picking her up, she squealed when I laid her out like 

a breakfast buffet.  I hooked my fingers into her 

waistband and pulled those damn shorts and her 

thong off in one pull.  The tiny tank top that did 

nothing to cover the heavy weight of her breasts 

came next.  She was bare to me in seconds. 

“My turn to return the favor, my love,” I 

said as I placed a hot kiss on her belly.  It quivered 

under my lips and I smiled, before kissing my way 

to the juncture of the place I considered home.  

Putting my hands on the inside of her thighs I 



pushed them open to see what was mine.  “This 

pussy is mine.  Tell me that this is mine, baby.” 

“This pussy belongs to you Ash,” she purred 

in that raspy voice that made me want to come in 

my jeans, as she slid her hand down to part her lips 

for me.   

My tongue swept out and traced her moist 

heat.  She tasted of the finest honey and I was all 

about getting every drop of it.  She removed her 

hands when I passed the flat of my tongue over her 

clit.  The pleasured pain of her grasping my hair 

only urged me forward.  I didn’t need to wait long, 

before her first orgasm hit my tongue.  Like an 

electric shock to her system, Mary’s hips bucked up 

off the table and I had to put a forearm over her 

waist to hold her down.  She cried out when I 

fucked her with my tongue.   

Before she crashed from the explosion 

within her body, I was inside that heat that I loved 

so much.  She pulled my face to hers and took my 

lips with her own.  Her tongue shot forward and I 

know she tasted herself on my lips.  That 

knowledge made my cock swell even more inside 

her.  She squinted her eyes and said, “Ash, you 

gotta fuck me harder!” 

 I was never one to be told twice to do 

something.  “Eyes on me, angel,” I demanded.  

Standing up at the end of the table, I reached down 

and wrapped my hand around the back of her right 

leg and used that leverage to pound inside of her.  I 

watched as her breasts moved with each thrust.  

Using that as incentive to push her further over the 

edge, I leaned down and took one of those rosy tips 



into my mouth, biting it with just enough pressure 

to make her cry out in pleasure. 

Before she could catch her breath, I pulled 

out of her and flipped her over onto her stomach 

and entered her from behind, leaning over her to 

kiss and bite the back of her neck.  The feel of her 

ass against my lap stirred my balls and they 

tightened, waiting for release.  Standing up, I 

cupped my hand over her shoulder and pulled her 

back on my cock.  Electricity shot through my spine 

and I felt my seed shooting deep inside my girl.  

She sighed as she felt it and turned her head to look 

at me. 

“Love you,” she purred, as her pussy 

convulsed around my cock. 

Turning her around in my arms, I buried my 

face in her neck, “Love you too, angel.” 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 



Chapter 3 

 
Ash 

 
We finally made it out of the house.  Mary 

was still smiling ear to ear when we arrive at the 

studio to practice for the upcoming tour.  Reed and 

Gabe were there, and because we didn’t keep 

secrets from each other, they rushed to Mary’s side 

to check her out.  Strangely, she didn’t seem too 

fazed by the incident with that mother fucker, 

Justin.  If I didn’t know any better, I’d think that 

this morning’s sexcapade in the kitchen was her 

way of blurring out what happened. 

“Hey girly,” Gabe said, bringing her in for a 

brotherly hug.  “Everything okay?  You just say the 

word and we will take care of it.”  He rubbed her 

back before letting her go.   

Reed was there immediately to pick her up 

and spun her around, “I’m glad you’re okay.  Don’t 

like my little one hurt.”  He put her down before 

ruffling her hair and jumping back when she 

smacked him in the stomach. 

“Thanks y’all,” she smiled, and it was 

genuine.  I’m waiting for the shock to wear off and 

for her to realize what actually almost happened.  

Would she freak out and run back to Phoenix and 

away from us?  I’d die if she left.  I loved her too 

much to lose her. 

Kane came in with some of the guys from 

our opening band for the tour, Rebel Winds.  They 

were another hot band that we’d been fortunate 

enough to be paired with this time around.  We 



would have three bands on this line up, us, them and 

another little known band with a couple of songs 

out, The Dying.  Although a little arrogant, they had 

potential. 

“Hey Ash,” the lead singer, Drake Thomas, 

said as he held out a hand.  I took it in mine for a 

moment before letting go and reaching out to his 

guitarist. 

“Corbin Conner,” I laughed at his new 

Mohawk, it was purple.  “How the hell you been, 

man?”  We exchanged stories for a moment, before 

Mary stood up from the couch in the back, where 

she’d been working on her laptop.  She was so quiet 

that I don’t think anyone noticed her. 

I held my hand out and she came to my side 

easily, “Guys, this is my girl, Mary Montclair.”  

They introduced themselves and I told them how 

she would be touring with us and that she was also 

going to be the photographer for the tour.   

“I’ll be taking more photos than I will be 

singing,” she admitted shyly.  Even after I’d 

recorded her singing and she was happy, it didn’t 

take long for her insecurities to take over again.  I 

planned on changing that on this tour.   

“Oh, no,” I grabbed her around the waist and 

kissed her temple.  “We have a duet to sing.”  She 

groaned when I mentioned the song on our album.  

“My Kind of Whiskey” was an awesome song.  

The other guys came in from Rebel Winds 

and we started practice with them sitting in on our 

session.  I kept Mary with me in the studio because 

the other two looked at her with too much lust in 

their eyes.  Jace Myles, the bassist, and Evan Kirby, 



the drummer, spent more time watching her than to 

their band mate’s discussion of set list for their 

performance.  Occasionally, Corbin would smack 

one of them to get their attention, but their eyes 

always seem to drift her way. 

Which I couldn’t really blame them, she was 

beyond stunning.  Today she wore some old jeans 

that looked well-worn across her ass and a tank top 

with flip flops.  It looked good on her.  Anything 

looked good on Mary Montclair. 

When we were done, Mary packed up her 

bag and started to walk over toward us.  With a 

strange look on her face, she paused and began to 

cough a little.  We were off our stools by the 

instruments and at her side in less than a second. 

She held up her hand and said, “I’m okay.”  

But she didn’t look okay; she actually looked a little 

spooked.  “In fact, I think I may need to just go by 

the doc.  Have him take a look.” 

Scooping up the phone, I was immediately 

connected with Doc Starlington in Phoenix.  He 

wanted to see her for a checkup and asked if we 

could be there by tomorrow afternoon.  I didn’t 

hesitate when I called and had the next flight out of 

Los Angeles.  We had two hours before we left. 

 

David, who was still in Phoenix, met us at 

the airport.  He was recuperating from his gunshot 

wound, but was happy to provide the small amount 

of security we’d need.  Because we left LA so 

suddenly, there were no paparazzi waiting on us.  It 

was very refreshing. 



David took us to Liana’s condo in Tempe, a 

suburb of Phoenix.  She didn’t live far from the 

college and she had a room all ready for us.    

“Thanks for letting us crash here,” I hugged 

her sleepy body and let her and Mary catch up.  

Liana had to work in the morning and didn’t stay up 

long.  We’d be at the doctor at ten and out of town 

by noon.  Hopefully. 

Mary didn’t think that there was any major 

problem with her voice, but since the surgery we’d 

been taking it slow.  Tonight’s jam session pushed 

her a little too hard.  We’d rehearsed every song.  

She felt a little feverish, but I wasn’t sure if that was 

from the heat or illness. 

“Sorry, guys, I’m dead tired.”  Liana 

yawned and looked at us with one eye open. 

“That’s okay, Li,” Mary said as she hugged 

her best friend again and shooed her toward her 

bedroom.  We made ourselves at home.  

Thankfully, Mary knew where everything was in 

this place.  We made a snack and sat at the kitchen 

table, eating in quiet. 

Liana’s home was spacious, for a condo.  

She had three bedrooms and two baths.  All the 

bedrooms were on one end.  The room we were 

staying in was across the hall from Liana.  The deep 

red colors throughout this place just screamed her 

personality.   

We woke the next morning and had David 

pick us up for the appointment.  When we arrived at 

the back entrance to the doctor’s private office, we 

were ushered in and taken to an empty exam room.   



Mary had been fairly quiet since we left the 

studio.  She promised me that her self-induced 

vocal rest was not only for precaution, but because 

she was doing it automatically.  Years of vocal 

problems will do that to someone. 

“Let me take a look,” the good doctor said 

as he used a light and a wooden stick to look down 

in her throat.   “Do you have any other 

complications other than the coughing?”  

Mary shook her head no and the doctor 

continued, “That’s a good sign, Mary.  I don’t see 

any problems other than what could be an infection, 

but I’d like to swab your throat just to be sure.” 

After that, he had her do some vocal 

exercises to see if anything else was going on.  

Finally, in the end, he deemed her fit to sing, but 

gave her antibiotics for what looked like the 

beginnings of a throat infection. 

“Good luck on the tour,” he smiled.  “My 

granddaughter still hasn’t shut up about the 

backstage passes.  Thank you again.” 

“Not a problem,” I said as I shook his hand 

on the way out the door.  Mary was going to be fine.    

 

David drove us to the airport talking 

adamantly with Mary about the R & R with his 

lover, Greg Evans.  This was not something I knew 

about him until David had been shot protecting 

Mary at her home in Phoenix.  Whoever was 

stalking her was still on the streets.  I didn’t like it 

at all. 



“Has Greg heard anything?” I asked 

hopefully.  Mary reached over and squeezed my 

knee like I was the one needing comfort. 

“No,” David swore.  “I’ll be back in LA on 

Friday.  Greg will stay on the investigation for as 

long as needed.  I assure you that this won’t go 

away.” 

“Thank you, D.” Mary sighed and reached 

over the back seat of his SUV and patted his 

shoulder.  He reached back and covered her hand 

with his.  Mary had weaved herself into our world 

so tight that it would take a lot of strings to be cut 

for us to ever lose her. 

At the airport, David called Eric to let him 

know that we were about to board.  Eric warned us 

that the paparazzi were already there waiting like 

the fucking vultures they were.  He’d be waiting for 

us at the gate.  Airport security would be available 

if things got too crazy.  Thankfully, we had carry-on 

bags and no need to wait at baggage claim. 

Once on the ground, Eric and three officers 

were there to escort us out of the terminal.  Mary 

hung close to my side.  She’d donned a baseball cap 

and sunglasses to dim the glare of the flashbulbs 

assaulting us.  A limo was waiting right outside the 

doors.  Things were shouted, but none of it 

registered. 

A young guy with a camera stepped in our 

way.  I immediately pulled Mary behind my body to 

shield her.  She held herself tight to my shoulder 

blades, her face buried in between.  The security 

team immediately removed the man from our way.  

He looked smug and I’m sure he got the money shot 



he was looking for.  I’m almost certain it’ll be front 

page tabloid news tomorrow. 

Inside the limo Mary visibly relaxed against 

my side, my arm automatically wrapped around her 

shoulders, “You okay?” 

“Yeah,” she smiled up at me.  “I’m just 

really glad to be home.”  It was mid-afternoon and 

the sun was shining bright in Los Angeles, the 

temperature a cool seventy five degrees.  That was a 

welcome relief from the past week where the 

temperatures were trying to reach ninety.  

Independence Day was in a week, and we had a 

cookout to plan for. 

 

Mary 
 

The week passed fairly quickly, and before 

we knew it, the Fourth of July was upon us.  Only a 

month left before we headed out for our first stop on 

the tour, Seattle, Washington.  It didn’t matter how 

nervous I was about the upcoming tour, I’d signed a 

contract.  There was no getting out of it now. 

Ash threw a huge party for the holiday and 

people would start arriving around dusk.  He’d 

planned a big bonfire on the beach.  Food and drink 

had been catered in, so that we didn’t have to deal 

with anything but having a good time. 

Liana was coming in for the three day 

weekend.  I’m sure she’d be spending her time split 

between her brother, Gabe, and the giant that owned 

her heart, Reed.  Their relationship, if you can call it 

that, was strained.  As much as Gabe refused to 

admit it, Reed and Liana were deeply in love.  Even 



though we’re best friends, she refused to say more 

than a few things about it.  I did know that she 

didn’t want to be a girlfriend of a rockstar.  She 

didn’t like being a part time lover. 

Although she’d planned on seeing them, I 

had her tomorrow afternoon.  We had some 

shopping to do for my outfits for the tour.  David 

was flying in with her, since he was back on duty 

now that he’d gotten the all clear from his doctor.  

He didn’t sound all that happy that his first 

assignment back was to go shopping with me and 

Liana.  As painful as it was for him, it had to be 

done.  I wanted to look amazing, so that the fans 

would possibly overlook my voice. 

Wearing a long green haltered dress, I left 

my shoes in the closet and made my way into the 

kitchen.  The dress I’d chosen matched Ash’s eyes 

and I knew he loved me in green, for whatever 

reason, I wasn’t sure.  My hair hung in loose 

ringlets around my shoulders and I didn’t wear any 

jewelry. 

The band was gathered around the bar in the 

kitchen.  Ash was talking to Reed about new 

equipment and suddenly he fumbled over his words 

when I walked in the room.  His emerald eyes 

darkened lustfully as he stood up from his stool, 

almost tripping over his big feet when his toe 

caught the leg of the chair. 

Strong arms encircled my waist and Ash 

leaned down to speak into my ear, “You are too 

tempting.  I think I will send everyone home so I 

can have you to myself.”  I pushed him and giggled.   



“Ash Martin,” I pinched his side.  “You 

can’t keep me locked up all the time.” 

“That’s an intriguing idea,” he murmured as 

he reached into the cooler to grab a beer, handing 

me one before returning to get his own.  I popped 

mine open and tossed it back, the coldness felt great 

on my raw throat.  The antibiotics were almost gone 

and I felt a hell of a lot better, but with the amount 

of rehearsing we’d been doing, I was struggling to 

keep up. Not that I’d ever tell Ash that, because 

he’d worry too much.  Although he did make a 

comment about how much ginger and honey tea I’d 

gone through this past week, I never let on that I 

was having any problems.   

Just like I hadn’t told him that I’d received 

three calls in the past week from various numbers 

all starting with a 901 area code.  Those calls were 

coming from Memphis, and I wanted them stopped.  

David was no help, because, being the father figure 

I needed in my life, he’d rat my ass out to Ash.  As 

much as I wanted to tell Ash, I also wanted to keep 

him from stressing out.  This was not something he 

could control.  And Ash Martin was all about 

control.   

Kane brought me out of my thoughts, by 

asking, “Can I go with you and Liana shopping?  

I’d really like to help you both with your choice of 

clothes.”  I flipped him off and he returned the 

favor.  See, big brothers.   

“Gabe called,” Ash interrupted.  “They’ll be 

here in twenty.” 

“Good,” I sighed.  “I need a woman around 

here, this testosterone is about to drown me!” 



We all laughed and snacked on the trays the 

caterers had laid out on the tables in the kitchen.  

They used Ash’s kitchen table, along with some 

temporary ones they’d set up.   

Liana’s squeal from the front door set my 

feet in motion.  If I thought I was petite, I had 

nothing on Liana.  Her tiny five foot three frame, 

with striking black hair, flew at me in the living 

room.  We wrapped arms around each other. 

“I’ve missed you,” I whispered in her ear. 

“Back atcha, Mar.”  We giggled and it was 

like old times within seconds of being together 

again.  She ushered me into the kitchen and 

accepted hugs from all of the guys. 

Reaching into her bag, she produced a fifth 

of Jack Daniels and smiled, “Girl time!” 

“Oh yeah,” I heard Kane groan from the 

kitchen.  “This party is going to rock, Ash!”  

Suddenly Kane was there with two shot glasses, 

shoving them into our hands.  Liana giggled and 

cracked the top. 

The first two shots went down a little rough, 

by the fourth, we were at the bonfire, listening to 

Ash, Gabe and the guys from Rebel Winds jam out 

to some classic Lynyrd Skynyrd, which made me 

smile.  That was the music of my people! 

Gabe started playing a song that wasn’t very 

popular, but it was one I knew.  “The Ballad of 

Curtis Loew” was one that I loved.  I found myself 

singing along with Ash and Drake Thomas, the lead 

singer of Rebel Winds. 

 

When he had a fifth of wine 



He did not have a care 

He used to own an old Dobro 

Used to play it cross his knee 

I’d give old Curt my money 

He’d play all day for me 

 

I laughed and motioned for Liana to pour me 

another one.  Reed and Kane reached for the bottle 

at the same time, I frowned when Kane said, “Time 

to cut you girls off.” 

“Give me that,” I swore.  “Dammit Kane.”  I 

made a hand signal telling him to gimme, and after 

Ash gave him a nod, he handed it over.  I stuck my 

tongue out at him. 

That was the wrong thing to do. 

Kane leapt from his seat on a huge piece of 

driftwood and grabbed me by the waist.  He pinched 

my chin, holding me in place and licked me across 

the face.  “Aha!” he screamed before he tossed me 

over his shoulder. 

While he ran me around the fire, I held my 

top so that my breasts wouldn’t fall out of it and 

give all these people a show.  My sides hurt so 

badly from laughing by the time he set me down 

right into Ash’s lap. 

“Ow,” I grimaced as I wrapped my hands 

around my middle.  That really hurt, now that I 

wasn’t distracted by keeping my tits covered.  Ash 

wasn’t as drunk as I was, and that kind of pissed me 

off.  In fact, he looked a little blurry, which I didn’t 

think he was blurry, but my eyes were making him 

blurry.  I didn’t like blurry Ash. 



I looked around for Liana and she was gone; 

Reed too for that matter.   

Suddenly, popping sounded from all around 

us, and if it wasn’t for all the “Ahh” and “Ohh” 

around me, I’d think we were being ambushed.  

Warm hands wrapped around me and pulled my 

body against a very firm male body.   

“Enjoying yourself, angel?” he asked as he 

kissed my bare shoulder.  I leaned back into his firm 

chest and we watched the beautiful colors light up 

the sky.  A team of people were set up down the 

beach from where we were sitting, setting off the 

display.  Ash went all out. 

“Yes,” I slurred.  Liana and that damn 

whiskey.  I was feeling really woozy and my 

balance was shit. 

Ash whispered, “My angel is drunk.  I like 

it.  Enjoy the fireworks baby, because after all off 

our guest leave, I get you all to myself.” 

I giggled and tried to elbow him in the gut, 

but missed and got nothing but air.  I’m not a very 

coordinated drunk.  

Just like when I felt dizzy and the sandy 

beach came up to meet me in the face.  But I never 

felt pain. 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 



Chapter 4 
 

Ash 
 

“Pay up,” Kane said beside me, as I righted 

Mary’s prone body in my arms.  She’d didn’t even 

make it through the fireworks, which Kane had 

predicted.  People were milling around and they’d 

smile at me as they walked by.  I’m sure they’re 

wondering what happened to me, because they’d 

never seen this side of me.   

“I told you, I’m not betting on when my girl 

would pass out.  That’s just wrong, Kane,” I 

growled at him, but smiled because, well, that’s all 

you could do.  She’d been having so much fun.  

“I’ll be back, after I get her into bed.” 

“If you need help…” Kane began, but 

stopped when I gave him a look.  He held up his 

hands in defense, “Okay!  Okay!” 

Shaking my head, I carried her up the steps 

to the deck and in the door by the kitchen.  Liana 

was milling around, looking for something to eat.  

She just giggled and said, “Always the lightweight.”  

Once inside the bedroom, I laid her out 

carefully on the right side of the bed.  She smiled a 

little when I started to undress her.  I wanted her 

naked underneath the sheets.   

When I started to remove her thong, she 

jerked away, her eyes wide with panic.  My hands 

stilled with my thumbs still hooked in the thin 

straps at her hips. 

“S’Okay,” I said, stroking her hip with my 

thumb.  “It’s just me.” 



“Ash,” she whispered, then raised her hips 

for me to finish what I’d started.  Pulling the covers 

up over her naked breasts, she sighed and reached 

back to pull me toward her.  “Cold.” 

Laughing to myself, I kicked off my jeans 

and stripped out of my shirt.  Sliding in behind her, 

I pulled her back against my chest, sharing my 

warmth with her.  She felt so good against me, our 

bodies skin to skin.   

I must’ve fallen asleep, because the next 

thing I knew, there was a knock on the bedroom 

door and Gabe popped his head in, “Hey, crowds 

gone and everything’s cleaned up.  I’ll hit you up 

tomorrow.” 

“Thanks man,” I groaned.  Gabe nodded 

from the door and it closed quietly behind him. 

Mary’s phone rang from the bedside table, 

not too long after Gabe had left.  I was able to reach 

it from where I was laying, without disturbing her.  

Who could be calling this late?   

“Motherfucker!” I growled when I saw the 

Memphis area code flashing on her phone.  I tapped 

the button to answer.  I didn’t even get to say 

anything before the voice on the other line spoke. 

“Why do you get everything?  Huh, you 

little bitch?  You took my life away from me!  Your 

time is coming and it’s going to be soon.”  The line 

went dead. 

Mary sat up straight in the bed, the look of 

sheer terror on her face.  She must’ve heard 

everything and it brought her out of her drunken 

coma.  She looked at her phone, then at me.  Her 

body trembled and she was turning pale. 



“Breathe angel,” I spoke soothingly.  “It’s 

going to be okay.  David is staying at the house.  

Nothing is going to happen.” 

“Nothing!” she shrieked.  “You heard him!  

Ash, you heard him!” 

“Are you sure you don’t know this guy?   

Mary, you have to think.  Who could it be?” 

She pulled the covers up over herself and 

closed her eyes.  For a moment, she was very still, 

but she finally shrugged, “Ash, I don’t know.  Steve 

Parnell is dead, and we know it’s not his wife, 

because that was obviously a man on the phone.” 

“I know angel,” I sighed heavily.  “We’ll 

find out who it is.” 

“But at what cost, Ash?”  She rolled over 

and I pulled her to me.  “I really don’t want to have 

to get up close and personal with this guy to catch 

him.  I sure don’t want you to have to save me all 

the time.” 

“Mary, I will save you every day for the rest 

of your life if that’s what it takes to keep you with 

me.”  I kissed her lips and she melted into me.  I 

wasn’t lying either.  If she needed me to save her, 

then I would gladly wake up every day to be her 

savior. 

“Love you,” she yawned.  “Ash, let’s just 

deal with those calls tomorrow.”  Mary closed her 

eyes; she was tired, and probably still a little drunk.  

“Wait,” I started.  “You say that like you’ve 

had more than this one.” 

She sighed and opened her eyes.  The look 

in them looked sad and a little guilty and then I 

knew. 



“This isn’t the first call you’ve had in a 

while, is it?”  I leaned up on one elbow and eyed 

her suspiciously.  She downcast her eyes and I felt 

my pulse spike.  

“No, Ash.  It hasn’t,” she paused at my look.  

This was not good.  She lied to me. 

“Dammit, Mary!”  I jumped out of bed and 

decided pacing was so much better than hitting 

something. 

“I didn’t want you to worry,” she whispered.  

She sat up in the bed and held the sheet to her chest.   

“Oh,” I growled.  “And this is so much 

better!  It is my job to worry.  It is my fucking life, 

Mary.  You are my fucking life!  You are to tell me 

every-fucking-thing!” 

Grabbing the sides of my head, I groaned in 

frustration.  She’d been taking calls and not telling 

me.  Not telling anyone. 

Looking at her, she had unshed tears in her 

eyes.  I couldn’t stand to see her cry.  I went to sit 

on the bed and she scooted away from me.  I didn’t 

like that either. 

“This is why I didn’t tell you!” she yelled.  

“Because of this, Ash!”  Mary flung her hands out, 

indicating that I was the problem.  I reached for her 

again, but she slid off the other side of the bed and 

grabbed her black silk robe from the chair by the 

window. 

“Where are you going,” I demanded.  She 

opened the door to our room too hard and it 

slammed against the wall.  “Answer me!” 

“Outside,” she growled, before stopping 

suddenly and spinning around on me.  “Ash Martin, 



you do not get to yell at me.  Ever!  I accept your 

OCD or whatever your issues are, but you will not 

talk to me like that, and until you calm yourself, I 

will find another place to sleep.  I didn’t tell you, or 

anyone else for that matter, because I am here.  

Your place is tighter than Fort fucking Knox, so 

excuse me if I didn’t want to burden you or David, 

or…hell, even Kane!  Go to bed Ash, I’ll be fine for 

a while on my own.” 

I was left standing in the hallway, my mouth 

gaping open.  Mary Montclair just stood up to my 

crazy obsessive control.  If I didn’t know any better, 

I think that I’d just been schooled. 

Yeah, that’s exactly what happened. 

 

Mary 
 

That fucking man needed to take a goddamn 

chill pill!  

Leaving Ash standing in the hallway looking 

like a guppy, I went outside to my swing and curled 

up on one end.  Thankfully, my blanket was still 

sitting on the cushion.  Pulling it up over me, I 

finally released all the pent up frustration inside. 

Tears streamed down my face as I thought 

about my parents.  They were the most amazing 

people in the world.  We didn’t have a whole lot, 

but my parents seemed to get along just fine.  We 

lived in a cute little house in the city, where it was 

still okay to play outside and not worry about drive-

by shootings or the neighbors selling drugs.   

I try not to think about Lily and Mathew 

Montclair, my parents, because it hurts.  It hurts 



more than any pain that I’d felt when Steve Parnell 

tried to kill me.  That was tolerable.  I could be 

sedated enough that the pain was removed. 

The pain from being a child and losing 

everything – the security – was untreatable.  The 

scared child in me drew my legs up to my chest and 

I wept harder.  Days like these made me want to 

have them here, to give me advice, to tell me what 

to do.  My self-preservation was slipping because of 

my anger.  I was falling into an abyss uncertain how 

to find my way back. 

Ash always kept his control, I had none. 

Another round of sobs tore through my 

fragile chest.  Whoever was harassing me from 

Memphis would probably make themselves known 

while we were there for the concert.  

I almost looked forward to it and hopefully 

it would bring me some semblance of normalcy I 

hadn’t had since I don’t know when.  Either that or 

my death would end the madness.  This was not 

living.  Neither was waking up in fear. I was barely 

falling asleep at night with all of the macabre 

thoughts in my muddled brain. I’m sure Eric and 

David had a plan in places and right now I really 

didn’t want to think about all the fucked up ideas 

they had about keeping me wrapped in bubble wrap 

until this asshole was found. 

I didn’t need bubble wrap.  I needed my 

fucking life to be normal for once.  How much pain 

can one person take before they snap?  

I looked up at the sky and did something I 

haven’t done in years.  I asked God, why?  Why 

me?  Who was after me? 



The only person I knew was Carrie Parnell 

and she was so doped up in the looney bin that 

she’d probably not even recognize my name.  Carrie 

Jones was nothing like Carrie Parnell.  They were as 

different as night and day. 

The only other person I knew probably 

didn’t even remember me.  We didn’t talk that 

much at the time that I was with my first set of 

foster parents, Carrie and Edward Jones.   

My foster brother, Jonathan Jones, was 

never home and was always too busy with his 

friends to pay any attention to his parents, let alone 

me.  Carrie Jones heard me singing one day and 

immediately enrolled me into a music program after 

school.  It didn’t take long before I was performing 

at all kinds of events, then the record people started 

coming around. 

One night, Jonathan was cooking himself 

something to eat and the kitchen caught on fire.  I’d 

been in my room studying for an upcoming test 

when I heard the smoke alarms going off.  He sent 

me back in to get his parents, but I couldn’t get past 

the flames.  A firefighter found me crawling toward 

their room and pulled me from the burning building.  

I screamed their name for what felt like hours, but 

they never made it out.  We watched as their bodies 

were removed from the smoldering house.   

Jonathan’s last words to me were how he 

hated me. 

I never saw, or heard from him again.  I’m 

sure he still hates me, because 

I…took…everything…away from him.   

Oh…my…God! 



My hands started shaking, cold tears tickled 

my cheeks as they fell, but I was in too much shock 

to remove them.  Sharp screams I didn’t know I was 

releasing cause a flurry of activity.  My eyes finally 

focused when I saw David come out the back door 

with his gun in hand.  He was wearing a pair of 

navy plaid shorts and a blue t-shirt.  He hovered 

over me; his eyes looking for any sign of danger. 

Strong hands gripped my shoulders and I 

blinked.  Looking into Ash’s frantic face caused my 

panic to subdue, but only slightly.  I could see his 

mouth moving, but it took a minute before I could 

understand what he was saying.   

“Mary!  What the hell is going on?  Are you 

hurt?” he looked at David.  “Is she in shock?” 

“I think so,” David said looking puzzled.  “I 

don’t know what’s wrong.  Ash, get her inside, I’d 

feel a whole lot better with us not sitting out here in 

the open.”  Ash used the blanket to wrap me up like 

a burrito and walked into the house.  He didn’t stop 

until I was laid out on the couch in the living room.  

David squatted at my feet, while Ash was up toward 

my head.  I could feel their hands touching me, 

checking me for injuries that I knew were not there. 

“I know who the caller is,” I whispered.  

The two men froze. 

Ash grabbed my face in his hands, “Who the 

fuck is it, Mary?  Tell me a name!” 

My voice was surprisingly calm when I 

answered, “Jonathan Jones, my foster brother.  At 

least, I think it might be.  I’m not sure Ash, but he 

told me after the fire that he hated me, and I just 

forgot about him.  I never saw him again after that 



night.  I’ve always felt that I took away everything 

from him, because when he sent me back into that 

house to save his parents, I couldn’t get to them.  

The firemen found me crawling toward their room.  

I took everything from him.” 

David was up and on his cell phone in the 

next instant, his heated voice mumbled as he 

walked down the hallway opposite from ours, to his 

room. 

“Mary,” he turned my chin toward him, my 

eyes finally focusing on his emerald eyes.  “This is 

not your fault.  What happened was an accident.  

Don’t blame yourself.” 

I just nodded and snuggled down deeper into 

the couch.  It didn’t take long before I couldn’t keep 

my eyes open any longer.  Ash was on the floor 

beside me, stroking my hair as I fell asleep. 

 

I woke in the bed, not remembering how I 

got there.  My face was buried in between Ash’s 

massive shoulder blades, my arm wrapped tightly 

around his waist.  He was asleep and I kissed the 

center of his back, before sliding carefully out of the 

bed.  The clock said it was almost nine when I 

slipped past it to go into the bathroom. 

  When I returned, Ash was awake and on 

his back in the bed, the sheet only covering him 

from the waist down, one leg was kicked out.  He 

looked like a god, a really naughty god. 

“Come here,” he whispered with his arms 

open.  I crawled back into the bed and snuggled up 

close to him.  My breasts pressed into his side and 

my head pillowed on this bicep.  He looked 



different this morning, as if he’d aged overnight.  

Worry lines creased his forehead and his body felt 

tense.   

“I don’t want you to worry so much,” I told 

him carefully.  This caused him to sigh and I felt the 

muscles in his arm twitch. 

“We were up all night trying to get anything 

we could on this guy, but we’re just going to have 

to stick it out and wait for proper procedures to be 

put in place.  Eric is going to Memphis and will 

contact the Memphis Police.  Finding an address on 

Jonathan should not be a big deal.  David said most 

likely they would ask the courts for a bench 

warrant.  This would cover everything needed 

initially, the arrest or detention of Jonathan as well 

as search and seizure of property.  Then an officer 

would bring him in for questioning.” 

“Then I want you to go back to sleep,” I 

demanded.  “You need your rest.”   

“And where are you going?”  He raised an 

eyebrow at me and I had to laugh.   

“Uh, shopping?”  I scowled.  “Why?” 

“Oh no,” he said, jumping up out of bed.  I 

was momentarily distracted by his lack of clothing.  

Ash Martin naked was so much better than Ash 

Martin clothed.  His muscular body and soft skin 

always made me lose all thoughts.  “You are not 

going anywhere today, not with what happened to 

you last night.” 

“Nothing happened to me last night,” I 

growled.  “Liana and I are going shopping, Ash.  I 

need clothes.”  I grabbed my black robe and tied it 



tight before leaving the room.  Ash would not tell 

me I couldn’t go.   

A hand grabbed my upper arm, I was spun 

around carefully, “Where are you going?” 

“To take my antibiotics, then get my coffee, 

a shower, and lastly, shopping.”  I pulled my arm 

away, and Ash’s eyes darkened with anger. 

“You are not going to leave this house 

today,” he growled.  “Not after that call, Mary.” 

I ignored him and poured a cup of coffee.  

My temple throbbed with his heavy footsteps 

coming into the kitchen.  Dumping two aspirin in 

my hand, I downed them before grabbing my 

antibiotic and chasing it down with my coffee.   

“David’s going with us,” I sighed.  “Ash, 

it’s no big deal, we’ll be fine.”  I groaned in 

frustration at his obsessive behavior.  I sat at the 

table and watched him sitting to my right.  His 

hands were vibrating with his inability to control the 

situation. 

“Mary, we don’t know where Jonathan is,” 

he reached for my hand.  I grabbed both of his in 

mine and rubbed them, trying to calm him.  

Stroking the back of his hand always seemed to 

unwind him.   

“Baby, I can’t hide.  I don’t want to hide.  

We need to get ready for the tour.  We leave in just 

under two months.  You have to meet the guys 

today for more planning.  I’m just your backup 

singer.  Liana and I haven’t seen each other for any 

amount of time in weeks.  David will be with us, 

and he carries a gun.” 



He knew my argument was solid.  We’d be 

fine.   

“Dammit,” he growled and stood up.  I was 

in his arms in the next second.  He grabbed my ass 

and had my legs wrapped around his waist when he 

turned for the bedroom.  

Ash buried his face in my neck and 

mumbled, “Make love to me.” 

This was his way of controlling the 

situation.  I felt a little triumphant, knowing he 

wasn’t going to demand anything from me today, 

other than sex.  And when Ash kissed the sensitive 

spot below my ear, I felt my thighs go week and my 

pussy throbbed with need for him.   

“How much time do we have before you go 

and pick up Liana?” he mumbled into my breasts as 

he untied the sash on my robe.  His hot lips closed 

over a nipple and the gentle suction had my sex 

going instantly liquid. 

“Three hours,” I sighed and raised my 

breasts begging for more.  He changed attention to 

the other one, while sliding his large hands between 

my legs.  Ash gently swiped his finger over my clit 

and I felt an electric shock rock my entire body.   

“We have a little time,” he smiled.  Two 

fingers slid inside my sex and I grabbed his hand 

and helped him fuck me.  

“Please,” I moaned when he slowed his 

hand. 

“So eager and wet for me, angel,” he 

mumbled into my belly as he kissed down to a spot 

on my hip, where he bit the tender skin there.  

Smoothing away the bite of pain with a lick of his 



tongue, Ash used his big hands to push my legs 

open for his view.  My knees hit the mattress to fit 

his wide shoulders. 

“Ash, please,” I begged.  I needed him to do 

something.  “Touch me.” 

“I am touching you,” he smiled, showing all 

his teeth.  His eyes lit up when he did that.  The 

spark there made my heart skip a beat.  I inhaled 

sharply, but I don’t think he noticed, because he 

dipped his head between my legs and made one 

slow and deep swipe with the flat his tongue over 

the lips on my sex. 

He had to put that huge forearm of his low 

over my hips to keep me from writhing off the 

damn bed.  That was involuntary; his tongue was 

just that talented.  My hands immediately grabbed 

his arm, my nails digging into his skin. 

It didn’t take long before I started feeling the 

unmistakable tightening deep in my core.  Sweat 

beaded my upper lip and a shiver raced up my 

spine.  The orgasm I was holding back suddenly 

burst out of me and I cried out for him to fuck me 

harder.   

“Please, Ash…Please!” 

Before I even came down, he was inside me.  

He didn’t even wait for me to adjust to his large 

size.  The pain was too pleasurable to complain 

about.  Ash thrust hard against my womb and my 

channel clamped down on him in spasm after 

spasm.  He groaned from the feel of it as he 

captured my lips with his own.  The sounds of our 

love making echoed in the room. 



My hands were pulled above my head and 

Ash wrapped one hand around both of my wrists.  

Holding me this way caused my breasts to lift high 

and perfect for him.  As he thrust inside of me, my 

nipple was ravaged with his teeth and tongue.   

I exploded in a mirage of colors.  Sparks lit 

my vision as I came hard.  Again.  He followed only 

seconds later, but his cock remained hard, as he 

continued to thrust slowly. 

Ash was not done with me, because I was 

flipped over on my stomach and my legs were 

pulled back so that my ass was in the air.  I knew 

what was coming and even though I was eager for 

it, it was still shocking. 

His thumb dipped into my sex to spread my 

moisture onto the puckered ring of my ass.  He 

coiled himself protectively over my back and 

whispered into my ear, “Do you want me here, 

Mary?”  I shivered uncontrollably.  When he took 

me there, I felt owned and cherished.   

Because I couldn’t speak, I only nodded and 

that encouraged him more.  This time, instead of his 

thumb, I felt the heated head of his cock at my tight 

entrance.  My stomach flipped and I tried to relax.  

The burning at my entrance turned to pleasure as he 

pushed past that threshold, and then I only felt need.  

I pushed back craving more.  

Ash, still leaning over my back, kissed my 

shoulder and I turned my head offering him my lips, 

“Love you.” 

“And I love you, angel mine.”  He took my 

lips in a fierce kiss.  He groaned and I felt him swell 

inside me.  He was as close as I was becoming.  



Something about Ash Martin kept me in constant 

arousal. 

“Come with me,” I begged, my backside 

clamped down on his cock holding him inside.  “I 

need to feel you.  Please, baby.  Please.” 

The primal growl vibrated all the way to my 

clit and I knew I was done.  I shouted my release 

and held on as Ash pumped his seed deep inside 

me.  His long hair fell in his face and the pleasure in 

his emerald gaze was covered.  I didn’t like that, so 

I raised my hand and pushed it back so that I could 

see into his eyes.  When he smiled, I knew he liked 

my actions. 

We both collapsed on the bed.  He pulled me 

up over his chest and kissed my head. 

“You should have fun today.  It’s a girl’s 

day out after all.” 

I smiled to myself, where he couldn’t see 

me.  He felt in control again. 

And everything was going to be okay. 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 



Chapter 5 
 

Ash 
 

“If you don’t stop checking that fucking 

phone every five seconds, I’m going to take it 

away,” Kane said from beside me.  I’d been 

checking it every, well, five seconds for the past 

three hours.  It was well into the afternoon and the 

girls still weren’t back from their shopping spree.  

We were at the house hashing out the plans for the 

tour, in the back room where I kept a full set of 

instruments for those late night sessions.   

Coming up with ideas for stage design, song 

list, and everything in between wasn’t going very 

well.  Most of the time, my mind was worried about 

everything that was going on with Mary.  After that 

first call I’d received, my phone had gone silent, but 

she’d been getting them and not telling me.   

“My drum solo needs a waterfall,” Kane 

said dreamily.  I turned to look at him skeptically 

and he just shrugged. 

“Really?” Reed and I asked at the same 

time.  Then we laughed.  It could be done.  Lights 

and water, but we’d have to do it carefully to keep 

from frying his ass if it got into the wiring.  I’m sure 

he’d have someone get it designed in no time.  Kane 

just had that type of pull with people. 

“Yeah, really,” he smirked.  “Got a guy 

already working on the thing.”  He sat back with a 

smug and satisfied grin.   

Gabe was sketching a stage design on a 

piece of paper.  We all sat around him and looked at 



what he’d come up with.  There was an intricate set 

of steps and sections where I could walk around 

above the stage.  Kane’s drum set would be lifted 

off the ground, with a ramp leading up to it.  A 

platform on either side of him would be available 

for Gabe and Reed.  Even Mary had her own 

section where she’d be singing backup.  That is 

until we sang our duet and she’d be out front with 

me. 

He had even drawn in color the spot lights.  

They were green and blue and white.  The back of 

the stage had a huge black sheet labeled with the 

band’s name that draped down behind the catwalk 

system he’d devised. 

I loved it. 

“Man,” I slapped his back.  “That is one 

kick ass stage.  Let’s get it over to Malcolm and see 

if he can get it done.”  Malcolm was our stage 

manager and he worked wonders on our sets. 

“You think so,” he asked.  He scrubbed out 

a section and swiped away the eraser shavings with 

the back of his hand before drawing in some 

banners.  They had the first letters of the band’s 

name on them. 

“Yeah,” I laughed.  “I think you got it down.  

Get it in gear; we’re getting low on time.” 

After our informal meeting, we made our 

way out into the living room where we all grabbed 

beers and kicked back.  The television was on but 

the volume remained on mute.  The stereo was 

turned on and rock music was playing throughout 

the house.  



We sat around for another hour bullshitting.  

There was a movie on about fast cars and hot 

women.  Kane was watching it intently when a 

woman with a nice ass walked across the screen, his 

face lit up. 

“I’m so an ass man,” he laughed.  “Ash, 

what are you, an ass, leg, or tit man?” 

“I’m a Mary man, Kane.  Mary’s got 

everything I need, all in one delicious package.”   

“You are so whooped,” he laughed. 

That set off a round of laughter at my 

expense, which any other time would’ve bothered 

me, but tonight I really didn’t care. 

I missed my girl and I was worried.  What’s 

taking them so long?  Wouldn’t someone call if 

something went wrong?  Should I have sent Eric 

along? 

The hairs on the back of my neck were 

standing on end and I couldn’t take it much longer.  

I haven’t heard from her in over four hours.  This 

was beyond crazy.  How much can two women 

shop? 

My phone was to my ear and her number 

was already ringing through.  It rang three times 

before she picked up, “Hello, Ash.”  I heard her 

sigh and Liana laughed loudly. 

“How much longer are you going to be,” I 

asked carefully.  The last thing I wanted to do was 

to sound worried, but of course, my angel knew me 

oh so well already. 

“Quit worrying, baby.  We’ll be there in 

twenty minutes.”  I heard Liana say something in 

the background, but I couldn’t make out what it 



was.  Mary laughed and after telling me she loved 

me, hung up. 

I watched the door for the next eighteen 

minutes.  When I heard the car pull in, I got up and 

met them out in front of the house.  David looked 

tired, more tired than I’d ever seen him.  I had to 

laugh.  Because he asked to be her bodyguard and 

look where it got him?  

“Have fun?” I asked David.  He shot me 

with a smirk and a carefully placed middle finger, 

where the girls wouldn’t see. 

“Wait till you see the trunk.  I had to sit on it 

to get it to close.”  He clicked the remote to release 

the latch and it popped open and a million bags 

came into view.  The Lincoln Town Car was full 

and the girls finally emerged smiling at each other.  

They each had bags in their hands.  How many 

clothes can two women need? 

Mary’s eyes met mine and I felt my insides 

melt.  Her smile flashed so beautifully that my 

knees suddenly felt weak and I almost forgot my 

name.  Blues eyes sparkled in the light from the 

porch as she launched herself at me.  I welcomed 

her into my arms. 

“Missed you,” she said against my neck.  

She smelled like home.  Her lush body molded to 

mine as if she’d been made exactly for me.  Hell, I 

knew she’d been made for me and I thanked God 

every day for her. 

“Back atcha, angel,” I laughed and sat her 

down so that I could help David with the bags.  

“Did you have fun?” 



“She was miserable,” Liana chimed in with 

an unladylike giggle as she passed me with about 

three overstuffed bags in each hand.  Gabe’s little 

sister stopped when I leaned out my cheek to get 

some sisterly love from her.  She giggled and gave 

me what I was wanting.  She placed a quick kiss to 

my cheek and went inside the house. 

Liana Miller was a sister to me.  I took her 

into my fold the day she showed up at Gabe’s house 

here in Los Angeles and said, “I don’t care who you 

are.”  That was after Kane tried to make a move on 

her by telling her that he was the drummer of a 

soon-to-be-famous rock band.  And that alone 

caused me to immediately like her.  After that, it 

was the way she treated me like her own personal 

family that sealed the deal with our friendship.  Plus 

I was grateful to her for bringing Mary into my life 

and I’m sure she had an ulterior motive when 

introducing us.  

Bags were thrust into my face and I laughed 

as I took them from a frustrated David.  Mary 

pulled the last of her days spoils out of the trunk.  

She came around the back end of the car and 

refused to let David take them from her.  “You’ve 

done enough today.  You should be resting that 

shoulder.”  He frowned at her, but Mary was 

already on the move toward the house.  I let her go 

ahead of me, just so I could watch her ass in those 

jeans as she walked up the stairs and into our home. 

Following my girl, she took all of her 

shopping bags into the bedroom and into her closet.  

I leaned on the door frame while she unfolded and 

hung up the things she’d purchased. 



“Did you have to buy so much?” I pointed to 

the bags laid out at her feet.   

“Ash,” she warned.  “I know you told me 

the other day that you’d rather have me naked and 

that I didn’t need clothes, but you know that I 

needed them.”  Rolling her eyes, she went back to 

the task of putting things away in her closet. 

“Well, a guy can always hope,” I sighed 

dramatically.  I’d told her that she didn’t need to 

wear any clothes, and that I’d be happy to lend her a 

shirt if she needed.  Mary looked so much better 

with nothing on but my clothes.  The Neanderthal in 

me liked it that way. 

“Keep dreaming, baby.”  She held up a pair 

of leather pants that matched the ones she had 

before they were destroyed in the fire.  Ok, these 

were good, she could keep them.  I nodded my 

approval and she smiled. 

“Did you have a good time with Liana?”  

“Yes,” she laughed.  “It was good to get out 

of the house, and have some girl time.  I’ve missed 

her so much.” 

“Were there any problems?” I asked 

carefully.  She knew that this whole thing with her 

foster brother was eating away at me. 

“No, not really,” she said as she hung 

another pair of pants in the closet. 

“What do you mean, “Not really?” I 

growled. 

She held her hands up in surrender, “Just the 

paparazzi.  There were two who followed us all day.  

They took some pictures, and thankfully, were not 



all that pushy.  David took good care of us 

anyway.” 

“I’m sure they were as thrilled as David was 

about watching you shop all day.” 

“Yeah,” she sighed sarcastically.  “It was so 

exciting.”  We both laughed and eventually Mary 

finished hanging up her load of outfits.  I leaned 

back on the bed and clasped my hands behind my 

head and watched her work.  She was getting 

excited about the tour and we were getting closer to 

go time. 

Tomorrow the new album released and we 

had a ton of radio interviews to do all over the 

country and Canada.  The calls would start early at 

four in the morning, because the East Coast stations 

would be ready to go around seven. 

Tonight we were going to order in Chinese 

take-out, and relax around the house.  The guys 

would be staying over, because getting Kane or 

Gabe up early will be a task in itself.  Getting them 

up and over here by four a.m. would be next to 

impossible.   

I had everything set up in the studio for the 

call.  A list of stations and their DJ’s were posted by 

the office phone where we’d have them at the ready.  

Mary wanted nothing to do with the interviews and 

I finally agreed to let her sit this one out, but made 

her promise that she’d go with us when we do our 

station visits in each city.  She would hopefully 

become as much as a part of this band as everyone 

else.  At this point she had, for lack of a better 

word, a feature role.   



Liana took that moment to burst into the 

bedroom.  The little twit didn’t even knock. 

“Hey,” I gasped.  “I could’ve been naked!”   

Liana just rolled her eyes and said, “So?” 

Mary looked out of the closet and scowled, 

“Come on, Li.  That’s my man.  I don’t want to 

have to kick your ass.”  She smiled but still glared 

at her best friend. 

“Whatever,” Liana growled. 

“Oh, yeah?” Mary asked and lunged for 

Liana.  Liana squealed as she landed on her back on 

the bed.  Mary was sitting on top of her stomach 

and had her arms pinned at her sides.  I just relaxed 

beside them and raised an eyebrow. 

They were laughing so hard and loud that 

three men came running to see what was going on.  

Mary was mock punching Liana and it looked like a 

cat fight was brewing on my bed.   

I was smiling like a Cheshire cat. 

“What the fuck,” Reed exclaimed and 

pushed forward to reach for Liana, but Mary held 

him back with a dirty look. 

“Go away,” she giggled.  “She’s mine to 

torture!” 

“Ah, man,” Kane gasped.  “I’m so fucking 

hard right now.”  He pumped a fist in the air and 

pulled out his cell phone to take a picture.  Before 

Gabe could snatch the thing out of his hand, Kane 

had already run out of the room screaming, “This is 

my new screensaver!” 

Mary leaned down and kissed Liana on the 

forehead before jumping off the bed.  Liana 

threatened her and then they both died laughing.  



They left the bedroom and I was left wondering 

what the hell just happened. 

I’ll never understand women. 

 

Mary 
 

Kane was still sitting on the other side of the 

couch grinning like a damn fool.  Liana and I were 

coiled up together on the loveseat, just to make the 

guys stare in awe.  It wasn’t anything sexual.  Li 

and I had been each other’s rock for over two years.  

We didn’t keep anything from each other.  We were 

girls.  That’s what we did. 

 “I need a drink,” Liana said standing up to 

go to the kitchen, but was intercepted by Gabe.  She 

frowned at her brother when he grabbed hold of her 

arms and started shaking his head. 

“Uh no,” he growled.  “I’m not holding your 

hair over the toilet again tonight.”  He pulled her 

back down beside him and she pouted that plump 

lip, but he only shook his head again.   

Ash was currently entering the code for the 

take-out guy to come in with food.  He returned 

with several bags and the guys jumped up to go 

make themselves something to eat.  Liana and I 

followed a little later.  We valued our fingers and 

didn’t want them to get bitten off by a bunch of 

hungry men. 

“Are they always like this with food?” Liana 

asked, appalled at their rudeness. 

“They’re growing boys,” I laughed.  Kane 

just smiled around a huge bite of an egg roll.  

“That’s just gross Kane Maddox!”  



Ash came up behind me and held out a plate, 

“Here, angel.”  I took his offering and sat on the far 

end away from Kane.  His table manners were 

sometimes less than desirable. 

I ate slowly, like I’ve always done.  Even 

since the surgery, I still have problems with my 

throat, but I’d say I’m more than eighty percent 

better.  I have only had one time, so far, that I 

couldn’t eat what I had on my plate.   

It didn’t take long for him to relax once I 

picked up the pace and ate half of what he’d 

prepared for me, which wasn’t a whole lot.  I just 

really wasn’t that hungry. 

My worry was messing with my appetite.  

I’d gotten that call twice today, but no one noticed.  

Fortunately, the two times was while I was alone in 

the dressing room.  Unlike the night before, he was 

speechless and didn’t even breathe on the phone.   

If it was Jonathan, where in the hell was he.  

Apparently, he’s not calling from Memphis, 

because when he lured me to my home in Phoenix, 

he was there waiting to try to kill me the same way 

his parents died.   

I stood up abruptly from the table when I 

came to this huge conclusion.  He wanted me to die 

the same way his parents did. 

I immediately sought out David who was 

just walking in the kitchen.  His hair was wet and 

had obviously just taken a shower.  When our eyes 

met, he knew something was wrong.  His trained 

gaze immediately went to the window and then to 

take in our surroundings.  Only when he raised a 

questionable eyebrow did I speak. 



“It’s Jonathan.  I know it is.  The fire that 

killed his parents and the fire at my house are all 

related.  He says that I took something away from 

him.  That’s what he’s doing.  He’s going to try to 

kill me!”  Strong arms caught me around the 

middle.  David’s phone was to his ear and I’m sure 

he was calling Greg in Phoenix. 

“It’s going to be okay, angel.  You’re safe 

here.” Ash ushered me away from the kitchen and I 

pulled away from him to run toward our bathroom.  

I made it to the toilet in time to release everything 

out of my stomach.   

I retched so hard that my head and throat 

hurt.  The convulsions took a while to subside 

before I was normal again.  Sitting on the floor, I 

rolled my head back and looked up to see Ash 

waiting there with a cold rag.  When I didn’t take it, 

he crouched down and used it to wipe my face.  

“Do you want a shower?” he asked while 

pushing a stray hair off my cheek. 

“Bath,” I whispered.  “Please.” 

Without another word, Ash stood up and 

walked over to the tub.  The damn thing was more 

like an outdoor Jacuzzi and I was thankful when he 

let the water go as high as possible with any spilling 

when I turned on the jets.   

Standing up, I undressed methodically and 

stepped into the hot water.  It felt amazing on my 

lower back and shoulders.  Ash’s hands were there 

pushing my hair under water and then shampooing 

the wet tresses.  After he conditioned it, he kissed 

my head and left the room without saying a word.  

That’s why I loved him; he knew when I needed his 



control and then when I just needed to be left alone, 

so I could just check out for a while. 

I stayed in the water until it was almost cold.  

Lifting my relaxed body out, I grabbed a fluffy 

white towel off the rack and wound it around my 

body.  A smaller one was set out for my hair.  After 

twisting it up into a knot, I entered the bedroom, 

where there was a pair of cotton shorts and a Glory 

Days shirt lain out for me.  I smiled and put on the 

clothes.  I had to find out what David knew about 

Jonathan. 

What I found was one pissed off Ash 

Martin.  He was yelling at David, throwing his 

hands up in the air saying, “What the fuck do you 

mean “they can’t find him?” 

“Ash” I whispered causing him to spin on 

his heel.  His anger subsided and the worry lines in 

his face diminished, but only slightly.  “I’d liked to 

know what is going on.  This is about my life.” 

David stepped forward and pulled me over 

to the couch.  All the guys and Liana were nowhere 

to be found.  I frowned at David, “Where’s 

everyone?” 

“Giving us a little private time,” Ash said 

from my side.  I nodded toward David for him to 

continue. 

“It seems that Jonathan Jones has been 

M.I.A for a few months.  He’s had no contact with 

anyone in his inner circle.  Airline records show that 

he boarded a flight out of Memphis almost three 

months ago.  His destination was Phoenix.”  He 

paused to look at Ash and that enraged me. 



“Talk to me!  What else, David?”  

Something didn’t add up.  Something else was 

happening.  I knew it, deep down I knew this was 

just going to get worse. 

“Three days ago, he boarded a plane out of 

Phoenix, bound for Los Angeles.”  I felt my heart 

beat in my ears and if I didn’t know any better I’d 

think I was about to faint.  “Mary, the trail went 

cold once he arrived here.  We can’t track him, he’s 

just vanished.  I’m afraid he’ll be coming here 

looking for you.” 

“He called me today, twice.” 

Ash and David cursed and I flinched back at 

the volume of it.  Ash was turning red and David 

was pulling at his nonexistent hair.  “When?” David 

asked. 

“Both times was when I was in the dressing 

room.  He didn’t say anything this time; I didn’t 

even hear him breathing on the phone.” 

“I think we have enough probable cause to 

track that cell phone.  Even though he’s using a 

fucking throw away.”  David stormed out of the 

room and I turned to Ash. 

“This doesn’t change anything,” I said 

sternly.  “I’m still going on tour.  I’m tired of hiding 

in the shadows, Ash.  I’m ready to do something 

with my life.  I’m ready to be a part of Glory Days.  

I need this; please don’t stop me from going.” 

He was across the room and I was in his 

arms.  He buried his face in my neck and said, 

“Thank God!  I don’t want to keep you from going 

and I’ll keep you safe, no matter what, baby.”  I 

believed him.  Ash was a protector, and I had no 



doubts that he’d save me if the time came that I 

should ever need saving.   

But I was tired of needing to be saved.  

I was ready to live my life.  And that’s 

exactly what I was going to do. 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 



Chapter 6 

 
Mary 

 
Two weeks had past and there had been no 

calls from Jonathan.  The stage had been set up in a 

warehouse in LA for us to go check out.  Eric and 

David were with us as we took the Escalade to the 

location.  Everyone was on pins and needles and 

even Kane had been somber since we found out that 

my stalker was here in this huge city, just lying in 

wait for me to be alone so that he could get to me. 

Liana went home with a promise from me 

that I’d listen to Ash and David and keep myself 

safe.  Which I have been doing, but I’ll be honest 

and say that I’m feeling a little smothered.  My 

nerves had been on end all morning.  I’m pretty sure 

most of it was PMS.  Ash was quiet and not very 

touchy since this morning when he tried to kiss my 

back while I was sleeping and I growled at him. 

He knew that I got pissy and he pretty much 

left me alone until I came to him.  Which I was 

feeling guilty about, so I leaned my head on his 

shoulder as we rode in the backseat.  He took my 

hand in his and lightly stroked his thumb on the 

back of mine as we went.  Once we arrived at the 

warehouse, he kissed my head before helping me 

out of the SUV. 

We were ushered into the double steel doors 

at the back of the building to keep prying eyes 

away.  Inside was a huge steel pattern of steps and 

catwalks.  A platform set in the center of the 

contraption.  A ramp extended from the ground up 



to where I was told Kane’s drums would be.  The 

platform to his left would be mine.  Two platforms, 

half a level down, (only a few feet off the floor) 

were on the left and right of main stage.  

“Are you going to be able to run up there,” I 

pointed to the top catwalk.  It looked to be twenty 

feet about Kane’s head.  I frowned and looked at 

Ash who only nodded.  

Banners hung on each side of the stage; they 

were black with a huge G and D for the band.  

Spotlights were swirling around in an array of 

colors, mostly green, blue, and white.  Those were 

the colors I’d had them wear when I’d shot their 

band photo for the cover of the new album. 

“Whose idea was this anyway?” I asked 

curiously. 

“Mine,” Gabe said bounding up beside me 

in all his hyper glory.  I know I looked like a damn 

fool with my mouth gaping open but I couldn’t help 

it.   

“This is amazing, Gabe.  You’re a genius!”  

I hugged him.  It was exactly what I would’ve 

picked for Glory Days, this suited there crazy ass 

performances.  I could visualize Ash running and 

jumping all over the stage.  Kane would be at the 

center of attention and that suited him just fine.  I 

was to be in the backup position and Reed and Gabe 

would be easily exposed to the masses of fans. 

We spent hours playing around on the stage, 

hollering out ideas for the performances.  I pictured 

what outfits I’d chosen for the tour and if they’d 

look good with this theme.  This was really 



beginning to feel like I belonged here.  On 

stage…with Ash. 

Malcolm was working over some details 

with Ash and Gabe when my phone vibrated in my 

back pocket.  It was the call I’d been hoping for.  I 

wanted to put an end to this. 

As soon as I answered, I started talking.  

“Jonathan.  Please talk to me.  I don’t want to cause 

you any trouble.  What happened wasn’t my fault.  

It was an accident.  You’re making life hard on 

yourself.  Please, please talk to me.” 

“Why should I, huh?  It should’ve been you!  

I sent you back in that house to die!  You were the 

center of their world.  They thought of you as their 

own and left me to my own devices!  You little 

bitch!” 

“Jonathan!” I exclaimed.  “You were never 

there!”  David and Ash were at my side almost 

instantly.  Ash put his head right against mine, so 

that he could hear the conversation. When he tried 

to grab the phone from me, I squeezed it tighter and 

shook my head.  This was my fight.  It needed to 

end. 

“The happiest day of my life so far was 

when the news reports came out about that guy 

strangling you.  Ha! Ha!  Now I see you’re almost 

back to normal and you’ve got that rich boy backing 

your pathetic ass.  How does it feel to be the rock 

band’s whore?” 

Tears burned the back of my eyes, but I 

refused to let them fall for his harsh words.  Ash 

tried to take the phone away again, but I didn’t want 

to give Jonathan the satisfaction of Ash replying to 



his hateful words.  He was shaking next to me; the 

tremors in his body were violent.   

“You’re the one who is pathetic, Jonathan.  

I’d advise you leave me the hell alone, because it 

won’t be pretty when we meet.” 

I did the honors of hanging up the phone on 

him before he spat any more bullshit.  When I 

reared back to throw my phone, Ash caught my 

hand and took it away from me.  David took it from 

him as he lifted his own phone to his ear.  This shit 

was getting out of hand. 

“I’ve had it,” I groaned.  “I can’t keep living 

like this.  Hell, I’m not even living.”  Tossing my 

hands in the sky, I growled and turned for the door.  

Ash was directly on my heels.  I turned and gave 

him a look that said now was not the time to coddle 

me.   

I found the ladies restroom and went inside, 

where I locked the door.  Once inside, I thought 

about sitting on the floor but then thought better of 

it.  So, I leaned on the counter and looked into the 

mirror.  I looked different.  From all of the stress I’d 

been under over the past few months, I’m sure that 

was the cause of the worry in my eyes. 

Jonathan was not going to get to me 

physically, but if this harassment continued, I’d end 

up dying from all of the stress.  He said that he’d 

sent me back inside to die.  Does that mean he 

purposely set the fire?  Did he mean to kill his 

parents as well as me? 

My gut twisted suddenly and I lunged for 

the nearest toilet, emptying everything I’d had for 

lunch today.  I vaguely remember hearing the door 



handle jiggle, but I was too preoccupied at the time 

to care who was trying to get in.  By the time I was 

done, a set of keys sounded outside the door and it 

was opened by Ash, who found me looking a little 

green, sitting on a nasty bathroom floor. 

“It’s okay, angel,” he said as he helped me 

to my feet.   

“It’s not the call,” I said, still feeling a little 

off.  My stomach felt like I was on a roller coaster.  

When I thought I might need some crackers, that 

idea had me lunging for the toilet a second time.   

Ash hovered over me, and thankfully 

everyone else stayed outside.  When I was finished, 

I used the sink to clean my face and I leaned my 

forearms on the counter. 

“I think I’ve caught a bug, Ash.  Can the 

Escalade take me home?” 

“Yeah, angel.  I’ll have D take you home.  

Do you want me to go with you?”  He ran his hands 

over my arms and the friction felt nice.  I was a 

little cold. 

“No, baby.  Stay and play with the boys.  

I’m not going to be any fun for the next twenty-four 

hours.” 

He ushered me out to the SUV, where I laid 

myself down across the backseat.  Thankfully, 

David had a blanket in the back, and Ash used it to 

wrap me up comfortably. 

“Maybe I should go with you,” he 

questioned.  The look of worry on his face was 

sweet, but right now I just wanted to sleep off this, 

whatever it was. 

“I’m good,” I whispered.   



“I’ll get her home and into bed,” David 

interrupted.  “I’ll call you once she’s settled, and I’ll 

have another car sent for you and the guys.”  David 

put a reassuring hand on his old friends shoulder 

and Ash finally shut the door.  I’m glad too, because 

I didn’t want to sit here and listen to Ash argue 

about going home with me.  

I just wanted to sleep. 

 

I woke several hours later, it was dark 

outside.  Sitting up slowly, I took a deep breath and 

felt pretty much normal, but still a little off.  Maybe 

this wasn’t going to be so bad.  There was no sign 

Ash had been here.  The room looked just like it did 

when I got home four hours earlier. 

The ride home was touch and go.  I almost 

had David pull over twice, but was able to make it 

just in time before I threw up again.   

I hated being sick. 

Ugh! 

Swinging my legs over the side of the bed, I 

stood up slowly and went to use the bathroom.  I 

washed my face and brushed my teeth while I was 

at it.  After pulling my hair up into a ponytail, I left 

the bedroom and made my way into the kitchen, 

where I heard voices talking quietly. 

Ash and David were sitting at the table and 

something was cooking on the stove.  My gut 

twisted again and I ran for the bathroom, my bare 

feet slapped against the dark hardwood floors.  

Fortunately, nothing came up, because there was 

nothing left to expel. 



“Maybe we should call a doctor,” Ash said 

from behind me. 

“No,” I panted.  “It’s fine.  I…” My voice 

was cut off by another round of violent dry heaves.  

I waited a beat before speaking again.  “Just give 

me a minute.  Whatever you’re cooking in there 

doesn’t agree with me.” 

“Now, I’m calling the doctor, Mary.  That 

smell is chicken noodle soup, for you.  I was about 

to come wake you up to make you eat something.”  

He helped me up from the bathroom floor.   

“Actually, I feel a little better.  It’s just a 

virus, Ash.  I’ll be fine tomorrow.”  My words were 

ignored while he called a doctor.  I brushed my 

teeth again and walked past him and fell face first 

onto the bed.  He was right behind me, twisting my 

body where I was at the proper angle to be covered 

up.   

I must have drifted off, because Ash was 

waking me up an instant later.  There was an older 

man there with a bag, and I’m sure he didn’t just 

show up out of thin air.  He was tall and slender and 

I bet he was one hell of a looker when he was 

younger.  He was wearing a pair of black slacks and 

a white Polo shirt.  When he smiled, it lit up his 

aged blue eyes. 

“Mary,” he began.  “I’m Doctor Michaels, 

the bands physician.  Ash says you’re not able to 

keep anything down.” 

I only nodded when he sat down next to me 

on the bed.  He started with my eyes and worked his 

way down to my belly, where he pressed around.  

Nothing hurt so I was still unsure what the hell was 



going on with me.  All I wanted to do was sleep, 

and puke. 

“You’re dehydrated.  That’s the one thing I 

can tell you, but for the illness, I’m not so sure.” 

“It has to be something doc,” Ash paced 

next to the bed, occasionally pulling at his hair. 

“When was your last period, Mary,” he 

asked.  Ash froze and I looked at the doctor like 

he’d lost his mind. 

“Um, what day is it,” I asked. 

“The twenty third,” he said. 

Oh fuck. 

No. 

“The sixteenth, of last month,” I sat up in 

bed and starting spitting out excuses.  “I can’t be 

pregnant.  I got my shot two months ago; I’m good 

till next month.”  Ash was still standing like a statue 

at the end of the bed.  His face was unreadable.  

What the hell have we done? 

“I have a pregnancy test in my bag, Mary.  

We can just get it over with and rule out any 

pregnancy.  Something is going on with you and 

that is the easiest one to cross of the list.” 

I nodded and waited for him to hand me the 

little white stick that weighed a million pounds in 

my hand. 

Ash shot into motion saying, “I’ll go in there 

with you.” 

“Ash, it has to set for five minutes before 

you get a result.” The doctor continued, “Just do the 

test and leave it on the counter.  I’ll go check it and 

give you the news, that way you can get back in 

bed.  I’ll give you two a few minutes of privacy.” 



Ash followed me into the bathroom anyway 

and stood outside the door while I peed on the stick.  

I put the lid over the gross end and walked out of 

the bathroom, setting it on the counter.  We didn’t 

look at the stick and went back into the bedroom.  

Ash was beside me the whole time. 

“I’m sorry Ash,” I rasped.  Tears I didn’t 

know where there slid out of the corner of my eye.  

He wiped them away and kissed my lips. 

“Marry me,” he blurted. 

“W…what?” I gasped.  

“Marry me.  No matter what the results are, 

just tell me you’ll marry me.  I want you to at least 

be my fiancée if you are pregnant.  I want to do 

right by you.  I love you, Mary; with my heart and 

soul.  I love you more than my own life and I 

promise to cherish you and our possible child until I 

die.  Please tell me you’ll do me the honor of being 

my wife.”  He slid off the bed and got on both 

knees.   

“Yes, Ash regardless of what that test says, 

I’ll marry you.”   

He was up off the floor and had me in his 

arms before I could take a breath.  “Thank you,” he 

wept into my hair.  

Eventually the doctor returned to the room, 

to find us curled up on the bed.  “It’s time to check 

the test.” 

The doctor walked into the bathroom and he 

was gone for only a few seconds before he came out 

smiling.  “It’s positive, Mary.  Congratulations, 

you’re pregnant.” 



Ash did the unimaginable.  He leapt up on 

top of the bed and shouted, “YES!”  Then he took 

off for the bathroom and came out with the stick I’d 

peed on, his face was lit up with such excitement, I 

could only smile at him.   

He was happy about this. 

But I needed to know why.  “How did I get 

pregnant?”  Ash looked at me with a raised 

eyebrow.  I just smirked at him, “I know how, Ash!  

But I take that birth control shot.” 

The doctor scowled, “Have you taken any 

antibiotics in the last month?” 

“Yes, I had a throat infection,” I gasped 

while raising my hand to my throat.  

Dr. Michaels asked the name of the 

prescription and I told him.  “Antibiotics could 

disrupt the birth control medicine, but I’m not sure 

if the one you are on would do that. It’s a little late 

to worry about how it happened.  Now, I know you 

are about to go on tour and I don’t see a problem 

with it.  I’ll leave you a prescription for a prenatal 

vitamin and for the next couple of months, I’ll meet 

you, wherever you are, and do an exam.  When it 

comes time for you to need more specific care, you 

should be just about done with the tour.” 

All of this was just too much to take in.  Ash 

was still doing happy dances in the bedroom and it 

was distracting.  I was really starting to worry that 

aliens came down and switched my Ash for some 

mutant spawn of his doppelganger.  He finally 

stilled when I gave him a look.  He frowned and 

picked up the phone, calling the band.  They’d be 

here within the hour. 



Doctor Michaels left the house after leaving 

the prescription and giving me his number, telling 

me to call him if I had any questions.  He also said 

that I desperately needed fluids and that the 

morning sickness should go away in a few months.  

My reply was not very ladylike and he just smiled 

and said “Congratulations!” before walking out the 

door. 

Ash scooped me up into his arms and kissed 

me senseless.  “We are having a baby!” 

“Yes, Ash.  Are you happy about this?” I 

teased.   

“I promise to be the best father in the world, 

Mary.  Our child will want for nothing.  He or she, 

and you will be the center of my world.  I promise 

you this.”  He set me down and then stood there 

looking a little lost. 

“What are you doing,” I asked, confused. 

“I don’t know what to do next,” he frowned.  

“We have so much to do.  I’ll set up a nursery in 

here for Little M.  We need to get diapers and all 

that stuff that babies need.  Do we even know what 

babies need?”  Little M was short for Little Martin, 

I assumed.   

“Ash!  Calm down!”  I raised my voice to 

stop him coming apart.  “Damn baby, we have 

time.” 

“You’re right, we have time.”  He sat on the 

edge of the bed and looked at me with such 

adoration that it made me want to cry.  Or maybe 

that was the hormones running through my now 

pregnant body. 



“I just need to get through this morning 

sickness first,” I used that excuse to get back under 

the covers so that I could get some rest.  “I just 

really want to sleep.” 

“No,” he growled.  “Doc says you’re 

dehydrated, and you threw up all your food.  You 

need to eat.  I want my baby healthy.” 

“I’ll take some water and a few crackers, but 

Ash, I really don’t think I can keep anything else 

down.”  He frowned, but his ears perked up when 

he heard the front door open. 

Kane’s obnoxious voice echoed down the 

hall, “Where’s the fucking fire!” 

Ash grabbed the pee-stick off the bedside 

table and went running out the door screaming, 

“I’m going to be a father!” 

The next nine months were going to be hell. 

 

Ash 
 

Everyone was there; David, Eric, Gabe, 

Kane, and Reed.  I stood in front of them waving 

the positive proof of my baby in front of their face.  

Leave it to Kane to ruin the moment. 

“Did Mary pee on that?” his nose turned up 

in a sour look. 

A round of groans had me slipping the thing 

in my back pocket.  Reed just groaned, “Putting it in 

your pocket doesn’t make it better.” 

“I’ve got to get some water in to her,” I 

gasped, because I was so wrapped up in my 

happiness I forgot to get her stuff.  How was I going 

to handle a baby; if I forgot Mary’s water?  



Running into the kitchen, I went past the tap 

and got bottled water out of the fridge, because I’m 

sure tap water would be bad for the baby, and Mary.  

She wanted crackers.  Would the regular saltines be 

okay?  Should I go to the store and get those fancy 

water crackers? 

“Slow down, buddy,” Gabe said from my 

right.  I spun around and he laughed as he came 

over to place a hand on my shoulder.  “She’s not 

going to break.  She’s pregnant, not suffering from 

a fatal disease.” 

I scowled at him, “But that’s my baby in 

her!” 

“Take her some water. See if she wants to 

come out here.  We want to see the mother of our 

niece or nephew.” 

I left him standing in the kitchen and took 

her some water.  She was up and putting on a pair 

of socks.  She looked beautiful.  Her pouty lips 

smiled up at me and I set the contents in my hand 

on the dresser.   

“What are you doing?  Shouldn’t you be in 

bed?”   

“I’m feeling like eating something more 

substantial than crackers.”  She nodded toward the 

dresser. 

I frowned, “But I thought you wanted 

those?” 

“From what I know of pregnant women, 

Ash, is that appetites are crazy and change by the 

moment, just like hormones.” 

Great. 



“Well, go into the front room, the guys want 

to congratulate you and I’ll bring you some soup.”   

She kissed my cheek and walked ahead of 

me, her gait was slow and I knew, even though she 

said that she felt better, she still looked a little weak 

from being sick today.  I grabbed the water and 

crackers and followed her into the living room 

After the guys passed her around and rubbed 

her belly, she sat down next to Kane on the couch 

and I handed her the water.  In the kitchen, I filled a 

bowl with soup and poured a glass of apple juice 

before returning to her. 

She had her head on Kane’s shoulder and 

she was asleep.   

“She’s tired,” he whispered.  “Do you have 

to wake her up?” 

“Yes, the doctor said she’s dehydrated and 

needs fluids.  She’s got to get some food into her 

body.”  I sat the tray I was carrying down on the 

coffee table and Kane nudged her slightly. 

Beautiful blue eyes opened and immediately 

met mine; my heart skipped a beat at the color of 

the ocean looking back at me.  She smiled and said, 

“Sorry.” 

“It’s okay,” Kane said.  “I was enjoying 

myself.” 

She poked him in the ribs and reached for 

the tray.  I watched her take a tentative sip of the 

soup.  Mary’s groan of approval shot straight to my 

balls.  When she moaned in any type of pleasure it 

all sounded the same.   



When she finished half of the soup and just 

over half of the water, I frowned, “You need more 

fluids.” 

“That’s all I can get down Ash,” she sighed.  

“I’m so damn tired.”  A yawn followed her 

statement and her eyes closed as she sunk back on 

Kane’s shoulder.  Grinning like a teenager, he 

leaned back and put his arm around her, causing 

Mary to slide onto his chest.  Reed rolled his eyes 

and got up saying he had to take off.  Gabe followed 

not too long after him. 

“Alright, man.  You don’t have to go home, 

but you can’t stay here,” I laughed and pulled Mary 

from his arms.  She snuggled down deeper into my 

shirt when I cradled her against my chest.  Kane 

laughed and said he’d let himself out. 

Putting her into the bed, I curled up behind 

her and closed my eyes.  I had a feeling our journey 

was just beginning. 

 

The sound of a toilet flushing woke me from 

my dreams.  I was on my feet and met her at the 

doorway.  She looked bad.  I didn’t like this 

morning sickness thing.  “What can I do?” 

“Get me a time machine and put me three 

months into the future?” she asked. 

“If I could, you know I would,” I told her 

before taking her back to bed. 

“I guess I’m not supposed to drink coffee 

anymore,” she said absently.  “I really need a book 

on this.” 

“I’ll get you one before the end of the day.  

I’ll call Eric right now and have him pick one up.”  



She laughed and then I chimed in.  That would be a 

sight to see.  

She sobered and snuggled back into my 

arms; this was one of my happy places, just holding 

my angel.   

“Ash, are you really happy about the baby?” 

she asked.  Her voice was no more than a whisper. 

“Of course,” I smiled down at her.  “I’ve 

always known I wanted children of my own.” 

“So, you’ve thought about this?” She 

twisted around where we were nose to nose.   

“Yeah, angel.  I have,” I answered.  She just 

had no idea of the dreams I’d been having since 

meeting her.  I’ve kept them to myself, because 

those were mine.  I’d dreamed of what Mary would 

look like round with my child and the fact that it 

was about to happen made me feel like the luckiest 

man alive. 

“Why don’t you ever talk about your 

family,” she asked softly. 

“Because they are nothing to me, Mary.  I’d 

rather not talk about it,” I tried to shift away from 

her, but she held on tight to my shoulders, not 

allowing me to move. 

“I think now would be a good time,” she 

sighed.  “Ash, I know that the subject of your 

family is never brought up by you.  Liana told me 

that you won’t have any contact with them.  What 

did they do wrong?” 

Why was she asking me about this shit?  I 

didn’t like talking about them.  It made my control 

issues shoot through the roof.   



“It’s not a good time,” I growled and got out 

of bed.  Those eyes followed me into the bathroom, 

but she never said another word on the issue.  When 

I returned to the bedroom, she was already gone. 

I went in search of her and found her 

drinking a big glass of milk.  Hopefully she could 

keep that down.  We had things to do today, like do 

a run through the set list for the show and later in 

the week we were going to do a dry run on the 

stage.  Our instruments were being pulled out of 

storage and brought over to the warehouse.   

My protective side didn’t want Mary to live 

the life on the road as a pregnant woman; the same 

side wanted her with me so that I could keep her 

safe.  My emotions were all over the grid, just like 

hers had been all week. 

What I’d thought to be a bad case of PMS 

turned into a pregnancy that was obviously meant to 

be, because even on birth control, my little men 

found their rightful place imbedded in her womb.  

Holy…hell. 

I’m going to be a father! 

“Ash,” she snapped her fingers in front of 

my face.  “Baby, are you okay?” 

“More than okay,” I said as I wrapped my 

arms around her waist.   

I picked her up and wrapped her tiny legs 

around my waist and took her mouth with my own.  

I used my tongue to open those perfect lips for me.  

Hers was cold from the drink and I used mine to 

warm it.  Mary tightened her hold around my neck, 

and used the leverage to push her sex against my 

cock. 



“You must be feeling better,” I rasped as she 

kissed a path down my jaw.   

“Mmmm,” she purred into my neck. 

Not waiting to get her naked, I freed my 

erection from my loose shorts and pulled her cotton 

ones to the side.  When I entered her warm heat, my 

eyes rolled up toward the back of my head.  Mary 

moaned in that raspy way that made the nerves in 

my back fire with awareness.   

“Love you,” I grunted as I thrust deep inside 

my girl. 

She took my lips with her own and her hand 

slid down my bare back.  Tiny hands gripped my 

ass; her nails digging into the tight flesh.  I had her 

ass against the counter, and pushed her back, so that 

she was lain out for my view.  I yanked up her t-

shirt and exposed her lush breasts for my taking.  

With each thrust, they moved with the rhythm, and 

my balls tried to tighten up, but I bit the inside of 

my lip to stave off the pending orgasm.   

Bending over, I took a darkened rosy tip into 

my mouth.  Mary’s back arched off the countertop 

and grabbed my hair with both hands.  Pulling me 

toward the other one, I felt her pussy clamp down 

on my cock and I knew she was close. 

“I want to see your eyes when you come, 

angel,” I growled and reached for her sex.  Her eyes 

opened as she felt me trace a line down her 

stomach.  The moment I pressed down on her clit, 

she came undone.  Her pussy milked my cock with 

such fierceness that my own orgasm surprised me 

with its intensity. 



Pulling her down off the counter, I pressed 

her back against the edge and slammed my cock 

deep inside her, where a second orgasm wracked 

her tight body.  “Ash, please.” 

“Please, what,” I grunted and bit down on 

her shoulder.   

“Harder,” she begged. 

And I gave my girl exactly what she wanted.   

Once the tremors left her body, I pulled out 

and took her into the bathroom.  We showered 

lazily.  She leaned on my chest while I washed her 

hair in silence.  We didn’t speak as I cleaned her, 

before bathing myself.  When she tried to take the 

rag from me, I snatched it back and finished 

cleaning myself.  She didn’t protest and just leaned 

into me again. 

  “Everyone will be here after lunch to do a 

run through the song list,” I whispered.  “Are you 

going to feel like singing today?” 

“After a quick nap,” she yawned.  “I’m 

sorry, Ash.  I’m just so tired.” 

I shut off the water and grabbed a towel to 

dry us off.  Mary tucked the towel around her 

breasts and walked over to the bed and fell in, not 

even drying her long blonde hair.  Wrapping my 

own towel around my waist, I scooped up her brush 

off the counter and followed her to the bed where I 

removed her own towel from her body.  Using it to 

squeeze the excess moisture from her hair, I 

brushed out the tangles and watched as she fell 

asleep.   

After pulling the covers up over her, I turned 

out all the lights and left her to her sleep.  I’d give 



her a couple of hours and by then everyone would 

be here.  I’d put her into the plush chair I had in the 

corner of the studio, if that would help her rest. 

I’d texted Eric earlier and asked him to pick 

up a pregnancy book for us, because we both 

needed it.  I was worried about her lack of keeping 

food down.  As beautiful as she was, Mary still had 

circles under her eyes this morning.  This morning 

sickness was not good for her or Little M.  Yes, I’m 

calling the baby, “Little M”, for Little Martin. 

He or she would be here in less than nine 

months and I still had no idea how we would raise a 

child in this environment.  Could we do it?  I’m 

hoping we can.  Hell, I know we can, because I will 

not fail with my child, like my parents did with me. 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 



Chapter 7 

 
Mary 

 

“You’re what,” Liana screamed into my ear. 

“I’m pregnant,” I repeated…for the fifth 

time.  She still thought I was playing a practical 

joke on her.  “And Ash asked me to marry him.” 

“OH…MY…GOD,” she screamed into my 

ear.  “You’re not kidding, are you?” 

“No, Li,” I laughed.  “We found out 

yesterday.” 

“You mean, I’m going to be an aunt?” she 

asked with wonder in her voice.  I smiled, because 

she would most definitely be Aunt Liana, just like 

our child would have an Uncle Gabe, Reed and 

Kane.  Of course, Kane as an Uncle had me 

laughing.  That was going to be weird. 

“Yes,” I smiled.   

“When are you getting married?” 

“We haven’t talked about it since he asked 

me while we were waiting on the pregnancy test.”  

He’d been too busy reading through that damn book 

Eric brought over an hour ago.  I’m the one who’s 

pregnant and he hasn’t even let me read the first 

page. 

“Put him on the phone,” she growled.  I 

pulled the phone away and looked at it like it had 

grown horns.  Yelling for Ash, who was somewhere 

in the living room, I sat cross legged on the bed. 

He came in the room and I held out the 

phone.  He raised an eyebrow, but took the phone 

when I said, “Li wants to talk to you.” 



I couldn’t hear what she was saying, but I 

could tell by the frown lines in his face, it was a 

lecture.  He finally handed me the phone with a 

slight blush on his face and walked out the door, 

still holding my damn book. 

“What did you say to him,” I questioned. 

“Told his ass he better get you to the altar 

before you start showing and that he better take care 

of you.  Oh, and I said congratulations.”   

I laughed at her and spent the better part of 

the next hour talking to her about babies and the 

upcoming tour.  She promised me that we’d get 

together on one of the five day breaks that were 

worked into the schedule, so that we could design 

the nursery. 

After she hung up, all this talk of babies had 

me thinking about why Ash wouldn’t talk about his 

family.  I only knew that he wouldn’t talk to them 

and that they’d been out of his life since he turned 

eighteen. 

I wanted to know about his childhood, but 

he always changed the subject or just got mad and 

left the room.  His controlling issues were most 

definitely from something in his past.  I kept my 

mind from wandering to the worst case scenarios, 

because I couldn’t handle if I’d known he was 

abused as a child.  I’d kill someone if I knew they’d 

hurt Ash in anyway.  I was just as protective of him 

as he was of me.  And now that we had a child, I’d 

give my own life to keep him and our baby safe. 

I finally got out of bed and dressed in a 

sleeveless blue sundress.  It fit great when I bought 

it a few weeks ago, but now it was just a tad bit 



snug across my chest.  My breasts were already 

getting bigger.  If I had that damn book, I’d be able 

to read about this. 

Shaking my head, I walked out of our room 

and headed for the kitchen.  I actually felt hungry 

and went rummaging around in the pantry for 

something edible.  Ash walked in when I was 

making a sandwich and looked at me with fire in his 

eyes, “Your breasts are getting bigger, the book 

says that will happen.”  His words were cut off 

when he stole a potato chip off my plate. 

“If I’d actually be able to read the book, 

then I’d already know that,” I nodded toward the 

damn thing in his hand.  He looked down at it, then 

back at me and frowned. 

“I need to know what’s going on too,” he 

scowled, but finally handed over the book. 

I smiled triumphantly and took my plate to 

the table.  He poured a glass of milk and set it down 

in front of me, “You’re not eating enough.” 

“Um,” I pointed to the plate.  “I’ve been 

pregnant for all of two days, Ash.  This is the first 

thing that I’ve actually wanted to eat.” 

“Hmp,” he grumped.   

I ignored his grumpy behavior over my lack 

of appetite and started munching carefully on my 

ham sandwich.  He leaned on the counter and 

watched me as I thumbed through the book. 

Ash was about to say something when my 

phone rang.  Looking at the number that flashed had 

me pushing away from the table, my gut twisting 

and it took every bit of my being to keep from 



throwing up.  Ash grabbed the phone before I could 

take a step toward it. 

“Hello,” he growled.  He listened to 

Jonathan rant about something and the vein in his 

forehead began to throb.  His face was turning an 

odd shade of red. 

“If you think that is what you are going to 

accomplish, then bring it on, you son of a bitch!  I’ll 

personally take you out.” 

When he hung up the phone, I noticed his 

body shaking with such hatred and anger that I was 

honestly scared.   

“I will protect you and our baby,” he 

whispered and came toward me.  The stress and the 

anger caused my stomach to revolt again and I 

sprinted past him for the half bathroom off the 

kitchen. 

I cried while I threw up and that caused me 

to almost hyperventilate, among other things.  I 

couldn’t take this anymore.  Jonathan was ruining 

my life. 

“I…I can’t…d…do th…this,” I wailed.  

Then I screamed, but I was in Ash’s arms before I 

could unleash another one.  My face was pressed 

into his chest that instant and I smelled his sweet 

musk.  I just wanted to crawl inside his body and 

not come out.  We sat there for so long I didn’t 

realize when he finally gave up trying to console me 

and just took me into our bed. 

“Mary,” he said sternly.  “Eyes on me.” 

I ignored him; I wasn’t in the mood for his 

shit. 



“Eyes…on…me,” he growled, and I felt the 

venom coming off his body. 

I looked up through blurry eyes and saw the 

unshed tears threatening his own.  He looked like an 

angel, my savior.  I hated being weak.  I needed to 

be strong, but right now I just wanted to hide away. 

“You need to calm down.  Stress isn’t good 

for the baby.” 

“Just leave me, Ash.  Please, just leave me 

alone.”  I tried to pull away from him, but he 

wouldn’t let me.  He wrapped his giant hands 

around my arms tightly, but not hard enough to hurt 

and pulled me back to him. 

“No,” he whispered into my hair.  “I will 

never leave you.” 

In a moment of shear desperation, I lunged 

for my phone and hit redial.  I wanted this over.  I 

couldn’t do this anymore.  My life was falling 

away. 

“What are you doing?”   

“Calling him,” I cried.  “I’m going to stop 

this once and for all.” 

“No!”  Ash grabbed my wrist and took 

phone, hitting the end button before Jonathan could 

answer.  I stood up and slammed my fist into Ash’s 

hard chest over and over.  My anger bubbling and 

the only way I knew to stop this was to get my 

stalker to meet me on neutral ground.  I wanted to 

see him face to face; to be able to claw his eyes out 

on my own. 

“I need this over, for me, for our baby….for 

you, Ash.”  I finally gave up and collapsed on the 

ground.  Ash never took his hands off me.  My 



phone rang from the floor where he’d dropped it 

when Ash took it from me. 

It rang through and I heard a chime telling 

me that there was a voicemail.  Crawling over I 

grabbed it and put it on speaker so that we could 

hear what he had to say. 

What I heard had me completely losing all 

sense of hope, “If you don’t think I’m serious about 

taking away everything you love then, you’ll find 

your best friend believes me now.” 

The message clicked off and I looked at 

Ash, he was on the phone with David an instant 

later. 

“David, Get Greg over to Liana’s.  NOW!  

Jonathan just left a message on Mary’s phone.  We 

think he’s done something to her.  Yes, okay.  

Please hurry.” 

I was a crumbling mess in the floor and Ash 

was in a flurry of motion. “There’s no need to call 

Gabe, he’s on the way over now.  Reed and Kane 

should be here soon, too.” 

“Ash,” I cried out.  “We have to go to 

Phoenix.  I have to be there for her.”  I jumped to 

my feet and went to my closet to start packing.  

“We don’t know anything yet.  He could be 

bluffing.”  I turned to stare at him and he grabbed 

me by the arms again.  “Mary, I need you to dig 

down deep and get that control I know you have, 

angel.  You can’t break now.” 

I nodded and knew that he was right.  If 

Liana was hurt, she’d need me.  I couldn’t lose it 

now.   



The door opened and we heard the guys 

coming in loud and obnoxious.  David met us as we 

entered the living room.  He must’ve been in the 

guest room when Ash called him.  The guys stopped 

laughing when they saw the grave looks on all three 

of our faces. 

“What’s wrong,” Kane said and was 

instantly at my side, his hand resting on my belly.  

“Is it the baby?” 

“No,” I began, but tears choked my throat 

and I couldn’t talk anymore.  

Ash came forward and touched Gabe softly 

on the shoulder, “I need you to sit down.” 

“What the fuck is going on,” he cursed as he 

sat on the loveseat.  Gabe looked frightened. 

“We don’t know yet, but Jonathan left a 

message on Mary’s phone that he may have done 

something to Liana.” 

“I have to go,” Gabe was on his feet, but 

David stopped him. 

“We don’t know if it was a prank or not.  

Greg is already in route to her place, Gabe.  We just 

need to make sure she is okay first, before we jump 

to any conclusions.  Remember, last we heard, he 

was here in Los Angeles.” 

Reed was still standing and looking a little 

pale.  I reached up for him, “Reed.”  He came to me 

and sat on the couch.  He held my hands tightly, but 

didn’t say anything. 

 

It was almost an hour later before David’s 

phone rang.  We all watched as he answered.  He 

spoke in hushed tones with his lover, Greg.  Greg, 



being a detective in Phoenix, knew all of us after 

the fire at my house a few months ago. 

With his back to us, David finished the call 

and he turned slowly and the look on his face said it 

all.  I covered my mouth with my hands and the 

sobs poured down my face. 

“We need to go to Phoenix,” he whispered.  

“Gabe…Reed, it’s not good.  Liana was sexually 

assaulted tonight and beaten pretty bad.  She’s 

being air lifted to the hospital.” 

Gabe collapsed to his knees, his body going 

almost limp from the news.  Kane was there to lift 

him from the floor.  Tears fell from his eyes, and I 

didn’t know what to do.     

Reed’s gasp had me turning and when I 

looked into his beautiful face, the tears fell 

harder…from the both of us.  I grabbed him around 

the neck and pulled him to me, whispering into his 

ear, “She’s going to need you.” 

He nodded and released me.  “I need to get 

on a plane.” 

Thankfully, Gabe didn’t remark on his tears 

or his urgency to get to Liana.  I think maybe Gabe 

finally understood how Reed felt about his sister. 

“I’m going with you,” Gabe said from 

beside him. 

“I’m going too,” I interjected.  “She needs 

me.” 

“Well, I guess we are all going then,” Kane 

said beside Ash, who nodded and told David to get 

us on the next flight out, whatever the cost. 

Everything was falling apart around me.  I’d 

brought this on them.   



Ash 
 

We arrived at the same hospital Mary had 

been in for her surgery, but this time we were at the 

ICU unit.  It was after one in the morning, but none 

of us were tired.  Greg met us at the airport and had 

an SUV waiting.  We were snuck into the back 

entrance and taken up a service elevator. 

Gabe was ushered back immediately.  Mary 

paced the floor and Reed just looked like he was 

about to kill somebody.  I finally got Mary to sit 

down on a chair in the waiting room.  Her face was 

still stained with her tears and she looked 

completely lost. 

I asked the nurse for a blanket, explaining 

that my girl was pregnant and that I was worried 

about her.  The twenty something brunette gave me 

a once over and when she realized who I was 

jumped up to help out.  She even brought out some 

water and juice for all of us.   

I sat down and pulled Mary into my lap, 

using the blanket to cover up both our bodies.  She 

whispered, “I want to see her.” 

“I’m sure you can go in after Gabe returns 

and we know what’s going on.  I want you to lean 

on me and close your eyes for a little while.  If its 

ten minutes or an hour before he comes out, at least 

you got some sort of rest.” 

She nodded and did as I told her.  My 

control was completely gone.  Out of everything in 

my life, this was something that I couldn’t control 

and I felt so out of place. 



It was just over forty-five minutes later 

when he finally emerged, looking pale and drained.  

I nudged Mary and she came awake.  Gabe looked 

at her and she lunged for him.  “What’s going on?” 

He spoke in hushed tones, but I heard 

everything he said, “She was raped, Mary.  He beat 

her almost to the point of death.  She has casts all 

over her from the broken bones and a tube in her 

throat to help her breathe.  The good news is that 

Greg got to her in time and that she should make a 

full recovery.  They’re keeping her sedated for the 

night.  They want us to go get some sleep and we 

can come back tomorrow morning around ten to see 

if she’s awake.” 

This was bad, and beyond my control.  I 

could feel it slipping and it scared the hell out of 

me.   

 

Mary 
 

“I want to see her,” I grabbed his arm.  

“Reed should go in there with me.” 

Gabe looked to his band mate and then back 

at me.  He nodded toward the doors.  Reed came 

over and took my hand.  Ash kissed my forehead 

and said, “I’ll be right here.” 

We walked up to the doors and the nurse 

buzzed us in.  As we walked by the nurse’s station 

she softly spoke, “Ten minutes, okay?  Room 4C.”  

Reed nodded and hovered over me as we walked 

down the hall.  I noticed all of the rooms had sliding 

glass doors and monitors beeped in intervals 

coming out of different rooms. 



When we stood in front of her room, I pulled 

on his hand to halt his progress.  “Whatever you see 

in there, Reed, you must be strong for her.  She’ll 

need you.  Li loves you, more than you’ll ever 

know.” 

Maybe that was the wrong thing to say to 

him, because he never spoke, just stared at the door.  

A lone tear escaped the corner of his eye.  I reached 

up and wiped it away.  He smiled slightly and 

pressed the button for the door to open. 

When she came into view, I thought maybe 

we had the wrong room.  If it hadn’t been for her jet 

black hair, I would have turned and walked out.  

Reed took two steps and he was at her side.  He 

sank to his knees, which put his chest level with the 

bed.  He took her right hand into his and being 

careful of the tubes and wires, kissed the back of 

her knuckles.  “Oh, darlin’.”   

I took stock in what she looked like.  Her 

right leg was in a cast, as well as her left forearm.  

A bandage was around her head, where it looked 

like blood was seeping through over her left eye.  

Her face was so bruised and cut that you couldn’t 

make out her features.  Both eyes were swollen and 

black.  A tube hung sideways out of her mouth; a 

machine made the repetitive sound of pushing air 

into her lungs.  The heart monitor beeped with each 

thump of her heart. 

I leaned over Reed and pushed some hair off 

of her face.  She didn’t respond.  I found myself 

stroking Reed’s hair as he cried into her mattress.  

He wasn’t one much for words, but when he spoke I 



knew it was only meant for my ears.  It was 

something that I’d take to my grave. 

“My sister was raped and killed when I was 

a teenager, before I met Ash.  I’ve never told 

anyone.” 

Trying not to be surprised, I just stroked his 

hair some more to let him know that I’d be here for 

both of them.   

A nurse disrupted our moment and told us 

that we needed to come back at ten.  Reed kissed 

her hand again and I leaned in and kissed the corner 

of her mouth.  “I’m here, Li.  I’ll be back in the 

morning.  Then we can start over.  We’ll get 

through this.” 

Reed and I walked slowly out to the waiting 

room.  When we came out somber, Ash was at my 

side, “We need to get to the hotel and get some 

rest.” 

I leaned into him and said, “I need you 

tonight.”  In all honesty, I needed his control.  By 

the glint in his eye, he knew what I was asking for. 

I think we both needed it. 

Which is why the moment we walked into 

the hotel room, he spoke those words to me, 

“Undress, on your knees, hands clasped at the small 

of your back, head down until I tell you otherwise.”  

Although he was taking control he still thought 

about my comfort.  He stepped ahead of me and 

pulled a pillow from the bed, dropping it on the 

floor at my feet. 

I couldn’t get out of my clothes fast enough.  

Ash went into the bathroom and I dropped to my 

knees and folded my hands as he liked them, my 



head was down.  The shower turned on and I 

relaxed a little while I waited on him to shower. 

He was only in there for about ten minutes 

before I heard the water shut off.  I resumed my 

position and waited for him to emerge.  I heard the 

door click and I closed my eyes, waiting. 

“Clear your mind, angel.  It’s only me you 

need to focus on tonight.  Eyes on me, Mary,” 

I looked up and saw him standing there, 

water rolling down his muscular thighs.  His cock 

was already standing up, the head just above his 

navel.  Ash was beautiful.  His hair still so wet that 

it looked almost black in the darkened room, only a 

small lamp was lit from behind me.  My shadow 

was on the floor to my right. 

“Open for me,” he whispered as he guided 

his erection to my lips.  When I parted them, I used 

my tongue to moisten the head so that it would glide 

easier into my mouth.  He didn’t go easy on me, 

only stopping when he was fully seated in my 

mouth.  I involuntarily swallowed and he moaned as 

I squeezed down on him.   

When he pulled out slightly, I whimpered at 

the loss.  I needed him.  I wanted to take all of him.   

Ash stroked my cheek as he slid back into 

my mouth.  I used my tongue to trace the heavy 

vein on the underside of his cock.  The sound 

coming from his chest told me that he was enjoying 

this too. 

“I want to fuck your beautiful mouth, Mary.  

You are going to take all of me.  When I come in 

your mouth, I want you to swallow it all.  Take 



every drop I give you.  Nod if you understand.”  I 

nodded eagerly and he only smiled. 

Placing both hands on the side of my head, 

Ash grabbed hold of my hair, with enough force 

that the slight bite of pain when straight to my sex.  

Instant liquid coated the inside of my thighs and my 

womb clinched from the excitement.   

We needed this.  I needed his control to help 

me focus on the days and months to come.  Ash 

needed control, to feel normal, because right now, 

he had no control over what was going on with me 

and Liana.  Poor Liana. 

“Stop,” he froze.  I refocused on his face and 

there was a mask of anger.  “Stop thinking or I will 

have to take this a step further.  It’s not a step you 

are ready for, Mary.  Focus now.” 

Without any other words, he thrust into my 

mouth.  He tasted like a dream.  Like he was a 

special treat made exactly for me.  The harder he 

thrust the more I took what he was giving.  Briefly I 

wondered if he was going to stop and give me some 

release of my own, because I was about to explode 

just from him fucking my mouth.   

I was looking deep into his eyes when his 

body stiffened.  His cock swelled in my mouth and 

the first spurts of his release hit the back of my 

throat.  I took everything he gave me and was 

pleased that he didn’t hold back. 

“Are you wet for me,” he asked while I used 

my tongue to remove any trace of his desire.  When 

I nodded he said, “I want you to keep one hand 

behind your back, with the other one, I want you to 

please yourself.  Stay on your knees.” 



Pulling my right hand around from my back, 

I spread my legs and touched the heated lips of my 

sex.  The slickness there was erotic and I used it to 

part myself.  Taking two fingers inside, I pumped a 

few times and groaned out my satisfaction.  When I 

touched my clit, I felt the beginnings of the fire in 

my body.  Alternating back and forth from inside to 

my hardened clit, Ash watched from the same spot 

he was in while I was sucking on his cock. 

“Are you about to make yourself come, 

angel?” 

When I only nodded he made me frown 

when he said, “Stop.” 

I removed my hand, but continued to pant, I 

needed to come.  All it would take would be one 

touch.  One tiny whisper of a touch and I’d come 

undone.  He knew how impatient I was.  Why was 

he making me stop? 

“Up on the bed, I want you on your knees 

and open for me.”  My internal voice was saying, 

“Hell yes!”  I crawled up on the bed and did as he 

asked. 

Instead of him entering me, I felt the flat of 

his tongue swipe at my pussy and he totally missed 

my clit.  It was straining for attention and Ash was 

trying to prolong my climax.  I didn’t have the 

voice to tell him that all I had to do was squeeze my 

legs and I’d be able to do it on my own. 

Bypassing my aching sex, Ash used his 

thumb to collect the desire from the inside of my 

thighs.  When I thought he’d prepare me, I was 

stunned when he folded over me protectively and I 

felt his reformed erection pressing into my ass.  I 



immediately relaxed when I felt the burn.  My body 

wanted to protest, but Ash was having none of that, 

“Relax Mary.  Let me in.” 

The deep timber in his voice had my 

entrance going soft.  He pushed inside and I felt the 

tiny pinpricks of sensations shooting all throughout 

my body.  He finally stilled just long enough for my 

entrance to adjust.   

When he started to move, I immediately 

came undone.  “Ash, please,” I begged.  

“Please what my angel.” 

“Fuck…me!  Please fuck me harder, now!”   

I dropped my face into my forearms and let him 

take me away.  My body rebounded back and I 

couldn’t stop the second orgasm from following the 

first.  When that one hit, Ash held me for his 

punishing thrust. 

Ash leaned over and bit down on the back of 

my shoulder, while slamming his still active cock 

inside me.  The more he stayed at this angle, the 

more times I came.  Finally, on the last deep thrust 

he stilled, let out a groan and came inside me. 

Eventually, he pulled out and pulled me into 

his arms.   

As I drifted off, I whispered, “Thank you.” 

“Love you,” was the last thing I heard. 

 

 

 
 

 

 



Chapter 8 
 

Two months later… 

 

Mary 
 

Liana was better, physically.  I’d been back 

and forth from Los Angeles to Phoenix over the 

past several weeks.  Reed and Gabe were there with 

her when I was not.  She was never alone.  She 

wouldn’t speak about what Jonathan had done to 

her, and I was worried that she blamed me.  

Thankfully, she assured me that she only blamed 

the man who’d done this to her. 

Today we were loading up the tour bus.  We 

were leaving out at the early hour of four a.m. 

tomorrow.  Liana planned on spending the last leg 

of the tour with us, so that she could be here if I 

needed help with anything. 

For now, she’d be staying in her new home 

in Phoenix.  Gabe had put her old one up on the 

market the day after she woke up in the hospital.  

Those early days were the hardest.  She didn’t want 

to see anyone, and when she did she begged to have 

her old place sold and her stuff thrown out.  She 

wanted no memories of her assault.  She now lives 

in a gated and guarded neighborhood in Scottsdale, 

Arizona.  Gabe went all out, even hiring Liana a 

personal bodyguard.  Liana even took in my cat, 

Glory, while we were gone.  This would give her 

something to look after, and that old cat loved 

Liana.  So, I thought it was a win-win for both of 

them. 



“Hey,” Kane said from behind me.  “You 

okay?” 

I turned and placed a hand on his shoulder, 

“Just thinking about Li.” 

“I’m more worried about you,” he smiled, 

but I knew that he was still concerned about the fact 

that no one had heard from Jonathan since the night 

Liana was attacked.  Kane and I had gotten closer.  

Over the past few months I could talk to him and he 

wouldn’t flip out like Ash.  Kane always listened 

but also encouraged me to tell Ash my worries, 

which I did.  But Kane was always a good sounding 

board.  He would just nod and take in everything 

that spilled out of my mouth. 

“It’s going to be okay,” I tried to reassure 

him.  Ash was even more worried about the stress 

and conditions I’d be subjected too on this tour, but 

I’d told him that I needed this and that I’d be fine. 

“Give me your bags,” Kane said holding out 

his hands.  I surrendered them with an eye roll and 

went back to the SUV to get some more, but was 

sidelined by Ash, when he met me halfway there. 

“I don’t want you picking up heavy stuff,” 

he scowled.  

“I know, but I want to help,” I pouted, which 

got me a soft kiss directly on my lips. 

“You don’t need to help,” he smiled.  “I’ve 

got enough muscles for the two of us.” 

“Oh yes,” I pretended to swoon, using my 

deep southern accent.  “You big manly man, I need 

you to carry this napkin for me because I’m just too 

small and frail to do it on my own.”   



He slapped my ass and picked up two bags 

in each hand and gave me a sideways smirk before 

going to the steps to place my bags in the bus. 

Thankfully, this bus had a bedroom in it; 

unlike the other bus they had last tour.  This one has 

a queen sized bed in the back and there were four 

bunks in the isle.  A bathroom was between the two 

sleeping areas.  The main, I guess you could say, 

living room, had a long couch that curved around to 

make a candy cane shape up by the partition that 

separated us from the driver.  A small kitchenette 

was on the far wall and a table with a circular 

seating area beside that.  Two flat screen televisions 

adorned the wall and could show more than one 

channel at a time.  Even the bedroom and each bunk 

had their own personal screens.   

I didn’t really care to unload all of my spoils 

into the dresser in the bedroom yet.  I’d have plenty 

of time tomorrow while we rode to Seattle.  I 

packed a ton of books and crossword puzzles.  Ash 

threw a few decks of cards in his bag, for poker 

night.   

Reed and Gabe would be flying in to Seattle 

the morning after tomorrow.  They wanted to stay 

with Liana as long as possible.  She had an 

appointment with the therapist tomorrow and they 

both wanted to be there. 

Reed and Gabe had come to an agreement 

on Liana.  They both loved her, and worked 

together to get her back on her feet.  The bruises 

were gone, but the scars still remained.  My heart 

broke every time I think of what happened. 



“Come on, angel,” Ash said suddenly next 

to me.  “Let’s go home.” 

“Okay,” I sighed.  Tomorrow was going to 

be the beginning of a new chapter in my life and I 

couldn’t be happier. 

 

Four in the morning was too damn early, but 

as soon as we were on the highway out of Los 

Angeles, I collapsed on the bed, only waking up a 

few hours later.  Ash was face down in his pillow.  

He was shirtless, and I itched to run my hands down 

the satin smooth skin of his back, but I didn’t.  

We were still in California, heading north.  

Suddenly hungry, I went in search of a granola bar 

or something to get into my stomach.  I’d learned 

that if I kept something in there, then I didn’t get 

sick.   

Kane was in his bunk, sleeping.  Thankfully, 

he wasn’t snoring.  Very quietly, I shut the small 

access door that closed off the sleeping quarters and 

went to the cabinet I’d stuffed my food in. 

Sliding into the booth, I unwrapped the 

chocolate granola bar and took a satisfying bite.  

My baby book was still on the table from where I’d 

dropped it this morning when arriving on the bus.  

Flipping to the page I had dog-eared, I read about 

the size of our baby.  I laughed to myself, because 

how can something the size of a pea cause me so 

much sickness? 

 My phone rang and I hit the button quickly, 

as to not wake anyone.  It was Liana. 

“Hey Li,” I whispered. 

“Hey,” she sighed. 



“Do you miss me yet?” I didn’t want to ask 

her how she was doing, because we all knew she 

was not any better than she was two months ago. 

“Always, Mar.  Always.”  

“What’s wrong, honey,” I rasped.  Tears 

threatened and I had to bite my cheek to keep from 

crying in front of her.  I was trying to be strong for 

my best friend. 

“Just needed to hear your voice,” she 

paused.  “They’re so protective…and annoying.” 

Reed and Gabe. 

“You need to talk to them, to me.  Anybody.  

You can’t keep everything in.”  I closed my book 

and stood up to put my trash in the can under the 

sink. 

“I will, I promise.  Just not yet, okay.”   

“We’re worried,” I admitted. 

“I know,” she choked.  When she started to 

cry, I wanted to reach through the phone and hold 

her, but from the sound of a door opening on the 

other end, I knew one of the guys were there to take 

my place. 

“Hello,” Gabe said into the phone, his voice 

sounded strained. 

“Hey, it’s me,” I replied. 

“Okay,” he whispered.  Gabe had 

transformed over the past couple months.  His 

playful side was nonexistent and replaced with quiet 

determination.  I hated seeing him like this.  

Everyone was on edge and worried for her well-

being.  



“Take care of her for me,” I cried.  The tears 

finally fell, and my stupid pregnant hormones didn’t 

help the situation. 

“I will and we’ll see you tomorrow,” he 

sighed.  “Take care of the boys, ‘kay?” 

“I will,” I hung up and set the phone down.  

My tears fell, and I drew my knees up to my chest.  

I just wasn’t sure what I was going to do about the 

whole situation.  It was causing so much stress on 

me. 

Doctor Michaels’ last visit to the house was 

for a regular checkup.  He checked the baby’s 

heartbeat and took some blood samples.  I had to 

pee in a cup and that was just humiliating.  He 

weighed me and didn’t like that I hadn’t gained 

back the weight I’d dropped during the worst part of 

the morning sickness.  (I don’t know why they call 

it “morning sickness”, because it happened from 

sun up to sun down and even during the night.) 

Dropping my hand to my stomach, I 

couldn’t help but think that within the next four or 

five weeks, I’d have a slight bump. 

We didn’t want to make a huge statement 

about the baby.  I told Ash it was our baby and I 

didn’t want the world to know yet.  Jonathan may 

use that against me, or give him more reason to 

become more aggressive.  Plus, the paparazzi loved 

to get pregnancy shots, and I really didn’t feel up to 

being stalked by them too. 

After the concert in Seattle, we were going 

to Las Vegas, for a two night show.  Just like the 

weekend that Ash and I had met.  We were going to 

get a room there and not stay on the bus, because 



the doctor was going to be making a house call 

again.   

The access door opened quietly and Kane 

walked through in nothing but a pair of really tight 

boxer briefs, his tattoos stark against the hot pink 

material.   

“Really, Kane?” 

“What,” he asked sleepily.  “It’s not like 

you’ve never seen a man in his underwear, or does 

Ash stay completely dressed around you all the 

time?  Well, I guess he doesn’t, because you’re 

knocked up.” 

“You’ve got to learn some damn manners, 

Kane,” I said from my seat at the table.  He grabbed 

a cup of coffee and used the one cup coffee maker 

that had been stored in an upper cabinet.  The smell 

of fresh brewed coffee had me groaning in defeat. 

“Please tell me you have some decaf in 

there,” I begged. 

“Well, little mama, I happened to have 

picked you up your own box,” he grinned pulling it 

down from another cabinet and shaking it toward 

me.  “Sit back, I’ll make you some.” 

Kane turned on the television, but kept the 

volume down while I read my baby book and 

sipped happily on my not-so-bad decaf coffee.  We 

rode like that for a good hour before Ash finally 

drug himself out of the bed. 

“Hey,” I said to him as he came into the 

kitchen to make his own coffee.  “Sleep well?” 

“Umhum,” he groaned.  “Missed you.” 

I laughed and just shook my head.  He 

eventually came over and sat with me on the 



rounded bench.  His arm around my back and his 

cheek rested on my shoulder.  He smelled so good 

this morning, all sweet male, and coffee.  I turned 

my head to kiss the top of his; he just groaned in 

reply. 

 

Ash 
 

We made it to Seattle and were parked in the 

secured lot behind the arena.  Seattle’s finest were 

there and were on high alert after Eric and David 

had met with them prior to our arrival.  The 

eighteen wheelers arrived ahead of us and the 

roadies were in place.  

Mary was on the bus still sleeping when I 

left David there to watch her in case she were to 

wake up.  I wanted to see how things were going 

with the set up.  The concert was tomorrow night 

and then we’d be off to Las Vegas. 

I had plans for our visit there.  My plan was 

set and everything was in place.  We’d leave after 

the show tomorrow night, so that we’d have a little 

more time in my favorite city. 

Malcolm met me at the back entrance, an 

edge to his voice, “We’ve got a problem with the 

set, but it’s going to get fixed in time, I hope.” 

“I’ve got all the faith in you,” I laughed 

when he rolled his eyes and looped back off around 

the corner.  Several new faces met mine and I 

nodded politely before moving on. 

Cases were lined up on the walls around the 

backstage area.  Monitors and computers were set 



up over in a private cubby hole.  Roadies moved 

past me with no more than a nod and a wave.   

Kane was talking to his cousin Coraline, 

who was like a spastic roadie extraordinaire.  They 

were cutting up and she punched him in the 

shoulder and walked over to me.  “Hey, bud.” 

“How was your vacation,” I asked.  She told 

me she was going to take a long trip to an island far 

away from us, until this tour started up.  She looked 

tanned, so I’m sure she had a blast. 

“It was very relaxing,” she smiled.  “Now, 

I’m ready to get to work.  I gotta go hang some 

lights.”  She bound out through the doors and left 

me and Kane standing by the dressing rooms.  Our 

show clothes were already inside and neither of us 

had a preference as to what we wore, so we usually 

just tossed on anything that matched.  Unless you 

were Kane Maddox, he only wore pants, no shirt or 

shoes. 

“How’s Mary,” he asked, while watching 

some chick with short spiked blonde hair walk by 

us.  She giggled as he smiled wickedly in her 

direction. 

“She’s tired,” I sighed.  “It is, what, eleven 

o’clock?” 

“Something like that,” he replied.  “So, you 

got everything set for Vegas?” 

“Yep,” I said, while flipping the little box 

around in my pocket. 

My phone interrupted us and I dug it out of 

my back pocket.  It was Mary. 

“Hey, angel.  You awake?” 



“Come to bed,” she rasped groggily.  “I 

can’t sleep on this bus alone.” 

“I’m on my way,” I replied and gave Kane a 

slap on the shoulder before returning to my girl. 

She was already back to sleep when I 

returned to bed.  I no more got settled in the bed 

when she rolled over and draped herself over my 

chest.  I smoothed a hand down her arm, then her 

sides, before resting a possessive hand on her hip.  

My thumb drew lazy circles there and I thought 

about our child nestled all warm and cozy in her 

womb. 

Our child. 

A baby. 

Obviously it was meant to be, our child.  I 

still couldn’t believe that, not only did I find a 

woman to own my heart, but a product of our love 

as well.  He or she would hopefully have her 

mother’s blonde hair, and maybe my green eyes.  

We hadn’t even talked about names yet.  I lay there 

wondering what type of person Little M would 

grow into. 

 Mary rolled onto her back, and my hand 

followed her.  I placed it on top of her still flat belly 

and closed my eyes. 

 

We were all dressed and ready to go.  The 

Meet and Greet went off smoothly and Mary had a 

lot of people ask for her autograph.  She did very 

well, even posing for pictures with the fans.   

“Alright, time to go,” Coraline said from the 

door. 



We all walked to the steps leading up to the 

stage.  The curtain was in place and we took our 

positions.  I stopped by Mary and gave her a swift 

kiss.  “You’ll be fine.”   

She only nodded and I ran up the platform 

for my intro.  Instead of being catapulted out of the 

floor this time.  I was to start at the very top of this 

platform Gabe had designed.   

One more look at Mary and I smiled.  

Damn, she looked amazing.  In her black leather 

pants and a sparkling green top that hung low, 

showing off her growing cleavage.  I had to focus, 

because I was about to start the show with a major 

hard on. 

The lights went down and Kane tapped out 

the beat on his drums. 

1…2…3 

The curtain fell and the song started.  Fans 

screamed and threw their hands in the air.  This was 

what I craved, what I needed.  Performing was in 

my blood and, besides Mary, was the only thing that 

kept me sane.  This is could control.  This I could 

own. 

By the time we ended the song, I was center 

stage.  I’d clipped the microphone during the last 

verse, but I was thirsty so I removed the thing and 

talked to the crowd. 

“Hello, Seattle!!” I screamed, and the crowd 

went crazy.  “How’s everyone tonight?”  I held my 

hand up to my ear and when they screamed at a 

satisfying level I laughed.   



“I think we need to give the last two bands a 

round of applause.  Show those mother fuckers 

some love!”   

Gabe started the next song before they 

quieted down.  I played my part and I tried to stay 

away from Mary.  She was doing great, but I didn’t 

want to spend all my time next to her.  I’d wait until 

I sang “My Angel Mine”, then I’d let the emotion 

pour out of me. 

Finally, it was time for Kane’s solo.  It was 

even more impressive doing it live on stage. 

He beat twice on the drums, the lights came 

up, and then the rain came down in one straight 

sheet in a circle around his drums.  He’d set this up 

where when he would play, water would splash up 

and soak his ass.  He told me that the fans would 

love it and from the looks of it, they were.  Kane 

was loving the hell out of it and at one point he was 

drumming so fast, that he’d stand up and tap the 

bass drum, throw his sticks to the crowd, then grab 

another pair and resume playing.  That shit was 

crazy. 

Mary had changed into her white dress for 

our song that we’d play after Gabe’s solo.  She 

leaned on my sweaty shoulder as we watched him 

do him.  He sighed heavily and I reached over to 

rub my child through her clothes. 

“You okay,” I asked. 

“Never better,” she smiled.  

“Are you ready for this?” I asked with a 

raised eyebrow. 

“Hell yes,” she replied.   



The set was to be done just like the video 

that was released last week.  Mary was actually 

going to play the song on my old acoustic while the 

stage was darkened.  I would come out of the 

shadows to sing to her, then disappear when I was 

silent.   

We’d practiced this song many times and 

she had it down.  My girl was going to be amazing. 

“Mary,” Coraline said from beside her, 

handing over my old guitar.  “Time to go, girly.” 

She smiled and ducked low as she walked 

out.  A roadie had just placed the stool center stage, 

when Mary sat down in it.  She nodded once and 

started the song.  The lone spot light lit up directly 

overhead.  I gasped when I looked up…she looked 

like an angel.  Her blonde hair shone bright against 

the light.  Her skin pale from the lack of sun over 

the past couple months, since she’d stayed inside 

due to being sick and taking care of Liana. 

On my cue, I walked up onto the dark stage 

and leaned into the light to sing her song.  It was so 

breathtaking that the whole place was quiet.  The 

effect of the song and the performance had our fans 

speechless.  Mary strummed along and kept to the 

script. 

When the song finished, the lights didn’t 

come up as planned.  It was now or never. 

“Ladies and gentlemen, I give you…Mary 

Montclair!” 

The crowd erupted into a chorus of cheers so 

loud that it made my ears ring.  Mary blushed and 

raised her hand to wave to the crowd.   



“And before I go on to the next song,” I 

paused and Mary frowned.  This was not part of the 

set.  “I have one thing that needs to be done before 

we move along.” 

I stepped back into the shadows and reached 

into my pocket.  My hands were sweaty and I 

prayed I wouldn’t drop this thing. 

Stepping up close and quickly toward Mary, 

I dropped to one knee at her feet and took her left 

hand in mine.  I heard all of the women in the 

audience gasp. 

“Mary Montclair, I promise to love you until 

the day I die.  I want to make sweet music with you 

for eternity.  Would you do me the honor of 

becoming my wife?” 

She started crying and when she got a good 

look at the diamond ring, she gasped.  Those ocean 

blue eyes looked into mine and she simply said, 

“Yes!” 

I scooped her up into my arms and kissed 

her senseless on the stage.  It took the crowd a full 

five minutes to calm down.  Mary eventually 

resumed her position on stage and we continued the 

show.  By the time we were done, Mary was 

grinning from ear to ear. 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 



Chapter 9 
 

Mary 
 

I didn’t know if I wanted to kiss him…or 

kill him.  The rock that weighed heavy on my left 

hand shone like a beacon, and it was absolutely 

beautiful.  I walked offstage and was immediately 

scooped up by my official fiancé.  

“Hey,” he whispered into my ear.  “I hope 

you’re not mad, but I wanted the world to know that 

you’re mine.”  He set me down before pulling me in 

for a heated kiss.  Ash molded his body to mine and 

I opened my mouth when I felt his hot tongue press 

against my bottom lip. 

He devoured me and when he finally pulled 

away, I was breathless. 

“I’m not mad,” I answered.  “I’m very 

happy.  But you didn’t need to do that out there, 

Ash.  This damn rock on my finger would’ve told 

the world by itself.” 

We were applauded by roadies and other 

staff as we made our way out to the bus.  When we 

stepped on, all the guys were there, even Eric and 

David.  They all looked guilty and I narrowed my 

eyes. 

“You were all in on this,” I growled, then 

threw up my hands and brought my hand down to 

point at Kane.  “I can’t believe you kept your mouth 

shut.  I’m so proud.” 

I giggled and launched myself at Kane when 

he opened his arms to me.  “I couldn’t spoil it for 



you or for Ash, plus he would’ve had my balls if I’d 

told you.” 

“Ok,” I sighed.  “You’re forgiven.” 

Everyone else congratulated us and then 

everyone seemed to disappear.  Kane was the last 

off the bus, but stopped at the top of the steps, “You 

have two hours.”   

“Why are they leaving,” I asked. 

“To give us some privacy,” he growled into 

my neck.  Immediately, his hands went to the hem 

of my shirt that I’d put back on when we had our 

duet.  He unbuttoned my pants while I pulled his 

shirt over his sweaty body. 

“Let’s shower,” he said as he pulled me 

toward the small stand up shower in the bus.  It was 

awkward trying to maneuver the both of us in the 

thing and I made a note to myself that this was a 

bad idea and not to do it again. 

We laughed more at our clumsiness and by 

the time we were done, we fell into the bed still 

dripping water and I’m sure I still had a lot of 

conditioner in my hair, but at this point I really 

didn’t care. 

“I love you angel,” he said as he made a 

path down my neck and took one nipple into his 

mouth.  When I sucked in a tight breath, he pulled 

away.  “Are they hurting?” 

“Yeah, sensitive,” I replied while trying to 

pull him back to me.  “Just be gentle.” 

“They’re getting so big, I don’t know if I 

can.”    Although he said that, Ash Martin was more 

than careful with everything he did with me. 



There was no foreplay this time, and for that 

I was thankful.  After his serenade and the proposal, 

it took all I could to remember my words when we 

sang, because I was too focused on getting him 

where he was right now. 

Ash groaned loudly when he pushed inside 

me, fast and hard.  My sex was already so soaked 

that it didn’t resist when he parted my lips and took 

me all the way.  The moment was frantic and he 

used his hand to pull my hip up so that I was at that 

angle that we both loved.  He seated himself for a 

second before thrusting over and over again inside 

me.  

“Well get married in Vegas.  Tomorrow, 

before the show,” he begged.  “I’m not going to 

wait any longer.” 

“Yes, Ash,” I cried as my first orgasm hit 

me.  

“Vegas, then?” he asked again. 

“Yes, Ash!  I’ll marry you tomorrow, now 

please fuck me,” I growled as another mind 

shattering release racked my body.  Ash laughed 

and looked awfully pleased as he took over my 

pleasure. 

 

We were a few hours from Las Vegas, when 

I woke up with a start.  My stomach twisted and I 

lunged for the bathroom.  I cursed the pregnancy 

fairy the whole time I was emptying my stomach 

into the toilet. 

Ash never woke up and for that I was 

thankful.  I was going to be getting married later 

today, and I didn’t want him to flip out.  Last night, 



we’d talked about having a big wedding and I told 

him I’d rather not.  He acted a little relieved and I 

sure it was because he didn’t want his parents 

crashing our special day.  So, we decided that we’d 

just hit a chapel here in town and have Elvis marry 

us or something.   

I used the small sink to wash my face and 

brush the funk off my teeth, before going to the 

little kitchen to find something to eat.  Kane was up 

and I frowned.  He was never one to wake up. 

“What are you doing up,” I asked. 

“Why are you puking,” he asked around a 

large spoonful of cereal.  I crinkled my nose and 

rolled my eyes.  “I heard you.” 

“I’m fine, Kane.  It happens.”  I grabbed a 

granola bar and slipped in next to my big brother 

and opened up my baby book.   

When I opened to the part where they 

showed a drawing of the baby being delivered, 

Kane choked on his cereal and gagged, “Oh that’s 

just gross.” 

I looked at him like he’d just lost his damn 

mind, “You just ate around a comment about my 

puke, but the cartoon of a birth grosses you out?” 

“I only want to see a woman’s vajayjay with 

me going in, not something coming out,” he smiled 

smugly. 

“Now that’s just wrong, Kane Maddox.  

Haven’t we talked about your couth?” 

“Yep…I have none,” he announced proudly.  

He slid out of the booth and threw away his 

Styrofoam bowl and plastic spoon in the trash 



before sitting on the couch.  “I’ll just sit over here, 

until you’re done looking at that baby stuff.” 

“Kane,” I laughed.  “What are you going to 

do if I go into labor on this bus?” 

He froze and looked like the rug had been 

pulled out from under him.  Hands raised out in 

front of him, like he was warding me off, and he 

shuddered, “Oh, hell no Mar!  I’ll be outta here.  I’ll 

faint, I swear to God, I’ll faint.  I can’t see that baby 

come out of your thing.  I’ll never look at you the 

same again.  It’s like….it’s like, you’ll be a mom!” 

I laughed so hard that I let out an unladylike 

snort.  “Kane!  I will be a mom!”  I grabbed my 

sides they hurt so badly from laughing.   

Ash made his appearance finally, “What the 

hell is all the noise about?” 

“Kane’s afraid of childbirth,” I giggled and 

pointed at him.  “He’s going to have to be in the 

delivery room, Ash.  Just so I can watch him turn 

green and faint.” 

Ash frowned, “No, I don’t want him looking 

at you.” 

Kane growled at me, “I’m sooooooo not 

going in that room.  No way, no how!”  When Ash 

turned his back to fix a cup of coffee, I stuck my 

tongue out at Kane and he suddenly looked very 

smug when he said, “Mary puked this morning.”   

Ash spun around and came over to me, 

looking all worried and said, “What’s wrong?” 

“I’m fine,” I assured him.  “It still happens, 

so says the book.”  I raised the well-worn thing as 

proof.   



He nodded and went back to adding sugar to 

his coffee then he looked over at me and smiled, 

“Well, you better get to feeling better, because 

we’re still getting married today.” 

I smiled, because I couldn’t be happier. 

 

Ash 
 

I booked Mary and me our own suite, since 

we would be newlyweds in just under an hour.  We 

didn’t care about all the pomp and circumstance, we 

just wanted to get hitched.  The guys were going to 

be our witnesses.  Mary had worried about Liana 

and if she should be here, but after a very 

depressing call to her best friend, Mary came out 

crying saying that Li said to go ahead without her, 

she didn’t feel like flying out. 

I worried that Mary would call off the 

wedding, but she assured me that we’d continue on 

as planned.  Eric and David were waiting outside 

for us to get ready.  The license was already secured 

for us and all we had to do was show up at the 

wedding chapel.  The door to the bedroom opened 

and out walked my beautiful bride-to-be.  She wore 

those damn leather pants and red high heels I loved 

so much topped off with a flimsy cream lace top 

that didn’t leave much to the imagination.  Her 

black push up bra was visible underneath.  I was 

dressed in black jeans and a torn Glory Days shirt, 

with black combat boots that fell open at the ankles.   

“Come here,” I urged her with my arms 

open.  “Are you sure you should be wearing those 

shoes.”  I didn’t want her feet to swell.  Hell, I 



noticed a slight baby bump on her belly last night 

but I didn’t say anything, because you never know 

when I’m going to say something stupid and her 

pregnancy hormones will release a well of tears. 

“I’m fine, baby,” she smiled then kissed the 

corner of my mouth.  “I’m ready when you are.” 

Opening the door to the suite, I found David 

waiting.  He was back in his uniform, black suit and 

tie, white shirt.  He smiled lovingly at his charge.  

She walked up to him and asked, “You ready to 

give me away to this guy?” 

“Yeah, I am,” he smiled and gave her a 

sweet kiss to the forehead.  She needed a father 

figure who didn’t treat her like shit and I was happy 

that David took it upon himself to be that role 

model. 

Eric met us in the hallway with our part time 

security guard, Mark.  He didn’t speak much, but 

smiled in Mary’s direction.  He gave me a satisfied 

nod that said he approved of my choices.  The big 

toothy grin wouldn’t leave my face. 

We made it out of the Mandalay Bay hotel 

and casino through the back entrance of the arena, 

and got into the awaiting SUV.  The guys were 

following us in a separate vehicle.  Once we got 

down Las Vegas Boulevard, and we were certain 

we weren’t followed by picture craving vultures, 

Mary and I relaxed back into our seats. 

The chapel was quiet and devoid of any cars 

when we arrived, just like we had arranged with the 

owners.  Mary and I teased that Elvis would be 

marrying us, but in all reality, we opted for a more 

traditional wedding.  There was an actual minister 



there and the place was covered in beautiful red and 

white flowers. 

Mary was swept away by the lady that 

managed the place while the guys and I took our 

places.  Kane made a surprising move and moved 

over to the maid-of-honor’s spot, since Mary didn’t 

have Liana here.  I looked back at Gabe who was 

trying his hardest not to tear up.   

When the music started, I turned to see her 

striding down the aisle, the woman from before was 

snapping pictures with Mary’s prized camera.  

David had her on his arm, and when she looked up 

and saw Kane standing there, she started to cry.  

When I made a move to step forward to go to her 

out of habit, Gabe placed a reassuring hand on my 

arm.  It took everything I had not to run forward, 

but I remained at my spot. 

The minister spoke, “Who gives this woman 

away to this man?” 

“I do,” David 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, “We are 

gathered here today……” 

 

“You may now kiss your bride,” he finally 

said.   

I placed my hands on my wife’s delicate 

face and leaned in, “Eyes on me, angel.”  When the 

ocean stared back I 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. 



Only when the applause behind us rang out 

did I remove my lips from hers.  Mary was smiling 

and crying softly.  I tucked her hand into mine and 

we walked down the aisle.   

The SUV was there….and so were the 

fucking paparazzi.  “Dammit,” I growled. 

“Its okay, Ash,” Mary whispered next to me. 

David covered us as we rushed to the 

awaiting vehicle.  Some of the cameramen hopped 

onto motorcycles and rushed up beside us to try and 

snap pictures through the windows that were so 

dark, I doubt they got any real pictures worth a 

dime.   

Mark was already on the phone, calling 

ahead to security at the hotel, telling them to expect 

a crowd behind us.  “We’re coming in hot,” he 

growled into the phone. 

When we got back to the hotel, I planned on 

forgetting about all of this, we had all night to 

ourselves and most of the day tomorrow.  We were 

to be at the local rock station for a live interview at 

nine in the morning.  So, until then, I was going to 

keep my wife in the bed, under me. 

Thankfully, hotel security blocked off our 

entrance at the rear of the building, so that we could 

get in without any harassment.  Mary relaxed as we 

exited the SUV.  I reached for her tiny hand, 

helping her down from her seat.  Mark and David 

hovered over the both of us as we were ushered up 

to our room.  

Once there, David kissed her cheek and told 

us to have a good night and to call if we needed 

anything.  Both men shook my hand and turned to 



leave.  I threw the privacy lock on the door and 

when my wife giggled, I started stripping. 

“Time to consummate this marriage, angel.” 

“Hell, yes,” she purred as she kicked off her 

shoes. 

We met in the middle of the room, our lips 

meeting in a heated rush.  Her lips were flushed and 

needy.  Mary’s sweet tongue darted out and traced 

my bottom lip.  I sucked it into my mouth and I felt 

her thighs clinch in response. 

“Are you wet for me?” I hummed against 

her lips.  She looked at me with fire in her eyes and 

used her hands to grab the hem of my shirt, lifting it 

over my head.  Hands tugged at the belt at my waist 

and within seconds she had my zipper down and my 

cock sprung free into her hands. 

“I’m about to get wetter,” she said as she 

dropped to her knees and took me into her mouth.  

My head shot back and I looked at the ceiling.  That 

devil tongue of hers rolled around the tip before she 

licked the underside slowly, dragging out my 

pleasure.  In one movement, I was seated at the 

back of her throat.  Pulling her hair to the side, I 

watched as her cheeks hollowed around my cock. 

I let her have her way for a while before I 

needed a break.  Lifting her away from me, I 

scooped her up and took her to the oversized king 

bed, setting her down gently.  Kneeling beside her, I 

unzipped her leather pants and slid them down her 

legs, she sighed loudly. 

“They’re getting too tight,” she whispered. 

“I know,” I replied honestly, before leaning 

over and kissing the little bump below her belly 



button.  “I’m glad, that means Little M is growing 

all happy and snug in there.” 

“I’m about to get big, Ash.” 

“And?” I raised an eyebrow at her.  She 

blushed the most beautiful shade of red as I 

removed her panties.  Her shirt was next and when I 

freed her breasts, my cock jumped in response.  Her 

breasts were growing so much faster than her 

tummy.   

“I’ll have to wear maternity clothes soon,” 

she grumped. 

“It’ll only be for a little while,” I assured 

her.  “Then you’ll be back to your old self.” 

She raised an eyebrow that told me she 

didn’t believe me.  I didn’t want to argue on our 

wedding night, so I took control and found my way 

into her welcoming heat.   

As soon as I entered her, I felt her pussy 

clamp down on me, pulling me further inside my 

girl.  Her head fell back and she moaned loudly, 

“That feels so good.” 

“Mmmm hmmmm,” I growled into her 

neck.   

Sitting back on my knees, I pulled her legs 

back over my hips and let her lay back and enjoy 

the ride.  Her breasts moved with my thrusts and I 

caught myself slamming harder into her just to 

watch them bounce.  I know I was smiling like a 

damn fool. 

When Mary’s hips began to undulate, I used 

my thumb to circle and press down on her swollen 

clit.  The moment I did, she went liquid around me 

and cried out my name.  Knowing she liked it as 



hard as I could give it, I looped her leg over one 

arm and used that leverage to thrust into her as hard 

as I could. It wasn’t long before I was falling over 

the edge. 

When I pulled out of her a few minutes later, 

she smiled lazily up at me.  I traced her jaw with my 

thumb and said, “Love you, wife.” 

“And I you, my husband.”   

After cleaning us both up, I held her as she 

drifted off.  It was hours later that I finally stopped 

watching my angel sleep and succumb to my own 

need for rest. 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 



Chapter 10 

 
Mary 

 
We were now in the Midwest.  Ash and I 

had been married for a month now, and every week 

he liked reminding everyone how long it’d been 

since we tied the knot.  The guys were almost ready 

to hog tie him to the top of the bus for the duration 

of the tour. 

The gossip rags were running amuck once 

they realized that I was pregnant.  I’d been labeled 

as a gold digger by some and as the woman that 

tamed the rockstar’s heart, by others.  But the fans 

totally turned the tables on them and have 

welcomed our marriage and baby with open arms.  

They even combined our names.  The call us, 

“MAsh.” 

A fan even gave me a maternity shirt custom 

designed with the logo on it.  It even had the sleeves 

ripped off, like Ash like to wear most of his shirts.  I 

slept in the thing every chance I could.  It was way 

comfortable.  I’d finally got my twitter account set 

up and posted a picture of me and the fan holding 

up the shirt.  I have almost a million followers now. 

Everyone accepted me and after our duet 

every show, the crowd would chant my name.  

Probably because of the way Ash was hovering over 

me so much, now that I was showing the evidence 

of our love.  Also, ever since he felt our baby kick 

for the first time.  Well, it was his first time, I’d felt 

Little M fluttering around me for the past several 

weeks.  Ash swears he can feel the tiniest of 



movement but I really think his mind is playing 

tricks on him. 

Dr. Michaels was to meet us in Kansas City 

tomorrow afternoon for the ultrasound.  It was time 

to go from hearing our baby, to actually seeing it.  

Ash and I had weighed the pros and cons of finding 

out if it was a boy or girl.  We decided to find out, 

because I wouldn’t have much time to get a nursery 

together once we got home.  If our calculations 

were correct, then I’d have right around a month left 

before delivery when we finish this tour. 

Ash had been considering canceling the 

European tour until after the baby was born and 

with the record label all about our publicity, they 

even said it could be done.  They thought sales 

would be better if we rescheduled.  The fans would 

understand, since everyone was all Team MAsh. 

It was late when we left Omaha and we slept 

as our night driver headed toward Kansas City.  

Sometime during the night, the buses parked in the 

lot behind the Harrah’s casino where we’d be 

performing later that night.   

I was up early and left Ash sleeping in the 

bed.  It took a minute of carefully sliding out from 

under his hold to keep from waking him. 

Reed was already up, watching the local 

news from the couch.  I made myself a cup of decaf 

coffee and sat down at the table.  My phone rang in 

my pocket and I knew who it was before I even 

pulled it out.  

It was Jonathan.  He’d been calling more 

and more frequently lately, and I have this heavy 

feeling that it was a sign of something horrible 



coming.  I did what I usually did and answered it 

then hung up immediately.  I didn’t give him the 

satisfaction of hearing my voice or even the chance 

to leave a voicemail. 

“Was that him,” Reed growled beside me on 

the couch.  He had just flipped the channel to some 

sports game that I really wasn’t paying much 

attention too.   

“Yeah,” I sighed.  “The calls are getting 

more frequent.”  I tossed the newspaper we’d 

picked up in Denver into the trash can next to the 

table. 

“He’s planning something big, isn’t he?”  

Reed asked. 

“Probably,” I replied.  “Who knows?  In all 

reality, I’m a little tired of the games he’s playing.” 

Reed stiffened then growled, “Mar, he’s not 

playing games, darlin’.  He serious.  You’re letting 

your guard down and that’s when people get hurt.  

You’ve got to watch your surroundings.  He could 

be anywhere.” 

I shivered slightly and only nodded, my 

voice was nonexistent.  I’d never tell them this, but 

the calls were coming in more and more frequent 

the closer we got to Memphis.  Many times I almost 

told Ash and David to just take me on to Nashville.  

I could skip out on one concert, but I had to go 

there.  I wanted to go to the cemetery to see my 

parent’s grave.  It’d been too long, and Ash said 

he’d go with me. 

“I know,” I simply replied.  

“Have you talked to Li,” he asked carefully.  



“Yes,” I nodded.  “I talked to her last night.  

She seems a little better, or maybe she was putting 

on a front. Believe it or not, I couldn’t tell.  It’s like 

she’s getting good at making us believe she’s on the 

mend, but I don’t buy it.” 

“Me either,” he groaned.  “I’ve tried 

everything I can to get her to talk to me, but most of 

the time she pushes me away.  I can’t even hug her 

for fuck’s sake.” 

Getting up from the table, I went over and 

sat down next to him.  Reed leaned his head on my 

shoulder and let out a weary sigh. 

“Don’t give up on her, please,” I begged.  

“She’ll come around.  We just have to keep at it.”   

He looked up at me and smiled.  It looked 

forced.  “She won’t even let me touch her, Mary.  

Not that I’d pressure her into sex or anything; I’m 

talking about no hugs or even a simple hand shake.” 

This was all so unnerving.  Out of all the 

people who I thought could help Liana, it would be 

Reed.  “Like I said, we’ll help her.  We can’t give 

up.” 

“Never,” was his reply.  

I just hoped that we could get her to open 

up, before it’s too late.  She may never be the same 

after the brutal attack.  

We arrived at the hospital in Kansas City for 

the ultrasound.  Dr. Michaels was already in the 

room when we were brought back by the radiology 

technician.  The lights were dim and the machine 

made a humming sound that was more soothing 

than frightening. 



My palms were sweaty and I wiped them on 

the sheet covering my hips.  The doctor had tucked 

it into the waistband of my shorts.  He squeezed a 

huge glob of warm good on my belly and placed the 

white paddle thing on my distended abdomen.   

Ash gasped when he saw the baby come into 

view.  Even in black and white you could make out 

Little M’s features.   We went through all the 

motions; measuring the fetus, looking for hands and 

feet, checking the heart rhythm, and finally it was 

time to find out the sex of our baby.   

The doctor smiled and gave Ash a funny 

look, “Alright, have you been placing bets on what 

this little person is going to be?” 

“Well, no money was bet,” he admitted and 

shrugged at my appalled look.  “It’s more for 

bragging rights.”  Ash had been holding my hand 

the whole time and I gave it a mighty squeeze, 

letting him know that I was not happy about them 

doing that.  It was a baby, for crying out loud.  

“Oh, so tell me what everyone wagered and 

I’ll tell you who the winner is.”  Seriously, even the 

damn doctor wanted in on this nonsense. 

“Well, it’s simple really.  Reed, Gabe, and I 

all think it’s a boy.  Kane is the lone man out; he 

thinks it’s a girl.  Mary says she doesn’t care as long 

as it’s healthy.” The doctor kept fiddling around on 

my belly with that paddle and then he finally 

stopped and burst out laughing. 

“Well, looks like the winner is…Kane,” his 

entire body shook as he laughed, and I waited to see 

if he was going to say he was kidding or something. 



“There’ll be no living with him now,” I told 

Ash. 

“Nope,” he shivered next to him.  Good 

God, Kane Maddox was going to be thrilled.   

I stayed there on the table, while he did a 

little more checking on the baby, and lost my mind 

in the world of rainbows and unicorns. 

 

Ash 
 

Me…Yeah, this guy right here, well I’m 

freaking the fuck out right now. 

I was going to be a father to a baby girl. 

This has got to be a cruel ass joke the doc 

was playing on me.  The little black and white 

photo he printed out showed a grainy image with a 

computerized circle on it and the words read, 

“Girl”.  And sure enough, the image wasn’t grainy 

enough to make me doubt his words, my little girl 

was showing everyone what she was.  I frowned, 

that better not become a problem. 

“I’ll let you get cleaned up and then I’ll be 

back to give you another prescription for prenatal 

pills. You should be about to run out.” 

“Yes, I have about a week’s worth left,” 

Mary replied.  

Mary sat up a little awkwardly and I let her 

use my hand for leverage.  She kissed me gently on 

the corner of my mouth and looked at me puzzled, 

“You okay?” 

“Sure,” I lied.  “Never better.” 



She used the rag to wipe off the extra gel 

that was on her stomach and pulled her maternity 

shorts back over her belly and straightened her shirt. 

“Guess we need to start picking out names, 

huh?” she asked. 

“Yep,” I replied automatically. 

The doctor returned a few minutes later and 

handed Mary the little piece of paper for her pills.  

We headed back to the tour bus and found the rest 

of the band and David all waiting anxiously on the 

news. 

 

“Alright, spit it out,” Reed said the second 

we stepped on the bus.  “Who won?” 

“I still cannot believe y’all are betting on our 

baby.”  Mary scowled at all of us, but I just patted 

her on the ass and watched as she took a seat next to 

Kane on the couch. 

“We’re having a girl,” Mary exclaimed and 

Kane jumped up in the air and did a fist pump.  

Mary was scooped up and he licked her damn face. 

“I knew it,” he yelled.   

“Put me down, Kane,” she laughed while 

punching his arm. 

“Hey,” I frowned.  “Don’t squeeze her.” 

Mary just laughed and went back to the 

bedroom.  She complained on the way out of the 

doctor’s office that the gel was coated in her clothes 

and she needed to change. 

Reed was reading a book at the kitchen table 

and looked down the walkway at Mary.  When she 

shut the door, he turned his hard gaze on me, “She 

got a call this morning.” 



“Fuck,” I growled.  “What did that son of a 

bitch say?”  My hands fisted at my sides and I felt a 

pulse start in my head.  This guy needed to be 

caught and soon. 

“She didn’t give him a chance.  Mary just 

answered the phone then hung up.  She’s getting 

numb to his threats.  I’m worried she’s letting her 

guard down, Ash.  We don’t want a repeat of 

Liana.”  Gabe looked up at the mention of his 

sister’s name. 

“That won’t be a problem,” I said.  “We’ve 

got people on her.  It’ll be fine.” 

“She needs to stop giving autographs on the 

way out to the bus after the shows.  I don’t like it,” 

Kane said from his position on the couch. 

Every show they have the barricades up for 

the fans to stand at behind the building, on our walk 

out to the bus.  There’s usually thirty or forty people 

there and we stop and sign a few autographs on the 

way out.  Mary enjoys the interaction with the fans 

and I have to agree with Kane, she needs to slow it 

down.   

“I don’t like it either,” I admitted, looking 

out the window.  The sky was clear and the weather 

perfect.  The day was turning out to be just as 

perfect.  If that asshole hadn’t ruined it by calling 

Mary. 

We were all fed up with Jonathan Jones.  

Kane was right, she needed to stay away from the 

crowds.  We were getting closer to Memphis, and 

the closer we got, the more worried I was 

becoming.   

 



Chapter 11 

 
Mary 

 
“HELLO, LITTLE ROCK!” Ash yelled into 

the microphone.  The crowd roared their excitement 

as he stood up high on the catwalk above me.  

People held signs that said all things from “I Love 

Glory Days!” to “Marry Me Kane”, and of course, 

Kane was all about that one.  He came out from 

behind the drum set and had the girl come toward 

the stage.  He signed it before handing it back to 

her.  When she swooned, a young guy with a 

Mohawk grabbed her to keep her from falling.   

Once he got settle back in, he gave me a 

look and I rolled my eyes, then he started the next 

song.  Little M jumped every time a song would 

start.  I wrapped my hand around the spot where 

she’d kicked and rubbed it to let her know it was 

okay.  Ash saw my movement and raised an 

eyebrow at me.  Just like every other time, I just 

nodded to him and watched him relax. 

Since leaving Kansas City, my appetite had 

increased and I was starting to put on the weight 

that I’d lost in the beginning when I was so sick.  

By the time we reached Dallas, I’d drug David out 

to the mall, because I needed to buy some maternity 

clothes.   

Gone were the clothes of a rockstar, and in 

were the billowed out shirts of a pregnant woman.  I 

was now twenty six weeks into my pregnancy and 

Little M was happy to spin and flip during the wee 

hours of the night.  This caused me to sleep in 



regularly and Ash was happier than he ever was.  

He loved waking up next to me and would spend at 

least half an hour rubbing and kissing our child 

through my skin. 

We’d received custom made clothing for the 

baby from fans wherever we went.  This baby was 

welcomed by all of them.  We were presented with 

all kinds of presents at every city we passed 

through.  Ash voiced his concern about me stopping 

to shake hands with the fans, but I just told him that 

I wanted to do it and David was always close so 

there shouldn’t be a worry. 

The lights went down and I moved to the 

stairs, a roadie was there to hold my hand as it took 

the short walk down.  Ash was there a second later, 

his hand rested possessively on my stomach, “Is she 

okay?” 

“Yeah, she freaks every time Kane starts to 

play,” I laughed.  

He leaned down and took my lips with his.  

His tongue was hot and greedy as he explored my 

mouth.  Just when I was about to jump him and beg 

him to take me to bed, he pulled away.  I 

whimpered at the loss.  Ash laughed and grabbed 

my hand.  It was time for us to recreate the video 

for “My Angel Mine”. 

 

The encore was crazy, the crowd yelled so 

loudly that I’m surprised they even heard the music.  

Ash led me down the stairs this time and I yawned 

involuntarily.  “You tired?” he laughed. 

“Yeah, I didn’t sleep well last night,” I 

admitted.   



He reached over and put a hand on my belly, 

“Little M, you’ve got to quit doing somersaults in 

there and let your momma sleep.”  He kissed her 

through my shirt and pulled me back toward the 

dressing rooms.   

I grabbed some clothes and followed him 

into the hot spray.  While I let Ash wash my hair, I 

leaned back on the wall and closed my eyes.   

“You look worn out, angel.” 

“Mmmhmm,” I groaned.   

“Well, we’ll be out of here in a little while, 

then you can sleep while we ride.” 

I nodded and grabbed the bar of soap.  Using 

the cloth, I lathered up and used it to clean my 

husband.  Man, I still can’t believe that we were 

married.   

I used the cloth to run soap up his broad 

chest and out over his bicep.  When he rinsed the 

soap off, I leaned in and traced the taut cord of his 

muscles there with my tongue.  He groaned and 

clamped his huge hands on my hips and ground his 

cock onto the V of my thighs. 

“My wicked little angel,” he purred, then 

grabbed me by the ass and lifted me against the 

wall.  One thrust and he was seated deep inside me.  

I gasped from the painful pleasure of the fullness at 

my core. 

Being pregnant didn’t diminish my need for 

him, it only increased by a million times.  At any 

given point in the day, I would be wet and ready for 

him; a fact that Ash loved to take advantage of. 

“Ash, I’m getting too big for you to hold up 

like this,” I panted.   



His response was a primal growl and he 

reached between us to press his thumb against my 

clit.  He thrust faster and I felt the first stirrings of 

my orgasm.  Tightening my legs around him, I tried 

to pull him deeper. 

“Come with me,” he whispered into my 

neck. 

One more press to my clit and I exploded.  

Sparks crowded my field of vision.  I tried to keep 

my eyes on him, like he loved for me to do, but the 

exquisite feeling of my release had my eyes closing, 

my head thrown back. 

After he stilled and pulled out, we finished 

our shower and hurried to get dressed, so that we 

could leave. 

Our next stop was Memphis.   

 

When my phone rang a few hours later, I 

reached for it blindly, noticing it was a LA area 

code.  Ash was out of the bed and I’m sure he was 

staying up to hang out with the guys. 

“Hello,” I answered groggily. 

“Please don’t hang up,” Justin Rembrandt 

spoke quickly into the phone.  “This is business.” 

“You have thirty seconds, Justin.” I sat up in 

the bed and looked toward the door.  Should I go 

get Ash?  Justin was not to be contacting me, per 

the label’s word. 

“One of my other clients wants you to sing 

with him,” he said into the phone.  “It’s another 

rock band and they asked if you could do a duet 

with them.” 



“No,” I growled.  “The only band I will be 

singing with is Glory Days, and you know that.”   

“It’ll be a lot of money, Mary.  You could 

eventually branch out on your own.  It would be 

like old times.  You’d have the front of the stage, 

honey.” 

I looked at the phone, like I was talking to 

someone I didn’t even know.  This guy was a jerk to 

use my dream against me to go sing with another 

band.   

“First of all, Justin, you don’t ever call me 

“honey”, and second, I’ve already told you that I 

don’t want to be on my own.  If you haven’t 

noticed, I’m pregnant.  That would be a problem in 

the next few months.  I signed a contract with Glory 

Days, and as far as I concerned you can tell them 

no.” 

A noise caught my attention from the door 

and looked up into Ash’s eyes, they were burning 

with anger; he held his hand out for the phone.  

When I surrendered it to him, he spoke very plainly. 

“So help me, Justin.  You’ve been warned 

not to contact her.  Where the fuck do you get off 

wanting to have her sing with another band?  She’s 

MINE!  You’re walking a thin line as it is, and your 

rope is about to break.  Do not call her again.” 

He punched the end button on the phone and 

tossed it on the bed.  He didn’t speak as he sat 

down.  The silence, for once, bothered me.  I 

reached my hand out to touch his, but he pulled 

away. 

“Ash,” I asked, confused.   



“Why did you answer his call?” he growled 

at me.  I leaned back from the anger coming off him 

in waves.  His nostrils flared and he was honestly 

angry about this. 

“I didn’t recognize the number as his,” I 

replied with a small voice.  Angry Ash scared me. 

“Are you thinking about singing with that 

band?  Do you want to go out on your own?  From 

the way you said it, it sounded to me that you’re 

only here because of the contract.  Tell me Mary, do 

you want out of this?”  He was turning red.  What 

the hell? 

“NO, Ash!” I yelled.  “Where are you 

getting these ridiculous ideas?”  I pulled my knees 

up in a defensive manner, even though I couldn’t 

pull them up flat to my chest like usual. 

“He wants you,” he growled.   

“I’m married to you.  I’m having your 

child!” 

“I don’t want him around you,” he 

whispered as he moved toward me.  I leaned back to 

keep room between us.  “Why are you moving away 

from me?” 

“You scare me when you get all possessive 

angry,” I admitted. 

“Do you think I would hurt you?” he looked 

appalled. 

“No,” I whispered.  “It’s just the…the anger, 

Ash.  I still have issues.” 

When those words left my mouth, he stilled.  

His eyes widened and guilt replaced the anger in his 

eyes.  I wanted to reach out and tell him it was 

okay, but he scooted himself backwards off the bed 



and left saying, “I’ll sleep in a bunk, tonight.  Love 

you.” 

He didn’t even let me reply before closing 

the door.  Now I was angry at him, and my 

wounded ego wouldn’t go get him and tell him to 

come to bed.  So, I sat there for a while stewing 

over the fact that he left me alone so easily.  I fell 

asleep crying that night.  Our daughter calmed 

finally and I was able to get quite a good amount to 

sleep.   

 

Ash 
 

My back was killing me when I opened my 

eyes.  For a second, I didn’t know quite where I 

was, but when reality sank in, I felt my chest 

constrict from the way I acted toward Mary the 

night before. 

The thought of her talking to Justin 

Rembrandt had me seeing red.  I hated him with a 

passion that wasn’t human.  Remembering back to 

when he tried to make the moves on her had the 

anger slam back into my body.  The fact that he 

could’ve done to Mary what Jonathan did to Liana 

was more than I could handle. 

When Mary wouldn’t let me touch her, or 

my daughter, I told myself I was the biggest asshole 

on the planet.  I’d make it up to her, even if it killed 

me. 

I heard the door to the bedroom open and I 

slid the curtain and our eyes met.  Pain filled her 

vision and she averted her eyes.  Slinging my legs 

down over the edge, I hopped down and cut her off 



from going to the front of the bus.  She was dressed 

and had her handbag slung over her shoulder. 

“Where are you going?” I demanded. 

“I have something I need to do this 

morning,” she whispered.  She was dressed in a 

sundress that reminded me of the sun.  Her long 

blonde locks were pulled up tight into a ponytail. 

“I’ll go with you,” I said as I reached back 

up on the bunk to retrieve my shirt. 

“No Ash, this is something I need to do 

alone today.”   

I froze in my tracks.  Realization hit me.  

We had arrive in Memphis, her home town, last 

night, and she was heading to the cemetery to visit 

her parent’s grave.  This was something we’d talked 

about.  She wanted me to go with her back when 

she first mentioned it.  

But with Jonathan still lurking around, I 

didn’t want her out alone. 

“You’re not going by yourself,” I growled.  

She took a step back and it was all I could do to 

keep from touching her. 

“D is going with me,” she said cautiously. 

“No,” I demanded, and unable to stand it 

any longer, I wrapped my hands around her upper 

arms.  “I’m going with you.  You can’t go out there 

without me.” 

“Let go of me Ash,” she rasped and tried to 

pull away, but my hold was firm. 

Movement around me distracted me for a 

moment, when Kane, Reed and Gabe leapt out of 

their bunks.  Arms wrapped around my chest and I 

realized that Reed had me held back.  Confused I 



looked at Gabe and Kane, their expressions were 

fierce. 

“What the fuck, Ash?” Kane growled as he 

placed his body in front of her.  I didn’t like that he 

was protecting her from me.  I wasn’t going to hurt 

her. 

“Dammit Mary!  I’m going with you!”   

Tears fell from her face and I heard her 

hiccup.  Then she did the impossible, she looked at 

me with pain in her eyes and said, “A…Angel.” 

My hands dropped and so did my mouth.  

She used the safeword.  The word I’d made her 

choose for when things got too hard for her to 

handle. 

She slunk away from Kane and opened the 

partition to enter the living area of the tour bus.  I 

wasn’t going to accept it.  I just couldn’t.  When I 

spun out of Reeds hold to go after her, I was greeted 

by David.  His shoulder slammed into mine, holding 

me in place.  I felt the guys behind me, like they 

were going to hold me down if needed. 

“I’ll take care of her, I promise,” he 

whispered to me.  Looking around him I noticed, 

she was standing at the doors of the bus, waiting to 

head out the door.  

David gave me a look of pity before turning 

around and helping her from the bus.   

I fell to my knees and wept.  What have I 

done? 

“What the hell was that all about,” Kane 

said pulling me to my feet.  “Why were you hurting 

her?  So help me Ash, if you left a mark on her, I 

will kill you.” 



“I didn’t mean to hurt her,” I rasped.  “We 

had a disagreement last night.  I was angry and it 

scared her, so I slept in the bunk.  She told me a few 

weeks ago that she wanted me to go with her to the 

cemetery to see her folks, but this morning she’d 

changed her mind.” 

“Why did she say “Angel”,” Gabe growled. 

“It’s her safeword,” I whispered, my heart 

hurt so much that I buried my fist there to ease the 

pain.  It didn’t work. 

Every one of them quieted.  They weren’t 

stupid.  They knew what I was talking about.   

“You’re and idiot,” Kane said as he walked 

past me into the front of the bus. 

“I know,” I replied and followed him toward 

the couch. 

I sat there staring out the window, waiting 

on her to return.  I just hoped that my fucked up 

behavior hadn’t caused her to realize that I might 

not be good enough to stick around for the long 

haul. 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 



Chapter 12 
 

Mary 
 

David opened the door to the SUV and held 

his hand out for me.  The day was beautiful and the 

temperature was mild.  It’d been many years since 

I’d come here to visit them.  Although the time had 

gone by, I had no problem finding where they were 

buried.  Carrie Jones use to bring me here whenever 

I needed to talk to them.  She understood.  Once the 

Jones’ died, I wasn’t brought here anymore.  The 

Parnell’s wouldn’t take me anywhere.  If I needed 

to go somewhere, I had to find my own way. 

“I’ll be close, but far enough away to give 

you privacy.  Take as long as you need.”  He rubbed 

my back and urged me forward. 

Taking a shaky step, I walked onto the grass 

and made the trek straight back from the pond I’d 

told David to park at.  In my hand was a fresh 

bouquet of wildflowers to place in the urn that was 

centered on their headstone. 

When their names came into view, the tears 

I was holding back fell freely over my lids and 

dripped down my cheeks.  There were no old 

flowers in the urn to replace.  Grass had grown up 

almost over the edges of the stone.  The marker 

looked older since the last time I was here, more 

worn.  I promised myself that I’d use that guilt 

money to buy them a newer headstone, one that was 

made of the best material and wouldn’t deteriorate 

as easily. 



Dropping to my knees, I took a deep breath 

and said, “Hi momma, daddy.”  Cleaning the dirt 

and dried grass off, I began to talk.  I’ve needed 

them a lot over the years, but right now I needed 

them the most.  My life’s been crazy this past year 

and I had a lot to say. 

“I met a really amazing guy, momma.  Just 

like you use to tell me.  He’s everything you told 

me to look for in a man.  We got married a month 

ago, and as you can tell, I’m pregnant.”   

I placed the flowers into the urn and 

primped them until they were in a perfect 

arrangement.  The words carved under the curve 

said, “Never Forgotten”.  I ran my finger slowly 

over the carved letters, memorizing the feel of the 

stone. 

“I’m singing again,” I paused to wipe away 

the tears.  “I had surgery to repair the damage that 

Mr. Parnell did.  He’s dead now, and I know he’s 

not with you, because that man was a monster.” 

I pulled the grass away from their headstone 

and eventually had the whole thing edged to 

perfection.  It looked much better, but I still wasn’t 

happy with the way it looked dulled. 

“I’ve made some really great friends since 

meeting Ash.  Momma, you’d love Kane.  He’s a 

complete jerk when he opens his mouth, but he’s 

got a huge heart.  If I’d ever had a brother, I’d 

hoped he’d be just like him.  Dad, you’d give him a 

hard time.  He has too many tattoos.”  I laughed and 

leaned back further on my heels. 

“Liana is my best friend.  Her brother, Gabe 

is just as amazing as she is.  She’s in love with 



Reed, but she won’t ever tell him.  She doesn’t want 

to love him, but she does.” 

I looked up and saw David standing close to 

a shade tree off to my right.  He was scanning the 

area for any threat.  As promised, he was giving me 

the privacy I needed so desperately.   

“That’s David.  He’s my bodyguard.  

Daddy, you’d like him.  He’s the man who walked 

me down the aisle and gave me away at our 

wedding.  He could never replace you, but he sure 

does come in a close second.” 

I had to stop talking because the tears 

clogged my throat.  I leaned forward and placed my 

hand on the stone, hoping to feel something from 

them.  Anything.   

“I miss y’all,” I cried.  Leaning forward as 

far as I could I placed my head as close to the stone 

as was possible around my growing stomach.  “It’s 

a girl momma.  She’s going to be loved so much.  I 

promise I’ll tell her about you and daddy.  She’ll 

know you even though she’s never met you.”  I 

rubbed my belly and I saw my momma smiling at 

me through my mind’s eye.  The memory was fresh 

and it made me cry even harder. 

“I’m scared,” I admitted.  “I have no idea 

how to be a mom.  And the Jones’ son is stalking 

me.  He’s already hurt Liana in the worst way, and 

I’m worried he’ll get to me next.  I’m trying to keep 

it together, but who knows what he’s going to do? 

“I want my life back. I miss the freedom of 

just being me.  All of this publicity and being 

married to a rockstar is tough.  Don’t get me wrong, 



I love that I’m singing again.  It’s everything I’d 

ever hoped for.” 

A car came around the bend and I watched 

as David stood up firmer at attention.  When the 

blue Prius continued on by, he relaxed and I went 

back to my musings, knowing that I had to leave 

soon.  We’d been here long enough and if I didn’t 

get closure soon, I never would.   

“And I love Ash, more than I think he even 

knows.  I hope that you’re proud of me.  I…I have 

to go now.  I miss you and I…I love you.” 

The tears fell constantly and after a few 

minutes, I felt strong hands pull me up to my feet.  I 

leaned into David as he walked me back to the 

Escalade.  He deposited me into the backseat and I 

pushed his hand away when he tried to buckle me 

in.   

“Thank you,” I rasped.  “I got it.” 

The ride back to downtown was quiet.  

David never asked me if I was okay, and I didn’t 

talk about what I said to my parents.  I watched as 

old relics from my past flashed by the windows.  

Places I’d visited with my parents when I was a 

child, now looked old and most were abandoned.  I 

almost asked David to take me by my childhood 

home, but I knew that it would just make this visit 

harder.  Once I resigned myself, I felt a weigh lifted 

from my shoulders.  A turning point was made 

when I visited them. 

I actually felt better.   

When we arrived back at the FedEx Forum, 

security let us through the gate and when we pulled 

up in front of the bus, Ash came rushing out to meet 



us.  I watched him from the SUV.  His face was a 

mask of pain.  He looked frantic as he ran toward 

me.   

I know that I’d done something today that I 

swore I never would.  I used the safeword and Ash 

was probably hating himself right now.  I wasn’t 

mad at him, I just needed my space and if using that 

word was what got it then I’d do it again. 

My door was opened and he reached inside 

to unbuckle me.  I was in his arms a second later, 

“I’m so damn sorry, Mary.  I don’t know what came 

over me.  Please forgive me.” 

“Okay,” I whispered.  “Can we just go 

inside?” 

Ash nodded and led me up the steps to the 

bus.  The guys were sitting stoic at the kitchen table.  

They looked up at me and I smiled and continued 

past them to the bed.  I needed a nap.  Ash never 

said another word, and when I kicked off my shoes 

and laid down, I held out my hand for him to 

follow. 

I fell asleep in his arms knowing that things 

were still strained, but I felt better knowing that I’d 

talked to my mom and dad.  They may not have 

heard the words, but for some reason, I felt that they 

knew how happy I was. 

 

Ash 
 

Finally around one in the afternoon, I forced 

myself to wake her up.  I needed to make sure she 

ate something and we needed to get inside to run 

through the set before the show.   



“Mary, angel,” I nudged her.  “Time to wake 

up.” 

One eye opened and she blinked twice 

before pulling the pillow over her head.  “Tired,” 

she mumbled. 

“I know, but you have to eat something.  It’s 

after lunch.” 

“What time is it?” she asked, still buried 

under the white pillow. 

“One,” I answered, then laughed as she 

threw the pillow aside and sat up too quickly in the 

bed.  Her hair was rumpled and it was all I could do 

to keep from pulling her back under the covers. 

“Fuck,” she cursed.  “We need to go.” 

“It’s okay,” I reassured her.  “We’ve got 

time.” 

She grabbed a brush and ran it through her 

long tresses before pulling it up into a sloppy 

ponytail.  The guys were out making sandwiches 

and watching some home improvement show when 

we walked in.   

I pushed her toward the table, “What do you 

want to eat?” 

“Just a ham sandwich,” she shrugged.  “Not 

all that hungry.”  She flinched and rubbed a spot on 

her side. 

“You okay,” I asked concerned. 

“She either kicked me in the rib or punched 

me, I’m not sure,” she laughed and rubbed the spot 

absently. 

“So, have we picked a name yet,” Kane 

asked.  “I’m really tired of Ash calling her, “Little 

M”.  She needs a name.”   



“Yeah,” Mary laughed.  “And what would 

you suggest?” 

“Mable?” Kane smiled around a potato chip. 

“No!” Ash and I said in unison. 

“Savannah,” Reed said from across the bus.  

He looked sad today, but I’d overheard him talking 

to Liana earlier and I knew that she wasn’t any 

better than she was a few hours ago when he’d 

called her. 

“I like that one, Reed,” Mary smiled.  “But I 

want her to have my mom’s middle name, so it has 

to sound good together.” 

“What’s her middle name?” I asked 

curiously.  I already knew her mom’s name was 

Lily, but Mary had never mentioned her mom’s 

middle name.  This was obviously important to her, 

and I’d be honored to use any name that she wanted 

to pass down from her side of the family. 

“Nichole,” she stated with a small frown on 

her face.   

“I like Nichole, and I’d be glad to use that, 

but we need to come up with a first name.”  I set the 

plate next to her and she began to eat. 

“Ivy Nichole?” Gabe asked from the couch.  

He was flipping through a Time magazine.  Why 

that boy wanted to be in a rock band was beside me.  

He was super intelligent and should be the CEO of a 

damn multi-billion dollar company. 

“Maybe,” Mary said after a drink of milk.  

That girl was going through the milk a lot lately.  

We had to stop every other day and pick up two 

gallons, just to keep her stocked.   



 After helping her get dressed in a pair of 

denim maternity shorts and a flowing white 

sleeveless top, we were ushered into the arena 

where we went directly to the stage to rehearse. 

Coraline was just coming up from the other 

side of the stage when she gave us two thumbs up 

and yelled, “You’re good to go!  And don’t forget!  

You’ve got a web chat to do in an hour and a half!” 

“Gotcha,” I yelled back and gave her a 

wave.  We were asked to host a web chat with the 

fans tonight and everything was getting set up on 

the bus while we were in here.  I was to host it on 

video and I’d be reading from questions in the chat 

room.  The fans loved these random chats and it 

made for an entertaining evening, because Kane 

would always get a ton of propositions. 

“You going to do this with us?” I asked 

Mary.  She nodded and kissed my cheek before 

walking over to her position on stage.  She was just 

starting to waddle a little with our precious child in 

her womb. 

Her hips were getting wider from the 

pregnancy and I had to adjust my cock to make it 

more comfortable.  Damn, it’d be hours before I 

could get her back under me…or on top of me. 

I jumped with a start when Kane banged 

several times on his cymbals to get my attention, 

“Dude, you gotta quit staring at her ass. It’s 

disturbing.  She’s pregnant.” 

Mary looked abashed and scowled before 

flipping him the bird.  He stuck his tongue out at her 

in a silent promise that he was going to lick her 

later.   



“Okay,” I growled.  “Let’s rehearse.”  I 

noticed the doors at the back of the door open and 

several security guards came in to walk the floor of 

the arena.  We’d hired extra security tonight and I 

was pleased to see Eric and David heading up the 

group.   

Mary didn’t believe that Jonathan would be 

here tonight, but ever since we’d gotten into town, 

my skin has been crawling and the hairs on the back 

of my neck we on constant end.  Something was 

going down tonight and I would do everything in 

my power to keep her safe. 

 

“Alright,” I said into the computer.  “I can 

see everyone is sending in questions.  I’m just going 

to go through them as fast as I can.  We only have 

an hour, so not every question will be answered.” 

Mary was at my side at the kitchen table, my 

arm wrapped protectively around her waist, my 

hand rested protectively around our daughter.  Kane 

was sitting up on the window ledge behind me.  

Reed was on my left and Gabe was to the right of 

Mary.  We fit perfectly in the camera’s frame.  

 “Looks like the first question is for Kane,” I 

laughed and pointed to the screen.  “Lola P. wants 

to know if you will marry her.” 

Kane leaned over my shoulder and smiled, 

“I don’t know darlin’. That depends on how well 

you…” 

“OOOOkay,” Mary yelled.  “Next 

question.” 

“Mary this one’s for you.  How are you 

liking touring with Glory Days?” I asked. 



“Well,” she leaned in to read the screen 

name.  “Dereck J.M., I am having the time of my 

life, thank you very much.”  She leaned back and 

smiled at all of us. 

We bantered back and forth for the better 

part of an hour.  Mary currently had her head 

thrown back in an outrageous laughter that we all 

found adorable.  Even the male fans commented on 

her beauty many times over.  At one point, I held up 

the huge ring on her finger and simply said, “She’s 

mine.  Sorry, boys.” 

I was answering a question from a fan when 

I saw Reed stiffen beside me, his hand shot out and 

pointed to a comment that had just popped on the 

screen. 

 

JJ87: Can’t wait to see you tonight…Mary. 
 
I stumbled over my words, but recovered 

quickly, “Alright you guys, we have to sign off 

now.  Thank you all for your support and we hope 

to see every one of you during some point on the 

tour.  Love you guys!”  I hit the X on the screen to 

close out the program. 

“Was that him?” Reed asked beside me.  

He’d turned to Mary to ask the question. 

“I don’t know, Reed,” she growled.  “It 

could have been anyone.  I think you’re 

overreacting.” 

“Fuck no, he’s not overreacting,” Kane 

growled behind her.  “Did you see the screen 

name?” He hopped down on the bench and paced in 

front of the table.  The melted Salvador Dali clock 



on his forearm flexed when he ran his hands 

through his hair. 

“Kane,” she sputtered.  “Do you know how 

many people around here are named JJ?  A lot!  

Quit freaking out.”  She stood up and walked over 

to him, placing her hand on his arm. 

He visibly relaxed at her touch and I 

understood how he was feeling.  I was still trying to 

process the possibility that Jonathan may have just 

let us know that he’d be here tonight. 

“We’re worried,” I spoke up.  “We’re all on 

edge right now.”  I held my hand out to her and she 

returned to my side.  I placed my hand on the baby 

bump and rubbed it gently. 

Mary closed her eyes at the sensation.  Here 

lately, she’d ask me to rub the baby because not 

only did it soothe our child, it soothed Mary. And I 

was all about making my girl comfortable. 

“I still don’t see him showing up tonight.  

I’d be a dumb move on his part.  He’s got to know 

that there is extra security here and he’ll get 

caught.”  She finally pulled away and said she was 

going to hit the shower first so that she could get 

ready before us.   

Once we heard the water going in the 

bathroom, Kane and I snatched up our phones.  He 

was on the phone with Eric; I speed dialed David. 

“I already know,” David said by way of a 

greeting. “I was in the chat room.  We are gathering 

everyone for a meeting.  I’ve gotten a recent picture 

of his driver’s license to distribute to the officers 

and hired security.  He won’t get through us, Ash.” 



“What about while we are on stage?  How 

are we going to keep her safe?”  I growled into the 

phone and paced.  Then I pulled my hair and 

growled some more.   

“I will personally be on the side of the stage, 

behind the banner to her left.  I will be no more than 

a step or two away from her at any time.  While 

you’re singing “My Angel Mine” and “My Kind of 

Whiskey”, there will be an increased amount of 

security down front.  Eric and I will be just off-

stage, one on each side.” 

Feeling better, I sighed and said, “Okay, 

thanks.” 

“Ash,” he said into my ear.  “I’ll be on her 

all night.  She and the baby will be fine.” 

“I trust you,” I told him honestly. 

We hung up and by the time she emerged 

from the bedroom, we were all pretty much relaxed.  

Gabe jumped in the shower next and Reed took that 

time to call Liana.  This had become his nightly 

ritual over the past couple of months.  Liana’s mood 

depended on the length of time they spoke.  I saw 

him smile and sit down on the end of the couch and 

I knew she was feeling a little better today.  

I followed behind Gabe, while Mary took 

the phone from Reed.  He looked relieved. 

I showered on instinct, because my mind 

was preoccupied on tonight’s show.  Would 

Jonathan actually show up tonight?  What was he 

planning?  I don’t know if I believe Mary’s naivety 

or what.  Because, that man was after her.  He’s 

already proven he means business.  Poor Liana will 



suffer for the rest of her life for the things this 

monster had done. 

I shivered when I thought of the things she’d 

been put through.  Mary wouldn’t tell me about the 

conversation Gabe had had with her.  She only told 

me that she knew everything and couldn’t bring 

herself to repeat it.  It hurt her heart too much. 

Dr. Michaels would be arriving tonight and 

was going to give Mary her next checkup first thing 

in the morning before we rolled out and headed to 

Nashville.  So far, my daughter was in good health, 

but with the stress Mary was under, I hoped that 

we’d find her stalker soon. 

Stepping out of the shower, I dressed 

quickly and let Reed pass me in the hallway.  

Entering the living area, my heart stopped for a 

second because I didn’t see Mary.  Kane just 

pointed toward the back and I found her in the 

bedroom. 

“Hey,” I whispered as I opened the door.  

“How’s Li?” 

“Better,” she sighed, then smiled wide.  

“She’s ready to come on the tour with us.” 

“That’s a good thing,” I said. 

“It’s a very good thing,” she grinned wide.  

I scooped her up into my arms and had to 

adjust her so that I didn’t squeeze the baby bump.  

While I held her, I felt my daughter kick me 

through her stomach.  Mary winced and rubbed the 

spot above her belly button. 

“She doesn’t like it when you hug me so 

tight,” Mary laughed. 



I leaned down and pulled up her shirt, 

exposing the bulge there, “Hey Little M, I’m sorry, 

but I really love your mommy.  You’re going to 

have to share her with me from now on, okay?” 

I watched as a little thump moved on the top 

of her belly, “Was that a kick?” I asked in awe. 

“Or a punch,” Mary smiled and pulled her 

shirt back down.  I rubbed her belly for a few 

minutes before she pushed my hand away.  “I’m 

going to fall asleep if you keep doing that.” 

I patted her ass and we headed out toward 

the front, where the guys were waiting for us.  Eric 

and David were at the foot of the stairs waiting for 

us.  When we stepped off, I tensed for a minute.  

There was about twenty fans there screaming our 

name at a barricade by the door.  

I’d seen this guy’s picture and I scanned the 

crowd for Jonathan.  There was no man there that fit 

the description of five foot ten, one hundred and 

sixty pounds, with jet black hair and brown eyes.  I 

relaxed and walked forward to get this show done.  

The faster we got this show over with, the faster we 

got out of Memphis, Tennessee. 

 

When the lights went down, I sighed a 

heavy release, because everything was flawless.  

Mary never missed a note and I was glad to see her 

so relaxed.  We were almost done.  Just had to go 

get our things and head out to the bus, then we’d be 

gone. 

Mary had finished her business here by 

seeing her parent’s grave.  David said that she’d 

broken down pretty bad during the hour she stayed 



on her knees at the site.  It broke my heart that she 

wouldn’t let me go with her.  The fact that she’d 

used her safeword upset me most of all.   

We exited the back door of the arena and 

flashbulbs lit up the night as the fans took pictures 

of us with their camera.  We stopped to sign 

autographs with David close on Mary’s side.  A 

teenage girl called out her name and when Mary 

stopped to sign an autograph, the girl burst into 

tears.  Mary took the girls phone and snapped a 

picture of the two of them together.  I thought the 

girl was going to faint. 

Mary shook her head and turned to leave, 

her back to the barricade.  Someone shouted her 

name and she turned to smile to the crowd.   

It all happened too fast.  A hand reached out 

from the crowd and latched onto her throat 

squeezing hard enough to cut off her air.  My feet 

started moving.  Then a fist followed the other 

hand.  When it made contact, I heard the loud 

crunch of her face as I shot forward.  David was 

there about the same time I leapt over the barrier.  

Fans screamed and Mary fell to the ground.  Kane 

was there to scoop her up.  I saw him running with 

her toward the bus as I followed Jonathan across the 

parking lot.  Reed was hot on my heels. 

With every one of his steps, we were 

making two; our height was our advantage.  

Jonathan was half a step ahead of me, and there 

were officers gaining on us fast.  When he reached a 

chain link fence, I knew it was now or never.  He 

looked back at me with an expression of victory; 



like he thought if he made it over that fence that 

he’d be home free. 

An animalistic sound came from my throat 

and his face changed to one of fear.  His hand 

slipped on his first grab and I knew it was about to 

be over.  This was it. 

I lunged for him and caught him by the back 

of his belt.  Slinging him on the pavement, Reed 

landed on top of him and I had him by the throat 

letting my other fist fly.  I had him by the throat, 

squeezing him just as he’d done Mary.  Reed’s 

mind was on Liana as his fist pounded into him face 

on instinct.  The sound of his nose snapping just 

speared me into more of a rage.  The blood pouring 

from his face made me want to bathe in it. 

This was the man who’d raped my sister, 

threatened my wife, and he needed to die.  Hatred 

for my parents coursed through my veins.  Revenge 

for Liana burned in my brain and with every punch 

I landed, I felt the release of all my pent up anxiety 

release.  Reed and I traded hits on this son of a 

bitch, and at one point, Reed was on his feet; using 

that booted foot to return the favor to his ribs.  

Jonathan eventually quit fighting against us, and he 

went limp against the pavement. 

I don’t know how many times we hit him, or 

if he was even still alive when they pulled Reed 

back and me off of him.  But David had his arms 

wrapped around mine, pinning them to the side, as 

the officers cuffed Jonathan and read him his rights.   

I hoped he was dead. 

Reed was being held back by one of the 

officers.  His giant frame vibrated and his hands 



were as bloody as mine for taking out all of our 

frustrations on the monster.   

David growled into my ear, “If I let you go, 

are you going to be calm?  You need to get back to 

Mary, she’s hurt.” 

At the mention of her name, Reed and I 

came to attention.  “Oh God,” I exclaimed as I 

turned back for the bus.  I didn’t realize how far 

we’d ran until the need to get back burned into my 

brain.  She was hurt.  My daughter.  My chest 

seized and it was only adrenalin that kept my feet 

moving. 

“The paramedics are on the way,” David 

said as he ran beside me. 

The fans were still there frozen in shock at 

what had happened.  They made a path for us so 

that we could get through and I was thankful that 

they were kind enough to not maul us instead.  I felt 

like someone was pulling at my legs, I couldn’t run 

fast enough. 

Mary. 

My child. 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 



Chapter 13 
 

Mary 
 

“Where is he!” I yelled at Kane as he tried to 

hold a rag to my face.  “Where the fuck is Ash!”  I 

cried hard and wrapped my arms protectively 

around my baby.  I’d fallen and Kane had me 

currently immobile on the couch, but I was laid on 

my side to keep the blood from running down the 

back of my throat.  I don’t need a doctor to tell me 

that Jonathan got me in the top of my lip and the 

side of my nose in one heavy punch.   

I was more worried about Ash. 

“He’s with David,” Kane growled.  “They’re 

going to get Jonathan this time.  Reed is with them.”   

“Where’s Gabe?” I asked because I needed 

to know where they all were.  I didn’t want that 

asshole to hurt any of my boys.  They were my 

husband and his brothers.  I needed them to be 

okay.   

My family. 

“He’s getting the paramedics to look at 

you,” he said while he looked out the window.  A 

worried expression fell upon his face.  I closed my 

eyes to concentrate on staying calm.  It wasn’t 

working very well.  I needed Ash here to keep me 

grounded.  My control was slipping. 

Suddenly Eric bound up the steps and fell to 

his knees at my side, he placed his hand on my 

stomach, the warmth felt great against my cold skin. 

“How’s the baby?” he demanded. 



“I don’t know, I haven’t felt her move since 

we were on stage.  She could be asleep.”  I knew 

my excuse was stupid.  How could she have slept 

through the trauma I just experienced? 

“Ok, I don’t want you to move.  The 

paramedics will be here in less than three.”  He 

removed the cloth from my face and he made no 

expression to show me how bad it was.  I frowned 

at him, but he didn’t notice. 

His phone rang and he answered it quickly.  

He took a deep breath and said, “Okay.”  When he 

hung up he looked at me and smiled, “They got 

him.” 

Tears I didn’t know I had fell out of my 

eyes.  The relief was immense.  Kane leaned over 

me in an awkward position, trying to hold me 

without moving me.  They wanted me still, just in 

case I’d broken something.  “E…Eric,” I cried.  

“Where’s Ash?” 

“He’s coming,” he assured me, while 

looking up and out the bus window.  From my 

position, I couldn’t see anything, but Kane and Eric.  

Kane’s hand rested on my belly, like he too was 

waiting for her to move.   

There was a sound of running coming up the 

steps and I was sad to see that it was just the 

paramedics.  When they started to access me, I 

cringed.  “Where’s Ash?” I asked again.  When no 

one answered, the paramedic reached for the rag on 

my face and smiled at me.  “Hey, Mary.  Let me 

take a look at you.” 

Something in me snapped and I reached out 

with my hand and grabbed him by the collar of his 



shirt and pulled his face to mine.  The venom 

dripped off my words, “You do not fucking touch 

me until my husband gets here.  Do you understand 

me, you son of a bitch!” 

Before he could reply I heard the best sound 

in the world, “Mary, where is she?”  Feet pounded 

on the steps and before I could blink, he was there. 

“Oh my God,” I gasped.  He had blood all 

over his hands and his white shirt was stained.  “Are 

you hurt?” 

“His blood,” he growled.  “How’s the baby?  

Is she okay?  Are you okay?”  He looked toward the 

paramedic and growled, “Get her to the hospital 

now!” 

“Ash,” I cried.  “My back hurts.”  The pain 

flared in my lower back and I winced from the pain.  

The other paramedic came forward with a back 

board.  I was placed on the thing and eventually 

they moved me to an ambulance.  Ash never left my 

side. 

“How’s the baby?” he asked again.  I didn’t 

want him to worry, but I knew he’d find out soon 

enough. 

“I haven’t felt her move.  The last time was 

when we were on stage.”  I stopped talking when he 

placed his hands on my stomach.   

He turned to the paramedic, “Can you tell 

me anything?” 

“No, sir,” he said.  “They have doctors on 

standby and will take her in as soon as we get 

there.”  The sirens blared and I heard one of the 

EMT’s on the radio giving them an ETA of our 

arrival.  I closed my eyes and kept the rag to my 



face.  Thankfully the bleeding was slowing and I 

hoped I didn’t need any stitches.  I was going to 

have one hell of a bruise come tomorrow.  

Ash held my hand on the short ride over to 

the hospital.  We were rushed in, past the paparazzi 

and fans who’d gathered outside.  They clapped for 

us the whole time.  It gave me strength. 

“Mrs. Martin,” the doctor said when he 

walked into the room.  “We’re going to bring in an 

ultrasound and check on your baby.  It’s on the way, 

and until it gets here, we are going to clean up your 

face.”  I nodded and waited because there was 

nothing I could do but wait. 

The nurse was middle aged and had a 

welcoming smile.  “Let’s take a look at you.”  She 

slowly removed the gauze that the EMT’s had 

replace the rag with.  She used a damp gauze to 

remove the blood from my face.  She relaxed when 

she got a better look at me. 

“Your face is going to be fine.  Looks like a 

split lip and just a bloody nose.  After the doctor 

checks the baby, then we’ll get an x-ray of your 

nose, just to make sure.  I’d put money on it that it’s 

not broken.” She gathered up the bloody gauze and 

left us alone. 

Ash was beside me immediately, his hand 

went directly to my stomach, “Has she moved?”  

Tears gathered in his eyes and when I shook my 

head, one fell over his lids.   

I reached up and wiped it away with my 

thumb, “Don’t panic yet, Ash.  Please…I need you 

to…to…,” I choked on my tears.  I needed him 

now; his strength.  His control. 



“What, angel,” he stroked the side of my 

face that wasn’t bleeding.   

“If there was anytime I needed you to be in 

control, Ash.  Now would be it.”  I nuzzled my face 

deeper into his hand.   

Ash seemed to understand and I saw a 

change in him.  After taking a deep breath, he 

straightened his spine and resumed the in control 

composure that I knew was Ash Martin. 

    The doctor entered with the ultrasound on 

a cart.  We didn’t speak while he set it up.  It wasn’t 

until the doctor turned to squeeze the gel over my 

belly, did Ash remove his hand.   

We waited patiently while the nurse dimmed 

the lights.  Every movement seemed in slow motion 

to me, like a bad dream.  What would happen if my 

baby was hurt?  Could she survive outside me 

already?  What would happen to the tour, to us?   

A tear escaped and Ash wiped it away, a 

knowing look on his face.  He sensed what I was 

thinking and he knew I was scared.  He was there 

for me.  I could tell just by the strength of his touch. 

The machine hummed and eventually, our 

baby came into view.  At first she was still, but 

when the doctor hit a button on the controls, the 

most beautiful music I’d ever heard hit my ears. 

My daughter’s heartbeat. 

“Your baby is going to be fine,” the doctor 

announced after he finished the exam.  “Looks like 

she slept through the whole ordeal.”  

Everything else was just an annoying blur.  I 

was sent down to x-ray to verify that my nose was 

in fact not broken.  We snuggled on the gurney 



while waiting on the doctor to return and let us 

leave.   

“You’ve checked out fine, Mrs. Martin.  I’m 

going to tell you to take Tylenol for the soreness 

you’ll probably feel come morning and if you have 

any sudden pain or bleeding, please return to an ER 

immediately.  The nurse will be in shortly with your 

discharge papers.” 

He left us alone for a moment and Ash was 

suddenly up in the bed with me, both hands 

wrapped around my belly.  He placed the sweetest 

kiss on my belly, “Hey Little M.  How did you 

sleep through all that ruckus, but when mommy’s 

tired you do cartwheels all night?” 

He pulled me to him and tucked my head 

under his chin.  I was tired but didn’t want to worry 

anyone by falling asleep.  The last thing I wanted 

was for them to suspect a concussion.  Ash would 

have me admitted and every doctor in the south here 

at my bedside. 

“What happened,” I finally asked.  Ash had 

changed out of his bloody shirt and washed his 

hands as soon as we’d gotten to the hospital.  His 

knuckles were scraped and I knew that he was the 

one to get Jonathan. 

“He ran and was almost over a fence when I 

grabbed him.  The cops gave me just enough time to 

take care of him myself.”  He flexed his hands and I 

kissed the inside of his palm. 

“Thank you,” I yawned. 

“For what,” he asked. 

“You promised you’d always save me.”  I 

snuggled as close as I could with my belly in the 



way.  Ash rubbed his thumb lightly over our 

daughter.  I closed my eyes are the comfort in the 

gesture. 

“Yes, angel mine.  I’ll always save you.” 

I closed my eyes in relief and exhaustion.  

Jonathan had been captured.  I was ready to start a 

new chapter in my life and leave my old one 

behind.  I had a child on the way and I wanted to be 

surrounded by my whole family.  My new family.   

I looked up and saw Reed, Gabe, and Kane 

standing in the door.  When I smiled and nodded, 

they entered the room.  The only person missing 

was Liana, but she was on the mend.   

Things were looking up.  We had a tour to 

finish, and in just over three months we would be 

bringing another life into the fold.   

Ash took my chin with his fingers and 

pressed his lips to mine, “You ready to leave?” 

I thought of my short time back in my 

hometown of Memphis, Tennessee.  I’d said what I 

needed to say to my parents and I realized that there 

was nothing left here for me.  My future was in Los 

Angeles, with Ash.  I smiled at him and said, 

“Yeah, baby.  I’m ready to go.” 

 

 
Until next time… 
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Chapter 1 
 

Mary 
 

One more month. 

One more, long, miserable, swollen feet 

month, and all of this will be over.  I scooted 

forward on the couch and lifted my ass up at an 

awkward angle so that I could haul my stomach to 

an upright position.  Ash and the guys were in the 

arena doing rehearsals for the last show on the US 

tour and I was just too exhausted to care. 

Liana was asleep in her bunk. She’d been 

here for two weeks now and she still slept more 

than she was awake.  She was already small before 

the attack, but now she looked damn near anorexic.  

Her face was hollowed and you could count her ribs 

through her tank top.  Thankfully, she was happier 

after we’d gotten her help for her sudden desire to 

cut herself to deal with the pain and trauma of her 

attack.   

Liana and Reed were doing better.  Gabe 

finally quit glaring at them whenever they touched.  

I’m guessing that him and Reed had worked 

something out, because Reed touched Liana freely 

now.  It was like when Ash touched me, and I could 

see their happiness.  She was trying hard to make 

this work and I guess that’s all we could hope for. 

Suddenly restless, I decided to waddle my 

way in to see the guys.  David showed up just a few 

minutes after I’d texted him.  Liana’s guard, Dallas 

McGuire, was with him.  Dallas gave me a smile 

and made himself at home on the couch.  



David took my hand and helped me down 

the stairs, “How you doing, Mary?” 

“I feel like I’m having a litter instead of one.  

I think Dr. Michaels lied.” 

He only chuckled and placed his hand at the 

small of my back, guiding me toward the double 

doors.  When I opened them, I heard Ash’s voice 

echoing through the speakers.  Little M must’ve 

woken up too, because she squirmed before landing 

a roundhouse kick to my ribs. 

“Shit,” I growled as I grabbed my right side.  

Rubbing it helped calm her down, but only slightly.   

“You okay,” David looked at me with wide 

eyes. 

“Fine,” I scowled.  “This is getting crazy.  

She loves to hear her daddy’s voice, that’s for sure.”  

We made our way around backstage and 

opened the doors to the main arena, the stage was to 

our left.  I stood at the bottom of the stairs and took 

a deep breath, which wasn’t very deep because little 

miss thang wanted to take my lung space too. 

David helped me up the four steep steps it 

took to get onstage.  My spot looked empty without 

me there, but at this point, I just couldn’t sing 

backup anymore.  I only came up when it was time 

for our two songs.  They’d rearranged the set list 

last month when Dr. Michaels told Ash that I 

couldn’t be on my feet that much anymore.   

We had a scare with some premature 

contractions a couple of weeks ago, about the time 

Liana had met us in New York, but since I’d slowed 

down, they’d gone away.  Ash constantly kept his 

hand on my pregnant belly, just to make sure I 



wasn’t contracting.  It was sweet, and mildly 

annoying.   

Ash stopped singing when he saw me 

approach.  He clipped the microphone on the stand 

and rushed over to me, “Everything okay?” 

“I just needed to walk around,” I admitted.  

My stomach jumped and I groaned when she 

punched my bladder.  “She misses you.” 

He took a second to rub my stomach and I 

swayed a little on my feet.  It felt so good. 

“Then let’s sing for her,” he said proudly.  

“Do you want your stool?” 

“Please, that walk up here liked to have 

killed me.”  Stand up, sit down.  The story of my 

life.  I was trying to keep a good front, because no 

one liked a bitchy pregnant woman, but I really just 

wanted this over. 

Ash placed the stool by his microphone and 

went over to grab mine.  He’d given me my own 

after the incident with Jonathan.  He surprised me 

with a bejeweled red microphone, that was totally 

eccentric, but completely me.  It looked like a 

million rubies were glued onto the thing.  I loved it 

immediately. 

We sang “My Kind of Whiskey” and I 

handed him the microphone.  He told everyone to 

take thirty for lunch and held his hand out for me. 

“Come on, angel.  Let’s get you something 

to eat.”  His hand automatically went to our 

daughter.  She kicked at him and he smiled widely, 

showing off almost all of his teeth.  I groaned at his 

utter happiness.  If he was in my shoes, he wouldn’t 

be smiling.  And he wanted me to eat? 



I turned my nose up, “I’m really not 

hungry.” 

He scowled, “You didn’t eat breakfast.  

What’s wrong?”  Ash placed a hand on my cheek, 

and I turned into his warm palm. 

“Just not hungry,” I admitted.  Which was 

the exact opposite of last week, where I could out 

eat almost every one of the guys, minus Reed.  That 

boy was a machine.  I thought many times about 

entering him into eating contest and taking bets.  I’d 

make millions. 

Ash wasn’t taking no for an answer.  He 

helped me walk to the backstage area where food 

had been set up.  I found myself parked in a metal 

folding chair, because sitting on a couch was out of 

the question.  I’d need a forklift to get my ass out of 

it these days. 

Ash brought over some cheese and crackers 

and a bottle of apple juice.  I nibbled on the food 

and took baby sips of the juice.  “Ash, I’m really 

not hungry.  She’s pushing on my stomach.  It feels 

full all the time.” 

He eyed me with his usual worry, “She 

needs food.” 

“Ash, if I keep feeding her, she’s going to be 

too big to fit in here anymore!”  My temper flared 

and roadies turned to get out of my way as I stood 

up and set my plate down on the table.  Ash was 

beside me instantly. 

“Hey,” he whispered, reaching for me.  

“What’s wrong?” 

“What’s wrong?” I squeaked, throwing my 

hands in the air.  “Everything!”  My tears fell and I 



couldn’t take it anymore.  I walked passed a fear-

stricken David and tugged on his arm, pulling him 

beside me.   

“Mary,” Ash growled.  I knew that growl 

and right now I didn’t care.  I threw my hand in the 

air, waving behind me, silently saying I didn’t want 

to hear his shit.  I wasn’t mad at Ash.  I was just 

hormonal and very fucking pregnant.  I know I was 

a terror and everyone gave me a wide berth as I 

waddled my way out to the bus.  Ash must’ve been 

not too far behind me, because I heard Coraline say, 

“Um, Ash.  I wouldn’t.” 

Now, I felt guilty.   

I sent him a text saying that I was sorry and 

very hormonal.  He replied that he loved me 

regardless of my hormones.  Those damn raging 

pregnancy hormones of mine also made me fall 

asleep at the drop of a hat.   

 

I felt a boot nudge my foot and I looked up 

into Kane’s smiling face.  “You’re snoring.” 

“So,” I scowled and rubbed my eyes. 

“Just thought you should know,” he laughed 

and set his phone on the table. 

“Fuck you,” I growled.   

Kane had been keeping his distance from me 

over the past week.  He was afraid I was going to go 

into labor at any moment, because as he put it, “You 

can’t last that much longer or you’ll explode.” 

“Ash is bringing you dinner,” he smiled as 

he removed his shirt.  I frowned at him and he 

ignored me.  His nakedness was a normal thing 

around here.  He had no dignity. 



“What time is it,” I asked, groggily. 

“Five,” he replied, simply. 

“Argh,” I groaned.  My feet were killing me 

and my back hurt like a fucking rhino was using it 

as a stool.  I don’t know if I could make it through 

tonight. 

“What’s wrong?” Ash said as he waked up 

the stairs to the bus, holding a plate of food. 

“Miserable,” I moaned.  

“I know angel,” he smiled that warm smile 

that made me melt.  His emerald eyes flashed with 

his happiness at my current condition.  The man 

loved me pregnant even more then he loved me not 

pregnant.  “Just a few more hours and it’s all over.  

We can go home and get the nursery together.  

Little M will be here before you know it.” 

“Not soon enough,” I muttered as I took the 

plate from him.  It was loaded with fried chicken, 

mashed potatoes and gravy, and rolls.  I really 

wasn’t that hungry until I forced myself to take the 

first bite. 

When the taste hit my tongue, I moaned 

with the heavenly flavor.  Ash looked at me with 

lust in his eyes, and I laughed, “Sorry, I’m so 

hungry.” 

“Finally,” he sighed. 

We’d had this fight a lot over the past 8 

months.  He wanted to force feed me and look 

where it got me?  I can’t even see my feet! 

 

Ash 
 



“Alright, angel.  Time to get this show 

going,” I smiled brightly at my beautiful wife.  How 

the hell did I get so lucky?  Mary round with my 

child was a dream come true.  Everything I’d ever 

hoped for was mine and I was happily wallowing in 

the glory of it. 

She was sitting on the stool she used to sing 

“My Angel Mine”, and even if she said she was 

miserable, I had to smile at how gorgeous she was.  

We had a three day drive on the bus to make it back 

home to Los Angeles, from Atlanta and I planned 

on keeping her off her feet for most of that time. 

The international tour had been postponed 

for at least three months, so that after Little M 

arrived, we’d have some time together before I had 

to leave. 

Mary wouldn’t be traveling with us.  We 

had her voice recorded for her back up and during 

our two songs, we’d play the video for “My Angel 

Mine” while I sat on that very stool to sing her 

song.  “My Kind of Whiskey” would be played as 

normal, but with her part piped in.   

The last thing I wanted to do was to leave 

the country without her, but it had to be done.  

We’d only be gone for about three weeks and hurry 

home as soon as possible.  David was going to stay 

at home with Mary, although she really didn’t need 

him for more than paparazzi patrol. 

Jonathan Jones was no longer a threat.  He 

was denied bail, and was currently awaiting trial.  It 

could be months before he went to court to pay for 

his crimes.  Poor Liana was still on the mend from 

her attack almost seven months ago.  Reed had been 



going back and forth to Phoenix during any 

downtime we had, and now, Liana finally agreed to 

be with us.   

“Alright, Ash,” Coraline came up beside me.  

“Last one, here’s your stuff.”  She handed over my 

earpiece and microphone.  With a nod to the guys, 

we walked up on stage.   

Once in place, I signaled for Kane to start.  

The sheet in front of the stage dropped and the show 

began.  I was above the crowd on the platform Gabe 

had invented and I ran down the intricate maze of 

metal to the stage floor.   

When song ended and I threw my hands in 

the air and yelled, “HELLO ATLANTA!” 

Gabe picked out a tune on his guitar while 

the fans screamed, and I grabbed a water by Kane’s 

drum kit.  After turning it up, I faced the crowd and 

then pointed to Gabe for them to applaud them. 

“Okay,” I began.  “There’s a little song-that 

maybe some of you older folks will know that I 

want to sing tonight.  This song was played for 

someone that I’d met on the last tour.  She was a 

friend to this fucked up family we call Glory Days.  

I sang this to her that first night, and I’m going to 

sing it to her again.” 

I pointed to Coraline offstage and nodded.  

Mary shook her head and Coraline forced her up off 

the stool, with a smile.  “Ladies and gentlemen, I’d 

like for you to meet, Mary Martin, my beautiful 

wife.” 

Mary came out on stage and the crowd went 

absolutely crazy.  She laughed all the way to me, 



waving at the crowd as she went.  Coraline shuffled 

up and brought her stool. 

“My angel here has to sit down.  As you can 

see, I’m going to become a proud papa in the next 

few weeks.”  The arena roared with excitement and 

I watched as Little M kicked.  Mary rubbed the spot 

and glared at me.  “Looks like Little M wants to 

hear her daddy sing.” 

I placed my hand on Mary’s stomach and 

leaned down to kiss my daughter.  All of the women 

in the place made swooning sounds and I nodded 

for Gabe and Kane to begin the song.   

Mary smiled and I sang my old favorite, 

“Good Times” from INXS.  How crazy is it that I 

actually met a girl named Mary?  She sat there 

looking at me as I sang and she patted her hand on 

her leg, keeping beat with the music. 

After that song, Gabe handed Mary my old 

acoustic and we went right into “My Angel Mine”.  

During that song, I noticed Mary would squirm a 

little as if the baby was kicking her.  As I would 

come into the spotlight and sing, I’d place my hand 

on Little M and rub slightly.  I swear Mary’s eyes 

rolled toward the back of her head when I did it. 

After our duet, I helped her up off the stool 

and held her hand.  “Mrs. Mary Martin!”  She was 

applauded and I walked with her to the side of the 

stage, where I kissed her and whispered, away from 

the microphone, “Everything okay?” 

“Yes, she’s just restless when she hears 

you,” Mary rolled her eyes. 

“Love you,” I whispered.   



She blew me a kiss as I walked back on 

stage.  Kane started into our next song.  I sang my 

ass off and the crowd was loving it.  The lights 

moved around us as I sang from different spots on 

the set.  The waterworks around Kane were a huge 

hit on the tour, and that man was so in love with 

what he’d conjured up that he kept talking about 

using it on the next tour.  

Looking up and to my right, I noticed Liana 

standing next to Mary, and they were smiling.  I 

walked by Reed and nodded that way.  The sheer 

joy on his face was hard to miss.   

Reed and I had talked about taking a year 

off after this tour.  We needed downtime and I 

couldn’t think of a better time than now.  Mary was 

onboard with it and Liana accepted it with her old 

enthusiasm, and that alone made us all happy we’d 

agreed on a long vacation. 

As I went into the next song, I noticed Mary 

had her camera out and was snapping pictures of us 

from my right of the stage.  Occasionally she’d 

disappear and I’d soon find her on my left; David 

beside her every time, which made me feel better 

for her not being with me.   

She’d posted some pictures up on the 

website last week of us on stage.  The panoramic 

shot she took from behind Kane was getting a lot of 

talk.  The fans loved it.  We’d given over the keys 

to the website to her and let Mary work her magic.  

She’d linked all of our social media with the thing 

and the fans sent in videos from the shows.  The 

best ones were linked back to the site and it was a 

hit with everyone. 



A flashbulb from below had me turning and 

I glared as I saw Mary standing between the stage 

and the barrier for the crowd.  David and paid 

security guys were there to block her from any 

harm, but I still didn’t like it.  She moved freely, 

even with the added bulk of our daughter, taking 

pictures of us from the front.  She’d also been 

complaining that she didn’t have enough shots of us 

in action, as she said it.   

After we finished the song, I motioned for 

her to get back behind the stage and she frowned at 

me but complied.  She knew I didn’t like it when I 

couldn’t control what was going on and her being 

out in the open like that still bothered me, even 

knowing that her stalker was behind bars. 

 

The concert was over.  The tour was finally 

complete and we could take our much needed 

break.  Everyone backstage cheered as we came off 

stage.  The guys from the other two bands were 

already celebrating with rounds of whiskey and a 

ton of women.  Kane and Gabe joined them.  

Looking around for Mary, I didn’t see her 

anywhere, and pulled out my phone.  There were no 

missed calls or texts.  So, I hit her number on speed 

dial and held my breath until she answered. 

“I’m sorry,” she rasped into the phone.  “I 

couldn’t stay up any longer.  Go party without me.  

I’m just going to sleep.”  Her unladylike yawn made 

me smile. 

“I’ll be there in a minute angel.”  Hanging 

up with her, I made my required rounds to thank 

everyone for their hard work.  Kane was taking 



shots out of some blonde stripper’s cleavage, and 

Gabe currently was in the corner talking up some 

cute brunette. 

Coraline was on the phone with someone 

and she didn’t look happy.  I kicked Kane’s boot as 

I walked by, and once his face was out of that 

woman’s breasts I pointed to where his cousin was 

obviously arguing with someone on the phone. 

Kane, who was more worried about his little 

sprite of a cousin, moved the woman aside and 

walked toward Coraline.  The stripper frowned and 

flopped down on the couch, her fake tits didn’t 

move when her ass bounced on the sofa. 

“What’s wrong?” Kane demanded.  I was at 

his side watching as Cora hung up the phone, glared 

at it, and then shoved it in her back pocket. 

“Friend,” she shrugged.  “Boy trouble.  

She’s had it with her guy and he’s a dick.  So, I was 

arguing with her that she needed to dump his ass 

and go on vacation with me.” 

“Oh,” Kane smiled.  “Thought I was going 

to have to defend your honor, or something.” 

Coraline punched him in the arm and 

laughed, “I don’t need my honor defended today big 

cuz.  Hey, I’m going to be out of the country for the 

next three months.” 

“Okay,” he said.  “Where are you going?” 

“Not sure yet,” she smiled.  “Don’t call me, 

unless it’s to tell me about the baby.” 

I nodded and ruffled her short black hair.  

After slapping away my hand, she stuck her tongue 

out at Kane and went back to get herself a beer. 



“Hey, I’m going to the bus.  Be ready to roll 

in about two hours.” I left Kane to party with 

everyone else.  I needed to get to Mary.  I had 

already been longer than I’d anticipated. It was time 

to go home to Los Angeles and start planning for 

my baby girl to arrive.  Who would’ve thought I’d 

become such a family man? 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 



Chapter 2 

 
Mary 

 
Hot lips pressed against my bare shoulder, 

and I smiled into my pillow.  Ash was finally in bed 

with me.  The bus was moving, so I knew that it’d 

been a few hours since he called me after the show.  

I was so tired that I didn’t wait on them and crashed 

on the bus after uploading the final pictures to their 

website.  I even typed up a thank you to all the fans 

for their support of the self-titled album. 

The tour was over until the baby was born 

and then they’d be gone again, but only for a few 

weeks.  Liana planned on staying at the house with 

David and me, while Ash was overseas.  That made 

me a little less uneasy about him leaving.  At least 

I’d have her there to help. 

“I know you’re awake,” he whispered into 

my ear.  

“Yeah, I am.”  Awkwardly, I rolled over 

where I was facing him in the bed.  His chest was 

bare and I couldn’t resist reaching out to run my 

fingers down his tightly muscled chest.  The smooth 

skin always felt good under my fingertips.  The 

pregnancy didn’t stop us from enjoying each other’s 

body.  In fact, I’d say that Ash was more insatiable 

now than ever before. 

Once my hand dipped under the covers, he 

growled and pulled my hand away.  I knew what 

was coming next.  The press of his lips to mine still 

made my body tremble like a school girl getting a 

kiss from her first true crush.  Ash had always been 



my crush, even when he was nothing more than the 

guy who sang for my best friend’s brother’s band.  

Now he was mine. 

“Love you,” I whispered when he released 

my lips to take a breath.  His hand traveled up my 

side and bypassed my pregnant belly to take hold of 

my swollen breast.  They were big before, but with 

the end of the pregnancy upon us, they were 

just…huge. 

“Mmm,” he moaned as he massaged them 

carefully.  Not only were they swollen, they were 

tender and I hated them at the moment, but Ash 

wasn’t repelled by anything going on with my body.  

“They’re so big.” 

“Don’t remind me,” I moaned as he took 

one tender nipple into his mouth.  He kissed and 

licked every available inch of skin on them, and by 

the time he was done, I was a ball of sexual tension.   

“Need you,” he moaned into my neck as he 

kissed and sucked at the spot below my ear.   

“Now, please,” I begged and I didn’t need to 

beg again, because he pulled on my hips so that I 

could roll over.  He entered me before I could take 

the next breath.  Ash always felt so good inside me, 

like he fit. 

When he curled one hand over my shoulder 

to use it as leverage to get his cock deep inside me, 

I exploded around him.  I felt the inside of my 

thighs damped from my own orgasm, and I sagged 

onto my elbows.  He wasn’t through with me and it 

took hours before we finally stilled enough to fall 

asleep.   

 



The sun was halfway up into the sky when I 

opened my eyes.  Ash was face down in the pillow 

beside me, his long bangs covering his beautiful 

green eyes.  I didn’t wake him as I slid out from 

underneath his arm, which was resting under my 

breasts and above my bulging stomach.  After 

getting dressed, I stepped quietly past the bunks 

careful not to wake anyone.   

I made my decaf coffee, and smiled into the 

cup knowing that I’d be back to the real stuff soon.  

I fired up the laptop so that I could work on the 

website some more.  There were a ton of emails 

from fans, of which I replied to the important ones, 

the others that offered sexual favors to pretty much 

all of us, I deleted on sight.  One in particular 

caught my attention.   

 

RE: Ash Martin…Please reply 
From: Jackie Martin  
To: Glory Days 
 
Ash, please contact me as soon as you get 

this.  It is very important.  Please son, we love you 
and want to speak with you.  Please. 

Love always, 
Mom 
 
I saved the email and contemplated waking 

him up to see if this person was a fake or if this 

woman truly was his mother.  What could she want 

from him?  He didn’t talk about his parents.  No one 

talked about his parents. 



Pushing that to the back of my mind, for 

now, I added a few more photos to the site and 

changed some of the graphics, before shutting 

everything down.  The desire to look up his parents 

was there, but I didn’t want to go behind his back to 

find things out about them.  He’d tell me when he 

was ready. 

Kane was the first one up, and when he 

came out of the bunks I was glad to see that he at 

least had on shorts.  Seeing Kane Maddox in his 

underwear was getting old.  Of course, if I was a 

single woman, the visual wouldn’t bother me in the 

least.  Plus the fact that I thought of him as family, 

kind of made the previous thought sickening. 

“Why are you up so early,” he growled.   

“Wanted to work on the website,” I 

admitted.  “Hey, I got this email from Ash’s mom.”  

Kane stiffened from the couch.  His reaction told 

me that this wasn’t good. 

“What did it say this time?” he rolled his 

eyes. 

“This time?” I raised a curious brow. 

“She’s always wanting something from him.  

Mary, I’d forget it if I were you.  Even telling Ash 

will put him in a mood,” he said, with a meaningful 

look.  

I nodded and didn’t say anymore on the 

subject.  There had to be a good time to ask Ash 

about his parents.  I knew nothing, other than he 

disowned them.  He hated them with a passion and 

from his control issues, I’m guessing they were the 

cause of it. 



The bus slowed and I noticed we were 

stopping for fuel.  It was nice to actually be still for 

a little while.  While the driver fueled, I slipped on a 

pair of shoes and went to the front of the bus.  

Needing to walk for a bit (other than in the small 

space of the bus), I walked down the stairs and into 

the open air. 

The air was warm and humid, and I had no 

idea where we were and I didn’t really care, as long 

as we were getting closer to Los Angeles.  It was 

time for us to settle down for the birth of our baby.  

Our baby.  I still couldn’t believe that I was married 

to Ash Martin and I was pregnant with his child. 

Will, our driver, nodded as I stepped behind 

him.  The gas station was fairly quiet and I didn’t 

see any prying eyes.  I walked around the bus, 

stopping occasionally to place my hands on my 

sides and stretch.   

It felt so good to breathe in the fresh air, 

even if it was a little heavy with moisture.  The trees 

were still huge, so I figured we were either in 

Mississippi or Arkansas.  I rubbed my hand over 

Little M and thought to myself how we only had a 

couple more days of traveling and we’d be home. 

There was a lot to do once we got home.  

The furniture was sitting at the house still in boxes.  

Thankfully Dr. Michaels had taken care of 

everything at the hospital for us, so we could check 

that off our to-do list. 

“Mary,” Ash called out from the doorway to 

the bus.  He looked amazing with his tousled, sun-

kissed hair from just waking up.  The haircut from 

the beginning of the tour had now grown out a little 



and the back of it barely touched the tops of his 

shoulders. 

“Yeah,” I called out dreamily as I took in his 

rumpled Glory Days shirt and black basketball 

shorts he loved so much.  It doesn’t matter that he 

was a rockstar, Ash Martin was just beautiful to 

look at, and he was mine. 

“What are you doing out here?” he 

demanded, but still came out to take me into his 

arms.  I loved the way he held me and our child, it 

made me feel safe and secure. 

“Needed fresh air,” I shrugged.  “That bus 

gets a little cramped.”  He rubbed our daughter 

through my pink maternity top and kissed my 

cheek. 

“Do you want me to fly us home?” he 

frowned.  “I can have us dropped off in Little Rock 

and we can be home tonight.”  He looked into my 

eyes to make sure that I wasn’t showing any stress. 

“No,” I smiled.  “I’m fine.  Just have this 

urge to walk around.” 

He nodded and we didn’t need to say it, 

because we both knew that the time was closing in 

on us.  She’d be here before we knew it. 

 

Ash 
 

Mary was walking much slower than she’d 

been a few days ago.  With the premature 

contractions, my worry was stepped up by about a 

hundred percent.  I kept my hand on her belly every 

chance I got over the past few weeks.  The 

contractions were not always there, and with her 



getting restless, I wasn’t sure if she’d make it 

another three and a half weeks.   

Her skin had taken on the color of cream 

while she’s been pregnant with our daughter.  Our 

daughter.  Even saying it in my mind caused an 

excitement inside me that even being on stage 

couldn’t hold a candle too.  Little M was mine, part 

of me and the woman that held my heart.  Mary 

Martin, my wife, the woman who took all that I 

threw at her and loved me despite my crazy 

tendencies.  Even with my need for control, she was 

always accepting of my urge to dictate everything in 

my life.     

“Come on angel, let’s get back on the bus,” I 

urged, since Will was through fueling.  I placed my 

hand at the small of her back and helped her up the 

stairs.  Kane and Gabe were sitting on the couch 

watching something on the satellite television, 

Liana and Reed were probably still in the bunks. 

Mary slid into the booth behind the table and 

grabbed her baby book from the ledge behind the 

seat.  Feeling the need to connect with my child, I 

retrieved my old guitar from the bedroom and sat at 

the end of the couch and started playing a soft tune.  

The sound that came out of my hands and through 

the guitar was almost like a rock and roll lullaby.  

Mary smiled and rubbed the top of her stomach 

when Little M began to squirm.  I smiled as I 

continued to play.  No one seemed to mind what I 

was doing, so I continued until Mary slid out of the 

booth and sat down next to me. 

She leaned her head on my shoulder, 

humming along to the song I was playing.  My 



angel, with her beautiful blonde hair pulled up in a 

messy ponytail, rubbed her hand up and down my 

back as she hummed.  Times like this, I wanted to 

bury myself deep inside her body, and not let her 

out of my sight for the next million years.  If I could 

lock us away from mankind for the rest of our lives, 

I’d die a happy man.  All I wanted was Mary, all I 

ever needed was Mary.   

And Little M. 

Thinking about taking time off from touring 

was more appealing than I ever thought it would be.  

Reed wanted to take Liana somewhere private to be 

with her while she healed from the trauma of her 

own attack.  That would give us all time to regroup 

and be with our families.  Kane and Gabe hadn’t 

talked much about what they were going to do, and 

I’m sure they’d keep themselves busy with coming 

up with new songs for the next album.  Usually, 

we’d write songs for our next album while we were 

on tour for the current one, but not this time.  We 

actually enjoyed our tour and didn’t stress over 

what was coming next for Glory Days.  

I’m sure Kane would be at the house with 

Mary and myself, and that was fine with us.  Kane 

was a private person and didn’t surround himself 

with many people.  Even with his outrageous 

behavior, Kane was actually shy around people he 

didn’t know. 

Mary yawned and snuggled in closer to my 

arm, and I knew she was tired.  I set the guitar back 

in its hard case and pulled my wife to her feet.  

After getting her settled into bed for a nap, I 



decided to get on the laptop and check out the 

changes she made to the website last night. 

The photos were amazing and I had to laugh 

at some of the backstage pictures she’d taken over 

the course of the tour.  Kane sitting in one of the 

dressing rooms, his back to the door, his head hung 

low as he spent the few minutes before the show in 

the quiet corner collecting his thoughts. 

There were two others of Gabe sitting in a 

metal folding chair tuning his guitar, and Reed 

leaning on the wall with a cell phone in his ear and 

a duffle bag in his free hand.  The funnier ones were 

of Kane and Cora running through the arenas we 

were in at the time.  Gabe and Kane having a water 

balloon fight, and several pictures of us cutting up 

with the fans during the Meet & Greets.  

She’d written a blog about our meetings 

with the fans and things we’d seen on the road.  

There was a picture of me singing toward the 

bottom of the page.  The light was just right behind 

me and the glow it produced around my head had 

me looking like an angel myself.  The clarity was so 

intense that you could still see my face pinched as I 

belted out whatever song I was singing. 

The computer alerted to an incoming email, 

so I clicked on the button to bring up the email 

program for the band.  My blood instantly boiled 

when I noticed that it was from my mother, and 

there was another email sitting in the inbox that had 

already been read.  I clicked on the older one first 

and then immediately deleted it.  It was the same as 

always; she confessed her love for me and then 

begged for me to contact her. 



The second one set my anger into a fire 

storm of rage. 

 

RE: Ash Martin…Please reply 
From: Jackie Martin  
To: Glory Days 
 

Ash, I want to meet my daughter-in-law.  I 
think it’s only right that I have a place in my 
grandchild’s life.  Don’t you want your child to 
know me and your father?  I know things have 
been bad between us for a while, but your father 
and I have gotten help.  He will be out of prison 
soon and we want to start over.  Please, son.  Call 
me. 

Love always, 
Mom 
 

I slammed the lid to the laptop so hard that 

Kane jumped next to me and cursed.   

“What the hell,” he gasped. 

“Fucking parents,” I growled.  Those people 

just made my skin crawl.  Now she’d brought Mary 

and the baby into this.  I had to get them away.  

Should I just pay my parents off and send them 

somewhere far away?  Probably not a good idea, 

because they’d just come back looking for another 

handout after the next tour. 

“Mary got an email from Jackie earlier,” 

Kane admitted but quickly closed up at my glare.  

He raised his hand in defense.  “I told Mary to drop 

it and to leave it alone.  That’s why she didn’t tell 



you about it, because I told her not too.  Don’t be 

angry, Ash.” 

“I’m not mad at her,” I admitted.  “Jackie 

wants to meet Mary and the baby when she’s born.” 

“You’re not going to let her,” he asked, wide 

eyed.  “Are you?” 

“Hell, no,” I scowled.  “I don’t want them 

anywhere near Mary or the baby.”  I stood up and 

went to the mini fridge to get some water.  I had to 

do something with my hands to keep me from 

throwing that computer across the fucking bus. 

They would never be in the same room with 

my child.  As long as I’m alive, I’ll keep my child 

and her mother safe.  Little M will never suffer like 

I did as a child.  She will never lay alone in her bed 

at night crying because she hadn’t eaten in days.  Or 

cover her mouth from the noxious smells coming 

from the pipes her parents were smoking in the 

house that made them say and do things that parents 

shouldn’t do. 

No, they will never suffer.   

Ever. 

Needing my girls, I quietly left Kane and 

Gabe to crawl into the bed with Mary, just to hold 

her for a little while.   

 

 
 

 

 
 

 



Chapter 3 

 
Mary 

 
The SUV’s were waiting for us in Los 

Angeles when we arrived at the warehouse that 

Glory Days kept all of their equipment for their 

tours.  Everyone was going to their homes.  The 

guys promised to come by the next day to help put 

together all of the nursery furniture Ash had 

delivered to the house.  I was excited to see 

everything, instead of imagining what it would look 

like from the pictures on the internet. 

David pulled the Escalade up as close to the 

bus as he could without blocking anyone, so that I 

didn’t have to walk far, and I reached up and kissed 

him on the cheek as I passed. 

“Thank you,” I whispered. 

“You’re very welcome,” he replied as he 

helped me up into my seat.  Ash tossed our bags in 

the back while I waited.  Liana and I said our 

goodbyes and I was glad to see she felt secure 

enough to let Reed take her to his place.  Things 

were better now and I hoped he continued whatever 

he was doing to keep her grounded. 

“Let’s go home,” Ash sighed as he slid in 

beside me in the backseat.  “I’m ready to sleep in 

my own bed again.”   

I nodded and leaned on his shoulder.  The 

sky hadn’t started to lighten yet when we left the 

warehouse and I used that time to close my eyes and 

think of that big bed in Ash’s house.  Well, I guess 

it was our house now that we were married.  It then 



dawned on me that this would be our first night, or 

day, as husband and wife in that house, and that 

made me smile. 

I must’ve fallen asleep, because the next 

thing I knew, Ash was nudging me, “Let’s get you 

inside.” 

“Mmm,” I moaned.   

I don’t remember getting into the bed, so 

when I woke up hours later, I didn’t immediately 

recognize where I was.  Ash had opened the 

windows to let in the ocean breeze and the sounds 

of the waves put me back into a dreamy daze.  I 

stayed in bed for a little longer, and when I was 

about to get up Ash walked in with a tray of food. 

“What’s this,” I asked.   

“Breakfast in bed,” he smiled and I melted 

into the visual of him looking like a dream I once 

had…of him.  He was wearing his black basketball 

shorts and no shirt.  

“It’s more like lunch,” I laughed looking at 

the readout on the clock.  It said it was after noon.  

I’d slept for over five hours and I felt really good. 

“Dr. Michaels will be over tonight to give 

you your checkup,” he said as he set the tray across 

my lap.  He’d already gotten us registered at the 

hospital for the birth and all we had to do was show 

up whenever Little M was ready to go. 

I nodded and ate quietly.  Ash picked at my 

plate and glared when I didn’t eat enough of 

something. He watched me more often since the 

scare a few weeks ago.  He kept his hand on my 

stomach like he was doing now. 



“Love you,” he said to my stomach before 

kissing the top of it.  The baby didn’t kick like usual 

and he frowned.  “She okay in there?” 

“I think she’s sleeping,” I shrugged.  “She’s 

tired, too.” 

Ash’s eyes lit up when he smiled and I 

couldn’t resist the kiss I placed on his cheek.  Or 

resist the touch to his bare chest, his muscles 

jumped under my touch.  How did I get so lucky 

with this man, who loved me with a passion that 

always amazed me? 

Ash moved the tray and leaned me back into 

the sheets, his hand on the hem of my shirt.  It was 

over my head and on the floor before I could take 

the next breath.  His hot mouth closed over the 

sensitive tip of my nipple and I gasped from the 

pleasured pain of it.  As if to apologize, he used his 

talented tongue to take away any of the hurt. 

“I hope you keep these,” he said from 

between them. 

“I don’t think that would be a very good 

idea,” I laughed.  He ignored me and moved his lips 

down until he was level with my sex.  I wasn’t 

wearing any panties and he smiled that wicked one 

that raised the corner of his lip in a mischievous 

grin.   

He used those big hands of his to pull my 

knees apart and went straight for my clit.  My hands 

clinched in the sheets beside me.  Throwing my 

head back into the pillow, I let him bring me to my 

first orgasm.  I knew it wouldn’t be the last.   

The one thing I wanted was to touch him, 

but he was still between my legs.  I wanted to taste 



him on my tongue, feel him at the back of my 

throat. 

“Ash,” I begged.  “Please let me taste you.” 

“You don’t have to ask twice, angel.”  He 

slid off the bed and pulled down his shorts, but 

faced the bed.  I watched as his cock stood out hard 

and wanting, like it was waiting for me.  I had a 

different plan. 

Ash had been very careful with me over the 

past few months, and I really needed his control 

lately.  That was something that we didn’t get to do 

much of on the bus. I grabbed a pillow and got to 

my feet fairly quickly.  Dropping the cushion for 

my knees, I used the side of the bed to drop to the 

ground.  Ash was already shaking his head. 

“Get off the floor,” he growled. 

“No, I want this Ash,” I begged with my 

eyes.  

“Get off the floor, I don’t like it,” he 

growled again.  A sort of panic filtered through his 

eyes, the emerald turned dark like storm clouds. 

“Please, Ash,” I looked up at him with 

pleading eyes.  He must’ve seen my need there 

because he walked forward slowly, his huge length 

in his hand.  He was stroking it slowly and with 

each pull on his cock, my thighs dampened. 

“Eyes on me, angel, and open for me,” he 

whispered, touching my chin with his thumb.  I 

knew he’d missed this, because it’d been awhile 

since he let me taste him.  We’d been very careful 

during sex and he didn’t want to do anything to hurt 

me.  He didn’t realize how resilient I really was. 



Keeping my eyes on him, I slowly licked my 

lips and opened for him.  His groan of approval 

spurred my movement forward.  When the heated 

head of his cock touched my lips, I curled my 

tongue around it and pulled him to the back of my 

throat.   

He didn’t tell me to keep my hands behind 

my back, so I used them to grab onto his hips so 

that I could pull him deeper down my throat. 

“Angel,” he rasped.  “Feels so good.” 

I hummed my approval and had to keep 

from smiling at the hold I had on him.  He was mine 

to pleasure.  As he pulled back, I’d draw deep onto 

his cock.  It would jump as I’d pull it back down my 

throat.  Ash growled whenever he would get as deep 

as he could go, and that caused my clit to swell with 

its own need.  A few times I thought about touching 

myself while I held his hardness in my throat, but I 

held off. 

His hands finally threaded through my hair 

and I knew he was close by the way he tightened his 

grip.  Each thrust buried him deeper in my throat.  

Every time he pulled back, I would hollow out my 

cheeks from the suction I was abusing his cock 

with.  I wanted him to enjoy this, to explode with 

the pleasure I was giving him. 

When his panting became more frantic, I 

pulled back letting him fall from my lips.  His eyes 

widened but he didn’t complain when I took him 

with my hands and slowed down the thrusting for a 

few minutes before taking him slowly back into my 

mouth. 



Ash tried to hold off as long as he could, but 

he finally returned his hands to my hair and thrust 

deep.  The first shot of his release hit the back of 

my throat and I swallowed quickly.  The frantic 

pulse of his cock caused shivers to go down my 

spine.  I didn’t release him until he was completely 

spent and clean of his release. 

After helping me up from the floor, he 

collapsed on the bed.  It was my turn to tuck him 

into bed and let him rest for a while. 

 

Ash 
 

Soft fingers combed through my hair and I 

didn’t want to open my eyes.  This was my happy 

place.  With Mary’s hands on my body, I felt my 

cock swell, but I refused to open my eyes. 

“Dr. Michaels is here,” she whispered into 

my ear.  “Are you going to wake up or not?” 

Opening one eye, I found her leaning over 

me, her long blonde hair falling like curtains around 

her beautiful face.  My angel’s face.  Her breasts 

heaved out of the top of her v-neck blouse and I 

almost told the doctor to take a hike.   

“Yeah, angel,” I smiled.  “Give me just a 

second.  I’m not decent for company.” I looked 

down at the part of me that just wanted her in my 

bed.  She followed my gaze and leaned back on her 

heels, the baby bump resting on the tops of her legs.   

“Ash Martin,” she gasped.  “Get up!” 

“I am!”   

“You’re pitiful,” she scowled.  “We’ll be in 

the living room.” 



I watched as she slid off the bed and left the 

room.  Grabbing my shorts I’d tossed aside earlier, I 

stopped off and grabbed a t-shirt from the dresser.  

After getting dressed and taking many deep, 

relaxing breathes, I finally found the two of them in 

the living room talking quietly. 

“Have you been having any more 

contractions?” he asked as I sat down next to her on 

the couch. 

“A few, but nothing like before,” she 

admitted, which was news to me.  She hadn’t told 

me about these and I frowned at her. 

“What,” I growled.  She hadn’t told me 

about any contractions.  

“Ash,” Dr. Michaels turned toward me, 

Mary laughed.  “These are normal this late in the 

pregnancy.  If she starts having contractions like the 

ones before, after next week, we can go ahead and 

see if the labor progresses.  The baby can come out 

as early as thirty-eight weeks.” 

This was reassuring and also scary as hell.  

Little M was almost here.  

The doctor had her lie flat so that he could 

measure her belly and we heard our little girl’s 

heartbeat again.  The next appointment would be in 

his office next week.  At that time, he’d check her 

for any dilatation.  He told her to also get in as 

much sleep as she could, because after the baby got 

here we wouldn’t be sleeping much for the next 

four months. 

“I need to go shopping for some more things 

tomorrow,” she said after the doctor left.  “Thought 

Liana and I could go after you and the guys get the 



furniture together.”  She wasn’t asking for 

permission, but I could tell she wanted my approval.   

“As long as you take David and don’t stay 

long.  You shouldn’t be on your feet too much.” I 

watched as she walked into the kitchen laughing.   

The front door opened and closed in the 

foyer and Kane peeked around the corner.  He’d 

brought a bag from Macy’s.  It looked so out of 

character that I had to blink and look at him again. 

“Oh, don’t get you panties in a bunch, I 

know how to shop,” he scowled at me.  “Where’s 

little mama?” 

“Kitchen,” I point in that direction, which 

was stupid, he already knew where it was.  I’m just 

so confused by him.  It’s like aliens abducted him. 

“Mary,” he called out and ignored my stare.   

After a minute, I hear her squeal as I’d 

already started toward them.  When I turned the 

corner, she was hugging him tightly.  She leaned 

back and then licked the side of his face from jaw to 

hairline with her appreciation for his gift.  Those 

two confused me by the way they show affection, 

and surprisingly I’m okay with it. 

Kane smiled so wide that his big, goofy, 

toothy grin almost blinded me.  Mary leaned in and 

squinted her eyes while Kane returned the favor.  

This time he did it twice, just to outdo her. 

“Alright,” I pretended to be angry.  “Get 

your tongue off my wife.” 

“Whatever,” he mumbled, but jumped aside 

as I tried to punch him in the arm.  Mary was 

already at the kitchen table taking out outfit after 

outfit.  There were pajamas and dresses.  Some of 



them are a little gothic and totally from her Uncle 

Kane. 

“Oh Kane,” Mary gasped.  “These are 

amazing.  You shouldn’t have bought so much.”  

Mary turned and there were tears in her eyes that 

hadn’t spilled over.  She didn’t wait on a reply and 

kept digging through the bag.  All in all, he bought 

twenty outfits all ranging from newborn up to one 

year.   

“She didn’t get a proper baby shower, so I 

wanted to make up for that,” he shrugged.  “Plus, 

since I’m the first one to bring presents, then I’ll be 

Little M’s favorite.” 

“That doesn’t automatically make you her 

favorite,” I rolled my eyes.   

“Yes it does,” he retorted with a pout.  “So, 

what’s for dinner?” 

Mary turned and looked at Kane with a 

confused frown, “I have no idea.”  She looked 

beautiful with her white sundress on that flowed 

freely over the baby.  I could get lost in her eyes 

today, they almost looked smoky from the long rest 

she had this morning. 

“Let me take you guys out,” he smiled.  “I 

want to feed my niece.”   

We agreed to head out to a spot we 

frequented when home.  It was a quiet little place 

that would get us in and keep the vultures out.  

Kane called ahead for reservations while I called 

David for security.  He said he be there within the 

hour with Eric to drive us into Los Angeles.  Mary 

left us to shower and get dressed in something else.  



Which I didn’t understand her logic, she already 

looked amazing. 

When she came out an hour later, she 

proved me wrong by looking stunning in a teal blue, 

short sleeved dress that came to her ankles.  I 

almost told the guys we weren’t going, just so I 

could have her all to myself, but I didn’t.  This was 

important to Kane.  

The SUV was waiting in front of the house 

when we were ready to go.  David and Eric greeted 

us and opened the door for Mary.  I helped her into 

the middle seat and Kane and I took the ones by the 

doors. 

“Did anyone call Li and Reed, or Gabe,” 

Mary asked as we drove away from the house.   

“Li and Reed want some quiet time and 

Gabe usually disappears for a few days after tour.  

He likes his alone time,” Kane shrugged. 

“He’ll be here tomorrow, right?” she asked 

looking worried. 

“If he knows what’s best for him, he will,” I 

laughed.  Gabe promised he’d be here first thing in 

the morning and he stayed true to his word.  He 

wouldn’t let Mary down. 

We got into the city and traffic was heavy, 

just like every other hour of the day in Los Angeles.  

David weaved in and out of traffic with ease and we 

still made it there on time for our reservation. 

The place was overpriced and secluded, 

perfect for a well-known rockstar and his wife.  The 

maître d’ seated us in the back corner table that was 

cordoned off by a low wall.  The restaurant was full, 

but the noise level low.  White table clothes adorned 



every table and the high back red velvet chairs were 

very comfortable.  Even Mary sighed when she sat 

down into hers.  I took her hand under the table and 

rested it on my knee.   

Kane and I ordered wine and Mary had 

water with a slice of lemon.  Since she couldn’t eat 

the seafood, she ordered chicken, but Kane and I 

splurged and got the lobster.  While we waited, we 

fell back into conversation about the baby. 

“So, what’s her name going to be?” Kane 

asked as he slumped down in the chair with one 

tattooed arm draped over the back of the chair.  The 

other customers in the room didn’t pay any attention 

to us.  That’s the difference here in LA, we were 

normal. 

“We’ve got a few picked out, but I want to 

see her first before I commit to a name,” Mary 

shrugged.  “Plus, I want it to be a surprise, Kane.” 

“Aw now, you can tell me,” he smiled and I 

thought she was going to cave, but didn’t.  Mary 

only shook her head and laughed when Kane 

slumped back down into his chair. 

“The only thing I will tell you is that her 

middle name will be Nichole, like my moms,” she 

smiled, but it was a little shaky.  Any time Mary 

mentioned her birth parents, she would tear up 

slightly, or take a minute to collect her thoughts.  

Life had been so hard on her at an early age.  Even 

recently she’d been subject to the pain of her past, 

but that is all over now. 

Our food was served and Mary frowned at 

our plates, “After she is born, I want lobster and 

wine and all the things I can’t have now.” 



“You can have it all,” I promised her.  If I 

could go outside and lasso the moon to make her 

happy, I would.  I’d do it every night if it were 

possible.   

We stayed longer than necessary because we 

were having too much fun just relaxing.  Kane and 

I’d put down three bottles of wine and were feeling 

fairly good, but not quite drunk.  Kane kept his 

word and fronted the bill for dinner.  We thanked 

him and called David to bring the SUV around.  We 

were standing on the curb, watching the Escalade 

coming down the street, when I heard an 

unmistakable voice. 

“Ash,” my mother’s voice sent a shooting 

pain down the nerves of my back.  What the hell 

was she doing here? 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 



Chapter 4 

 
Mary 

 
Ash’s mother was standing about fifteen feet 

away from us on the sidewalk.  I was immediately 

pushed behind his back and Kane stepped to his 

bandmate’s side.  I could see between their 

shoulders as the woman walked toward us.  

She was my height and looked about a 

hundred years old.  Her clothes were ragged, like 

she was almost homeless, but not quite.  Her hair 

was as long as mine and it matched Ash’s color to a 

T.  It was dark, so I didn’t see her eye color.  When 

she was within five feet of us, Ash held out his hand 

to stop her from coming closer.  She hesitated and 

her face fell from his rejection. 

“I told you to stay away,” he growled.  I 

touched his back, and I could feel the anger 

vibrating through him.  His shoulders were tense 

and he’d taken a protective stance.  I doubted this 

woman would actually hurt us.  For a moment, I 

wanted to tell Ash he was overreacting, but thought 

better of it, when I saw the muscle in his jaw tense.  

This was fast becoming a disaster.   

“Ash, please son,” she smiled and it wasn’t 

forced.  Ash’s mother looked him over and beamed 

as if she was proud of what she saw.  Something 

about this woman scared the ever loving shit out of 

me, but the other part of me wanted to know her, to 

know the woman that gave him life.  She was my 

daughter’s grandmother.  Could Ash ever forgive 



them for whatever they’d done to him?  What did 

they do to him? 

“No Jackie,” he growled again.  “I’ve told 

you to quit contacting me and I mean it.  A 

restraining order can be obtained to make it legal.  

Is that what you want?”  He shifted to his left, 

which made it easier for me to see her, but only 

slightly.   

“I just want to talk to you,” she paused to 

look around him and our eyes met.  Ash shifted to 

his right again, trying to block the view.  “Is this 

her?”  She held her rough hand out toward me, but 

quickly dropped it when she realized he wouldn’t 

let her through. 

“Ash,” I whispered, but quieted at his harsh 

groan.   

The SUV rolled up and Eric was out before 

the tires stopped on the pavement.  He made a 

barrier between us and Mrs. Martin.  She knew her 

time was up and she tried to go around Eric, but 

Eric was faster.  He blocked her with a well-placed 

arm. The back door on the Escalade opened and I 

was shoved into the seat, Ash and Kane on my 

heels.  Ash pulled the seatbelt over me and handed 

it to Kane, who locked it into place.  They were 

treating me like a fragile object again, and I didn’t 

like it.  I didn’t like the fact that his mother caused 

him so much anger, either. 

I didn’t like any of this. 

We stayed quiet on the ride home, no one 

speaking about what had just transpired out on that 

sidewalk.  David announced that we would be 

stopping at Kane’s place to drop him off.  I’d ask to 



come in, but with the mood Ash was in now I’d 

have to take a rain check. 

As we drove up to the gates to his freaking 

mansion, I know my mouth was standing wide 

open.  Kane Maddox lived alone in this!  Wow, just 

wow.  The damn thing had to be four times bigger 

than Ash’s place.  It was white stucco and the 

shutters were a deep glossy black.  The front door 

was painted to match.  The circular drive was 

bordered by huge flower beds with palm trees.  

Flood lights lit up the windows along the front. 

“See you tomorrow,” he whispered as he 

kissed my cheek and closed the door quietly.  Eric 

waited until he was inside before leaving.  Kane 

turned hand held a hand out once he got his door 

unlocked.  I watched as he disappeared inside. 

The engine purred as we hit the interstate to 

head back to Malibu.  I wanted to talk to Ash but I 

didn’t want to upset him any more than he already 

was.  I watched his profile as we drove; the 

streetlights gave me small glimpses as to his 

expression.  And I didn’t like what I saw. 

“Ash,” I whispered and touched his hand.  

He was deep in thought and he looked like he was 

in pain.  Gone was the Ash Martin I knew, and 

replaced was a small boy who looked…frightened?  

“Do you want to talk about it?” 

“No,” he growled. 

“I think I have a right to know what’s going 

on.  I am your wife.”  I felt his hand tighten on 

mine.  He didn’t reply and I took a deep breath.  

“Ash?” 



“Leave it alone,” he snapped, his deep 

emerald eyes almost black as he swiveled his head 

toward me.  I recoiled as if he’d struck me.  Ash had 

never talked to me in that tone. 

Pulling my hand away from his, I scooted 

over to the seat by the window and reattached my 

seatbelt.  If he was going to be like that, I didn’t 

want to be near him.  My own hands shook and I 

felt the sting of tears prick at my eyes.  This was 

going to be bad…really bad. 

What could’ve happened to him so horrible 

that he refused to talk about it with anyone?  Did 

they hurt him?  I couldn’t imagine Ash would hate 

them so much over something small.  He was a man 

of strength and power, of control.   

My love for him was never ending, but at 

this moment I didn’t know what was going to 

happen once we got into the privacy of our home.  

Little M kicked as if to signal me that she knew of 

my distress.  I rubbed circles over her to silently let 

her know that everything was okay with her daddy 

and me.  She wasn’t fooled and kicked my hand.  A 

tear fell over my lashes, and then another.  By the 

time we pulled into the drive, I was a mess.  Ash 

didn’t touch me or even say he was sorry. 

I slipped out of the door before either of 

them could help me to the ground.  Storming up the 

front steps, I entered the house and went into the 

bedroom to change clothes.  I slipped on a long 

nightshirt and climbed into bed.  Ash never came 

for me, and I didn’t go to him. 

 



I couldn’t sleep.  I couldn’t get comfortable, 

and Ash still hadn’t come to bed.  I lay there 

debating if I should go to him, or just let him stew 

in his own anger. 

It was hours later that I went in search of 

him.  The kitchen and living room were empty.  He 

wasn’t in any of the spare rooms, but when I passed 

his home studio, I heard the unmistakable sound of 

my song being played on that old acoustic guitar the 

Sullivan’s gave him all those years ago. 

It was hard, but I managed to slide down the 

wall and sit outside the door, just to be close to him.  

He was hurting and I wasn’t what he needed right 

now.  If he had needed me, he would’ve come to me 

as soon as we were home.  A little part of me hoped 

that my being close would soothe him, without him 

even knowing I was there.  With my eyes closed, I 

leaned my head back on the wall and waited.  He 

played for hours without stopping. 

I must’ve dosed off because the door 

suddenly opened and I heard Ash gasp as he almost 

tripped over me sitting in the floor. 

“What are you doing down there,” he 

frowned and knelt down beside me. 

“Waiting on you,” I yawned. 

“Why didn’t you come in,” he asked, 

touching my cheek. 

“Didn’t want to disturb you,” I whispered.  

He reached for my hand and help haul my ass up off 

the floor.  We didn’t speak as we walked back to the 

bedroom, or when we slipped into the bed.  Ash just 

spooned up behind me and kissed my shoulder.  

We’d had our first fight and I didn’t see an end to it 



at the moment.  I closed my eyes and prayed 

tomorrow would be a better day, for the both of us. 

 

Ash 
 

Mary was already awake when I opened my 

eyes at eight in the morning.  The guys would be 

here in an hour to help put together the nursery.  

She had to be tired, because it was after three in the 

morning when I took us both to bed. 

The sight of her sitting on the floor outside 

the studio burned into my brain and a horrible guilt 

assaulted my mind.  I shouldn’t have snapped at her 

like I did, but I just couldn’t talk about my parents.  

I liked to keep them out of my mind, it only 

tarnished what I had built for myself. 

I was shocked to find Kane already in the 

kitchen when I came in groggy from the non-sleep 

I’d had.  Mary was standing at the counter and 

ducked her head when I came in.  She moved away 

from the coffee pot and went to sit by Kane at the 

table.  It was my turn to frown at her. 

“How long have you been up?” I asked 

carefully. 

“A few hours,” she whispered and took a sip 

of her coffee.  She was hurt and angry.  It killed me 

that I put that fear in her eyes.   

“Why don’t we go get this stuff put in the 

room and decide where everything is going to go,” 

Kane said standing up and taking Mary’s hand to 

help her up from her seat.  She nodded, but didn’t 

say anything else.  Kane gave me a harsh stare 

behind her back.  He wasn’t happy with me either, 



and I’m sure Mary didn’t tell him anything, but our 

body language said it all.   

I followed them into the nursery and 

groaned at all the boxes.  There was a rocking chair 

and ottoman, a changing table, the crib, and a 

dresser.   

“Can you put together the rocking chair 

first,” she asked in a quiet voice.   

“Sure angel,” I whispered and reached for it.  

Opening it up, I took stock of what we needed as far 

as tools and left to get them from the garage. 

When I returned, Mary was absent from the 

room and Kane was standing there with his fist 

clenched at his sides, “I don’t know exactly what 

the hell is going on, but I’m assuming you didn’t 

tell her about your folks.  So help me, Ash Martin.  

Mary is like my little sister and I’m real protective 

of her.  I really don’t want to kick your ass, but I 

will if I have too.  Do I have to?” 

“Not now,” I barked.  “We haven’t actually 

talked and I’m waiting until she cools down.  Plus, 

she’s tired.  We both didn’t sleep well last night.” 

He nodded and started pulling items out of 

the box.  It didn’t take long to realize Kane sucked 

at directions, so I just told him he would be the tool 

bitch for today.  He wasn’t that mechanical, and I 

was afraid he’d compromise the safety of the baby’s 

furniture. 

Mary returned a little later, just as we were 

putting the cushions on the rocker.  Her eyes lit up 

and she smiled, “Oh, I love it!” 

“Have a seat angel,” I rocked back on my 

knees and pointed to the thing.  She sat down and 



began rocking in it, smiling the whole time.  She 

absently rubbed small circles over a spot on her 

side.  I reached up from my position on my knees 

and touched the top of her belly.  Ivy kicked at my 

hand, and I leaned over and kissed her softly.  I 

didn’t say anything to Mary, nor did I look at her 

before I turned back to the task at hand. 

Gabe showed up shortly after that and Reed 

and Liana came in looking content and refreshed.  I 

was happy that they were finally working things 

out.  Reed was the perfect balance to Liana’s 

hyperactivity.  Even though she hadn’t been herself 

since the assault, Liana was on the mend.  She was 

even teasing Kane about his inability to tighten a 

screw correctly.   

“Hey,” he laughed.  “My old man worked 

too damn much to teach me any of this handyman 

shit.”   

We all laughed at them and went back to 

putting together the furniture.  Eventually, Kane and 

Liana got up and left the room.  I’d been watching 

Mary rock herself into a lazy nap.  She was tired so 

I quietly told the guys to go grab lunch while I took 

her to bed.  Even though she complained that she 

was so big with the pregnancy, I had no trouble 

picking her up and taking her to the room.  

Thankfully the curtains were drawn and the room 

was somewhat dark.  She didn’t move when I laid 

her down on the bed and covered her up.  After 

kissing her forehead, I left the room and went into 

the kitchen.  

We ate lunch and then got back to work on 

the rest of the baby furniture.  It was late afternoon 



before we finished.  Little M’s room was complete.  

Mary had picked out a soft lavender for the walls.  

I’d had painters come while we were still on tour to 

paint the room before we got back.  The crib was 

against the wall by the door, so that we would only 

need to crack the door a tiny bit to check on her.  

The dresser was on the far wall and the changing 

table was next to the crib.  The rocker stayed there 

to the left of the door and beside it was a small table 

to hold anything we’d need when we rocked our 

child.  Mary chose a set with multicolored 

butterflies on it and the lavender on the walls 

blended perfect with her décor.  The mobile that 

hung above the crib had six tiny butterflies that 

danced around and sang a song to entice her to 

sleep.  It was perfect. 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 



Chapter 5 

 
Mary 

 
“Well”, Dr. Michaels sighed as he removed 

the glove he was wearing with an audible snap.  

“You have not dilated any, so I’m assuming you 

won’t go into labor anytime soon.”  He tossed the 

thing into the trash.  “But who knows?  It could be 

today, or three days.”   

We were at the hospital now getting the last 

checkup before I was officially at term with this 

baby.  Ash was sitting shell shocked in the corner 

from getting an up-close-and-personal look at how 

the doctor checked my vajayjay (as Kane called it).   

“This is crazy,” I growled.  I was now 

officially thirty-nine weeks pregnant with no end in 

sight.  I wasn’t even dilated one centimeter.  The 

doctor helped me into an upright position.  The 

sheet draped over my lap covered my dignity, but 

all I wanted to do was get dressed and get out of 

there. 

“If you don’t go on your own in the next 

eight to ten days, then we can induce your labor, but 

I’m betting you’ll go any day now.”  He was such a 

liar.  If he wasn’t such a nice man, I would’ve told 

him that to his face. 

He told me to come back at the same time 

next week then we’d make plans to get her out.  I’m 

pretty sure she wanted to stay in there until she goes 

to college, so I better get used to it. 



“Come on,” I snapped at Ash.  He stood and 

nodded, and walked like a zombie toward me.  He 

eventually shook himself back to reality. 

“Did that hurt,” he wondered aloud, while I 

redressed and put on my shoes. 

“A little,” I smiled.   

We’d finally come to an agreement about 

his parents.  I told him that he needed to talk to me, 

but I’d give him time to come to terms with the fact 

that I needed to know what the hell happened with 

them.  He only growled and finally agreed to talk 

about it after the baby was born.  Which was totally 

a cop-out, but at the moment, I didn’t need the 

stress, so I was putting it to the back of my mind.  

For now. 

“A little,” he gasped.  

I patted his hand and pulled him out of the 

clinic where David was waiting on us.  As we 

approached, David laughed, “Do we need to have 

some smelling salts on hand for him?” 

“Maybe,” I whispered then laughed.  Ash 

Martin, big bad ass rocker would probably be on his 

ass when the shit got thick in the delivery room. 

“I need to go by the warehouse to finish up a 

few things before we leave for overseas,” he said 

once we were in the car.  His face had finally 

regained its natural color.  He wasn’t so green 

anymore. “David’s going to drop me off then take 

you home.  I want you to get some rest, and I’ll 

have Eric come and pick me up.  Kane will be over 

in a little while to check on you.”   

“David will be there.  Why is Kane coming 

over?” I pinched my face at him. 



“He offered and I couldn’t tell him no,” Ash 

shrugged.  Ash had this big brother attitude toward 

Kane.  They were only a year apart in age, Ash 

being the oldest.  He coddled Kane mostly, and I 

wondered why that was.  Kane was a little juvenile 

in his ways, and Ash, being Ash, probably felt the 

need to watch over him and keep him out of trouble.  

I imagined that Kane could get himself into some 

bad things if he wasn’t directed properly. 

“Okay, but I won’t be much company,” I 

laughed, then yawned.  “I probably will take a long 

nap.”  He laughed and pulled me into an awkward 

hug in the backseat.  It was hard to hold each other 

now.  My belly was its own continent and with the 

added seatbelts, we couldn’t snuggle like we wanted 

too. 

I kissed him goodbye before he exited the 

SUV.  We watched as he went inside the building.  

David eased out of the parking lot and turned left to 

take us home. 

Sure to his word, Kane Maddox was waiting 

at the house when we returned.  I noticed a silver 

Audi A8 sitting in the driveway.  This one was 

decked out with tinted windows and custom rims, 

so I’d put money on it that it wasn’t a rental.   

When we walked in the door, he was 

holding up the keys, “Look at my baby!  Come on 

Mary, let’s go for a ride.”  The poor boy was so 

excited and I really wished I had his enthusiasm at 

the moment. 

“That’s okay,” I smiled.  “I’ll take a rain 

check, I’m going to bed.”  I hated letting him down, 



but I just wasn’t as enthused as he wanted me to be 

at the moment. 

He pouted but kissed my temple as I walked 

by.  I was so damn tired and my back was hurting 

from being out all morning at the hospital.  I 

decided to take a hot bath in the Jacuzzi tub before 

going to sleep and the blast of hot water from the 

jets were the perfect prescription for my aches. 

By the time I got out, my hands and feet 

looked like prunes and my body was the 

consistency of Jell-O.  I crawled into bed and closed 

my eyes.  Just a small nap…that’s all I needed. 

 

An hour later, I was awakened up by a 

tightening in my stomach and I immediately knew 

what it was.  I was having a contraction.  My heart 

pounded with excitement and then the contraction 

stopped, just as quickly as it began.  The contraction 

wasn’t painful, and it definitely wasn’t in my back 

like the other ones had been. 

Laying there I watched the clock for fifteen 

minutes, and still no more contractions.  I frowned 

at the false alarm and decided to stay in the bed.  I 

could call Kane in here to keep me company, but 

he’d probably puke or pass out if he knew that I was 

having any sort of distress that pointed to the baby 

coming out of me. 

Finding the clicker, I turned on the 

television to just have some noise while I lay there 

all wrapped up in the blanket.  I needed my rest, if 

this was it, because I could be in labor for most of 

the next twenty-four hours.  Turning my head, I 

verified that the bag we were to take to the hospital 



was by the door.  The car seat was already in the 

back of the SUV’s storage area.  We didn’t install it 

in case we had to switch cars. 

It took me another thirty minutes to 

convince myself it was a false alarm and decided to 

get up to go find Kane.  Ash said he was going to be 

late and he’d call when he was done.  So it looked 

like Kane would be it, if this was the real thing. 

Kane was sitting on the couch watching 

television, eating a bowl of cereal.  “Hey,” he 

mumbled around a huge bite, which was disgusting.   

“Hey,” I grimaced as I rounded the couch.  

There was tightening in my belly, but not enough to 

hurt.  I didn’t tell him, because he’d freak out.  

Kane set the bowl aside as I lowered myself onto 

the couch and leaned my head over to lay in his lap.   

“You okay,” he frowned. 

“Tired,” I lied.  “I just feel off, you know?”  

In fact, I wasn’t feeling good at all.  Almost like I 

was coming down with something.  He grabbed a 

small throw pillow from behind him and stuffed it 

under my head.  I pulled the blanket down over my 

shoulders and closed my eyes.  The sound of the 

television lulled me back into a semi-comatose 

state.  This kind of lazy I could get use too. 

“Do I need to call the doctor?” he asked as 

he stroked my hair. 

“No,” I grimaced.  Maybe we should call the 

doctor, but I’d wait.  Best case scenario, my water 

would break and I’d know for sure that we needed 

to go.  Kane would probably pass out and need a 

stretcher to take him to the hospital for a concussion 

or something.  That would be my luck. 



The noise from whoever was speaking on 

the TV was soothing.  I felt myself dozing off, and I 

don’t know how long I was out.   

I jerked as a pain hit my stomach and for a 

second I thought I was going to be sick.  Warm 

hands stroked my hair and I knew it wasn’t Ash, but 

my adoptive brother, Kane. 

“Hey, you okay?” he asked again, a small 

frown on his lips. 

“Fine,” I mumbled and shifted to relieve the 

ache in my belly.  A few minutes later, I felt it 

again, but it wasn’t as sharp.  These were definitely 

contractions.  Sporadic as they were, I thought they 

were the Braxton-Hicks contractions the doctor had 

told me about. 

Ash still wasn’t home and if I told Kane, I 

don’t know what he’d do.  So, I stayed there, on my 

side, with my head in his lap for a little while 

longer.  At some point I think I dozed off again. 

Suddenly restless, I threw the covers off and 

sat up.  Kane looked at me with a confused 

expression.  “I need to walk around,” I mumbled as 

I rose from the couch.  That felt better than when I 

was on my side.  

Leaving Kane to watch the news, I walked 

into the kitchen and down the hall toward the spare 

bedrooms, where David was probably resting.  I 

didn’t bother him at the moment, because I didn’t 

know if these were the real thing or not.  The doctor 

basically told me earlier today that I was nowhere 

near ready to deliver.  I guess things could change 

in the blink of an eye. 



I passed the studio and eventually made my 

way back into the kitchen and wondered where the 

hell Ash was.  My phone was in the bedroom, so I 

went in search for it.  After typing out a quick text, 

he replied that he’d be leaving there within the hour 

and he’d bring food.  Halfway down the hall, I had 

to stop and hold on to the wall from the pressure in 

my stomach.  The squeezing was almost 

unbearable, and at that point I knew. 

“Kane,” I rasped as loud as I could get my 

voice to project.  Obviously, it was loud enough.  

He was around the corner, within a second, and 

found me with one hand on the wall, the other on 

my rounded stomach. 

“W…what?” he stuttered as he walked up to 

me.  His warm hand touched my contracting belly, 

the other on the small of my back.  His beautiful 

hazel eyes were wide; his worry flashed across his 

face like a billboard. 

“Kane,” I panted.  “Honey, I need you to be 

strong from me right now.” 

“Uh huh,” was his only reply. 

“Kane…I…look at me,” I gritted my teeth.  

I continued when he finally made eye contact.  I 

used Ash’s controlling voice to get his attention.  

“You are it right now.  I promise you, I will not 

have this baby until we get to the hospital.  I need 

you for support until Ash gets to us, okay.” 

“Okay…support…me,” he took a deep 

breath.  “I’ve got this Mary.” 

“Get David,” I panted.  “Tell him that I’m in 

labor.  We need to get my things and go now.” 



He turned and ran for the spare room David 

called his own.  The contraction subsided and I was 

able to return to the bedroom to gather my phone 

and bag.  This was it.  She was finally ready to 

come out, and Ash still wasn’t home.  A stray 

thought touched my mind that I may have sort of 

lied and Kane would have to be in the delivery 

room with me.  I squashed that idea immediately. 

David and Kane found me in the doorway 

struggling with another contraction that wasn’t as 

painful, but the pressure was equally bad, if that 

makes any sense.  I held out my hand while I panted 

through the damn thing.   

“How far apart are they,” David asked when 

I was finally able to speak.  He too touched my 

belly for support.   

“Five to ten minutes,” I admitted.  “I need to 

call Ash.”  I handed my bag to David who took me 

gently by the arm and brought me over to the couch 

to sit down. 

“Let me bring the SUV around,” he said 

calmly, then looked at Kane.  “Call Ash.”  The man 

was a study in being calm during intense situations, 

and I should know.  I’d seen him when he’d been 

shot right in front of me.   

“I’m already calling him,” Kane said from 

behind us.  Turning my head, I watched as he 

fumbled with the phone.  It took him three tries to 

get the phone to connect.  I heard the beginnings of 

panic in his voice, despite my earlier talk.  He was 

standing by the kitchen door looking a little lost at 

the moment.  His beautiful hazel eyes were still 

wide with fear, but the small smile that curved up 



the corners of his lips told me he was very excited 

too. 

“Dude,” he growled into the phone, his eyes 

cutting in my direction.  “She’s in labor.  You gotta 

come home, like now.”   

I held up my hand to halt Kane from saying 

anything else.  “Tell him to meet us at the hospital.  

We don’t have time to wait on him.”  I gasped and 

gritted my teeth as another contraction racked my 

body.  The ache in my back returned this time.   

Kane’s face paled but was able to say, “Did 

you hear that?  Okay, I will.”  He clicked the lock 

screen on his phone and slipped it into his back 

pocket.  “He’ll meet us there.” 

“Are you going to be okay?” I asked him as 

he came over to help me up off the couch. 

“Not in the least,” he groaned.  “But I’ll be 

strong, or at least I’ll try to not pass out.” 

We laughed until I had to stop halfway to 

the foyer to dig my nails into Kane’s arm, which he 

growled and let out a string of curses from the pain 

of my grasp.  I apologized and he only smiled, but it 

was forced. 

“They’re getting closer together.  We need 

to hurry.”  Kane let me breathe through the 

contraction and never said a word to me during that 

time.  He really had been reading my pregnancy 

book. 

David came through the door and both men 

helped me out to the Escalade.  The drive to the 

hospital was long, and full of painful contractions.  

They were still irregular, and by the time we got to 



the hospital, I was almost in denial that I was 

actually in labor. 

“They don’t hurt as bad,” I admitted.  

“Could be a false alarm.” 

“We’re just going to have them check you 

out,” David said from the front seat.   

I nodded and held onto Kane’s hand, but not 

with my nails this time.  He was doing very well, 

despite the fact that he refused to look at me most of 

the ride there, and a little part of me hoped he would 

pass out just so I could tease him about it afterward. 

David had already called ahead to the 

maternity ward to let them know we were coming 

in.  We had a private room, since we were 

celebrities, and the SUV bypassed the front entrance 

to enter the parking garage.  There behind a brick 

retaining wall on the third floor was an 

inconspicuous door that was thrust open when we 

backed into the space.  Nurses filed out the door 

with a wheelchair and helped me get into it before 

taking us back through what looked like a service 

corridor to the delivery ward.  We didn’t have to 

hide from the paparazzi and that was a huge relief.   

David and Kane were asked to stay outside 

while they prepped me.  I was given a hospital 

gown that opened in the back, and told to change 

quickly.  Once I was back in the bed, a sweet lady 

about thirty years old entered the room and told me 

she was going to be my nurse. 

“I’m Bethany,” she smiled.  “I’ll be your 

personal nurse while you are here.  Anything you 

need, you tell me.”  She patted my hand and came 

over with a tray.  She made quick work of setting up 



an IV and taking my vitals.  The monitoring belts 

were attached to my stomach, and I heard the 

beating of my baby’s heart, along with a readout of 

my contractions on small pink and white paper. 

“Where is Mr. Martin,” she asked.  “We 

need to get him a bracelet identifying him as the 

parent.”  She fiddled with the machine and tested 

the belts again. 

“He should be here any minute,” I smiled.  

“He was in a meeting across town.” 

Kane and David were allowed in and Kane 

looked a little green.  “You can relax, she’s not 

coming yet.”  He sighed and took the seat next to 

my bed.  David was on the phone again and I’m 

assuming it was to Eric about where we were. 

The next contraction was worse than the 

ones before.  I tried to ball myself up into so sort of 

fetal position and breathed quietly through the pain.  

A warm hand rested on top of mine and I looked up 

to see Kane leaning next to the bed. 

“I don’t know what to do,” he smiled tightly. 

I moaned through the contraction and once it 

was done, I closed my eyes and whispered, “Being 

here is all I could ask for.”  Tears leaked out of my 

eyes, and Kane hummed to me through the pain.  It 

was nice.  I’d never heard him sing alone.  He had 

an amazing voice.  It was soothing to hear in the 

few minutes of peace I had between contractions. 

For the next few minutes, the contractions 

were bearable, but still painful.  Kane kept a 

physical connection between us until the next round 

started shooting pain in my back. 

“My back,” I cried out. 



He placed his warm hands on my lower back 

and rubbed with each contraction.  At that point, I 

think God sent him as an angel to help me, because 

that was the only thing that kept the pain away.  

Focusing on the warmth of his hand, I let Kane use 

his strength to put pressure on my spine.  Each 

contraction was different from the one before.  I 

worked on the breathing exercises I read about in 

the book, but they didn’t help.  A few times, I 

thought I was going to hyperventilate. 

Suddenly the door to my room opened and 

all new tears welled in my eyes from relief of seeing 

Ash standing in the doorway.  He was controlled, 

but I saw the slightest bit of tension in his 

shoulders.  He let out a small breath and relaxed 

when he saw that I was okay. 

“Angel,” he rasped as he came forward to 

take me into his arms.  “I’m so sorry I wasn’t 

there.”  Kane released me and walked around the 

bed.  He looked relieved. 

“You didn’t know, Ash,” I whispered into 

his shirt.  “We had no clue.”  A contraction hit me, 

and I heard Kane say that it was six minutes after 

the last one.  He was keeping the time for me. 

Ash nodded and moved aside as Bethany, 

the nurse, adjusted something on the IV bag that 

was attached to my arm.  After introducing herself, 

she snapped a wristband onto his right hand and I 

noticed it matched the one they’d put on me earlier. 

“Alright, Dr. Michaels should be here 

shortly,” she smiled.  “Now we wait.  Call me if you 

need anything.”   



She left us alone and I couldn’t help but 

stare into Ash’s warm eyes.   

 “She’s coming,” he whispered, his 

expression was complete and utter awe. 

“Yes, she is,” I smiled.   

“How bad are you hurting?” 

“I’m having contractions in my back.  Kane 

has been my midwife,” I laughed, but then sucked 

in a harsh breath with the next one.  I curled up 

again and was thankful that Kane showed Ash what 

he had been doing.  The warmth from Ash’s hand 

was just as helpful as Kane’s touch had been.  

During the next half hour, I relied on that touch to 

get me through these damn contractions.   

Dr. Michaels swept into the room and sent 

everyone, except Ash, out into the hallway.  After 

signing something on my chart, he pulled out a pair 

of gloves and put them on. 

“Okay, Mary, I’m going to see how far 

you’ve dilated.”  He didn’t say anything else as he 

told me to lie flat on my back.  Ash didn’t watch 

this time as he reached inside me.  After he felt 

around, Dr. Michaels smiled wide and said, “You’re 

at a three.” 

“Three,” I squeaked.  “Are you fucking 

kidding me?”  Ash rubbed my back and I swatted 

his hand away.  He frowned at me, but as of that 

moment, I really wasn’t liking him. 

“I’m assuming you want an epidural?” Dr. 

Michaels asked with a small smile.   

“You better believe I do,” I growled at him. 

“I’ll check you in another hour and if you’ve 

gotten to a four then I’ll have you all set up.”  He 



pulled off the gloves and left us to labor.  Kane and 

David returned to sit on the couch across the room.  

Both of them were quiet, and Kane looked like he 

was okay.  He still hadn’t turned any weird shade of 

green at the moment. 

 

Ash 
 

An hour later, Mary Martin went from raging 

bitch to my beautiful, happy wife again.  The 

contractions made her a monster, but I didn’t take the 

things she said to me personally.  I’d been warned by 

one of my roadies who was already a father and she 

was still apologizing. 

“I’m sorry,” she said as she held her small 

hand to my cheek.  

“It’s okay,” I repeated for the fifth time. 

“I didn’t mean what I said,” she said. 

“That you wanted to rip his…” Kane began 

but was cut off by a glare from me.  He held up his 

hands and burst out laughing.  I was too afraid to 

laugh, or cry…or breathe around Mary. 

The door cracked open and I saw Liana peer 

into the room.  Her face beamed when she saw us and 

she pushed the door open wide.  Reed and Gabe were 

right behind her with pink balloons and a huge teddy 

bear. 

“Thank you,” Mary said as she pulled her 

best friend into a hug.  They talked about all of the 

baby stuff that we’d been through over the past 

couple of hours, and Reed took a seat in the recliner 

next to bed.   



David had gone off to meet with Eric about 

security in the hospital.  They were monitoring the 

internet for any leaks as to our whereabouts, and so 

far had come up with nothing.  Hopefully, we can get 

this done – and over – with without any press finding 

out. 

Mary was simply glowing.  Her face had a 

slight rosy tint to her cheeks from the labor she’d 

been suffering through before the help of modern 

medicine.  The baby’s vitals were doing great and we 

were told to just wait it out.  She’d be here sooner or 

later.  I was hoping for sooner. 

I’d imagined what she’d look like a lot over 

the past nine months.  Who would she look like?  

Would she be soft and sweet like her mother?  Or 

would she be controlling and demanding like me?  

The one thing I knew for certain, was that she would 

be loved.  Loved like no other child on the planet.  

She wouldn’t suffer as I did. 

“Ash,” Mary whispered and placed a hand on 

my arm.  I blinked twice and refocused my sight on 

her.  She frowned. 

“Sorry, lost in thought,” I replied.  She only 

nodded and went back to talking to Liana. 

We were due to head out in a couple of 

months for our overseas tour and the thought of 

leaving them did something to that tightly controlled 

feeling that contained me.  Maybe I should have 

Mark come in and stay at the house with David and 

Dallas.  Since Liana and Mary would be there alone 

with Little M, I needed all the protection for them 

that I could have.  I sent a quick text to Mark to let 



him know that he was on call should they need extra 

security while I was away.    

The doctor came in and sent the guys into the 

hall.  Mary was checked again and we were happy 

that she was now closer, but still not quite ready to 

push.  “About three more,” the doctor said.   

Liana jumped up and went to her bag to pull 

out Mary’s camera. The guys were told they could 

come back in and they too looked at the girls with 

confused stares.  Liana handed the camera to Mary 

and she started fiddling with the knobs and buttons 

on the damn thing, preparing it for Liana. 

“What are you doing?” I asked, a little 

confused.  They were acting like the baby was 

coming right that second.  That book said she’d 

progress a centimeter an hour, so we had at least 

three hours to go. 

“Could be any time now,” Liana smiled.  

When I told her what that book said she waved me 

off.  “That’s just a rule of thumb.  She could be ready 

to push in the next hour.  We just want to be ready.”  

They pretty much ignored me and went to plan what 

she could take pictures of and what to avoid. 

Thinking about the baby coming had me 

taking a huge reality check.  This was it.  She would 

be here soon. I was about to be a father.  Two girls 

were to be my sole responsibility.  I felt all the blood 

drain from my face, and I vaguely remember my 

name being called.  The next thing I knew, I was 

sitting in the chair Reed had been in and my head was 

pressed between my knees.  

“Breathe man,” someone said from above 

me.  Or was that beside me? 



“Ash,” Mary cried.  “Don’t you dare fucking 

pass out on me.  I need you.”  Those three little words 

made something in my brain snap and my head 

jerked up, instantly finding her there to my right.  She 

sighed and relaxed back into the bed pillows. 

“What happened,” I groaned.  Sweat was 

beading up on my forehead and I took the cold rag 

from the nurse to wipe the back of my neck. 

“You turned white and you checked out on 

us.  Almost fell off the side of the bed too,” Gabe 

laughed.  He was crouched down so that we were eye 

level.  “Reed caught your ass and put you in the 

chair.”  I only nodded at him.  In fact, Gabe looked a  

little blurry.  I blinked several times before he was 

back in focus.  David thrust a cup of orange juice in 

my hand and I drank it down, then handed him the 

empty cup. 

“Thanks man,” I looked at Reed and he only 

chuckled.  I flipped him off and focused back on 

Gabe.  

“Are you going to be okay?” he asked. 

“Yes,” I nodded.  “Maybe.”  It was still a little 

warm in the room.  I can’t believe I passed out!  “I 

don’t know.” 

“At least it wasn’t me,” Kane laughed from 

the couch.  “Maybe I should stay in here with her and 

help when the baby comes out.”  I growled at him but 

he didn’t flinch.  I was losing my touch. 

“Oh,” I heard Mary gasp from beside me.  

Her eyes were open wide.  She clinched her fist into 

the sheets and gritted her teeth.  She and Liana shared 

a knowing glance.  Liana’s eyes widened. 



“What’s wrong,” I jumped to her side, the 

fainting spell forgotten. 

“Um, can you get the doctor?  I think…I…uh, 

yeah.  I need to push.”  She curled herself into a ball 

and Liana was out the door in a matter of seconds.   

The nurse was right behind her when she 

returned.  All of the guys were cleared out to sit in 

the family waiting room.  She lifted the sheet and 

took a look between Mary’s legs.  “Oh, dear.  Yes, 

you are ready.  Mary, look at me.  I need you not to 

push, no matter how bad you want to push, you 

can’t.” 

Mary nodded and gritted her teeth again, tiny 

beads of sweat broke out on her forehead.  The nurse 

picked up the phone and paged Dr. Michaels.  Other 

nurses arrived with a cart and tray full of instruments 

I had no names for.  A rolling cart came in with a 

clear basket on it, which I assumed was for the baby.  

Machines were fired up and I had no clue what the 

hell they were doing.  Mary was gasping beside me 

and all I could do was hold her hand, while she tried 

to crush mine into a million tiny, little pieces.   

“Okay,” the nurse said, pulling a low rolling 

chair to the end of the bed, where they’d reassembled 

the end and added some stirrups.  Liana was on one 

side of the bed and I on the other.  “We are going to 

see how well you can push.  While I count to ten 

Mary, on your next contraction, I want you to tuck 

your chin to your chest and push.” 

The nurse counted while Li and I held her 

legs back.  I risked a peek and I almost cried at the 

sight of a small amount of blondish brown hair.  I 

looked back at Mary who gave me a knowing smile.   



“I see her,” I whispered.  Mary’s eyes welled 

up and I placed a quick kiss to her forehead. 

Dr. Michaels came in and suited up before 

replacing the nurse at the end of the bed.  For the next 

thirty minutes, we coached Mary into pushing our 

baby out.   

Finally, her head cleared and I watched as she 

was suctioned and her tiny face scrunched up in 

pissed off frown.  A few more pushes later and my 

daughter came into the world crying for all she was 

worth.  She was placed up on Mary’s now deflated 

belly.  Little M was here.  I was a dad. 

Mary cried and held our daughter for a 

moment while the nurses rubbed her with a towel to 

remove all the gunk on her.  She cried so loudly that 

it brought everyone in the room to attention.  I did 

what I’d done for the past few months, to calm her. 

I sang. 

Little M immediately quieted and closed her 

eyes.  I was so engrossed in singing her a lullaby that 

I didn’t notice that everyone in the room had gone 

still until I finished the song.  The nurses were 

standing there with their hands over their hearts and 

their eyes were filled with tears.  Liana was beaming 

and Mary was shedding some tears of her own. 

“Sorry,” I mumbled. 

That broke through to them and they seemed 

to click back into their jobs.  The baby was taken 

away from us to be weighed and checked over by the 

doctors and nurses.   

“You did so good, angel,” I said as I held her 

in my arms.  Our lips touched and I tasted the tears 

that leaked from both of our eyes.  



“We need to pick a name,” she said. 

“What were you thinking?” I asked. 

“Ivy Nichole Martin,” she smiled.   

“That’s perfect,” I whispered and kissed her 

hard on her temple.  Mary’s biological mother’s 

name was Lily and she’d told me that she’d put the 

name Ivy on the list of possible names for our 

daughter a few months ago.  Lily and Ivy were 

similar but different enough that our baby would still 

have her own identity regardless who she was named 

after. 

Eventually, Ivy was cleared by the doctors 

and bundled up into a baby blanket with little flowers 

on it then handed over to Mary.  She was told to feed 

the baby as soon as possible after the birth.  I watched 

as my wife nursed our daughter.  When Mary finally 

looked up at me, she sighed and reached her free 

hand out to touch the side of my face.  The tears that 

pricked my own eyes finally fell over and I had to 

wipe them away. 

“Thank you,” I whispered.  “Thank you for 

our daughter.”  I kissed both of them. 

“I love you, Ash Martin.” Mary let go of my 

hand to pull our daughter away from her breast.  She 

put the baby up and patted her back.  When she let 

out a little unladylike burp we both laughed. 

Mary held her out to me, and I felt my knees 

tremble.  The thought of actually holding her had me 

feeling a little fuzzy.  But this was my daughter and 

I’d promised to protect her, so the last thing I would 

do was drop her.  Or faint, again. 

Mary passed her carefully to my arms.  

“Support her head, always.”  I did as I was told and 



felt a little stiff in doing so, but within a few seconds, 

I knew I had this.  She was warm in my arms and felt 

like she belonged; like I’d been waiting for her.  Just 

like I’d felt when I’d met Mary.  This baby in my 

arms and her mother were my end game.  They were 

the ones who would deliver me from the pain of my 

past. 

I leaned over and kissed Ivy on the top of her 

head. Taking a deep breath, I memorized the 

beautiful scent of her baby skin.  Her eyes were 

green, just like mine and I removed the little cap to 

see her hair fully since she was out and clean.  Her 

hair was a perfect mix of mine and Mary’s, the ends 

turned up into little wispy curls.  Her cheeks were 

full.  She weighed just over eight pounds and was 

absolutely perfect. 

“Hey Little M,” I whispered and rocked her 

back and forth by the window.  When I turned 

around, Mary was fast asleep in the bed.  The nurses 

were quietly backing out of the room.  Bethany gave 

me a silent signal to call if we needed anything and 

shut the door.   

Liana snapped pictures from beside me, and 

I guess I really hadn’t noticed her there while I was 

so engrossed with my daughter.  The camera made a 

quiet shuttering sound as she snapped picture after 

picture of us together. 

“Hey pops,” she grinned as she came over to 

look at Ivy.  “She’s beautiful.” 

“Thank you,” I kissed Ivy on the cheek.  “Can 

you go round up the guys?  I want her to meet her 

family.”  Liana smiled warmly and I saw her eyes 

water up, but she didn’t cry.   



I hummed the song I wrote for Mary to her 

while I waited for them to return.  Her eyes weren’t 

focused yet, but she did try to turn toward the sound 

of my voice.  Mary had been right all those times she 

said that Ivy loved hearing me sing.  Her little pink 

lips formed an O as she yawned then I watched as her 

eyes drifted closed.  She fell asleep in my arms.  

The door cracked open quietly and I watched 

as my brothers filed into the room, each one of them 

with wide eyed expressions.  Kane was the first one 

to meet her.   

“Why does she look all red and scrunchy,” he 

whispered. 

“Because she just came out, you ass,” Liana 

said as she smacked him in the arm.   

“She is beautiful,” Reed said, taking his big 

hand and stroking her tiny head. 

“So what did you name her,” Gabe asked.  He 

was excited; I could see it in his eyes.  Gone was the 

hyper Gabe I’d known for a long time.  Since Liana’s 

attack, he’d changed and I didn’t like it.  Hopefully 

we’d all get back to normal soon.  

“Ivy Nichole Martin,” I announced proudly.   

Mary stirred and we all turned to see her.  The 

guys went over to congratulate her.  David finally 

came in and walked over to me, his eyes a little wet 

from tears.  At this point we were all showing our 

weak sides because of this baby.   

“You did good Ash,” he smiled and patted 

my back.  “I’m happy for you.  It’s about time you 

had a good streak.”  He was right.  This was, besides 

the band, one of the best things that had ever 

happened to me.  A family. 



“Tell that to Mary, she did all the work,” I 

nodded toward my beautiful wife.  It was true, Mary 

had labored for hours to bring me a daughter.   

And my only thought as I watched her with 

my family, our family, was…when could she give 

me a son? 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 



Chapter 6 

 
Mary 

 
I was cleared to go home less than forty-

eight hours after Ivy was born.  The ride home was 

quiet and I fell asleep in the back seat with my head 

against the window.  David’s harsh curse woke me 

and I didn’t have to ask what was going on.  The 

street in front of our home was swarming with 

media.  They were taking pictures of the car, some 

of the cameramen were brave enough to come right 

up to the windows as we waited for the gate to 

open.  Ash immediately grabbed an extra baby 

blanket and held it up to the window to keep them 

from getting a picture of the Ivy.  Eric and Dallas 

were at the gate already, to keep anyone from trying 

to sneak through once we got inside.   

Ash was to release a press statement 

tomorrow, after we got home, for the announcement 

of her birth, but it looks like it was leaked out a 

little too early.  Ash cursed from his seat on the 

other side of the baby. 

“Ash,” I scolded him and looked at the baby.  

We were going to have to watch our language 

around her now.   

“Sorry,” he growled.  “I want to know who 

leaked it.” 

David pulled into the garage and closed the 

door.  We waited until it was fully closed before 

getting out of the car.  Ash took the baby while 

David helped me out of the seat.  I was still a little 



groggy from the pain medicine they’d given me 

earlier, but wasn’t so far gone that I couldn’t walk.   

We entered the house and found it full of 

flowers and balloons.  Stuffed animals adorned 

every surface in the living room. There was a pink 

giraffe sitting by the fireplace and a huge gray 

elephant by the television.  “Who are these from?”  

I wandered over and picked up a brown teddy bear 

with Ivy’s initials monogramed on its ear.  The card 

around its neck read “From your Uncle Kane”. 

“Looks like they’re all from Kane,” Ash 

said from the loveseat with a stuffed dolphin that 

was bigger than our daughter.  We laughed and Ash 

cleared a spot off on the oversized recliner so that I 

could sit down.   

“Do you want anything,” he asked as he 

pulled a sleeping Ivy from her car seat. 

“Some sleep,” I asked wistfully.  My eyes 

tried to close on their own. 

“Go ahead,” he smiled.  “I’ll wake you when 

she needs to eat.  I don’t have the goods to do that.”  

He raised his eyebrows in a satisfied arch when he 

spoke to my breasts. 

Too tired to even laugh, I reclined back and 

fell asleep as Ash was covering me with a blanket. 

 

Crying woke me later, and I sat up quickly 

in my seat.  Being a mom for only a short time, it’s 

weird how I know the sound of my baby’s cry, like 

I know the sound of Ash’s voice, or my own.  Ash 

rounded the corner and smiled, “She needs you.” 

Holding my hands out for her, I sat back in 

the chair and brought her to my breast.  While she 



fed, I pulled the thick blanket up over my shoulder, 

just in case someone came in, and I’m glad I did. 

Kane Maddox bound through the front door, 

his smile wide.  “Hey,” he said as he made eye 

contact with me.  “Perfect.  Can I watch her feed?” 

“Really Kane,” I rolled my eyes.  “Filter, 

boy!  You have got to use a filter.”  I kept telling 

him that he had to use a filter from his thoughts to 

his damn mouth, but it was no use.  Kane would 

always be blunt and believe it or not, I still loved 

him.  “Thank you for all the presents Kane, I loved 

them.  It makes me happy that she’ll have you for 

an Uncle.” 

“Good,” he said smugly.  “Now when she’s 

done can I have her?”  He held out his hands and 

made a gimmie motion with his fingers.  I just 

rolled my eyes and laughed as he went in search of 

Ash.  I could smell something coming from the 

kitchen and I’m assuming it was dinner.  The clock 

said it was nearing five in the evening, and I was 

getting hungry. 

Kane came back in as I had Ivy over my 

shoulder patting her back.  He frowned at took a 

seat on the couch.  Ash had cleaned up all of the 

stuffed animals while I was asleep.  I must’ve been 

out of it to not hear him moving around. 

“Can I have her now?  I promise I won’t 

drop her.”  I stood up and walked over to him; 

showing him how to hold her head properly.  He 

took her into his arms and I saw the moment they 

connected.  When her eyes fixed onto his, I saw 

how his face changed and it was only Ivy he saw.   

“I want one,” he whispered.   



Laughing, I folded the blanket and draped it 

over the back of the loveseat, where we usually kept 

it.  I turned on the television and sure enough after a 

few minutes, we were the talk of the town.  With 

the leak, I guess the announcement was forced out 

and they gave the time of birth but no other 

information other than mother and baby were doing 

fine. 

The video from outside our home proved 

that they didn’t get any pictures of Ivy and I sighed 

in relief.  I didn’t want people making money off of 

our daughter’s picture, and I didn’t plan on doing it 

myself.   

Ash came for Ivy to put her in the baby 

bassinet in our room.  He returned with the baby 

monitor and took it into the kitchen after 

announcing dinner was ready.  Kane followed me 

into the kitchen and took his usual spot at the table.  

He was a fixture here more than anyone else.  Ash 

had told me that he was always around before I 

came into the picture.  I didn’t understand why the 

man had such a huge house, but stayed over here all 

the time.   

Ash always made extra when he cooked, just 

in case Kane showed up and I found myself doing 

the same thing on the nights that I made dinner.  We 

never questioned him about why he hung around so 

much, and he never offered an explanation.  I didn’t 

mind his company.  Kane and I had a bond, and I 

enjoyed having him around.  Even if his mouth got 

him into trouble. 

 

Ash 



 
Mary was so tired that she almost fell asleep 

at the table.  The last few days had taken a toll on 

her and she needed to recover.  Touching her arm, 

she opened her eyes and smiled.  “Sorry.” 

“Why don’t you go on to bed, I’ll clean up 

and be there in a little while.  I’ll keep the monitor 

so you just shout if you need me.”  I kissed her 

softly on the lips and watched as she walked out of 

the room.  Hopefully Ivy would stay asleep for a 

few hours before her next feeding.   

“Are you going to be okay with leaving 

them,” Kane asked once Mary was down the hall.  I 

looked toward that direction and I felt my heart 

pinch. 

“No,” I answered honestly.  “Not at all.” 

“She’ll be in good hands,” he assured me.  

“David will not let anything happen to them.”  Kane 

passed me a dirty plate after he’d dumped its 

contents into the trash. 

“I know,” I sighed.  “It’s just hard even 

thinking about it.  I don’t know what I’m going to 

do when I actually have to get on that plane.”  I 

scrubbed the plate and added it to the dishwasher.  

Kane hopped up to sit on the bar. 

“We’ll keep you busy,” he laughed.  “Or 

drunk.” 

We both laughed and spent another hour 

talking about the upcoming tour.  When I heard the 

baby stir, I told Kane I’d be back, but he stood up 

and said he was going home.  After a promise that 

he’d be back the next day, I went to get Ivy from 

her crib.   



I tried rocking her and even humming to her, 

but she wouldn’t still.  She needed Mary.  I sat on 

the edge of the bed and placed my hand on her hip.  

“Angel,” I whispered.  Her eyes opened slightly, 

then blinked.  When she focused on us, she smiled. 

I handed over the baby and watched as she 

fed her.  It was such a beautiful sight that I probably 

should’ve taken a picture, but I didn’t want to spoil 

the moment by moving.   

It was near midnight when I finally got Ivy 

back to sleep.  I spooned up behind Mary and I felt 

her melt back into my embrace, “Hey beautiful,” I 

whispered into her hair.   

“Hey baby,” she rasped.   

“Love you,” I kissed the top of her shoulder.  

She’d worn a pair of shorts and a tank top to bed.  

She was still wearing a bra, but with the added tank 

top, it made her breasts look even bigger than they 

were.  My cock swelled in my shorts and I felt Mary 

giggle softly. 

“Love you too, Ash,” she yawned.   

“How are you feeling,” I asked.   

“Tired,” was her reply.  I started to say 

something else, but her soft snore announced she 

was done for the rest of the night.  I laid there for 

the next few hours just holding her in my arms.  She 

felt different with the baby out of her.  Her hips 

were a little wider, and that just caused my cock to 

harden so much I should probably go to the garage 

and hammer nails with it.  She shifted slightly in the 

bed and her ass brushed my hardness.  I had to keep 

telling myself “Six weeks, six weeks”, which 



sucked, because we’d be leaving right after I had 

the go ahead for sex.   

 

When I opened my eyes, the sun was in the 

wrong spot.  It should be still dark outside, because 

if I calculated right, Ivy would be waking up right 

before dawn, but the glowing orb was high up in the 

sky telling me it was afternoon.  My heart jumped 

in my chest as I looked over and saw that she 

wasn’t in her crib.  I was on my feet the next 

instant, but froze when I saw that Mary too was 

gone. 

Mary was in the kitchen unloading the 

dishwasher while she had Ivy in a bouncy seat in 

the floor next to her.  She was singing to our 

daughter while Ivy watched her with big, beautiful 

green eyes. 

“Morning,” I rasped from the doorway.  

“Why didn’t you wake me?” 

“Thought maybe you needed the sleep,” she 

shrugged.   

“You need it more,” I frowned.  “Go sit 

down and let me do that.” 

“How domesticated of you Ash Martin, but 

I’ve got it,” she pushed me toward the table, then 

took a second to pour me a cup of coffee.  I didn’t 

say anything while she was finishing up.  I truly 

was the luckiest son of a bitch on the planet.   

“Did Kane show up,” I asked.  Usually, he’d 

be here by now. 

“No, but he called.  Said he’d be by later, 

and that he had some things to take care of before 



y’all left.”  I saw the hint of sadness at the reminder 

and I really didn’t want to bring it up. 

“Hey,” I said as I returned to her side and 

pulled her into a tight embrace.  “Three weeks and 

I’ll be home.”  Her lips trembled slightly. 

“I know,” she sighed and melted into my 

chest. 

“You girls will have more fun without us 

cranky men around to bother you,” I laughed.  “You 

can even drag David shopping.” 

“Dallas too,” she laughed.  “It’ll be hell on 

them both.  We’ll wait until they piss us off, then 

demand a shopping trip.” 

“Perfect revenge,” I admitted.  I’d have to 

remember that for later. 

The sudden silence in the room brought us 

back to our original worries.  I’d be leaving and 

even though it was only three weeks, it was three 

weeks apart from them.  Three weeks of constant 

touring, where I wouldn’t be able to visit if I even 

had the time to fly back to the states.   

Mary and I were staring at each other, the 

world outside didn’t exist, only the two of us.  The 

look in her beautiful blue eyes told me she was 

thinking the same thing.  

Her bottom lip quivered slightly as she let 

out a shaky breath, her eyes filled with tears, and I 

felt mine prick with their own need.  Standing up 

slowly, I took a step toward her when the first tear 

fell over her lashes.  The second step brought me 

closer, when her arms wrapped around her middle.  

The third and fourth step turned into a lunge as she 



sank to the floor, her sobs coming out so violently 

that she shook from the sadness. 

“Shh,” I whispered into her hair.  “It’s going 

to be okay, angel.” 

“I’m s…sorry,” she hiccupped.  Her face 

was at my shoulder.  Her body held protectively 

between my legs there on the kitchen floor.  

Thankfully Ivy was asleep just a few feet away.  I 

didn’t want her seeing her mother upset. 

“Don’t,” I demanded.  “Never be sorry for 

breaking down.”  

Rubbing my hand up and down her back, I 

let her cry into my shirt for what felt like an 

eternity.  Mostly she mumbled that she was going to 

miss me and how she didn’t think she could do this 

alone.   

“Liana is going to be here with you, and you 

have David and Dallas, baby.”  She only nodded, 

and my heart clinched at her sadness.  I couldn’t 

control her tears and there was nothing I could do to 

make her better.  I hated it.   

Eventually, her tears dried up, but she 

remained in my arms.  My leg was getting numb, 

but I didn’t dare move.  She felt so good in my arms 

and I wanted to stay right there regardless of the 

comfort, or lack thereof.  

“I’m okay,” she wiped her face and started 

to get up, but I didn’t want her to go, so I shook my 

head and held her there in the floor for another 

minute.  “I don’t know what got into me.” 

“You’ll be fine,” I promised her, as I tilted 

her chin up so that I could look into her beautiful 

eyes.  “What can I do?” 



“I think I’m just tired,” she admitted.  She 

did look tired, but she also looked…off.    

“After you feed Ivy, then I want you to go 

right to bed.” I patted her ass to get her moving.  

Stopping to pick the baby up out of her seat, Mary 

and I went into the living room as Kane was coming 

in the door. 

“Hey,” he said coming over for Ivy.  Mary 

handed over the baby and Kane found his spot on 

my couch.  Grabbing the remote, he flipped on 

Sports Center and started talking to her about 

hockey.  “Best sport ever.”   

“At least you’re teaching her something 

useful,” Mary said rolling her eyes. 

“Damn right I am,” Kane said smugly.  

“Wait until she can hold some sticks.” 

“Oh, no,” I growled.  “She will play guitar.  

Not drums.” 

“Whatever,” he rolled his eyes.  “Kids can 

start playing drums sooner.” 

“Yeah, because all the do is beat the hell out 

of them,” Mary cringed.  

We sat around and watched television for 

the longest time, just the four of us.  Ivy was asleep 

in my arms and Mary was curled up on the loveseat 

taking a nap, while Kane was rummaging around in 

the fridge.  This was my life and at that moment I 

was content to keep it that way.  If I could freeze 

time at that most perfect moment and keep it that 

way forever, then that would be the moment I’d 

pick. 

Of course, my little bubble of perfect 

shattered when Ivy let out a wail of protest.  She 



was hungry.  Mary sat up quickly, looking 

concerned. 

“I think she’s hungry,” I said, handing her 

the baby. 

“Okay,” Mary yawned. 

“I want you to go back to sleep after you 

feed her,” I demanded.  “I’ll make dinner.” 

Mary nodded and yawned again as she hid 

Ivy under the blanket to feed.  Kane came in a few 

minutes later holding a sandwich.  The look on his 

face was priceless. 

“Damn, I always miss it,” he muttered, and 

Mary and I just rolled our eyes. 

I took a mental picture of this moment and 

stored it away for while I’d be gone.  Our family 

was complete, for now.  Someday soon, we’d talk 

about adding more. 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 



Chapter 7 

 
Ash 

 
We finally got the all clear from the doctor, 

and I was silently trying to get David to speed this 

damn SUV up so that we could get home.  These 

last six weeks were hard to keep my hands off of 

Mary.  If someone would’ve told me before that 

she’d be even hotter after the pregnancy, I would’ve 

called them a liar.   

Now, here I am panting after my wife like a 

fucking dog in heat.  She wasn’t happy with the 

little bit of extra weight around her middle, but I 

was grateful for it, because that was proof of our 

daughter.  And I was grateful for the fuller hips, and 

breasts, and…well, everything.   

I kissed her shoulder again.  We were in the 

backseat of the Escalade and Mary was leaning into 

my chest.  “Mmm,” I rumbled.  “I’m ready to be 

home.” 

“Me too,” she blushed.   

I kissed her again, but this time on the lips.  

“Already sent Kane a text telling him to be out of 

the house.” 

“You did not!” she gasped.  “Ash, that’s just 

rude.” 

“He has his own house,” I kissed her ear 

next and flicked my tongue across her earlobe.  She 

giggled and squeezed the top of my thigh.  “He said 

he had stuff to do tonight anyway.” 

“Good,” she breathed heavily as my hand 

slipped up the inside of her knee. 



David must’ve felt the energy we were 

giving off, because the engine roared as he 

increased his speed to get us back to the house.  

Thankfully Ivy was fed and sleepy when we got 

home.  I sent Mary to the bedroom while I put our 

daughter into her crib.  She yawned with her pouty 

pink lips and when her eyes drifted closed, I turned 

on the monitor and slipped from the bedroom.  My 

shirt was off by the time I hit the hallway, my belt 

unbuckled when my hand hit the doorknob, my 

zipper was down when I found her naked and 

waiting for me. 

“Remove the covers, I want to look at you,” 

I growled.  She bit her lip but complied.  When her 

eyes drifted closed, I felt my control slipping.  

“Eyes on me, angel.”   

Her eyes opened quickly and I saw the 

apology before the words fell from her lips.   

“You are so beautiful,” I whispered as I 

crawled up from the foot of the bed.  I kissed her 

knee and she shivered.   

“Ash,” she moaned.  “Don’t make me wait.” 

I took her demand and pushed her legs open 

where I could see her bare pussy with my own eyes.  

I used the flat of my tongue to taste her.  She was 

already weeping with desire, and I couldn’t wait 

either.   

Placing one hand on her hip, I used the other 

to guide myself inside.  As soon as my deprived 

cock hit her heat, I felt my balls seize up and I had 

to stop for a second.  If I lunged inside her, I’d be 

done.  This would all be over. 



As I worked myself into her pussy, I leaned 

over and took her lips with a desperate force.  Her 

delicate tongue darted out and captured mine in a 

brutal battle that had a fire racing up my spine. 

I thrust hard and seated myself to the hilt 

inside her pussy.  “So tight and wet, angel.”  I 

gritted my teeth and stroked inside her a few times 

before moving my hand from her hip to her breasts.  

They were so huge now, since the baby was born.  

“Are they sore?” 

She nodded and I just had to taste her, so 

instead of taking her with my teeth, I lavished them 

with my tongue.  When I did that, I felt her go 

liquid around me; her panting became more frantic. 

“Ash, fuck me!  Please, Ash,” she growled.  

Replacing my hand on her hip, I took her cries with 

my mouth and pounded inside as she exploded 

around me.  Her head thrown back and the sexy-as-

hell chants coming from her lips caused my own 

orgasm to detonate before I was ready.   

When we finally stilled, I pulled her over to 

my chest.  We had three days to love each other 

before I left, and I planned on keeping her naked 

and under me the entire time. 

 

Mary 
 

Ash had kept me naked and sated every 

moment Ivy was asleep for the past two days.  He 

promised that he’d make up for not being here for 

the next three weeks.  I think we’ve had sex enough 

to last for three months.  My insatiable husband 



pampered me and refused to let me lift a finger.  He 

even changed diapers.   

“She’s asleep,” he grinned mischievously.  

“Are you ready to eat?” 

“No sex?”  I lifted a questioning brow.  I 

wasn’t buying it.   

“No sex,” he held his hands up.  “Promise.” 

“Okay,” I said slowly. 

“Get dressed.  People are coming over.”  He 

winked and left the room. 

Stepping into the shower, I let the water trail 

over my now redesigned body.  My hips were larger 

and I still had a slight pooch on my stomach.  Ash 

kissed it every chance he got, but I hated it.  

Somehow I think he knew I wasn’t happy with my 

size.  My goal is to have it worked off by the time 

he returns from his overseas tour. 

They would be leaving early the next 

morning, and I still wasn’t prepared for him to go.  

Thankfully, I had Dallas and David to keep Liana 

and I company.  Ash called Mark in to help, but I 

told him to leave Mark alone.  He had another full 

time job and only worked for Glory Days during the 

tour.  They had Eric and another set of security in 

Europe to take care of them. 

I ran the soapy rag over my body, cleaning 

off all of the stress of them leaving.  I didn’t think 

his leaving would bother me, but it actually did.  I’d 

been alone for so long that I shouldn’t have a 

problem with it.  Ash and I had been together barely 

over a year and we’d spent all of our time together.  

I was going to feel lost without him.   



It was only three weeks.  I could count the 

weeks instead of days to make the time seem not so 

long.  He was so good with Ivy and she loved him 

already.  I’d burned a CD the other day of all Glory 

Days music that was appropriate; most of them 

being ballads.  I kept it playing on a loop when we 

put her to bed and she fell asleep to her daddy’s 

voice every night. 

That CD may be my salvation when he’s not 

here.  Hell, she’s even getting where she knows the 

sound of Kane’s voice.  When he stopped by 

yesterday, we’d been in the kitchen, I was holding 

her in my arms and when he called out, she tried to 

turn her head toward the sound.  Ash rolled his eyes 

and I laughed. 

The water turned cold, so I sighed heavily 

and turned off the faucet.  Grabbing a towel from 

the rack by the door to the shower, I twisted my hair 

up into one and folded one around my body.   

After drying off, I stood in front of the huge 

mirror, looking over my new hips.  I poked one side 

with my finger and noticed I had a little more meat 

on them and the term ‘birthing hips’ came to mind.  

I frowned at my mirrored self.  

“What are you doing,” Ash said from the 

doorway.  I gasped and spun around on him.  I bet I 

looked really funny with a yellow towel tied around 

my head, and my naked body on display. 

“Nothing,” I panted.  “You startled me.” 

Ash came over to stand behind me.  He 

turned us so that I was looking at myself in the 

mirror.  He kissed my shoulder and ran a calloused 

finger up my arm, leaving goose bumps in its wake. 



“You are still beautiful,” he whispered.  

“Here,” he touched my wide hips.  “Here,” he 

touched the little pouch below my belly button.  

“Definitely here,” he said as he took that one finger 

and lightly traced the underside of my right breast.  

I shivered all over; my knees threatened to buckle. 

He turned me around slowly and placed that finger 

over his heart.  “And you are still beautiful here.” 

“Okay,” I whispered and leaned my toweled 

head on his chest.  He ran his hands down my back 

to cup my bare ass. 

“I don’t want to ever catch you looking at 

yourself like that again,” he growled.  “I don’t like 

that look in your eyes.”   

I nodded and pulled away from him.  When 

I removed the towel from my head, he told me to 

finish up, dinner was on its way and so were Liana 

and Reed.  They were bringing over her things so 

that they could stay here tonight.  Reed didn’t want 

Liana staying at his house after they left early in the 

morning.  I also told Reed that I’d rather Liana be 

here when they left.  I had a feeling we were going 

to need each other. 

Slipping on pair of sweat pants and a tank 

top, I went in search of the others.  Kane was 

already here, of course, and he was pulling food out 

of paper sacks. 

“Chinese again,” I laughed.  This was the 

go-to food for Glory Days.  Once Gabe told me that 

it was the closest thing to homemade they could get 

on the road. Oh, and they loved it. 

  My appetite was completely gone just 

thinking about them leaving, but I knew Ash was 



watching me.  The last thing I wanted him to do was 

to worry while he was gone.  So, I ate my food and 

enjoyed myself as well as I could with the 

impending departure of my husband.   

Three weeks was going to feel like a 

lifetime. 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 



Chapter 8 

 
Mary 

 
“Call me as soon as you land,” I whispered 

as I had my arms wrapped around Ash.  “I don’t 

care what time it is.” 

“I promise,” he kissed me again. 

“Guys,” Eric interrupted.  “We have to get 

going.”  He looked at me apologetically and I wiped 

my tears away.  It was hard, but I had to be strong.  

Even if my inner self wanted to throw itself down 

on the ground and cry for the next three weeks. 

Looking over my shoulder, I saw Reed and 

Liana in a deep conversation.  She didn’t look any 

better than I did at the moment.  Gabe waited 

patiently for the two of them to be done and then 

took Liana into his arms.   

Kane and Reed came over to say their 

goodbyes to us while Ash used that time to talk to 

Liana.  I’m sure whatever he was saying had 

something to do with me.  It didn’t matter, she’d tell 

me later anyway. 

“By baby girl,” Kane said to Ivy.  “You take 

care of your mama while we are gone.”  He kissed 

her head and planted a big lick up the side of my 

face.  Instead of playing his game, I kissed his 

cheek.  I’d miss him just as much.  He wiped away 

a stray tear from my cheek and whispered, “I’ll take 

care of him.”  I kissed his cheek again. 

We were at the airport in a secluded lot 

while they boarded a private jet for London.  It 

would be late, Los Angeles time, when they landed.  



After three shows in England, they would be 

playing sold out shows all over Europe, before one 

show in Ireland.  After that, he’d be home for a 

year.   

Liana stood beside me as they boarded the 

plane.  Reed and Ash stopped at the top of the stairs 

to get one last look at us.  Ash’s sultry wink caused 

another traitorous tear to escape and I quickly wiped 

it away. 

“Mary, we need to get into the SUV.  

They’re about to start the engines.  It’ll be loud,” 

David said beside me then placed his hand on the 

small of my back.  Turning around, I got into the 

Escalade and didn’t look back, because if I did, I 

may not have let him go.  Liana got in on the other 

side while I secured Ivy in her seat. 

“Well, it’s just us girls now,” Liana 

whispered, tears still falling from her eyes. 

“Yes,” I agreed, but didn’t say anything else 

as I took her hand and squeezed it tightly. 

 

It only took two days before there was 

trouble. 

His name was Justin Rembrandt. 

An envelope arrive from Medina Records.  

At first I thought it was for Ash, but when I opened 

it, the damn thing burned my hands as if it was 

made of fire. 

“Son of a bitch,” I growled dropping it on 

the table.   

“What,” Liana said from the door.  She was 

currently trying to rock Ivy to sleep, since she 

hadn’t been sleeping well since Ash left.  The baby 



was probably tired of the CD I’d made and wanted 

the real thing. 

“Justin Rembrandt just can’t take a hint,” I 

said as I picked up the contract off the table.  “He’s 

offering me a solo contract.”  I tossed it on the 

kitchen counter this time and walked away from the 

damn thing.   

“Why the hell would he do that,” she 

scowled.  “He knows you just had a baby.” 

“This has nothing to do with the baby,” I 

jerked a plate out of the cabinet so hard I almost 

pulled them all out onto the floor.  “He was waiting 

until Ash was gone to make his move.  He knows 

that Ash wouldn’t let me even look at a contract if 

he was here.” 

“What are you going to do?” she whispered.  

Ivy had finally fallen asleep. 

“Throw it away,” I shrugged.  “Hell, I don’t 

even know if I’ll sing with Glory Days again, Li.  I 

have more important things to think about now.”  I 

nodded toward my child. 

“Are you going to tell Ash about this,” she 

said as she pointed to the contract on the table. 

“I don’t think so,” I frowned.  “I’ll take care 

of it.” 

“Mary,” she scolded.  “You know Ash will 

flip if he finds out you went within a hundred miles 

of jerkface.” 

“Yeah, I know.  I don’t want to think about 

it tonight.”  Ivy was finally asleep and we had a 

movie marathon to begin.  I made popcorn and 

texted David and Dallas telling them that they were 

invited.   



They emerged right after the previews 

ended.  David took one of the extra bowls I’d 

placed on the coffee table and sat on the floor with 

his long legs stretched out in front of him.  Dallas 

took the couch.  Liana had the loveseat and I had 

Ash’s big recliner that I loved so much. 

“What are we watching,” Dallas asked. 

When I told them the latest Die Hard movie, 

I saw both of them relax.  Did they really think I’d 

make them watch some chick flick? 

I didn’t pay much attention to the movie, 

because I was happy just to have someone here with 

me and I found myself daydreaming.  Liana and I 

were doing okay even though we were only two 

days into the tour.  Ash had finally called that 

morning to let us know they were settled into their 

hotel.  He had me put Ivy on the phone so that he 

could sing to her.   

The packet from Justin was still sitting on 

the counter and I didn’t know if I was going to tell 

Ash about it while he was away.  With Ash 

managing the band, I would need to tell him what 

was going on.   

Knowing he’d be pissed, I decided to just 

hold off a little while to tell him.  He needed to 

concentrate on getting home.  The last thing he 

should do is to worry about us.   

Movement to my right brought me back 

from my thoughts.  The movie was over and Dallas 

got up and stretched.  “That was a good one.” 

“Yeah, it was,” David replied.  “So, what’s 

the ulterior motive for the set up ladies?” 



Li and I shared a knowing glance and since 

the guys were already standing up, we used our 

pouty faces to let them in on the reason for the 

bribe, “We want to go shopping tomorrow.”   

Liana shrugged, “We want to get out of the 

house.” 

Dallas frowned, “It’s not a good idea, with 

Ivy.” 

“The stroller has a cover,” I replied.  “She’ll 

be concealed and if we call ahead to the few stores 

we want to visit, I’m sure they will accommodate 

your security stuff.”   

David asked for a list of where we wanted to 

go and, of course, we already had them written 

down.  Liana pulled a folded piece of paper from 

her back pocket and handed it over.  We’d planned 

this all out late last night while I was feeding Ivy.  I 

wanted to get an outfit in my pre-pregnancy size so 

that I had something to work for.  Liana wanted to 

get beach clothes for her trip with Reed.  

Thankfully, the stores we wanted to go to were right 

there together.  

I was saved from further scowls from our 

bodyguards, by the shrill wail from Ivy.  I left them 

to go change and feed her.  The rocking chair Ash 

had bought me came in handy for nights when I just 

wanted to be alone with her. She was so delicate 

and precious.  Rubbing the top of her golden hair, as 

she fed, we stared at each other. 

“I miss your daddy, too,” I whispered to her.  

“He’ll be home before you know it.” 

As if he knew I was talking to him, my 

phone rang and I saw that he was wanting to 



Facetime.  I answered the phone and turned it where 

he could see us both. 

“My angels,” he breathed into the phone.  

“How’s she doing?” 

“Fine,” I smiled.  “I miss you.” 

“Miss you too.”  He looked amazing 

wearing one of his retro band t-shirts.  His hair was 

wet and had grown out since he’d first cut it.  Now 

the back was just touching the top of his shoulders.  

I’d give anything to run my fingers through it 

tonight.   

“How’s London?” 

“Lonely,” he laughed.  “I wanted to catch 

you before you went to bed.” 

“As soon as she’s back down, I’m going to 

sleep.” 

“Good,” he said looking at me a little 

dreamily.   

We talked a little longer while she fed and I 

never said anything about the contract.  The damn 

thing was like a bad omen or something.  If I said 

anything about it, then Ash would do something 

crazy like cancel the tour and come home to kick 

Justin’s ass.   

He sang to her and eventually she fell 

asleep.  Putting her down in the crib, I took the 

phone with me into the bedroom and climbed into 

bed.  When my eyes finally started to fall, we say 

our goodbye.   

 

Ash 
 

Something was wrong. 



I could feel it. 

Mary wasn’t telling me something, and I 

called David as soon as I hung up with her.  It was 

late in Los Angeles, but I needed to know what the 

hell was going on. 

“Ash,” David answered on the first ring. 

“Is everything okay there,” I asked. 

“Sure,” he sounded confused.  I muted the 

television so I didn’t have any background noise.  

The guys were still crashed out in their rooms, and I 

was sitting at the little kitchen table in our suite 

drinking water.  They handled the jet lag better than 

I did.   

“Mary sounds…I don’t know…off, maybe,” 

I admitted.  “Is she okay?” 

“As far as I know,” he replied.  “We had a 

movie night and she fed Ivy, then went to bed.”  He 

would tell me if there was and I trusted him with 

my life, which was what we were discussing.  Ivy 

and Mary Martin were my life. 

“Just, keep an eye on her,” I sighed.  

“Maybe I’m just worrying too much.” 

“You know I will, Ash.”  He promised to 

call if there were any problems, and I hung up with 

him.  We had a huge interview at the major rock 

station here in London this morning, so I made my 

rounds to wake up the guys.  Our four bedroom 

suite was very spacious and almost as large as my 

house.  Each of us had a bedroom with attached 

bathroom, and the bedrooms were luxuriously 

furnished.  I felt like a king in here.  

After a shower, we had Eric get the limo.  

The ride there was long and slow.  Traffic was hell 



as we crossed town to get to the station.  Fans were 

camped out in front of the building, the tiny 

sidewalks were filled with fans of all ages.  There 

were guys there with blue hair, and women old 

enough to be my mother. 

London bobbies had set up barricades for 

the limo to park in and several of them were holding 

the crowds back with only their outstretched arms.  

One teenage girl broke free from them and ran 

across the road, but was tackled by a policeman 

who was not responsible for the human barriers. 

The limo stopped and the driver opened our 

door.  “Let’s do this,” Kane laughed from behind 

me.  I was the first one out and the shouts began. 

“Oh my God!” 

“Ash!” 

“Gabe!” 

“Kane!  Kane!” 

“Reed!” 

They screamed our names over and over; the 

flash from cameras blinded us even though it was 

broad daylight outside. 

The doors were opened by the employees 

and once inside the sound cut off.  Kane stuck his 

finger in his ear and wiggled it around.  “Damn, and 

I thought they were bad back home.”  We all 

laughed and were greeted by the station manager.  

She was a tall leggy brunette, with straight hair.  

Another time I would’ve looked at her with interest, 

but not since I’d found my heart and it was in 

California.  She’d worn a business suite today and I 

had to laugh.  This woman was good looking, but 

the suit didn’t do it for me.  Maybe if she was a 



petite blonde in tight leather pants, holding a 

beautiful baby girl, then I’d give her a second 

notice. 

“Darcy Jensen, nice to meet you,” she said 

in a sultry voice.  I saw Kane shiver and I think he 

may have just fallen in love, but she wasn’t his type, 

just his fantasy.  Kane was weird that way. 

She took us into the studio where the DJ’s 

were on a commercial break.  They took us in and 

got us set up with headphones and stools, so that we 

were perched in front of microphones.  

“Welcome back, the time is now 10:00, and 

we have special guests in the studio today,” Greg 

Wolfe, the DJ announced into the microphone.  

“You should see the crowds of people outside in the 

streets.  You’d think the Queen herself was here, 

but we have these guys.  Fresh off their American 

tour, Glory Days, has finally made it here across the 

pond.  Hello, mates.” 

“Hello,” we all said in unison into the 

microphones. 

“So, let’s see.  You had to reschedule your 

European tour because there was a tiny package that 

was ready to arrive into the world, Ash.” 

“Yeah,” I beamed.  “My daughter was born 

about the time we were to be touring here.  So, we 

postponed the tour for a few months.”  They were 

allowed to ask these questions, just not ask for 

photos.  I wasn’t ready for her to be thrust into my 

world. 

“And how are mother and baby doing?” he 

asked. 

“Wonderful,” I replied. 



“We got a glimpse of your wife on the 

American tour, singing back up on the current 

album.  The video for “My Angel Mine” has gotten 

a lot of buzz over here.  Now, that is Mary in the 

video, correct?” 

“Yes,” I laughed.  “It took a lot of 

convincing, but she finally agreed to be in it, and we 

are happy how it turned out.” 

The interview continued for another half 

hour.  We cut up and joked.  They played our songs, 

and my heart clinched when I heard Mary’s voice in 

the background.  I missed her enough without 

hearing her voice on the radio.  Kane and Gabe 

answered calls from the fans.  Each one professed 

their love for the band.  Some women propositioned 

Kane live on the air, and thankfully he kept his 

mouth from getting himself into trouble. 

Eventually, we got out of their in one piece.  

We had to get to the venue to rehearse for tonight’s 

show.  The faster we got this over with, the faster I 

got to go home.  Home to my angels. 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 



Chapter 9 

 
Mary 

 
It was a cold day in Los Angeles, and I was 

a little thankful for it, because I decided to dress Ivy 

in a head to toe outfit that covered most of her body.  

A carefully placed baby blanket covered her face 

and kept her from being photographed by the 

paparazzi.   

We arrived at the first store, a little boutique 

that I’d visited with Liana the last time she was in 

town, before the attack.  I loved their clothes and 

the owner, Terri Williams, was willing to shut the 

store down for an hour for us to come shopping.  

She greeted us at the door. 

“Mary,” she kissed my cheeks.  “So good to 

see you again.”  She repeated her greeting with 

Liana as well.   

“Sorry for the mess,” I nodded out to the 

front of her store where the picture snapping 

vultures were pressed up against the windows. 

“No problems,” she scowled at them.  “Hate 

those bastards anyway.  So, what are we looking for 

today.” 

We took full advantage of the hour and I 

ended up with several new outfits.  Liana talked me 

into a new pair of leather pants, this time in red.  

They hung low on my new hips and I had to admit, 

they looked great on me.   

We were ushered out the back of the store 

into the alleyway to enter into the back entrance of 

the next shopping outlet.  Thankfully we had about 



thirty minutes of peace before they figured out we’d 

changed locations.  The flashing bulbs were 

blinding and because we were in a children’s store, 

I bet they were hoping I’d take Ivy out of her 

carrier, and they were disappointed when she stayed 

put, hidden away. 

The shop owner was an older lady, probably 

someone’s grandmother.  Her name was Ethel and 

she was as charming as they came.  When Ivy let 

out her hungry wail, Ethel took me into a back room 

she’d designed for nursing mothers.  I was so 

thankful for her exclusivity that I ended up spending 

twice as much as I’d planned.  I promised to come 

back in when Ivy was older and let them visit.  

We were about to leave the front of the 

store, now that the Dallas had moved the SUV to 

the new location, when I spotted Ash’s mother on 

the sidewalk, behind the photographers.  Our eyes 

made contact and for the briefest second, she looked 

wistful, almost sad.  She glanced at the carrier in my 

hand and held her own hands up to her face.  

Natural tears of joy glistened her eyes.  When she 

looked up again, her eyes were pleading.   

I heard David curse beside me, then he was 

on his phone, “Dallas, bring the car around back.” 

“Wait,” I grabbed his arm.  “I want to talk to 

her.” 

“Mary,” Liana scowled.  “That’s not a good 

idea.” 

“She’s Ivy’s grandmother,” I pleaded with 

them, but the look on Liana’s face made me falter.     

“No,” David demanded in a tone that 

reminded me of Ash.  I looked at her apologetically 



and let them guide me to the back of the store.  Was 

that woman really as bad as Ash played her out to 

be?  It was his mother. 

Not having a mother of my own for so long, 

had me aching to know more about this woman.  

Ash refused to tell me about her, and I was stubborn 

enough to find out what he kept hiding from me. 

“D, please let me talk to her,” I begged. 

“No, Mary,” he placed his hand very 

protectively on my lower back and pushed me 

toward the door.  One last glance over my shoulder 

and she was walking away. 

“Ok, I get it,” I growled as he urged me into 

the backseat of the Escalade.  I locked Ivy in her car 

seat, and clicked my own with too much force.   

Fuck. 

Maybe I should ask Ash about it again.  She 

was getting close to us, like she knew where we 

were going to be and that was too creepy. 

The ride home was quiet and David’s pissed 

off scowl never left his face.  I put Ivy down when I 

got home and decided to update the bands website.  

Of course there was an email waiting on me when I 

logged on. 

 

RE: Mrs. Martin 
From: Jackie Martin  
To: Glory Days 
 
As much as I’d like to meet my grandchild, I 

need to warn you.  He’ll kick you to the curb when 
he’s done with you.  You don’t know him like we 



do.  Save yourself the trouble and leave while he’s 
away.  Do it for your daughter.  Our granddaughter. 

 
Sincerely, 
Jackie 
 
I gasped in surprise.  What the fuck was she 

talking about?  I knew him better than anyone.  

Fucking Ash! And his refusal to tell me what the 

hell was going on hurt more than it should.  I was 

his wife!  Slamming the laptop closed, I spun 

around to leave the room and found David standing 

in the door. 

“What’s going on,” he demanded. 

“Oh, I don’t know!  Ash’s mother seems to 

think I don’t know him.  She sent an email telling 

me to leave him.  And…and…fuck, David, I don’t 

know what to think about that woman, because I 

don’t know anything about her.  He refuses to tell 

me anything!”  I slumped down into the office chair 

and let my tears fall.  Liana was there an instant 

later.  She heard what I was yelling, and I’m fairly 

certain Dallas caught every word of it too. 

“What the fuck,” Liana growled from the 

door.  “That bitch needs to leave him alone.  Look, 

Mar.  I don’t know everything about him, but I 

know that they weren’t there for him, even as a 

child.  I don’t know what that entails, but that alone 

made him cut all ties with them from the time he 

turned eighteen.” 

“I need to be alone.”  I left the office and 

went to our room.  His pillow still held his scent and 

I clutched it to my chest, and I cried.  I didn’t know 



what to do about his mom, and the contract from 

Justin Rembrandt sat on the kitchen counter like a 

beacon giving me a way out.  Did I even want a 

way out?  The tears fell harder when I couldn’t 

answer that. 

 

Ash 
 

Ringing in my ears kept me from sleeping 

soundly.  I growled and rolled over, pulling the 

pillow over my head.  It couldn’t been but a few 

hours since I’d closed my eyes.  The ringing finally 

cut off, but immediately started up again.   

The ringing wasn’t in my ears.  It was my 

phone.  My first thought was Mary and the baby.  I 

fumbled with the light and then my cell.  It was 

David. 

“What’s wrong?” I demanded into the 

phone.   

“It’s Mary,” he paused and my heart fell. 

“W…what,” I said. 

“She’s upset.  Ash, your mother contacted 

her today.  It was bad.” 

“What the fuck,” I yelled into the phone.  

“What did she do to Mary?  Is Ivy okay?” 

“Jackie was outside a shop today while the 

girls were shopping and had made eye contact with 

Mary.  I guess Mary felt sorry for her and wanted to 

talk, but I wouldn’t let her.  When we got back to 

the house, there was an email.”  I sat on the bed, my 

chest heaving from the shock of hearing something 

was wrong with Mary.  My mother being the center 

of it didn’t surprise me. 



“What did the email say, David?” I 

demanded into the phone.  I guess my yelling had 

woken up Reed and he was now standing at my 

door with his big frame blocking the way out.   

“She told Mary to leave you.  To take the 

baby and get out while you were gone.” 

“What?  What the hell does she think she’s 

doing?  God damn, David.  Keep her away from my 

wife.  Do you understand me?”  I ran my hands 

through my hair.  Reed was in the chair across from 

me, because I didn’t have to tell him.  He knew.  He 

was the only one who knew what they did to me 

and how much I hated them. 

“That’s not all,” he cleared his throat. 

“What the hell do you mean, ‘that’s not 

all’,” I demanded.  My temples were pounding and I 

wanted to beat my head on the wall.   

“A package arrived for Mary yesterday.  She 

didn’t tell me about it, but I did find it on the 

kitchen counter.  It’s a contract, from Justin 

Rembrandt.” 

“Motherfucker,” I reared back to toss my 

phone, but Reed had my wrist before I could shatter 

the thing against the wall.  With one hand on me 

and one on the phone, Reed said something into it 

and finally hung up with David, then tossed it on 

the table. Thankfully, he had me by the wrist; his 

huge ass body towered over me.  I shook with the 

need to fix this.  Being in Europe, I couldn’t control 

it.   

“Ash!” 

My body vibrated uncontrollably.  That man 

wanted my wife.  He wanted her more for money 



and her body than anything else.  I’d seen it in his 

eyes.  Hell, Kane had saved her from the same fate 

that poor Liana had suffered through.   

“Ash!” 

“That son of a bitch wants my wife,” I 

looked up at my best friend, with angry tears in my 

eyes.  “He fucking wants my wife, Reed!”  My fist 

clenched so tight at my sides, I’m surprised my 

nails didn’t tear away the skin on my palms. 

“Calm down,” he whispered as he pushed 

my ass onto the bed.  “Tell me what David said is 

going on.  What the hell happened?” 

I told him everything and he flinched at the 

contract too.  “She didn’t tell me last night when I 

called her.  We talked for a long time and she didn’t 

tell me.”  Running my hands through my hair for 

about the thousandth time, I felt everything 

slipping.  The control.  The need to protect them.   

“She probably didn’t tell you for this reason 

right here,” he admitted.  “You’re freaking the hell 

out.”  He leaned forward and rested his arms on his 

legs.  Before Mary, these guys were the ones that 

made me see reason; that centered me.   

“I don’t know how Jackie knew to find her 

either,” I sighed.  Keeping my mother away was 

easier when we toured.  Now that we’ll be home for 

a year, this was going to cause a problem. 

“You should call Mary.  It’s still early there 

and from what you said, it looks like she may need 

to hear it from you.”  He got up and walked out the 

door, leaving me to do as he asked.  Reed was the 

calm one.  Always had been. 



But could I actually tell Mary about my 

childhood?  Those memories were buried deep, and 

the scars they left were still there.  Maybe I should 

let her calm down before I call? 

Maybe this could wait till I got home. 

Or, she could leave me before I even 

stepped foot back in the states. 

My hand was on the phone before I realized 

what I was doing.  The phone rang and she didn’t 

pick up.  I tried the house phone and after the third 

ring, David answered, “Ash, hang on.  Let me see if 

I can get her to pick up.” 

I heard him calling her name at the door, and 

the most tortured sound came muffled, but the 

words were still clear.   

“She doesn’t want to talk right now, Ash.  

Mary said she’s tired and she’ll call you when she’s 

ready.”  I sank to my knees. 

“Tell her…tell her, I love her.  Tell her that I 

will cancel the tour and come home tonight, if that’s 

what she needs.” 

He said something else to Mary and then I 

heard what sounded like shuffling of covers. 

“Don’t cancel the tour,” she sniffled into the 

phone. 

“Mary,” I gasped.  “Angel, what the hell is 

going on?” 

“You tell me, Ash.  All I hear about your 

family is them telling me that you’ll toss me out like 

trash when you’re done with me.  What am I 

supposed to believe when you won’t tell me 

anything?” 



“I’ll tell you everything,” I admitted, like a 

scolded child.  “I don’t want to do it over the phone.  

Can it please wait until I get home?” 

“No,” she cried into the phone.  “I need to 

know what the hell I’m dealing with.  If it’s 

something repairable with them, then you need to 

do it.  I want Ivy to have her grandparents, 

because…damn it…because she won’t have mine 

either.”  The tears overwhelmed her and she 

couldn’t talk anymore. 

“It’s not repairable,” I whispered.  I couldn’t 

believe I was telling her this.  “None of it is 

repairable, Mary.  They starved me as a child.  

Jackie and Bob Martin are nothing to me.  From the 

time I was able to remember, they would spend the 

welfare check on drugs.  I was subjected to them 

smoking crack in the house.  I had no clothes.  They 

didn’t even wake up to make me food before 

school.  I had to find it for myself.  Just like I had to 

find my way to school.  Finally, I met Reed in high 

school and I started hanging out with him.  My 

parents didn’t care.  I’d stay with the Sullivan’s for 

weeks and it was they who clothed and fed me.  

They are the ones who became my parents.  So, if 

you want Ivy to have grandparents, I think you 

should have Liana call them, because they are the 

only parents I consider mine.” 

She was quiet.  Until I heard her sniffle.  

The sobs from her hurt my heart that I wasn’t there 

to console her, to tell her everything would be okay.   

“Oh, Ash,” she cried.  “I had no idea.  I’m 

sorry.  I’m so sorry, baby.” 



“Don’t be sorry,” I whispered.  “I am 

ashamed to have their name.  I don’t want them 

around you.  They are not good people, Mary.  

Please, please don’t let her get to you.  They always 

try to get in touch with me when they need money, 

and I think this is what they’re trying to do this time 

as well.” 

“Do you give them money?” 

“No, never have.  Not even a penny.  They 

don’t deserve anything of mine.  Only you and Ivy.  

You are my family.” 

“I’m sorry,” she repeated.   

“I know about the contract too,” I admitted.  

This bothered me more than my fucked up parents. 

“Ash,” she sighed.  “I guess David found it.  

I didn’t want you to worry.” 

“Well, I am,” I admitted.  “Not that you’ll 

take that contract, but I’m worried about what Justin 

has up his sleeve.  I don’t trust him.” 

“I don’t trust him either,” she admitted.  

“But when I take this contract to him and toss it in 

his face, he will understand that I belong to Glory 

Days, to you.” 

“Wait,” I growled.  “When you take it to 

him?  Are you going to see him?” 

“I think its best,” she sighed.  “I’m not going 

to let this asshole push me around.”   

My legs started to shake.  Sweat beaded up 

on my brow, as I thought of a million things that 

could go wrong with that situation. 

“Hell no,” I growled low and deep into the 

phone.  It sounded almost animalistic.  “You do not 



go see him, Mary.  Wait until I get home and I will 

take care of it.” 

“Ash,” she began, but I cut her off. 

“I am the manager of this band and it is my 

job to handle this shit, Mary.  Please, just let me 

take care of Rembrandt.”  I heard her sigh into the 

phone. 

“Okay,” she sniffled. 

“I love you,” I whispered.  “Please, just wait 

until I get home and we can talk about it more if 

you want.” 

The next few weeks were going to be hell on 

us.  I needed to be with her, to assure her that I 

wasn’t going to drop her like a piece of meat.  My 

mother was a problem that I couldn’t afford. 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 



Chapter 10 

 
Mary 

 
Ash would be home early tomorrow 

morning, and the contract from Justin Rembrandt 

still sat on the kitchen counter.  He told me not to 

throw it away, and I didn’t.  Nervous didn’t even 

come close to what I was feeling about when he got 

home and saw that paper. 

I was home alone, for once.  A luxury I 

didn’t have very often.  Liana was at the judge’s 

office giving her testimony for the attack.  Dallas 

and David escorted her there, because of the press.  

I was scheduled to go in next week to give mine.  

The lawyers were adamant that we give our 

testimony by video.   The judge thankfully agreed. 

The fact that we had not yet released a photo 

of Ivy, kept me home instead of sitting beside my 

best friend in a downtown Los Angeles judges 

office.  She needed me, but understood why we 

couldn’t go with her.   

It would be late before they returned, and I 

took it upon myself to cook for the evening.  She 

loved enchiladas, so that’s what I was preparing for 

tonight’s feast.  I was willing to try anything to 

bring Liana out of the funk she’d been in over the 

past few days.   

The buzzer on the wall sounded and I 

pressed the button for the video monitor to see who 

was at the gates.  I growled when I saw Justin 

Rembrandt sitting in his black BMW, looking all 

casual in a purple button down shirt with the sleeves 



rolled up to his elbows.  I didn’t give him the 

satisfaction of answering him, or even letting him 

know I was home. 

The way our home was situated, you 

couldn’t see any of the windows in the house.  So, 

unless he had some super, secret spy plane, Justin 

Rembrandt wouldn’t know if I was there or not.  He 

buzzed the house again and waited. 

“Geez, get a clue,” I mumbled as I chopped 

onions and dumped them into the skillet.  He just 

didn’t give up.  Eventually, he backed out of the 

driveway and sped down the street.  The house felt 

cold and scary, now that he’d come by.  I shivered 

with the feeling like I was one of those stupid 

women who ran upstairs in a horror movie.  Every 

weird sound had me jumping.   

 By the time they returned, I had Ivy in her 

bouncy seat next to me at the kitchen table.  My 

eyes were wide with fright and David immediately 

knew something was wrong. 

“What happened,” he demanded. 

“Justin Rembrandt came by the house a few 

hours ago,” I admitted.  There was no reason to lie 

to him, because the video footage was recorded.  

He’d know what had happened just by watching the 

feed. 

“Did he hurt you?  Why did you let him in,” 

he growled as he took me by the arms, looking me 

over. 

“I didn’t let him in,” I pulled away.  “I 

didn’t even answer when he buzzed the house.” 



He let out a relieved sigh and nodded, “That 

man needs to go.  Ash will take care of it when he 

gets home, but I will contact someone tonight.” 

“I just want to get through tonight without 

any stress,” I admitted.   

I told them dinner would be ready in an hour 

and let Liana go to her room without questioning 

her on what happened.  There would be time for 

that later.  She looked drained and from the faint 

smudges under her eyes, I knew that she’d been in 

tears at some point during the questioning, and 

probably on the ride home as well. 

The evening was comfortable enough that I 

fed Ivy outside on the swing.  She loved the 

outdoors and I wished that I didn’t have to hide her 

so much the few times we did leave the house.   

As I fed her, I pushed the swing with one 

foot, the other one was tucked up underneath me.  

The breeze was light tonight and I could hear the 

soft crash of the waves down on the beach.  The 

moon was high in the cloudless sky, and I counted 

stars for the longest time.   

Movement on the beach had me tensing and 

covering Ivy from prying eyes.  Whoever was out 

there would have to have access to the private 

beach, but I hardly ever saw the neighbors out, even 

after dark.  The figure turned toward me and I 

gasped, standing up from the swing. 

“Mary,” a voice called out.  Even though I 

knew it was Justin Rembrandt’s, I ignored it, 

walking backwards toward the kitchen door.  “Just 

talk to me for a minute.”   

Fuck. 



“You know you’re not allowed here,” I 

called out to him, but he didn’t stop in his pursuit.  

He came through the gate and stopped at the bottom 

of the steps. 

“I just wanted to know if you got the 

contract I sent,” he asked, his hands held out in 

front of him, like he was trying to reassure me he 

wasn’t a threat.  He was wearing a pair of beige 

slacks that he’d rolled up at the ankles.  He looked 

bad, like he had been sick, or stressed.   

“This is a weird way of contacting me, 

Justin.  You’re practically trespassing.”  I leaned on 

the door and held Ivy to my chest protectively.  He 

wouldn’t try anything with me while I was holding 

my daughter, would he?  Maybe I should just 

scream.   

“Mary,” he began.  “This is a big deal.  Hole 

Control wants you to sing with them.  I’m offering 

you a lot of money to sign that contract.  Will you at 

least consider it?”  He stepped up on the second step 

up to the porch, but was still far enough away that 

he couldn’t touch me.  With what happened with 

Liana and his attempt on me, I didn’t want to be 

even this close to him. 

“I don’t want to sing with them, and I sure 

as hell don’t want to sign a contract with you, 

Justin.  Now, please leave.”  He looked at me with 

lust in his eyes, and the moment he stepped toward 

me, the door to my back opened. 

Muscular arms wrapped around my chest, 

holding both Ivy and I in a strong enough hold that 

we were picked up and pulled inside the house. The 

moment I was let go, I fell on my ass, but still held 



her safely in my arms.  I heard the slide of metal 

and knew that someone had produced a weapon.  

“On your knees, Justin,” David called out, 

while Dallas stood protectively over us, his own 

weapon aimed at Justin’s head.  Looking up, Justin 

was still on his feet, his eyes danced around looking 

for a way off the porch.  He was trying to escape 

before he could be possibly shot.  “I said on your 

knees!”  David was beyond angry, his 

overprotective growl sent chills up my spine. 

Dallas, who I now realized was on the 

phone, kicked the door closed, locking me inside 

the house.  Ivy’s scared wail brought me out of the 

shock of what was happening around me.  I 

scrambled backwards, and used the hand that wasn’t 

holding her to lift myself up off the floor.  The chair 

I’d used for leverage clattered to the floor. 

“Mary!” Dallas wrapped his body around us 

and walked backward toward my bedroom.  “The 

police will be here soon.  I need you to stay in your 

room until one of us comes for you.” 

Liana came around the corner with wide 

blue eyes, “What the hell is going on?” 

Dallas gave her an abbreviated version.  “I 

need you to stay together,” he said, pushing her into 

the room with me.  Sirens wailed in the distance and 

I couldn’t believe what was happening.   

“He snuck up the beach to ask me about the 

contract.  David must’ve seen him talking to me on 

the porch and all hell broke loose after that.”  I 

placed Ivy on the bed, since she’d finally calmed 

down enough.   

“You talked to him,” she demanded. 



“I really didn’t have a choice, Li.  He forced 

his way up on the porch.  I told him I didn’t want to 

sing with that band or anyone else, for that matter.”  

She sat on the bed and pulled Ivy into her arms.  

The baby looked at Li and immediately smiled and 

cooed.  She reached up and wrapped her tiny fist 

around Liana’s hair and pulled hard.  Liana laughed 

and blew raspberries at her to keep her occupied.   

“Watch her,” I said.  “I’m going out there.”  

I didn’t wait for a reply from her before I yanked 

the door open and went in search of David.  

Knowing that someone could get to the house from 

the beach access, Ash would erect a twenty foot 

wall with guards posted every fifty feet, and 

probably a moat.  Yeah, with a monster in it. 

“Mary,” Dallas said as he turned from 

talking to a uniformed police officer.  “This is 

Detective Henry.  He needs a statement.”  I pointed 

toward the kitchen and they followed me over.  

Sitting at the head of the table, I replayed 

everything, starting with the arrival of the contract.  

I gave the detective the packet of paper and was 

grateful that it would finally be out of the house. 

“I understand there was an incident with 

Justin Rembrandt here at the home last year.  Can 

you elaborate on that Mrs. Martin?”  I sighed and 

did as I was told.  I told the detective he’d be better 

off talking to Kane tomorrow.  I was in such shock 

when that’d happened that I don’t remember exactly 

what went down, but Kane had heard most of what 

he’d said to me. 

“It was a small altercation,” I explained.  

“Kane Maddox arrived in time before it got out of 



hand.”  David scowled at me and I raised a brow at 

him. 

“Mary, you’re playing this off as nothing.  

Do you not remember what happened to Liana?”  

He stood up and looked at his phone, as if willing it 

to ring.   

“Yeah,” I admitted softly.  “I remember.” 

His phone rang in the silence that had fallen 

over the kitchen.  “Finally,” he muttered.  “Ash, 

we’ve had a problem.  Where are you?  Okay, yeah, 

they’re fine.  Yes.  No, it was Rembrandt.  The 

police are here.  Yes, she’s right here.”  He held the 

phone out to me, I took it with a shaky hand. 

“Ash,” I whispered into the phone. 

“Did he hurt you,” he growled into the 

phone.  I could hear his short breathing and I knew 

he was holding on by a thread.  “If he hurt you, 

Justin Rembrandt is a dead man.  Did he touch 

you?” 

“Not a hair harmed on my head,” I reassured 

him.  “Everything is fine, baby.”   

“No, it’s not, Mary,” he cursed.  “I 

should’ve brought you and Ivy with me.” 

“Ash, the whole situation is over.  Please 

stop worrying.”  I thought back to what he’d said 

and suddenly, I’m not so okay any more.  Justin 

Rembrandt had gotten too close.  I don’t have to 

courage to tell Ash that I’m scared, which is odd, 

because I know he’ll make everything okay.  If I 

panic now, then his homecoming will be spoiled.   

“I’ll always worry,” he whispered into the 

phone. 



Clinching my teeth, I changed the subject, 

“Where are you?”  I kept my voice strong and not 

the least bit uncontrolled. 

“New York,” he said.  “We’ll be home 

early.  Try to get some rest.  I’ll be there when you 

wake up, or shortly after.”  My stomach knotted and 

I pressed my fist into my stomach, holding in the 

panic.  Once Ash was home, he’d go after Justin 

and the thought of Ash getting hurt scared the shit 

out of me. 

“Okay,” I sighed.  “I love you and don’t 

worry, okay?” 

“Okay,” he replied, but it was forced, just 

like the words I was trying to deliver.  I don’t think 

he was fooled. 

After the call, I handed David back his 

phone.  Eventually, the police departed with a 

pissed off Justin, and Liana and I finally got Ivy 

down for the night.  We ate the now cold dinner in 

silence. It was after midnight before I fell asleep.  

Anticipation of their arrival had me tossing and 

turning for the next hour.  If I could just get to 

sleep, then when I opened my eyes, Ash would be 

home. 

 

Ash 
 

Luck was on our side.  This was the first 

time in all the years I’d been traveling that my flight 

from New York to Los Angeles actually landed 

ahead of schedule.  Our first class seats assured our 

quick departure from the plane.  Eric and airport 

security escorted us to the baggage claim and then 



on into the SUV.  At five o’clock in the morning 

there were no rabid fans or camera toting vultures. 

The closer we got to the house the more my 

knees began to bounce.  We had to drop off Kane 

and Gabe at their homes first before going on to my 

Malibu home.  Liana was still there and Mary was 

hopefully still asleep.  

When we turned into the driveway, I 

released a breath I didn’t even know I was holding.  

She was just on the other side of that door.  My wife 

and my daughter, who I’d missed so much over the 

past few weeks.  Mary had held together fine on the 

phone when I’d talked to her a few hours ago, but I 

could tell she was putting on a front.  

When I got my hands on that mother fucker, 

Justin Rembrandt, he was a dead man.  If I didn’t 

kill him it would be a miracle.  He was completely 

and utterly washed out of Medina Records.  

Hopefully he hadn’t posted bail as of yet.  The call 

to my lawyers, before we flew out of New York, 

was to set the ball in motion.  My team would make 

sure he’d stay in there as long as possible.  The 

security at the house was ramped up as of this 

morning.   

“Quit analyzing everything,” Reed nudged 

me.  “She’s fine.” 

“But…” 

“But nothing,” he cut me off.  “If you go in 

that house acting like a jealous asshole, Mary’s 

going to flip her shit.  Calm the fuck down, Ash.  

Enjoy your reunion before you go all Neanderthal 

on her.”   

“You do have a point,” I groaned in defeat.   



When we entered the house, I didn’t even 

bring my bags inside with us, we could get them 

later.  Reed turned for the guest rooms, while I went 

in search of my wife.  Carefully, and quietly, I 

opened the door.  My heart flipped over on itself 

when I saw her curled up on her side in the bed.  

Long blonde hair fanned out on the pillow and the 

sheet was tangled up in her legs.  She must’ve had a 

rough night of sleep.  Her scent hit me like a slap in 

the face.  It was all I could do not to dive into the 

bed and ravage her body.   

Instead, I washed up as quietly as I could, 

before slipping off my clothes and sliding in behind 

her.  She mumbled something before relaxing back 

into my chest.  Her warmth surrounded me and I 

buried my face into the back of her neck.  Kissing 

the tender spot where her neck met her shoulder, 

Mary gasped and turned toward me.  Our eyes met 

and the biggest smile lit up her face. 

“Baby,” she rasped.  Damn, I missed hearing 

her voice in person. 

“Angel,” I whispered, looking down at her.   

Our lips met in a soft press that sent chills 

down my spine and had my cock rising to attention.  

My hand grasped her breast and I sighed at the 

weight in my hands.  I pushed her shirt up and over 

her head in one swoop, my lips descended on her 

rosy budded nipple.  It hardened in my mouth and 

when I bit down on it slightly, she tangled her 

fingers in my hair.  

This was what I’d been missing.  The 

connection with my wife; the mother of my child.  



Mary was my soul.  Her love for me was one to 

write a million romance novels about.   

“Ash,” she sighed.  

“Mmm,” I moaned as I changed to her other 

nipple.  The softness against my tongue sent sparks 

down my spine.  I was trying, without success, to 

keep from making this short lived.  My cock had a 

mind of its own and I was about to spill my seed 

before I even got inside her.  It’d been too long.  All 

those nights I stood in the shower jacking off to a 

vision of her did no good.  Once the real thing was 

in my arms, my cock forgot about the times I tried 

to relieve it of the tension. 

Her panties come off with nothing more 

than a swift jerk on the hem.  I didn’t like her 

wearing these damn things anyway.  I kissed a path 

down between her breasts, then onto her stomach, 

where it had gotten much smaller since I left.  

Thankfully, her hips were still as they were after 

she’d given birth to Ivy.  

“Beautiful,” I murmured as I kissed her 

hipbones.  

Burying my face into her sweet pussy, I 

feasted on her for what seemed like hours.  I 

alternated between her clit, the heated lips of her 

sex, and the place my cock wanted to be.  Tiny 

hands fisted in my hair and I loved it when she’d 

raise her hip to beg for more pleasure from my 

tongue.   

She finally pulled me up where we were 

face to face.  When I took her lips again, she didn’t 

complain that her essence was on my face.  

Eventually, Mary rolled us so that she was 



straddling me, with one swift move, she impaled 

herself on my lonely cock.  We both froze from the 

feeling of our joining. 

“It’s been too long,” she growled as she 

placed her hands on my chest.  My angel was using 

me for her pleasure, and I let her set the speed, 

which was somewhere between slow and oh my!   

With my hand on her face, I urged her 

forward so that her breasts pressed into my chest.  

“Ride me,” I said as I grasped her hips and helped 

her roll out the orgasm I knew was building inside 

her.  When she exploded around me, I flipped us 

back over, so that I could take her hip into my hand 

and frantically pound inside her tight channel.  And 

oh god was it tight. 

She was beautiful lain out beneath me.  Her 

hair was slightly longer than before, but still a 

beautiful blonde.  Those blue eyes that reminded me 

of the ocean outside my back door, looked at me 

with a love I thought would never touch me. 

“You’re so tight,” I growled.  “Did you not 

make yourself come while I was gone?” I 

punctuated my statement with a deep roll of my 

hips.  Yep, she was tight, and my cock jumped with 

excitement. 

“No,” she whimpered.  “No, I waited.”   

“That’s a long time to wait,” I panted as I 

thrust into her welcoming heat.  I felt her go liquid 

around me again and I knew she was there.  This 

wasn’t going to take long. 

“Ash,” she begged. 

“Fuck,” I growled again as I felt my orgasm 

shoot straight from my balls, down my shaft and 



into her pussy.  I ground into her several more 

times, before I collapsed beside her.   

I pulled her into my arms and let her fall 

asleep against me.  I was finally home.  Home with 

my family. 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 



Chapter 11 

 
Ash 

 

I heard the sounds of Ivy moving around in 

the baby monitor and grabbed the thing to turn it 

off.  My little angel was awake.  Sliding out of the 

bed, I left Mary asleep and went to the nursery to 

get my daughter.  She’d grown a little since I’d last 

seen her and her face was pinched in an 

uncomfortable scowl. 

“Hey, Little M,” I whispered.  She started 

kicking her feet out harshly and I laughed.  

“Momma said you were a kicker when you’d hear 

me.  Did you do that when you were inside her 

tummy?” 

Picking her up, I took Ivy to the changing 

table and removed her diaper.  She cooed at me and 

let me tickle her belly.  I had to hum a lullaby to her 

to calm her down or I’d have never gotten her 

clothed in the dress I bought her in England.  It was 

pink and white checkered; the saleslady said that 

material was all the rage.  For Mary, I’d bought a 

beautiful sapphire anklet that reminded me of her 

eyes.  I kept it in my pocket the whole time I was 

gone.   

Ivy let out a frustrated wail, her face turned 

red.  “You must want some breakfast,” I picked her 

up and held her to my chest.  “Let’s see if we can 

wake up your mommy.”  We went back into the 

bedroom.  When the door opened and Ivy’s voice 

registered, Mary sat up in the bed, looking around 

as if she was confused. 



“I got her,” I assured her.  “She wants you, 

though.” 

I sat on the bed and watched her feed our 

daughter.  The act was beautiful and didn’t bother 

me as much as I once thought it would.  In all 

reality, I was worried that I’d be jealous, because 

those were mine.  Turns out, I didn’t have a 

problem with it at all. 

Remembering the anklet, I pulled it from my 

discarded pants and sat down at her feet.  

“I got you something,” I said as I picked up 

her right leg and set her foot on my lap.  She gasped 

when I wrapped it around her ankle, securing it 

where it fell just right where her foot met her ankle.   

“Oh, Ash,” she breathed.  “Thank you.  It’s 

beautiful.” 

“You’re welcome,” I said as I kissed her on 

those pouty lips, and rubbed Ivy’s light brown hair. 

“Where did you get her dress?”  Mary 

played with the edges of Ivy’s new outfit, 

smoothing down the edges.  

“In a shop in London,” I shrugged.  “It just 

looked like her.”  Mary smiled and pulled Ivy away 

from her breast.  My daughter let out a loud burp 

that would make her Uncle Kane proud. 

“Well, it’s beautiful,” she smiled and laid 

Ivy on the bed next her.  “I’m so glad you’re 

home.” 

“Me too,” I agreed.   

An awkward silence fell over us, and we 

stared at each other for the longest time.   

“Say something,” she whispered. 



“What happened?”  I reached out and held 

her hand in mine.  They were cold and shook with 

fear.  I knew Mary better than I knew myself.   

“I don’t know, Ash,” she growled.  “You tell 

me.  First, this shit with Justin.  Then your mother 

tries to tell me to leave you and that as soon as you 

are done with me you’ll toss me to the curb.”  She 

was crying now.  The broken sobs tore at my heart.  

When I tried to reach for her, she backed away. 
“Mary,” I growled.  “We can talk now.”  I’d 

finally given myself a huge kick in the ass while we 

were away.  As much as I didn’t want to tell her 

about my parents, this needed to happen.  She still 

wouldn’t come to me and it shattered my heart and 

need for control.  I didn’t like that feeling. 

“I…I understand now why you hate them 

Ash.  I really do,” she cried, softer now.   “I’m just 

mad that you wouldn’t tell me.  I had to see her for 

myself.  She looked so sad and I honestly wanted to 

meet her, but David wouldn’t let me reach out to 

her.” 

“You wanted to what,” my voice roared 

enough to cause Ivy to cry out.  Mary scooped her 

up and held Ivy to her chest, calming her with sweet 

words. She glared at me, angry with my outburst. 

“I don’t know, Ash.  Maybe, I wanted Ivy to 

have a family.” 

“She has a family,” I scowled.  “The band 

and Liana are her family.” 

“I know that,” she whispered.  Ivy was 

settled now and I followed Mary to the nursery to 

put her down for a nap.  After she closed the door, I 



pulled her into my arms and kissed her temple.  She 

smelled like home. 

“Every time I think that they can be a part of 

my life, they try to take from me.  The last time I’d 

talked to them, Jackie and Bob were getting help 

and wanted me to pay for it, but I didn’t.  And I’m 

glad I didn’t.  He was picked up on drug trafficking 

charges the next day, which tells me that he had no 

plans on getting clean.  I don’t want you or Ivy 

exposed to that.”  We’d made our way into the 

kitchen to find a cup of coffee.  Mary sat at the table 

while I made hers.  She looked deep in thought. 

“I just thought maybe things could work out.  

I wanted Ivy to know her grandparents.”  She took 

the cup from me and took a sip. 

“It will never work out,” I assured her.  I 

may never be able to tell her all the fucked up 

problems from my youth.  If anyone could deliver 

me from the evil of my past, it would be Mary 

Martin.  Could I swallow the pain enough to give 

her the chance? 

 

Mary 
 

This would’ve been one of those times, I 

wish I had a mom I could talk to about what to do.  

Ash wasn’t telling me everything.  It’s not that I 

don’t think that he didn’t want to, but that he didn’t 

know how.  With the things that he had shared on 

the phone that night and earlier today, I was 

beginning to think the worst.  How much abuse did 

he suffer as a child? 



It was warm out and currently I was sitting 

in a lounge chair in my new bikini watching Ash 

play in the water with Ivy.  She didn’t care much for 

it at first, but, as with everything else, she calmed 

when he sang her a song.  I snapped a few pictures, 

with my phone, of them playing in the surf.  He 

looked amazing.  His hair darkened when it was wet 

and I could probably make millions if I put him on 

the cover of a fashion magazine. 

David and Eric were currently hiking the 

beach to find out how Justin had actually gotten to 

the house.  The majority of the area was no more 

than rocky cliffs. Ash’s place had a path carved 

within them that lead to the small beach.   

The sound of the wind in the palm trees 

behind me had my eyes closing in the pure 

quietness of the moment.  It was nice not to be in 

the spotlight when we were having family time.  

We’d decided to release an interview and photo 

shoot of the three of us in Rolling Stone next month.  

After much thought, we hoped this would make the 

media buzz relax around us where we could actually 

go out in public without being assaulted. 

Reed and Liana were off on a long vacation 

to a private island.  They needed the time together 

and I hoped that Reed would get her back to her old 

self.  The nights she would lay in bed sobbing over 

the pain and horror of her attack were hard on all of 

us.  Many times over the past few weeks, I ended up 

sleeping in bed with her to keep the nightmares 

away.   

“Hey,” Ash surprised me by slinging cold 

water droplets on my bare stomach. 



“Ew, Ash!” I gasped and held my hands out 

in a defensive manner.  He was holding a soaking 

wet Ivy, who was kicking out her legs, smiling for 

everything she was worth.  Taking the beach 

blanket, I wrapped her up and held her to my chest 

to keep her from getting sunburned.  I put her little 

floppy brimmed hat over her head and secured it 

under her chin. 

“I’m going to go see what Eric and David 

have found out,” he said as he grabbed another 

towel.  I frowned when he wiped the drops of sea 

water from his muscled chest.  If there weren’t 

people around, I would’ve used my tongue to get 

those.  “What?” 

“Nothing,” I blushed.  He smiled wide and 

kissed me on the lips, lingering there a little longer 

than necessary, but I wasn’t complaining. 

I watched as he walked away, the wet shorts 

clinging to his thick thighs and ass.  A shiver went 

up my spine and I looked at my daughter.  “I hope 

you find a man as good as your daddy when the 

time is right.”  She only cooed and spit at me, her 

smile looked just like his.   

Feeling exposed and alone, I gathered up 

what I could and took Ivy back inside the house.  

She needed a bath and a nap. 

After she was down, I took my own shower 

and was combing out my hair when the front door 

opened.  I walked down the hall in my robe to find 

Kane and Gabe in the living room. 

“Hey,” I waved.  “Ash is out with David and 

Eric.  I’ll be out in a second.” 



“You could always stay as you are,” Kane 

suggested with a raised brow. 

“You dumbfuck,” Gabe punched him in the 

shoulder.  “We’ll go find him, Mary.  Don’t let us 

bother you.”  He grabbed Kane by the arm and 

tugged him toward the back door.   

I watched them banter back and forth as they 

went.  Gabe shoving at Kane, telling him he’s got to 

quit hitting on me, or Ash will kill him.  Their 

childish ribbing continued after the door had closed 

and the sound was cut off, but I could still see them 

out the back windows.  Gabe pushed Kane down the 

stairs and took off running.  It was nice to see him 

back to his old hyper self as well.  Liana’s attack 

had taken a toll on him as well.   

It was then that I realized that Ash was right.  

They were our family, although not a traditional 

one.  Kane, the one who doesn’t like meeting new 

people, took me in as his own sibling.  Gabe and 

Reed, the watchful big brothers, and Liana, my dear 

sister, all love me for who I am and not what I have. 

This crazy life I’d been dealt must be the 

one chosen for me because I’ve been through more 

in one lifetime than anyone should.  Ash had 

brought me out of the shell that I’d built around 

myself.  Who knows what will happen on the next 

tour, or the next.  Our time together is just getting 

started. 

The back door opening brought me from my 

thoughts and I watched as a shirtless Ash came with 

his bandmates, Eric and David.  They were talking 

about security and a night watch guard, gates and 

other technical stuff I didn’t quite understand.  I 



trusted them to do whatever was necessary to keep 

my daughter safe until all of this was settled down. 

But watching Ash move as he spoke with his 

hands, indicating where he wanted new cameras 

installed, did something to me.  His back was to me 

and bit my lip as I watched the muscles flex as he 

spoke.  His skin was tanned just right and his hair 

had that just fucked look.  I had to quit staring, or I 

was going to do something inappropriate, like moan 

aloud or something. 

“Hey,” Kane wrapped an arm around my 

shoulders.  “I missed you.” 

“I missed you too,” I laughed as I leaned 

into his embrace.  “What’s this?” I pointed to the 

eyebrow ring I didn’t catch earlier.  I was too busy 

trying to hide my robed body from his gaze. 

“Got it in Amsterdam,” he grinned proudly. 

“Well, it looks very cute on you, Kane,” I 

giggled at his scowl. 

“I do not look cute,” he growled.  “Badass, 

yes.  Hot as fuck, maybe.  But definitely not cute.”  

He reached for me and I yelped, before pushing 

Gabe in the path behind me.  I rounded the bar and 

down the hall to the living room.  When Ash turned 

around, I was using the couch as a barrier between 

Kane and my face. 

“You know it’s going to happen, Mar,” he 

laughed that evil laugh that made me wonder if he 

actually was Satan’s spawn.  The moment my eyes 

fell on Ash, Kane made his leap over the back of the 

couch.  He tucked me in his arms and took me down 

on the loveseat. 



I was pinned and he licked my face over and 

over again until I was laughing so hard that I 

begged, “I give! I give!”  I tried to shimmy my way 

out of his hold, but he was just too strong. 

“You heard the lady,” Ash said. 

“Yeah, Ash.  But she called me cute!”  He 

kissed my temple, and pulled me to my feet, I gave 

Ash a look.  On my cue, Ash took Kane into a bear 

hug.  The look on his face was priceless as I gave 

him the same treatment he’d given me. 

We all fell into a fit of hysterics for the next 

hour as we decided that we would order in for 

dinner.  Of course, they always wanted Chinese 

food, and I agreed.  The poor delivery man didn’t 

know what to think by our outlandish behavior, but 

for once I didn’t really care.  Eric and David hung 

back in the shadows and kept to the task of securing 

the property.  They worked over David’s laptop in 

the dining room, which we never used. 

We watched movies and ate entirely too 

much popcorn.  Ivy stayed in Kane’s arms most of 

the night, and Gabe’s whenever he could get a 

chance.   

Ash hadn’t said anything about his birthday 

next week and if it was the same as last year, he 

didn’t want a big celebration.  I dealt with it last 

year, by only giving him a cupcake with a candle 

and told him that I loved him, but this year would 

be different. 

With Ivy in our lives now, traditions and 

celebrations would be a part of this home.  It was 

the way I was raised.  A person’s birth was to be 

celebrated regardless.  My momma was always one 



for going all out.  It was time that I brought a little 

of that into our lives. 

“Tomorrow, we have some things to take 

care of,” Ash began.  “Do you want to go with us?” 

“Actually,” I said sweetly.  “I’d like to see if 

David can take me shopping.” 

“Ivy,” he growled, his protective eyes going 

toward his daughter.   

“Don’t worry,” I assured him.  “We’ll do as 

we did last time Liana and I were out.  She’ll be 

fine.” 

“Take Dallas too,” he demanded, his 

emerald gaze darkening with the worry.   

“Okay,” I agreed.  I didn’t intend to tell him, 

but his daughter and I were going shopping for his 

birthday present. 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 



Chapter 12 

 
Mary 

 
Ash left early that morning with Kane and 

Gabe.  They were off to do some radio show and I 

really was glad I had the opportunity to get out of 

the house.  I knew exactly what I was looking for.  

David was in on the whole thing, and I’m sure he 

already informed Dallas to keep his mouth shut as 

well. 

“Alright, let’s get this show on the road,” 

David smiled.  

“Funny,” I laughed as I climbed into the 

back of the SUV with Ivy in her car seat.  Traffic 

was heavy as we made our way into Los Angeles.  

Our destination was a little jewelry store next door 

to the children’s clothing store we’d been in with 

Liana.  Arrangements had already been made for us 

to go in through the clothing store.  I’d shop there 

for a long while and then the car would be brought 

around back.  Ivy and I, along with David, would 

slip out the back and enter the rear entrance of the 

jewelry store.   

The elderly owner of the children’s store 

was happy to see us again.  “Ms. Mary,” she smiled, 

her gray hair falling over one ear.  She was wearing 

a simple pale blue dress and matching heels.  “How 

is the little lady today?” 

“She’s growing too fast,” I told her, and 

removed the cover on her stroller.  When Ivy smiled 

and cooed, Ethel held her hands over her wrinkled 

mouth.  “So beautiful, just like her mama.” 



“Thank you,” I said, tucking her back into 

privacy. 

I shopped for a long time, picking out outfits 

for the coming colder months.  We used Ethel’s 

private room in the back for her feeding and 

eventually she fell asleep in her stroller.   

When we changed stores, I met the jewelry 

store owner in his private office.  Once I had the gift 

in my hands, I knew that Ash would love it.  It was 

exactly what I had pictured it to be. 

David placed a hand on my back, “Time to 

go.” 

I turned to him, “Do you think we can hit up 

the other place that we went to last time?  I’ll only 

be a second.”  I remembered a black and red leather 

vest I’d seen there last time, but wasn’t sure if I’d 

ever be able to fit in it.  Now that the baby weight 

was gone, I just had to have it. 

“You have ten minutes,” he scowled.  

“Mary, I don’t like this.  Maybe you should let Ivy 

stay with Dallas in the SUV.”  I finally agreed and 

told him that I’d try on the vest, pay and be out 

before he could blink an eye. 

He placed a call to the shop owner and she 

said that even with the increased media, her store 

was slow of actual customers.  David slid in before 

me and verified her information.  I made my way to 

where I’d seen the vest and it wasn’t there. 

The lady took me around to where they had 

reorganized the racks and I found the one I was 

looking for.  “Can I try this on?” I asked, holding up 

the garment by the clear hanger; it swiveled slightly 

on my extended finger. 



“Sure,” she smiled as she took me into the 

dressing rooms. 

There were five rooms that all had locking 

doors.  The first two were occupied and I thought 

I’d take the last one on the end.  It was also the 

biggest.  Stripping out of my shirt, I took a deep 

breath and said a little prayer, before pulling it on.  

It actually fit, and it looked amazing! 

Smiling to myself, I unzipped the front and 

replaced it on the hanger.  Pulling on my clothes, I 

looked in the mirror and smiled.  I was happy.  For 

once in my life, I was truly happy. 

The door knob shimmied and I turned to see 

the lock pop.  Before I could muster up a good 

enough scream, Jackie Martin darted into the 

dressing room. 

She had a knife in her hand. 

“Don’t you say a fucking word,” she 

threatened.  “I want to see my grandchild.  Ash 

refuses to let me see her.  Why is that?  Huh, you 

little whore.” 

“Jackie,” I clinched my teeth.  The last thing 

I needed to do was to scream, or even move the 

wrong way with this lady.  Ash was right, they were 

bad people.  “She’s not with me.” 

“Bullshit,” she growled and pushed the knife 

toward my right side, the sharp point digging into 

my skin.  I felt the warm trickle of what was 

probably blood roll down my side.  It wasn’t 

enough to kill me, but it was enough to scare me.  “I 

know she’s out in that SUV with your security.  I 

want to see her.  Take me to her.” 



“No,” I growled.  Something inside me 

flared.  This woman would not lay eyes on my 

daughter.  A mother’s instinct to protect her child 

caused me to shift away from the knife, but not 

before Jackie Martin dug it deeper into my skin.  I 

heard my skin pop as the knife punctured my flesh.  

This was not good.  I had to get out of there. 

Jackie was quicker and blocked any exit I 

could attempt.  She lived on the streets and probably 

had years to perfect her ability to use that huge ass 

knife she was wielding. 

“Yes,” she spat.   

She was just as tall as me, but I was in better 

shape.  Jackie Martin had years of drug use under 

her belt and that caused her aging bones to be frail, 

along with her muscles.   

When she backed up enough that I could 

make my move, I used my booted foot to kick her 

square in the chest.  Thanks to those damn workout 

videos Liana made me do, I was much more flexible 

as well. 

Jackie Martin’s body cracked against the 

dressing room door, breaking it off the hinges. She 

hit the wall outside the little room and her body 

slumped to the floor, but she was still conscious.  

Her loud gasp alerted me that I’d actually hurt the 

woman physically.  For a split moment, I felt bad 

that I’d raised a hand to Ash’s mother, but then I 

remembered the bitch came at me with a knife. 

“David,” I yelled, but he’d already heard the 

commotion.  With his trusty Glock raised in his 

hands, David took in the scene.  I was standing at 

the dressing room, and Jackie Martin was gasping 



for the air I’d knocked out of her when I kicked her 

to the ground. 

“Mary, move,” he demanded.  “Behind me, 

now.” 

I complied, and watched as David rolled her 

over to place handcuffs on Ash’s mother.  I was at 

the mercy of whatever David had planned, because 

Dallas was with Ivy and she was the first priority.  

The owner of the shop was behind me with a phone 

to her ear; she was talking to Los Angeles police.  

David picked up Jackie and backed her out of the 

dressing room.  He kept me at his back the entire 

time. 

He placed a crying Jackie Martin in a 

folding metal chair at the back of the store, where 

he was able to handcuff her to the metal legs.  This 

forced her hands down where she wouldn’t be able 

to stand up and run off.  The owner of the store was 

waiting at the back door with her hand on the 

release bar. 

“Dallas is parked right up against the exit, 

Mary.  When she opens the door, I want you to get 

in the car with him.  He’s going to take you to the 

emergency room.” 

I looked at him confused, “What?” 

“You’re bleeding,” he pointed toward the 

red stain on my side.  I’d forgotten all about the 

knife she’d stuck in my ribs.  I was too worried 

about my daughter. 

“I’m…,” 

“No,” he growled deep and pointed toward 

the back exit.  “Hospital…with Dallas.” 



“Okay,” I replied.  There was no telling him 

I was okay, or changing his mind at this point.  The 

door opened and it only took me five steps before I 

was inside the vehicle with Dallas and he was 

speeding down the alleyway to the main road. 

“Seatbelt,” he demanded. 

I fumbled with the seatbelt and finally heard 

it latch.  Blood on my hand smeared on the seats.  I 

immediately checked on Ivy and she was fast 

asleep.  Letting out a deep breath, I leaned my head 

back on the headrest and closed my eyes. 

“Mary, are you okay?” 

“Yeah, it’s just a nick.  She didn’t hurt me.”  

In fact, the wound was burning, but I didn’t feel like 

I was going to die or anything.  The amount of 

blood was enough to be concerned about.  But I felt 

fine.  They’d probably put a Band-Aid on it and 

send me home. 

“That’s a lot of blood,” he said as he took a 

quick look over his shoulder.  “Have you looked at 

it?” 

“Actually, I’m afraid too,” I admitted, with a 

yawn.   

“Mary,” Dallas’ voice was a little fuzzy.  

The trickle of blood was now a flow, and I really 

couldn’t care at the moment.  I just wanted a nap.  It 

was warm in the car and I just wanted to sleep. 

“It’s hot,” I mumbled, but Dallas didn’t 

reply. 

I closed my eyes and decided to take a nap 

while he took me wherever it was we were going. 

 

Ash 



 
“What are your plans for this hiatus?” Gabe 

asked from the back seat of the Escalade.  We’d just 

left the dealership where he’d bought himself a new 

Jag.  The thing was going to be custom built and 

shipped to his house.   

“I haven’t even thought about it,” I 

admitted.  “Might take the girls on a vacation.” 

“I’m going to do nothing,” Kane pouted.  He 

was the one I was most concerned about.  He loved 

working and this year long vacation would be 

horrible on him. 

“Just because we are on vacation, doesn’t 

mean we can’t write songs or start planning for the 

next album, Kane.”  I rolled my eyes at his scowl. 

Eric’s phone rang and he frowned at the 

number. 

“Yeah,” he answered.  After that it was a 

bunch of mumbled phrases.  When he made a sharp 

left to get onto the highway and almost hit a car, I 

got concerned.  His foot pressed on the gas and the 

SUV lurched forward.   

“What the fuck?” Kane yelled from the back 

seat.  We all grabbed door handles to keep ourselves 

from being slung across the vehicle. 

“Okay…when…how?  Do you know 

anything yet?  ETA is twenty,” he hung up the 

phone.  

“Would you please tell me what is going 

on?” I growled. 

“It’s Mary,” he growled.  My heart lunged at 

his words.  Sweat beaded on my palms and I felt 

like I was going to faint.   



“What’s wrong with Mary…Ivy,” I gasped, 

Kane leaned forward and placed a hand on my 

shoulder for support.  My vision blurred.  Just 

hearing her name and the panic coming from his 

voice had me dizzy. 

“Your mother got to her in a dressing room.  

She stabbed her in the side.  All I know is that 

David just arrived at the hospital, Dallas is with Ivy, 

and Mary is being stitched up.  David says she is 

fine, just a little blood loss and is shook up.” 

“Motherfucker!” I punched the dash over 

and over until Gabe grabbed me from behind. 

“Breathe,” he growled into my ear.  “She’s 

going to be fine.”  

My control.  It was gone.  My perfect world 

felt as if it was crumbling around me.  First that 

asshole Justin, and now my fucking mother.  She 

must’ve been high.  What did she think she was 

going to accomplish by hurting Mary?   

“My mother did this, Gabe.  My own 

fucking mother!”  He released me when I relaxed 

back into the seat.  I hung my head; my breath came 

out in heavy bursts. 

“I know, and you need to find that control, 

buddy.  You have to be there for Mary and Ivy.  

Don’t go into that hospital raging mad.  It’s not 

good for either one of them.” 

He was right and at that point, all I could do 

was nod, because the lump in my throat was too big 

to speak around.  Mary was hurt, again.  How many 

people had to hurt her in her life?  How much could 

one person take, before it destroyed them? 



The ride to the hospital was long and the 

closer we got the more worried I became.  Eric was 

breaking all land speed records, weaving in and out 

of traffic, cutting off cars and running every 

possible red light he could manage. 

We were escorted through a back entrance 

into the emergency room.  I found her sitting in a 

closed off room, Ivy in her arms.  She looked up at 

me and let out a deep breath. 

“Ash,” she sighed. 

My feet shuffled forward, “Angel.” 

“I’m fine,” she assured me, but the slight 

tremble in her lip betrayed her words. 

“Mary,” I began, but was cut off. 

“I don’t want to discuss this here.  They are 

about to bring in the instructions for my stitches and 

I’ll be able to go home.  We can talk later.  I’ve had 

a long day.” 

“Okay,” I said, holding my hands out for 

Ivy.  I needed the comfort of her there against my 

chest.  I kissed the top of her head and breathed in 

her baby scent.  That, along with Mary’s, was the 

one thing that grounded me.   

Looking into my daughter’s eyes, I was 

thankful she was young enough that she wouldn’t 

remember the things that happened today.  Ivy will 

never know my parents, but I did have someone in 

mind to take that role. 

“I want you and Ivy to meet Reed’s 

parents,” I said, still looking at my daughter.  “They 

are who I consider my parents.” 

“I’d like that,” she smiled when I looked up. 

“Okay,” I agreed. 



 

We didn’t talk once we got home.  Mary fed 

Ivy and I let her sleep after that.  Ivy was down for 

the night and Kane refused to go home.  He wanted 

to help me with the girls. 

“Thanks for staying, Kane.  I’m really glad 

you’re here,” I admitted. 

“Anytime,” he replied.   

It was still fairly early, so I did something I 

hadn’t done in a very long time.  

“Hello,” Mrs. Sullivan answered on the 

second ring. 

“Mrs. S,” I said into the phone. 

“Ash, honey.  How are you?” she replied 

happily.   

“I’m sorry I haven’t called in forever.  Do 

you have a minute?”  I got up from the couch and 

went to sit on Mary’s swing on the back porch.  The 

night had turned cool, but the temperature didn’t 

bother me.  I was a little numb with all that was 

happening. 

“I always have time,” she sighed.  “So, tell 

me about this baby of yours.  Reed told me about 

her, but I want to hear it from you.” 

We fell into comfortable conversation after 

that.  Reed and Liana had stopped by before 

heading out to their vacation.  She was happy that 

those two finally confessed their love for each 

other.  I assured her that we all felt the same way 

too. 

Mrs. Sullivan listened to what I had to say 

and she replied with her usual “Uh huh” and “Oh”, 

but never scolded me on my language, or stopped 



me to offer any advice.  That’s the way she was, 

and I loved her dearly for it.  She’d wait until she 

was asked a specific question before offering any 

motherly advice. 

“I feel like I have no control over all of this 

shit, sorry, with Jackie.  What am I supposed to 

do?”   

“Ash, I want you to let your people handle 

it.  The police, Eric, and David.  That is what you 

pay those men to do.  You ask me what you are 

supposed to do.  Well, Ash, I suggest you take this 

time off to be a father, be a loving husband.  Use 

this time to do the things for Mary and Ivy that you 

may not be able to do once you are touring again.  

Spend time with them, show them how much they 

mean to you.  You can’t control every aspect of 

your life, or theirs.  God knows you’ve always had 

that take charge attitude, and that has worked out 

for you and the boys with the success of the band.  

Having a family takes faith, and time, son.  

Sometimes, you have to sit back and let your life 

take its own journey.  Go with the flow, as they 

say.” 

  “Thank you,” I whispered into the phone.  

She always knew how to redirect me.  “I love you 

Mrs. S.” 

“I love you too, Ash.  Now, bring everyone 

over day after tomorrow for Sunday dinner.  I want 

to see this baby.” 

“I will,” I said, ending the phone call.  After 

walking inside, I told Kane to lock up and went into 

the bedroom with Mary.  She was fast asleep.  She 

was wearing a pair of cotton shorts and one of my 



torn up Glory Days shirts.  The hem had drawn up 

and her bandage was exposed.  It was about four 

inches square and the edges were taped down.  We 

were told to remove it in the morning, and to let 

Mary shower.   

Slipping in the bed, I pulled her to my chest 

and carefully draped my arm over her waist, below 

the stitches.  She wiggled her ass back into my 

groin and I smiled.  My angel slept in my arms the 

entire night, and it was the most peaceful rest I’d 

had in a very long time. 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 



Chapter 13 

 
Mary 

 
We were leaving to meet the Sullivan’s in an 

hour, and I still didn’t know what I was going to 

wear.  They were Reed’s parents and the people 

who practically raised Ash.  Mrs. Sullivan bought 

him his favorite acoustic guitar and helped them 

start the band.  She was the one that Ash wanted Ivy 

to look up to as far as grandparents.   

Ann and Larry Sullivan lived in a quiet 

subdivision in Simi Valley, quite like the ones you 

see advertised in papers as “family communities”.  

Each home was a little unique in their own way.  

The Sullivan home was a one story sprawling red 

brick traditional with huge windows facing the front 

of the house.  The lawn was neatly trimmed and the 

abundance of flowers around the porch told me that 

Reed’s mom had an amazing green thumb. 

A lady with short dark hair, wearing a pair 

of jeans and a button down blouse came out as we 

pulled into the driveway.  Ash was the first one out 

of the Escalade.  She held her arms out to him.  He 

picked her up and twirled her around before setting 

her back on her feet.  I unbuckled Ivy as Ash 

opened the door for me.  Mrs. Sullivan held her fist 

to her mouth with an excitement that made me 

smile. 

“Hello, Mrs. Sullivan,” I said as I slid out of 

the seat.  My hand extended, but she grabbed me 

into a soft hug.  It felt nice, and reminded me of the 



way my mom used to hold me.  I had to bite the 

inside of my cheek to keep from tearing up. 

“Mary, the pleasure is mine.  Let’s get 

everyone inside, so I can meet this baby.”  She 

waited while we covered up Ivy’s car seat with a 

blanket.  We were still cautious to keep her out of 

sight until the photo shoot in a few days. 

Once inside the home, the man that was 

obviously Reed’s father entered from the spacious 

living room.  He was just a few inches shorter than 

Reed, but every feature of his face was exactly his 

son.  Reed had even inherited that wide smile of his 

from his dad.  He hugged and patted all the guys on 

the back, before turning to me. 

“This must be the new Mrs. Martin,” he 

smiled.  “Larry Sullivan, nice to meet you.”  He 

held out his hand, and instead of the hug, I was 

rewarded with a light handshake.  It wasn’t 

anything against me, I just thought he was 

respecting Ash’s pride by not putting his hands on 

me. 

“Nice to meet you,” I replied. 

“Okay, I can’t stand it anymore.  Let me see 

her,” Ann Sullivan beamed with joy as I removed 

the blanket.  “Oh, Ash.  She’s beautiful.  May I?” 

After I unbuckled her and picked her up, 

Ann immediately took her and just like that, Ivy had 

won over the heart of another person.  Mrs. Sullivan 

propped Ivy on her hip and mentioned something 

about going to the kitchen.  The guys seemed okay 

with her taking off with my child, but I ended up 

following her on instinct. 



“Can I help with anything,” I asked as a way 

of being with them.   

“Actually, yes.  Do you know how to make 

biscuits?” she asked kindly. 

“Yes ma’am, I do,” I laughed when she 

smiled at my southern accent.   

We fell into a light conversation as we 

prepared dinner for the guys, who’d found a golf 

game on the television.  She’d made a huge pot 

roast with all kinds of vegetables, and a few 

different casseroles.   

“Ash loves my spinach casserole,” she 

admitted as she smothered the top of it in shredded 

cheese. 

“I’ll have to get that recipe from you then,” I 

laughed.   

“Sure,” she shifted Ivy to the other hip.   

Using the rolling pin, I smoothed out the 

dough until it was the right thickness.  Mrs. Sullivan 

appeared at my side with a round biscuit cutter as if 

I’d summoned her there.  We worked well together 

in the kitchen and I had to admit, I was having a 

great time. 

She asked about home, meaning Memphis.  

I told her what I remembered of the place, and how 

I haven’t been back, except for the one show we’d 

done there on the tour.  Ash had told her all about 

me apparently, because she knew just about 

everything about me. 

“Ash said you moved to Phoenix when you 

were just seventeen,” she stated.   



“Yeah, I was emancipated from the State of 

Tennessee after the attack, and I wanted to get far 

away, so that was the place I chose.” 

“How did you like it there?” 

“Actually, I loved it,” I admitted.  “The heat 

was brutal at first, but eventually I didn’t notice it.” 

Ivy let out her signature wail of being 

hungry.  “Do you have a place I could sit with her 

while she nurses.  Somewhere private?” I asked, 

without being so blunt as to say breastfeed.   

“Here, there is a guest wing off the kitchen 

you can use, and it has its own bathroom for you if 

you need it.” 

She led me down the hall, and to the left was 

a full bathroom and a bedroom, set up with a cream 

colored duvet on the bed and a mound of matching 

pillows against the headboard.  I took the dark 

brown upholstered chair in the corner.  She closed 

the door and left us alone. 

It’s strange.  I felt at home here.  There was 

no awkwardness when we arrived.  The Sullivan’s 

opened their home to us as if we belonged.  Ash 

loved them as his own and I couldn’t agree with 

him more.  I see where Reed got his gentleness 

from.   

Ash’s promise of family was true.  These 

people were his family and now mine.  Ivy wouldn’t 

grow up without someone to love her.  She 

wouldn’t be alone in the world as I was.  She’d 

know love. 

A tear leaked out of the corner of my eye 

and I reached up to wipe it away.  Another followed 

and I tried to breath normally to stave off the flow, 



but it was no use.  It was a good five minutes of 

silent tears before they dried up.  Thankful for the 

bathroom, I used it to clean myself up as Ivy lay 

quietly in the center of the bed. 

“Mary,” Ash called out as I heard the door 

click open. 

“In here,” I announced. 

“Hey, you okay,” he asked, concerned.   

“I’m fine,” I shrugged.  “Just a little 

emotional.  I’m really happy, Ash.  I’m glad we 

came.” 

“Me too, angel.  Me too,” he said as he 

kissed my forehead. 

 

Ash 
 

Mary telling me she was happy, almost 

made me scream to the heavens with joy.  This is 

what she was looking for. 

Family. 

We’d gone to the living room while the 

remainder of the food was cooking.  Mrs. Sullivan 

sat on the couch holding Ivy.  She was completely 

in love with our daughter.  Larry was grilling Kane 

on the upcoming hockey season, and Mary was 

laughing at Kane’s inability to name more than two 

players on the team. 

“Boy, I thought we taught you better than 

that.  The Kings are the best team out there.  You 

should know your stuff.  It’s a great way to show 

off in front of the ladies.”  He winked at Mary, 

causing Mary to laugh again. 



“I’m a freaking rockstar Larry.  The ladies 

go crazy over the drummer.  Just look at me.  I’m 

one hell of a catch.”  He held his arms out wide to 

emphasize whatever he was trying to prove.  

“Keep telling yourself that, son,” he 

growled, but the corner of his cheek raised in a 

smile.  A timer went off in the kitchen and Ann got 

up with Ivy, but stopped when Larry held out his 

hands.  “Let me have that little darlin’ while you 

and Mary get everything set up.  Kane, go set the 

table.” 

Kane pouted and followed them into the 

kitchen.  Once they were out of hearing range, the 

three of us broke out into laughter. 

“You’ve got to quit teasing him, Larry,” 

Gabe said from the loveseat.   

“It’s so much fun, though,” Larry laughed.  

“Dinner,” Mrs. Sullivan rang out from the 

doorway. 

Mary was setting the biscuits on the table 

when we came around.  I’d taken Ivy from Larry 

and placed her in her car seat, because she was 

already out cold from her feeding.  She’d sleep for 

awhile we ate and visited with Reed’s parents. 

“I miss real food,” Kane groaned into his 

bite of mashed potatoes.   

“Me too,” Gabe said with closed eyes.  “We 

love you Mrs. S.” 

She laughed and passed her husband a tub of 

butter.  We talked about the tour in Europe and how 

we’d been too busy traveling from place to place to 

actually take in any of the sites.  Kane was the only 

one to get away to have his face pierced.  He’d told 



us that he had to go to the bathroom at rehearsal, 

then disappeared for two hours.  By the time he 

returned, security was in a raging shitstorm of panic 

looking for him. 

“Yeah, you should have seen Eric.  It was 

priceless.  When I walked in with this thing,” he 

pointed to his hoop.  “Eric turned ten shades of red.  

He yelled at me for at least ten minutes.” 

“You shouldn’t make that man worry, 

Kane.”  Mrs. Sullivan scolded him with a scowl.   

“Ah, keeps him on his toes,” Kane shrugged 

and forked a carrot before popping it in his mouth. 

“So, Reed brought Liana by the house 

before they flew out,” Larry changed the subject.  

“She is a looker, that one.”  Ann Sullivan mock 

punched him in the shoulder. 

“She is perfect for him,” she smiled.  

“They have been in love forever,” Mary 

blushed.   

“Okay,” Gabe held up his hands, shaking 

them furiously.  “I really don’t want to, nor do I 

need any information on my sister’s love life.” 

We laughed and finished our meal.  Larry 

and I did the dishes and let the girls relax in the 

living room.  This is the way it’d always been from 

the first night I stayed in this house.  Just because I 

was a guest in their home, Mrs. Sullivan told me I 

had to earn my keep.  The discipline she instilled in 

me was a pain in my ass, at the time, but now, I’m 

thankful for all the things she taught me. 

“You did good, son,” Larry said quietly as 

he bumped shoulder with me.  

“I know,” I smiled.  “She’s great, huh?” 



“She’s perfect, just like Liana is perfect for 

Reed.  Now, if we can get those other two bozo’s 

married off to good women, we’d all be set.” 

I laughed and handed him a plate to put into 

the dishwasher.  I could see Gabe settling down, but 

not for a while.  Kane, I don’t know if he’d ever 

give up his single ways for a woman.  I guess we’ll 

just have to wait and see. 

 

Later that night, Ivy was asleep and the 

house was quiet.  I found Mary on the back porch in 

her swing.  The night was cold and the wind blew 

softly off the ocean behind the house.  She’d 

wrapped up in her favorite blanket and was simply 

staring out into the surf. 

“Tell me why your mother attacked me,” she 

said without looking away from the water.  I took 

the seat next to her, but didn’t pull her into my 

arms. 

“Jackie became a drug addict when she lost 

her mother.  My father was an instigator and an 

abusive son of a bitch.  I don’t ever remember them 

being clean.”  Mary turned her head toward me 

finally, her eyes glistened in the moonlight with 

unshed tears. 

“What did they do to you, Ash,” she 

whispered.  Her voice rasped, almost as bad as it did 

before the surgery to repair her vocal cords.  She 

cleared her throat and waited for me to answer. 

“Other than the beatings and the lack of 

food, I really don’t know of anything else.  There 

are times that I don’t remember from my childhood.  

Only bits and pieces when I allow myself to 



remember.  I really don’t think I started living until 

I found the Sullivan’s.”  Mary’s hand slid out from 

under the blanket and she took my hand into hers.  

We still sat beside each other, my foot rocking us 

slowly in the swing. 

“I’m sorry I questioned you about her,” she 

admitted.  She stopped talking when I shook my 

head. 

“I know that you hoped that she could be 

redeemed, but Mary, that woman is the same as 

she’s been my whole life.  She wants a quick high.  

I’ve never given them a dime, and I don’t plan on 

doing it now.  She’s not stable, and thankfully my 

father is in prison for another five or so years.  

Hopefully, by then, they will have given up, but I 

doubt it.” 

“I’m sorry that happened to you,” she said.  

“We both had a pretty fucked up childhood, huh?” 

“Yeah,” I paused to squeeze her hand.  “But 

Mary, that will never happen to Ivy.  She’ll be taken 

care of.  I promise you.  If something were to 

happen to us, I’d like to have it legal that Liana and 

Reed be her guardians.” 

“I’d like that,” she admitted with a smile.  

“They’d make great parents…if something should 

happen.” 

I finally pulled her to my chest, “I will do 

everything in my power to make sure it doesn’t.”   

We watched the moon move across the night 

sky for hours and didn’t speak much more on the 

subject.  Mary’s kind words helped motivate me to 

tell her the things that I’d finally released about my 

parents.  It felt good knowing that she didn’t judge 



me for the way I was raised.  Mary loved me for 

who I was, not what I was, like them.  Mary was my 

soul, my heart, my life. 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 



Chapter 14 

 
Mary 

 
“Surprise!” Everyone yelled as Ash came in 

from the garage, David on his heels.  We’d sent 

David and Ash on a bogus run to the warehouse for 

something in storage from the tour.  His wide eyed 

shock almost had me regretting even planning this 

stupid party.  His expression turned a moment later 

into a bright smile and I breathed a sigh of relief. 

“Did you plan this?” he laughed as he 

brought me into his arms.  “I love it, but you are 

getting punished later. I hate surprises.” 

“Oh, you love it.  You’ll be thanking me 

later,” I laughed and kissed the end of his nose. 

Kane, Gabe, the Sullivan’s, Eric and Dallas 

were all in the kitchen waiting with me to wish him 

a happy birthday.  Someone slapped a silly hat on 

his head.  Kane was trying to run his finger through 

the icing on the cake, but Mrs. S stopped him a 

second before he succeeded.   

Gabe tossed him a beer and they clanked the 

bottles together in a silent toast.  Reed and Liana 

had sent a present from their travels; three hand 

carved wooden guitar picks.  The box had arrived 

yesterday and I’d gotten it hidden in one of the 

spare rooms before Ash had gotten out of the 

shower.   

The Sullivan’s had asked me for some of the 

private pictures from the tour, that I’d taken but 

hadn’t release.  They had them matted and framed 

in different sizes; there were five in all, one of the 



each of us.  I was even in there sitting on the stool 

playing my song.  Liana had taken that when she’d 

come to Phoenix.   

Gabe sprung for a new gas grill that was 

already assembled on the back porch.  The thing 

was big enough to grill out for half of an army.  It 

had all the bells and whistles.  There was even a 

remote temperature gauge that sat in the kitchen.   

Kane handed him a square box, no bigger 

than a hardback book.  “What is this?” Ash shook it, 

but the contents didn’t budge.  He tore the paper off 

and underneath was one of those digital picture 

frames.  

“It’s for you to keep on the bus, when we 

tour next year.  You can download all of your 

pictures on it, so you can have the girls with you 

every day.”  Kane nodded and gasped when Ash 

grabbed him up in a huge bear hug. 

“Thanks, man.  That’s perfect.”  It was 

perfect.  Who would’ve thought Kane Maddox had 

a soft side?  

“Here’s mine,” I said, handing him a much 

smaller box. 

Ash pulled me to his lap and carefully tore 

away the paper.  The black velvet box perched in 

his hand; he stared at it thoughtfully.  He flipped the 

lid and smiled widely.  Inside was a silver heavy 

chained monogramed bracelet.  It simply said: 

 

Mary & Ivy 

 

Ash quickly took it out of the packaging and 

handed it to me.  I wrapped it around his left wrist 



and locked the clasp, letting it fall from my fingers.  

It fit perfectly. 

“I love it, thank you,” he said before kissing 

me senseless in front of our family.  

The rest of the evening was spent eating 

cake and ice cream.  Ash promised that he’d cook 

something on his new grill next weekend and that 

everyone was invited.  Eventually everyone went 

home and it was just the two of us for the night. 

 

After they left, I cleaned up in the kitchen 

while Ash was off doing something else.  The house 

was still and calm, only my quiet singing to keep 

me company.  When I started the dishwasher, Ash 

came around the corner and took my hand. 

“Come,” he ordered, but it wasn’t a demand.  

His soft spoken voice hit me at my core and I went 

with him willingly. 

I found the bathroom lights dimmed and the 

tub full of hot bubbly water.  Candles were lit all 

around the room, some right on the edge of the tub.  

I pulled off my clothes and let him help me into the 

water.  I groaned as my tired muscles relaxed in the 

heat. 

I watched as Ash removed his own clothing.  

I didn’t think my heart would ever stop fluttering 

when seeing him naked.  He was just male 

perfection; he was beautiful.  Stepping in behind 

me, he let out the same sound as he fell below the 

water.  He pulled me back onto his chest and let me 

relax into him. 



“I love you,” he whispered as he ran his 

warm calloused hands up my arms, the flesh 

pebbled in their wake. 

“Love you, too,” I replied, my voice 

sounded like a dream.  Ash used the cloth behind 

him to wash me, his touch feather light.  When he 

let the cloth slide from his hands, he used them to 

cup the mounds of my breasts. 

“Are they still tender, like before,” he asked.   

“They’re better,” I smiled as he added the 

right about of pressure to make my nipples stand 

erect for his wandering fingers.  He moaned his 

approval.   

Keeping one hand on my breast, he used his 

right hand to slide down my body, “Open for me, 

angel.” 

I complied by letting my legs fall to the side, 

and my head fell back on his shoulder when his 

strong hands parted the folds of my sex.  His warm 

lips touched the base of my neck and I shivered in 

pleasure.  His finger circled my clit; adding pressure 

with each pass.  I writhed in his hold and he finally 

gave me what I was seeking.  Two large fingers 

entered me slowly, the heel of his palm continued 

the pressure on my clit.   

“I want you to come on my hand, Mary.”  I 

let the sensations crawl up my skin, the pressure in 

my womb increased with the rhythm of his thrusting 

fingers.  My heartbeat rose and the sparks shot out 

across my vision. 

“Ash, please.  Harder,” I begged as I rode 

out my orgasm against his hand.  The water sloshed 



against the side of the tub, some of it hitting the 

floor.   

When I came down, Ash picked me up and 

took me to the bed.  Grabbing a towel somewhere 

along the way, I was hastily dried and the towel was 

tossed to the ground.  I reached for him, pulling him 

to my side.  Rolling him under me, I tossed my leg 

across his waist.  The heat in his emerald gaze told 

me he was okay with me taking control now. 

Without taking him immediately into my 

hand, I leaned forward and captured his lips with 

mine.  The warmth of his sweet breath fluttered 

across my face and I inhaled his scent that was all 

pure male.  I pressed my tongue against his lower 

lip, demanding him to open.  His velvet tongue 

wrapped mine in a delicate dance as I reached 

between us and guided his cock to my awaiting sex. 

I slowly pressed down as he tried to lift his 

hips to gain access to me, but I used a free hand to 

press his hips back down flush with the bed. 

“Slow,” I whispered. 

“No,” he growled.  “Mary, I need to be 

inside you now.” 

Shaking my head, I lifted myself just the 

slightest bit to prove my point.  He was allowing me 

to control this, and I wanted it to last all night.  

Ash’s control was short and he started to shake 

below me. 

“Shh, baby,” I laughed.  Giving him what he 

wanted, I slid down his hard length and finally 

seated myself on him.  Ash’s eyes closed and he 

gripped my hips while I placed my hands on his 

chest, using the leverage to lift myself up slightly 



before bringing myself back down.  I let the 

pleasure take over my movements and my eyes 

closed on their own; my head fell back as I took 

what I needed.   

When he pressed his thumb onto my clit, I 

ground myself deeper onto him, and let the orgasm 

built until it was an explosion waiting to detonate.  

When my sex clenched, Ash couldn’t take it 

anymore and flipped us over, me on my back.  

Lifting my hip with his hand, Ash slammed into me 

with punishing thrust. 

“You feel so good, angel.”  His growl of 

approval sent me over the edge.  My voice left me 

as I escaped into the pleasure of his love making.  

Digging my hands into his shoulders, I let the 

sensations ripple through my body.   

When I came down for the second time, Ash 

rolled me over onto my stomach and entered me 

from behind.  “I want you here,” he said as he used 

the desire on the inside of my thighs to lubricate his 

fingers.  The pressure against my ass was 

welcomed.  It’d been awhile since we’d done this.  

Ash didn’t try it while I was pregnant.  The pressure 

was slightly painful, but very much welcome. 

“More,” I begged.  He didn’t reply as he 

added a third finger in the attempt to prepare me for 

his entry.  The feeling of his cock keeping time with 

his thrust in my ass had another orgasm threatening 

to burst from me.  I fell down on my elbows from 

the exhaustion I was feeling, but I didn’t complain. 

This was the Ash I needed.  The one that 

took control of our lives.  He knew how far to push 

me and what I could or could not take.  My Ash, 



who managed every detail of his life, only letting go 

while in the privacy of our bedroom, and I was the 

one who he trusted inside his life. 

“Are you ready for me,” he growled next to 

my ear now. 

“Ash, you have to fuck me.  I’m going to 

come again.”  I panted with his thrust.  When he 

pulled out of my pussy, I cried out from the loss.  

He squeezed one globe of my ass while he guided 

his cock into the tight entrance of my rear. 

The first inch of him caused a burning 

sensation that was slightly painful, but erotically 

pleasurable.  This always happened when we did 

this, but the wait was worth the effort.  I relaxed and 

that allowed him to bury himself to the hilt.  Ash 

stilled once seated completely inside me. 

The back of my thighs vibrated from the 

pleasure.  The cool air from the vent caused that 

skin to pebble up when it touched the light sheen of 

water on my skin.  Ash used his thumb to stroke at 

that flesh, causing even more bumps to appear in 

the trail his warm hands left behind. 

“Ash, I need…I need to touch myself,” I 

panted with the slow thrust he was giving me. 

“Not your clit,” he purred.  “Not yet.  Put 

your fingers inside that hot pussy of mine.” 

I complied and sighed from the relief when I 

was able to feel him moving through the thin layer 

of tissue between us.  I found a rhythm that matched 

his, but I needed more.  I needed release. 

“Ash,” I cried out softly.   

“No,” he demanded.  “You will come with 

me when I’m ready.  I want to feel your muscles 



clamping down on my cock when I take you all the 

way in this perfect ass.  Don’t you come, Mary, 

until I tell you to, understand?” 

I mumbled something unintelligible, and 

Ash used the flat of his hand to smack the skin of 

my ass.  He’d never hit me before and at first I 

didn’t know how to take his actions.  When the burn 

registered in my brain, I knew that I liked it. 

“More,” I growled.  When he hit me the next 

time, it was in a different spot, just above the 

pebbled skin on my upper thigh.  When he switched 

to the other side, I almost came undone.  I felt my 

own sex clamp down on my fingers.  Ash felt it too 

because his cock jumped inside my ass and I knew 

that he was holding on by a thread, just as I was. 

“I’m going to come in your ass, Mary.  Are 

you ready for that?”  He said this as he leaned over 

my back, rutting into me like a wild animal.  My 

voice was absent and all I could do is nod, and push 

my hips back to tell him it was okay. 

I wanted to feel him lose control inside my 

most intimate area.  An area that only Ash had 

claimed.  He was marking me, taking what was his.  

Ash’s animalistic behavior was surprisingly hot, 

and I pushed my own fingers deeper inside myself, 

trying to get that much needed release. 

“Do you want to touch your clit,” he asked. 

“Yes, please,” I begged, with a voice this 

time. 

“Do it, now, Mary,” he growled, his own 

voice didn’t sound like his own.  He was a man 

possessed.  Possessed with his wife.   



I pressed the heel of my hand against my clit 

and let the pressure take me over.  Out of all the 

orgasms Ash had given me since we’d first had sex, 

this was the biggest.  My voice was aligned with 

this incredible so-fucking-good chemistry about to 

burst forth in an amazing orgasm I’d only read 

about in those women’s magazines. 

I didn’t have to tell him that I was coming, 

he knew, and he took control.  His fingers sunk 

deeply into my thighs as he groaned his impending 

orgasm.  The first jets of his come hit inside me 

fiercely.   I could feel his pulsating cock buried 

deep inside my ass.  He didn’t stop thrusting until 

his body was spent. 

Pulling out slowly, Ash rolled to his side 

and pulled me with him.  My body was used and 

spent by our love making.  He brought me up, 

against his chest.  A little while later, I was 

awakened to a warm cloth between my legs. 

“Just cleaning you up, then you can go back 

to sleep, angel,” he whispered in the dark. 

I didn’t ask any questions and let the 

softness of the bed and the aroma of our night take 

me into a dreamless sleep. 

 

Ash 
 

The night turned into day entirely too soon.  

I woke early and was relieved to still have Mary in 

my arms.  She was sound asleep, her face relaxed in 

her slumber.  Her soft breathing was like music to 

my ears.  I moved my hand over her now flat 

stomach and thought about when we’d have our 



next child.  I still wanted a house full of children, 

and I knew that she wanted more children 

eventually.  The caveman in me wanted to start 

trying for a son as soon as possible. 

My admission of what my parents had done 

to me helped clear some of the hate I had for them.  

I’d kept it bottled up inside for far too long.  Mary’s 

gentle understanding, and the fact that she didn’t 

hate me, helped more than I think she will ever 

know.  I had a feeling that she’d deliver me from 

the evil of my past, and I’m grateful that I was right. 

This next year would be a growing 

experience for us as a family.  I planned on taking 

them to wherever Mary wanted to go.  She’d 

expressed interest in seeing haunted castles overseas 

before we found out she was pregnant and couldn’t 

go with us after Ivy was born.  Maybe we’d start in 

Scotland and travel Europe alone for a few months.  

We had time to do those things now. 

I kissed the back of her bare shoulder and 

smiled when she moaned in her sleep.  My hand 

drifted up from her stomach, over her ribs, to take 

one of her heavy breast into my hand.  I rolled her 

nipple until its rosy peak was tight from my touch.   

“Ash,” she rasped my name, and my cock 

flared to life.  It wanted back inside her.  Hell, I 

wanted to crawl under her skin.   

“Angel,” I whispered into her ear.  “Are you 

going to wake up some time today?”  She rolled 

over onto her back and opened one eye.  I laughed 

at her expression.  

“No,” she pouted. 

“Ivy’s not up yet,” I returned her pout. 



Her eyes opened with recognition as to what 

I was asking.  She kissed my chin and rolled over 

until we were chest to chest, her hardened nipples 

pressed against my skin.  She threw one leg over 

my hips and I rotated myself so that she could feel 

my desire against her belly. 

“I was thinking,” she said. 

“And what were you thinking,” I asked. 

“I was wondering if we could do what we 

did last night,” she smiled.  

I didn’t have to be told twice.  My wife 

wanted a morning filled with me making love to 

her.  This was my happy place, with Mary in my 

arms panting my name. 

I loved her with everything I had and she’d 

given me a daughter. 

And right now, I was going to try for a son. 

 

 

The End………. 
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