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Dedication: 

 

 

Nathaniel “Nastyy Nate” Mullins: 

 

 

For the crazy way we met! 

 

Standing front row at a concert, ready to rock out to 

some new band I’d only heard of once, I saw you walk 

on stage.   My brow furrowed because you looked like 

my Kane.  You really looked like my Kane.  At first, I 

thought I was seeing things, but then the music 

started…. 

 

Out of a weird conversation, blossomed a friendship. 

Thank you, forever! 

 

 

Disclaimer: 
 

This book is a work of fiction.  Any resemblance to any person, 

living or dead is purely coincidental.  The names of people, places, 

things, songs, bands are all created from the author’s mind and are 

only used for entertainment.  Credit is given to any real life band or 

song within the book. 

 

This Book/eBook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. 

If you would like to share this book with another person, please 

purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this 

book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use 

only, then please return to the publisher/retailer and purchase your 

own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author. 

 

This Book/eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. The 

material within is for mature audiences ages 18 and older. 
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Chapter 1 
 

Kane 
 

Glory Days was about to head out on tour.  

Finally!  I understood the need for Mary and Ash to be 

all lovey-dovey and shit with Ivy, their baby, but damn, 

this year between tours was killing me.  I needed to be 

out on the road. 

Everything was back to normal in our little fold.  

Well, about as normal as you could call our clan.  We all 

had some type of misfit syndrome going on, so none of 

us could be called ‘normal’, because we all had issues. 

Mine were just a little bit stranger than the others.  

I looked like a damn freak, and of course, I really didn’t 

fucking care.  My tattoos were my warning signals for 

people to stay the hell away from me.  I liked my inner 

crowd and didn’t care much for outsiders, but if you 

were close to me, then I’d give you my one hundred 

percent.   

“Hey,” Mary said, coming up beside me.  

“Where’s Ash?”  She was holding their baby girl, who 

was about to turn a year old.  Ivy Nicole Martin was the 

most adorable baby I’d ever seen, even after she came 

out all scrunched up and red from Mary’s vajayjay.  It 

took weeks before that child looked anything near 

human.  Of course, when I asked Mary why she looked 

that way, I just got slapped in the back of the head and 

told I needed to use my filter.  Whatever that meant. 

“I think he’s around back somewhere.”  She 

frowned and looked around, but Ash was nowhere to be 

found.  I just shrugged and held out my arms. 

Ivy leaned away from her mom and held her hands 

up for me to take her, those tiny fist making a grabbing 

motion.  Mary sighed happily and let me have my little 

niece.  Man, she was adorable with her blonde curls and 

big green eyes.  Ash griped all the time about getting her 

a damn chastity belt when the girl turned twelve.   
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“Hey beautiful,” I smiled and kissed her soft 

cheeks.  Man, if kids didn’t scare the hell out of me, I’d 

have a slew of them, just so I could smell their sweet 

scent all the time.  I started hopping around with Ivy, she 

giggled at me.  I was totally wrapped around her finger 

from the first time I held her.  If Ash didn’t get her one 

of those belts, I sure as hell would. 

“Kane,” Mary growled.  “Don’t drop her!” 

“I won’t!” I yelled as I ran up on the stage.  It was 

time to teach this girl how to play a real instrument.  

“You ready for your daily lesson, girly?”  We were back 

in the old warehouse prepping the set for our upcoming 

show.  Today we were doing a trial run, and since we 

were still waiting on Gabe to get here, I used that time to 

spoil this baby just a little longer, and to give Mary a 

break.  

When Ivy giggled and tried to pinch the skull 

tattoo on my forearm, I handed her the sticks and let her 

beat the hell out of the drum in from of me.  It killed Ash 

that she was more interested in the drums than the guitar, 

but as soon as he’d sing all bets were off.  She was a 

daddy’s girl through and through. 

“K….K…Kaaaa,” she gurgled on my lap.  

Bang…Bang…Bang.   

I grabbed a stick and tried to beat out something 

that sounded like music while Ivy laughed and bounced 

up and down on my knee.   

Movement on my right had me looking up to the 

father of the child on my lap.  Ash was a force and one 

of my best friends.  Ivy didn’t see her daddy coming, 

because she was too busy spitting on my arm.   

Ash picked up a microphone and started singing a 

lullaby.  Ivy dropped the stick and wiggled out of my 

arms.  She held her arms up in the air and stumbled over 

to Ash saying, “Da…Da…Daaaaa!” 

“Hey Little M,” he laughed and scooped her up 

into his arms.  That man was a complete pussy when it 

came to his girls.  I couldn’t blame him though.  If I had 
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two amazing women in my life, like Mary and Ivy, I’d 

be a complete and utter wuss too. 

My phone rang in my pocket, and I frowned when 

I saw it was my cousin Coraline.  She’d told me not to 

call her until she was due to show up for work.  So, what 

the hell was she doing calling me? 

“Hey,” I answered.  “What’s wrong?” 

“Nothing’s wrong,” she giggled.  “I need to ask 

you a favor.” 

“Shoot,” I replied. 

“I have a friend...” 

“No,” I cut her off.  I didn’t hire ‘friends’. 

“Listen Kane,” she growled.  “I need help.  It kills 

me to admit it, but you guys keep getting bigger and 

bigger every damn tour and I need help.  My friend has 

run stage set up for years with other bands and she’d be 

a really huge help for me.” 

“Ah, Cora,” I moaned.  “You know how I feel 

about this?”  I didn’t like new people and roadies were 

always weird anyway. 

“You’ll love her,” she begged.  “I promise” 

“Coraline,” I growled. 

“Please,” she pleaded into the phone.  I never 

could tell her no, even when we were children.   

“She has a three week trial period.  If she even 

breathes on me wrong, she’s gone.”  I turned on my seat 

and watched as Mary came up to take Ivy from Ash.  

Gabe must finally be here.   

“Thank you, Kane.  You won’t regret it,” she 

clapped into the phone and I just shook my head.  This 

girl better work her ass off just as hard as Coraline did, 

or I’d fire them both.  Well, not Coraline, because she 

was just awesome at what she did. 

Gabe finally showed up and we got down to the 

rehearsals.  I just hoped that Coraline didn’t put me in a 

situation I wasn’t going to be able to handle. 

 

 



9 

 

Delilah 
 

“He said yes,” I asked into the phone. 

“He said yes,” she replied.  I couldn’t believe it.  I 

finally found my way out of Seattle, and this shithole 

apartment.  My last job had been with my now ex-

boyfriends band, and I wanted to never, ever think about 

shacking up with a rockstar again.  He was a loser and a 

prick.  I’d finally gotten away from his multi-million 

dollar house on the water.  This rent-by-the-week studio 

apartment wasn’t much, but at least it was mine. 

“When can I come out to LA?” I asked.  “I’ve got 

to get out of here.”  Coraline Maddox was my best and 

only friend, and she knew what was going on. The 

fuckwad of an ex sent his goons to bully me into coming 

back, but I’d gotten pretty good at hiding from them.  

Except for recently, but I wasn’t going to tell Cora that. 

“Whenever you’re ready,” she said.  I took that 

opening and ran for it. 

“Tonight?” 

“Um, yeah,” she said.  “You can crash here until 

we leave.” 

“Thanks, Cora.  You’re a lifesaver,” I sighed.   

“I’ll be there as soon as I can get the next flight out.”   

“Is everything okay, Delilah,” she asked.   

“Yeah,” I feigned stupid.  “Just eager to work, and 

to get out of town.  He’s not happy.” 

“Yeah, girl.  I want you out of there too.” 

We hung up, and I dialed the airline while I tossed 

what little clothes I had into my suitcase.  Thankfully, 

I’d moved around a lot over the past seven years to 

know what to keep and what would just weigh me down.  

I’d be on tour for at least four months with Glory Days, 

and the income was enough to keep me living 

comfortable for the following six after we got back 

home. 

Home. 
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I didn’t have a home to go to.  Maybe I’d find 

someplace that fit me while we were traveling this fall.   

I was different than most girls.  My hair had 

always stood out, being long and jet black, and the fact 

that I was tattooed over seventy percent of my body 

didn’t help me stay in the shadows either.  Most guys 

liked my rocker chick look, but I didn’t really care what 

they thought.  I liked the way I look.  Even if most of my 

tattoos were to cover up scars from my past. 

Luck was on my side, and there was a flight to Los 

Angeles leaving in two hours.  I called for a cab and 

didn’t waste time getting the hell out of Seattle.  If I ever 

saw that place again, it’d be too soon. 

I closed the window screen by my seat on the 

plane.  I didn’t want to see the lights of Seattle fade in 

the distance.  I didn’t want to be reminded of the hell I’d 

been put through over the past two years by the hands of 

a rockstar.  He was a monster.  Even his goons liked to 

rough me up a little when they’d find me and pressure 

me into coming back to his place.  I didn’t want to say 

his name; to give him the satisfaction of hearing it fall 

from my lips. 

I tried to close my eyes and sleep, but the 

pounding in my head kept me awake.  I asked the flight 

attendant for a water and took four Motrin for the pain 

behind my ear.  I reached up and felt the rigid bumps 

where they’d sewed my scalp back together after he’d 

cracked a vodka bottle over my head one night.  He had 

been mad, and I was his outlet. 

Forgetting, or at least trying too, I closed my eyes, 

and by the time we landed at LAX, my headache was 

gone.  My dear friend Coraline Maddox was waiting for 

me by the baggage claim. 

“You look so good,” she beamed at me.   

“Thanks,” I squeezed her now bigger muscles.  

“Your cousin’s been working you hard, I see.” 

She waved off my hand with a goofy laugh.  She 

was really tiny, but the girl was stout.  She was stronger 
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than an ox and had a personality to kill for.  Cora was 

damn near perfect. 

“Just wait till you see this set they’ve designed.  

It’s massive.  I’m talking four times as many lights and 

television screens.  I’m going to have to retire by the 

time I’m twenty-five, or they’ll run me into the ground.”  

She grabbed my huge suit case and wheeled it out into 

the parking garage to her little Honda Civic.  We 

crammed the suitcase in the trunk and off we went.   

She had some nice digs in LA, and I was happy 

that she had a spare room for me to use for the next week 

before we left.  The further away from Seattle we got, 

the better I’d feel.   

“You want to see the tour schedule,” Cora asked 

from the kitchen where she was pouring herself a glass 

of juice. 

“Sure,” I said as I dropped onto her overstuffed 

leather couch.  God, this thing was comfortable.  I 

wouldn’t mind sleeping here instead. 

“We’ve been to most of these places before.  I’ll 

tell you about each one and what the set up will be like, 

if you’ve never set up at any of them.”  She thrust a 

folded piece of paper into my hand and sat down beside 

me.  I unfolded the paper and felt my shoulders relax.  

We were starting on the East Coast, before working our 

way back toward California.  Seattle was on the list but 

it was months away, and hopefully by then he would 

have gotten a clue that I wasn’t his anymore. 

“Look, I have a photo shoot in New York on this 

week,” I said pointing to the paper.  “It’s only a day 

shoot, and it looks like we are on a three day break 

between Atlantic City and Philly.  They don’t mind if I 

disappear for a day, right?” 

“Naw,” she drawled.  “As long as you are there for 

tear down and back before it’s time to set up in Philly, I 

don’t see a problem with it.” 

“Cool,” I smiled.  This was good.  The money I 

made from the magazine spreads helped keep me afloat 
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sometimes, but because of some recent altercations with 

the ex, I wasn’t appropriate for photos.  The bruises were 

too visible and makeup just couldn’t cover them.  Since I 

posed damn near naked for the tattoo magazines that 

hired me, I needed to have perfect skin.  Well, the skin 

that wasn’t covered by the tattoos. 

“So,” she began.  “Do you want to talk about it?” 

“Not really,” I turned up my nose, rubbing the scar 

behind my ear. 

“I don’t want you to worry, D.  You’ll be safe with 

us.  He won’t get to you.”  She sat down and pulled me 

close.  I rested my head on her shoulder and sighed 

heavily.  Cora ran her fingers through my hair and traced 

the ridge of the scar.  “I could kill him for what he did to 

you.” 

“Me too,” I sniffled.  “I’m sorry you had to run out 

at the end of the tour.” 

“When you called me from the hospital, we had 

just finished up the last show.  Ash and Kane saw me 

talking to you and demanded to know what was going 

on.” 

“You…you didn’t tell them, did you,” I gasped.  I 

didn’t want anyone knowing what only Cora and I knew.  

It made me look weak, and I wasn’t weak.  I’d just made 

a bad choice and now I’d have to deal with it. 

“No!  Of course not!  I told them I had a friend 

with guy trouble and it wasn’t anything for them to 

worry about.”  I accepted her answer and leaned forward 

on the couch.  She patted my knee and got up to leave.  

“I’m going to bed.  Sleep in as long as you want.  We 

don’t have to be anywhere tomorrow.” 

She kissed the top of my head, and I followed her 

back to the bedrooms.  We parted ways, and I crawled 

into the guest bed, pulling the covers up over my 

shoulders.  This bed was more comfortable than the 

overstuffed couch in the living room.  I could get use to 

this place.  With the comfort, also came the memories of 

that night. 
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That night I called Coraline, I’d been planning on 

getting away, and had made the mistake of preplanning 

where I’d escape too.  He had his security detail 

following me, and I’d thought I was in the clear when I 

went to talk to this lady about an apartment for rent. 

By the time I’d returned to his place, he’d already 

started drinking.  Most of his band members were there, 

along with about thirty other women I didn’t know.  His 

devilish scowl followed me as I ducked my head and 

walked toward the bedroom. 

At least I had my own room when I was forced to 

stay with him.  In the beginning, he was a charmer, and 

very kind.  After months of being in love, or so I 

thought, he became demanding, almost territorial toward 

me.  The lifestyle we lived was different, but he soon 

forgot how that worked. 

Being a rising rockstar, he took fame a little too 

far.  The late night parties, and the drinking, then the 

drugs, became a daily thing.  There were times I was 

afraid to be there with him, and even with the comments 

he’d make in front of others, I knew something was 

changing in him. 

At first, if I didn’t do the things he wanted me to 

do, he’d backhand me.  Shortly after that, I tried to leave 

in the middle of the night, but was quickly found by his 

people.  They’d bring me back, and the abuse continued.  

Then it got worse. 

The day I’d gone to talk to the woman about a 

place to rent, I was followed by his second hand guy, 

Charles.  When I walked in the door, Charles had 

already told him what I’d planned.  The things he did to 

me that day still caused an ache in my bones that would 

probably never go away.  By dinner, he was vibrating 

with anger.  I sat on the couch to untie my shoes when it 

happened. 

An excruciating pain like nothing I’d ever felt 

bloomed behind my ear.  I immediately lost my vision, 

but I felt the warm stickiness of blood oozing out of my 
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head.  Voices screamed next to my body as I slumped to 

the floor. 

I found out later, that he’d taken an empty vodka 

bottle to my head.  Once I was on the floor, and 

thankfully unconscious, he proceeded to kick and punch 

my body until one of his guards pulled him off of me. 

I was dumped at the hospital, and when I finally 

woke up, the nurses and doctors asked who I was and if I 

had any family.  My family didn’t want me, so the only 

person I knew to call was Coraline.  She was at my side 

the next day.  My best friend had to find me a place to 

live, and get it somewhat furnished so that when I was 

released from the hospital I’d have a safe place to 

recover.   

Cora, bless her heart, stayed with me for months.  

She bathed me, fed me when I couldn’t, and basically 

took over my care until the bones healed and the bruises 

faded.  The scars were covered up with a few new 

tattoos after that.  Granted it was hard to do, because 

scars don’t like the ink, but we managed to find some 

really awesome designs that did the trick.  Now, only if 

you ran your hands over them would you know anything 

was there. 

She’d begged me to come back to Los Angeles 

with her, but I just couldn’t leave Seattle yet.  She yelled 

and cried until I promised to come, only if I could find 

work there.  Her cousin’s band Glory Days was about to 

strike out on tour, and since I had plenty of experience 

setting up lights, the way Coraline does, she asked Kane 

if I could come help her.   

Thankfully, he said yes.  Now, here I am, away 

from the abuse and starting a new life for myself.  

Hopefully, I can use this time to focus on the direction I 

want my life to go.  If he ever found me, I was afraid he 

wouldn’t stop his anger, until I was dead. 
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Chapter 2 
 

Kane 
 

“So, who’s this woman that Coraline hired to help 

her,” Gabe asked from the backseat of the SUV we were 

riding in over to the warehouse.  Practice started early 

today, because Ash was taking Mary to San Diego for 

the weekend.  We were leaving early on Monday for 

Jacksonville.  The buses were going to leave in the 

morning, and after our practice today, all of the 

equipment would be packed up as well.  It would be life 

on the road again for the next four and a half glorious 

months.  The excitement inside of me could not be 

contained.   

“Yeah,” I scowled.  “She said this girl knows what 

she’s doing, and I trust her, but I don’t know about 

hiring new help.” I shivered at the thought.   

“You really need to loosen up,” Gabe nudged my 

shoulder to get me out of the Escalade.  We’d arrived at 

the location and everyone was in a hurry to get practice 

over so that we could have the weekend to ourselves. 

“I know,” I pinched the bridge of my nose, my 

knee bouncing uncontrollably.  “They’re supposed to be 

here later, to help pack up.  Hopefully, I can meet this 

girl before we get on the road.” 

“I hope she’s hot,” Gabe raised a brow.   

“You would,” I rolled my eyes.   

We found Ash and Reed already inside.  Mary was 

chasing Ivy across the warehouse.  They were coming 

toward us quickly.  I scooped up the baby and kissed her 

cheek.  Mary, looking exhausted, stopped when she got 

to me. 

“Thanks,” she panted.  “A few weeks ago, she was 

learning to walk.  Today, she learned to run!” 

“Who’s keeping her while you and Ash take your 

little trip this weekend?” I asked. 
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“David offered,” she frowned.  “Why?” 

“I was going to offer,” I shrugged. 

“Thanks Kane,” she kissed my cheek and took the 

baby from my arms.  “But you need to take it easy this 

weekend, you’ve got a lot coming up.  I want you rested 

and ready for the tour.  Ivy would run you into the 

ground by tomorrow.” 

Ash whistled to get our attention, and I left them 

to get in my place behind my other home.  Playing the 

drums was my outlet when I was a teenager.  My band 

teacher in ninth grade persuaded me to play, after he’d 

caught me smoking weed out behind the gym.  At that 

time, I’d already taken myself off the medication to keep 

my hyperactivity down, and the weed was a good 

substitute.  Instead of telling on me, I was sentenced to 

three months of cleaning the band room after school.  

One day he saw me staring at the set in the classroom.  

He’d asked me if I knew how to play, and after I said no, 

my punishment turned into lessons. 

When my very religious parents found out, they 

were furious.  Being a rockstar to them was just as bad 

as worshiping the devil.  My teenage rebellion kicked in, 

and I continued playing out of spite.  I made it through 

high school, clean and sober, and with almost straight 

A’s.  After meeting Ash and Reed, the rest was history.  

My parents still hate what I do, but swear they love me 

anyway.  The tattoos embarrass them, but to me, they 

signify who I am. 

We played every song on the set and even a few 

silly songs for Ivy.  Liana sat in the corner working on 

her laptop.  She’d be traveling with us on this tour since 

she was working on our biography.  Liana’s goal was to 

make enough money to start opening up women’s 

shelters all over the place, starting with ones in areas 

who needed them the most.  Since her attack, she’d used 

her trauma to fight for others who had nothing.  I was all 

about helping her with the starter money, and so was 

Ash, but she wanted to do this on her own, and we 
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respected that.  Ash was able to purchase her first shelter 

up in Northern California as a wedding gift, but the 

anonymous donations she would be receiving, we knew 

nothing about them.   

Nope, not a thing.  

Finally, everyone put down their instruments and 

headed toward the cooler full of water.  Mary and Ash 

said quick goodbyes and left with David and Ivy.  I saw 

Coraline moving some cases, and I walked over when 

she stopped to take her own break.  She hadn’t changed 

much since I’d last seen her.  Her pixie like black hair 

and hazel eyes said she was related to me.  Our fathers 

were brothers, and we had been inseparable since 

forever.  Even though I’m seven years older than her, 

she’s always been my closest friend, and I looked at her 

more like a sister than a cousin. 

“Hey,” I said, wrapping her in a warm hug.  “I 

missed you.” 

“Eww, Kane,” she growled, pushing me away.  

“You’re all sweaty.” 

“So where’s this help you hired,” I asked, ignoring 

her statement. 

“Delilah’s around here somewhere.  I think she’s 

labeling the light cases out back, before they go on the 

big truck.”  I smiled at her friend’s name.  It sounded 

sexy as hell.   

The big truck, which was an eighteen wheeler, had 

started loading about an hour ago, while we were 

practicing.  The crew was already tearing down our 

makeshift stage in the warehouse.  

I figured I’d go try to find this new hire and at 

least make the effort to be nice.  “What does she look 

like?  I’ll go introduce myself.” 

“You can’t miss her,” Coraline raised a tiny brow 

in amusement.  I didn’t understand why she was doing 

that, so I shrugged and walked away.  I laughed when 

Cora called after me, “She’s the one with the clipboard.” 
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Heading toward the back door, I looked around for 

a girl with a clipboard and frowned.  We had a few 

women on our crew, but I already knew them.  So, I just 

needed to find an unfamiliar face in the crowd.   

When I stepped out into the sun, I was blinded, not 

by the brightness of the light, but by the beauty across 

the parking lot.  She was standing there, pointing up into 

the back of the truck, with the clipboard in her hand.  

Long black hair was secured at her neck in a loose 

ponytail.  She was taller than Coraline, and from the 

view I had, she wasn’t small, nor was she big.  This girl, 

Delilah, was built for sex; all soft curves and large 

breasts.  When she turned away, I noticed her ass was 

bountiful and perfect for my firm hand.  My cock 

responded with immediate interest.  I had to adjust 

myself from the pinch of pain in my pants as it reached 

out for the beauty in front of me. 

The most astounding and glorious sight were all of 

the tattoos drawn beautifully across her tanned skin.  Her 

right arm was covered from her shoulder down to the top 

of her hand.  The ocean flowed up her arm with white 

tipped waves and flowers intertwined to look like they 

were being tossed around in a storm. 

She wore skinny jeans and a ripped up Shinedown 

concert shirt.  A tight black tank top underneath peaked 

out from the sides that were slit, and she wore a pair of 

military style combat boots that made me want to eat 

her.  Her ears were pierced multiple times, and when she 

finally turned, where I could see her face, my knees 

threatened to buckle. 

Her lips were full and the nose ring on the left side 

sparkled in the sunlight.  Her eyes were such a light 

hazel color, that they appeared fake.  They matched my 

own.  She looked like a walking wet dream and for a 

minute, I almost turned away before I came in my jeans. 

The truck driver jumped down and came up to her, 

getting a little too close.  I frowned when she stiffened 

and stepped back from the offending man.  My feet were 
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moving before I knew what I was doing.  He was saying 

something to her that made her a little uncomfortable, 

and from the way his eyes roamed over her, I figured it 

wasn’t polite. 

“Everything alright over here,” I growled, coming 

up beside her.  She gasped softly and stepped aside, the 

driver shook his head and walked away without saying 

anything else. 

“Yes, sir,” she smiled softly.  “Everything is fine.” 

“Sir,” I laughed.  “My father is a sir, but I assure 

you that I am not.”   

“Sorry,” she blushed and ducked her head, 

pushing a stray lock of hair behind her ear. 

“Are you Delilah,” I asked. 

She nodded and held out her hand, “Nice to meet 

you, Kane.”  Her hand was soft and small.  My body 

jolted when we touched.  I swear, in that moment, that I 

could feel her all the way down to my soul.  

So, she knew my name already then. “Nice to 

meet you, too.  Is there anything I can help you with?”  

The idea that I’d love to help her into a pair of 

handcuffs, locked to my bed, caused my cock to tighten 

in my jeans again.  I bet she’d respond nicely to my 

attentions.  

“Um, no.  I think we have everything,” she looked 

a little shocked that I’d ask such a thing.   

“So,” I drawled, turning on my charm.  I leaned 

my arm up on the back of the truck and smiled my most 

wicked smile.  “What are you doing tonight?” 

“Going home,” she scowled.  “Don’t even try it, 

because it will never happen.”  She turned and walked 

away from me.  She counted the cases on the ground and 

checked off the list on her clipboard. 

“Why not,” I asked, almost sounding like a child.  

Damn, she was ignoring me and I didn’t like it.  Usually, 

women fell all over me whenever I showed just the right 

amount of interest.  Most women were lucky that I even 

gave them the time of day.  Everyone has basic needs in 
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life, and I had a scratch that needed to be itched when it 

came to this new hire. 

“I don’t date, go to dinner, have drinks, or 

anything else with rockstars,” she growled and flinched 

away from me when I moved closer.  She kept her 

distance, like she didn’t want to be touched. 

“Why not, kitten,” I repeated my question.   

“I just don’t,” she tossed her ponytail to the other 

side.  “You’re all trouble.” 

“Fine,” I huffed and turned for the warehouse.  I 

needed to head home anyway.  That woman was 

frustrating as hell, and it made me want her even more.  I 

adjusted my rock hard erection and prayed that a long 

ass shower, with my hand, would relieve some of the 

pressure. 

I was betting, this tour would be filled with a lot of 

long, cold showers.  My hand was going to get a healthy 

workout. 

 

Delilah 
 

Stupid! Stupid! Stupid! I chastised myself for even 

talking to the drummer for Glory Days.  I was here only 

to do a job.  This job was my out, because I had to get 

away from him.  Coraline hired me on to hang stage 

lighting and not to get all hot and bothered over her 

cousin. 

Kane Maddox was a ton better looking in person 

than he was on television.  I’d admit that he was 

definitely a sexy piece of drummer man meat.  That 

spiked blonde hair that he’d had for a few years was now 

grown out some, and his natural dark brown, almost 

black, hair flopped over his brow.  He’d cut the blonde 

out and damn if he didn’t look amazing.  The fact that 

he’d buzzed off the sides, caused my sex to swell and 

pulse just imagining my fingers running over the smooth 

sides.  Tattoos adorned the entire length of his arms and 

even his hands were covered.  His neck had an intricate 
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scrollwork all the way around in black.  Something 

about it made me want to trace the lines with my tongue. 

He called me ‘kitten’.  I’d never been called any 

type of endearment, not even by my fucked up parents.  

Well, my father called me ‘baby’, and I hated it!  The 

way Kane’s eyes softened when he said ‘kitten’ made 

my girl parts quiver in ways I didn’t think would ever 

happen for me again. 

Thankfully, Kane was gone when I finally finished 

with the checklist and was sure everything was secured 

on the truck.  After locking it up, I headed out to find 

Coraline.  

“Hey,” she smiled warmly.  “How was your first 

day?” 

“It was great.  Everything is loaded and accounted 

for.”  

We were interrupted when my phone rang from 

my pocket.  My heart froze in my chest when I looked at 

the screen.  It was him, Dakota.  Sweat beaded up on my 

forehead and panic set in as I held the offending phone 

out toward Cora. 

“I…I can’t answer it,” I cried.  “He can’t know 

where I am, Cora.  He just can’t!”  She took the phone 

from me and silenced it before slipping it into her back 

pocket.  Her hands grasped my upper arms, and I knew 

she was saying something, but the terror had me deaf. 

“Delilah,” she growled repeatedly.  “He’s not 

going to find you.  I promise.  We won’t let him do this 

anymore.  You have to calm down, now!”  She was 

right.  I didn’t have my medicine with me, and a full 

blown panic attack on my first day of work would be 

disastrous. 

“I’m sorry,” I heaved a calming breath.  

“It’s nothing for you to be sorry about,” she said 

taking my hand and dragging me toward the back of the 

warehouse, where her car was parked. 

When we walked out the back door, I 

automatically searched my surroundings, like I always 
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did while I lived in Seattle.  Most of the time his goons 

would be watching me from a parked car.  Sometimes 

they would be bold enough to be standing by my car. 

The only car left in the parking lot was a silver 

Audi in a slot two spaces down from where we were 

parked.  Loud music was thumping from the inside, and 

I stiffened.  Freezing in place, I didn’t know who it was.  

Everyone was gone, but this lone car was here.  Was it 

Dakota? 

Sweat beaded up on my lip, my hands trembled at 

my side.  He was here for me.  Or was it his men?  They 

were going to take me back. 

When the door cracked open, I took a step back 

and prepared myself for an escape.  I’d run this time.  I’d 

come too far to go back now.  He wouldn’t get me back 

in his clutches. 

“Delilah,” Cora reached me for me, but I flinched 

back.  I saw her look toward the car and scowl.  When it 

swung open wide, I almost collapsed on the hard 

pavement.  It wasn’t him.  It was Kane Maddox. 

His long legs unfolded out of the vehicle, concern 

etched on his face.  The blood raged through my ears, 

and for a moment, I couldn’t hear anything going on 

around me as my body reacted to the panic attack I 

almost threw myself into, yet again. 

“What the hell is going on?  Are you okay,” he 

demanded as he walked up.  “Cora, what’s wrong with 

her?” 

“Nothing’s wrong with her,” Coraline growled.  

“We were just going home.”   

Kane scowled, and our eyes locked.  The fire in 

his beautiful hazel eyes told me he knew something was 

amiss.  How could he figure it out so easily?  I knew this 

because his eyes were like windows to his soul.  I could 

read him like an open book.  Most of the time, I couldn’t 

tell what others were thinking, but with Kane Maddox, it 

was so simple and easy.  
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I was afraid he’d expose me to Dakota.  They 

were, after all, fellow rockstars.  Didn’t they all stick to 

some guy code?  If he found out that Dakota thought I 

belonged to him, would he send me back? 

I wouldn’t go back.  I’d kill myself before I ever 

let that happen. 

“I’m fine,” I said shakily and turned for the car.  

When I heard the locks release, I dove inside and 

buckled my seatbelt.  Coraline didn’t say anything else 

to her cousin and got into the car.  She started it up and 

took us home. 

My phone rang again, and I screamed in 

frustration.  The damn thing was still in Cora’s pocket.  

She pulled it out and silenced it, before tossing it in the 

back seat.  “You are getting a new phone and phone 

number tomorrow.  He could track you on that thing.” 

Fear seized my chest.  I hadn’t thought about that.  

Scrambling onto my knees, I tried several times before I 

was able to hold the thing without thinking it was on 

fire.  Rolling down the window, I tossed the phone out 

and sighed when I saw it shatter into a million pieces on 

the highway. 

“That’s one way to do it too,” Cora chuckled. 

“God, that felt good!” I laughed.   

I just had to get on that bus tomorrow and head to 

Florida.  That was the exact opposite side of the country.  

I would be able to breathe, for once, without always 

watching my back.   

 

Equipped with a new cell phone, and number, 

Cora and I headed to the buses early, so that we could 

leave by eight that morning.  We’d have a bus of our 

own that trailed the Glory Days bus.  We’d be sharing it 

with the regular crew, which included two more women 

and four men. 

I’d wondered if any of the band would be there 

this morning, but didn’t want to specifically ask where 



24 

 

Kane was.  Thankfully, she told me that none of them 

were expected to show up.  

Last night, I laid in bed thinking of the sexy as hell 

drummer with the wide array of tattoos.  Needless to say, 

I didn’t sleep at all, because I kept hearing his voice in 

my head, calling me ‘kitten’.  Something about the 

drummer called to me, but I quickly shot it down, 

because I knew that any relationship with a rockstar just 

didn’t work.  I’d tried that once, and swore I’d never do 

it again.   

There were two buses sitting in front of the 

eighteen wheeler, their engines running.  Cora said that 

even though we’d be leaving today for Florida, the band 

would meet us there on Monday.  The idea that one of 

those buses was my freedom caused me to vibrate with 

excitement.   

Grabbing my two bags from the trunk of Cora’s 

car, we made our way to the bus and tossed my suitcase 

in the undercarriage.  I slung the carry-on bag over my 

shoulder, looking up at the huge silver home on wheels.  

The breathtaking smile that lit up my face caused my 

cheeks to hurt. 

This was it!  My ride to freedom.  Dakota couldn’t 

hurt me now.  I’d be too far away for him to touch me.  

As long as I kept my head down and didn’t get noticed 

by anyone, I should be just fine. 

“You girls ready,” an older guy said from the 

doors of the bus.   

“Yes, Cal,” Cora waved, then turned toward me.  

“That’s Cal.  He’s our driver.  You’ll like him.  Come 

on!” 

I followed her up the steps and stopped for the 

introductions.  Cal was probably in his forties and had a 

sleeve of fresh tattoos.  It looked like he adored half-

naked women and all things Vegas.  I smiled warmly at 

him. 

“Ms. Delilah Ford,” he laughed.  “I’ve seen your 

work.  Very nice to meet you.” 
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“Same to you, Cal,” I gritted through my teeth.  So 

much for not being recognized.  “That’s my other job.  

Now, I’m a light tech.” 

“Well,” he smiled warmly.  “Don’t let anyone give 

you any troubles, dear.  You have a problem with 

anyone, you let us know.”   

I liked Cal immediately.  He seemed like the 

nurturing type, and I bet he was the father figure to the 

crew that was on-board.  

We parted the curtain and walked into the small 

living/eating area.  There were two guys already camped 

out in front of the big screen television.  The guy on the 

leather couch on my left was a beefy man, and looked to 

be close in age to Cal.  

“Hey, doll,” he smiled and held out his hand.  

“Name’s John, but people around here call me Tiny.”  I 

giggled at the name, and he smiled knowingly at me. 

“Hey,” the guy at the small kitchen table said as I 

looked up.  “I’m Butch.” We shook hands, and I 

introduced myself to the younger looking guy.  He wore 

glasses and had short blonde hair.  He didn’t look much 

like he belonged on the bus, but when I turned around 

and looked back at Tiny, I figured out why. 

“Related,” I asked. 

“That’s my boy,” Tiny announced proudly. 

They both had the same green eyes and strong jaw.  

Tiny was much larger than his son, who couldn’t have 

been more than twenty years old. 

Cora pulled me back to the bunks.  There were six 

in all and a bedroom in the back that housed two twin 

beds.  Thankfully, we were heading toward the bedroom. 

“We drew straws this time,” Core announced 

happily.  “We won!”  I chose the bed on the left while 

Cora tossed her bags on the other one.  I looked around 

my new home and sighed.  It wasn’t much, but it was a 

safe place to rest my head between shows.  
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“I’m so glad you got me this job, Cora,” I stood up 

suddenly and pulled her tiny frame into a hug.  I know I 

squeezed the hell out of her, but damn I was happy. 

“He’s not going to hurt you again,” she whispered 

into my ear, and I had to fight back tears.  Her promise 

made me hope and dream of a future free of the monster 

who frightened me, but I knew that I had to always 

watch my back.  He could be anywhere. 

“I know,” I replied. 

There were new voices up front, and Coraline and 

I went out to investigate.  The other two men and two 

women were claiming their bunks and looked up when 

we squeezed through. 

“Everyone, introduce yourselves.  This is Delilah 

Ford and she’s going to be my help this tour.  Make her 

feel welcome.”   

Welcome was what they did.  I was greeted 

warmly by all of the others.  Trevor was about my age 

and was adorned with just as many tattoos. His hair was 

very long, almost to the small of his back, and blonde.  

He mentioned that he was the sound engineer for Glory 

Days.    

Ziggy was about the same age, but his hair was 

brown and spiked.  His blue eyes sparkled when he 

proudly told me he was in charge of Gabe and Ash’s 

equipment.   

The other two girls were typical rocker chicks.  

One had short spiked purple hair, while the other had 

long black hair with red stripes in it.  The purple haired 

girls name was Lola and the other was Rita.  Rita was in 

charge of Kane’s equipment, which left Lola to the 

bassist, Reed.  It seemed like everyone had a multitude 

of jobs on this tour.  Everyone pitched in and helped 

wherever needed. 

“Alright, ladies and gentlemen,” Cal announced 

from the driver’s seat.  “Let’s rock and roll!” 

We all snickered at his words as we felt the bus 

more forward.  I watched the scenery roll by for hours.  
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The further away from the West Coast we traveled, the 

lighter the weight on my chest felt.   
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Chapter 3 
 

Kane 
 

We’d touched down in Tallahassee.  Eric was 

already there with a ride to take us to the bus.  This 

damn tour was finally underway.  David was staying 

home with Mary and Ivy, and I honestly was sad that 

they were not here with us.  Dallas was shadowing 

Liana, since she’d recently announced that her and Reed 

were going to be having a baby.  Dallas was mostly 

recovered from his broken leg, but he limped slightly.  

He assured everyone that if it came down to Liana’s 

safety, he’d be able to take on a tank, and I didn’t doubt 

him one bit.    

We were to play the first show the next night, and 

I couldn’t wait to get started.  I also couldn’t wait to set 

my eyes on the sexy-as-hell new employee.  I dreamt 

about her the night before.  She was on my bed with her 

ass presented to me.  She moaned my name almost like a 

prayer, and I woke up with my hand on my cock, and a 

mess on my stomach.   

It was late, and when we got to the arena, the crew 

was sitting outside the bus in lawn chairs, drinking beer 

and eating pizza.  They all stood when we arrived.  I 

found Delilah immediately, my eyes locking with hers.  

The way she pulled away from others bothered me.  The 

day in the parking lot, when I was sitting in my car, 

made me picture her as a scared doe.  Her hands shook 

violently, and the horror in her eyes told me she was 

running from something, or someone.  My protective 

instincts kicked in and for some reason, I wanted to 

know everything about her.  Delilah Ford was a mystery 

that I wanted to solve.   

“Hey cuz,” Cora said hugging me fiercely.  “How 

was the flight?” 
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“Good,” I nodded and looked over her shoulder.  

“Hey Delilah.”  Damn, even her name sounded like sex 

falling from my lips. 

“Kane,” she smiled, but kept her eyes averted.  I 

didn’t like it and immediately pushed past my cousin so 

that I could talk to her face to face.  She stiffened when I 

approached, and damn near shook out of her skin when I 

took her chin with my finger.  “Never avert your eyes 

from me, kitten.”   

“Sorry,” she whispered in a small voice.  

“Who did this to you,” I demanded, on a whisper, 

when I noticed a scar on her neck, just below her ear, 

that was still puckered and pink.  I wasn’t stupid.  This 

beautiful woman had been abused sometime recently. 

“That’s none of your business.  I..I don’t even 

know what you’re talking about Kane.”  Her voice 

trembled, and I released my hold on her.  Thankfully, 

her eyes were on me, but the pleading in them told me 

now wasn’t the time to discuss it. 

“You will tell me, eventually,” I mumbled, but I 

knew she heard me, because her face pinched into a 

hateful scowl. 

“Do you always speak your mind,” she asked, 

looking a little confused.  “Not many people would just 

come out and say something like that as soon as they 

meet someone.” 

“I have a bad habit of speaking the thoughts that 

pop in my head,” I laughed.  “You’ll understand me.  

Just give it some time.” 

She mumbled something under her breath, but I 

didn’t ask what she said.  Cal brought out five extra 

chairs, and we joined our crew for the night.  We sat 

around telling stories of tours past.  Somehow, I was 

always the brunt of the jokes.  When Delilah finally let 

out a sexy laugh at something Ash had said, I felt my 

jeans tighten, and I had the sudden urge to make her 

laugh more, just to hear the sound. 



30 

 

She had the same colored hazel eyes as mine, but 

hers glittered when the light hit them just right.  Those 

lips were full and succulent.  Damn, I really wanted to 

just bite them. 

“Kane,” Reed punched my arm.  “You’re quiet for 

once.  What’s on your mind?” 

“Nothing,” I said, speechless.  “Actually, I’m a 

little tired.” 

Everyone looked at me like I’d sprouted horns or 

something.  Usually, I was the last to hit the bunks.  

Tonight, I just wanted some time to figure out who this 

woman was, and what had broken her. 

“Delilah,” Ash began.  “What other bands have 

you worked for?” 

“Um,” she said nervously.  “Well, my first one 

was a local band, in Pittsburg, who didn’t make it, 

Deadly Doves.  They were an all-girl band, and really 

good, but hated each other.  Then Vein of Mankind.  And 

my last job was with Private Breed.”   

“Those guys are so kick-ass,” Ziggy said.   

Delilah nodded and averted her eyes again.  I saw 

Cora squeeze her hand and then I knew.  I knew 

something had happened with one of the bands.  Which 

one?  I have no idea.  We’d met or played with two of 

the bands.  The girl band I’d never heard of. 

“What do you think of our set up?” I asked her, to 

change the subject. 

“I like the idea of the stage being round,” she 

smiled.  “Being able to have the crowd all around you 

will be a challenge, and one hell of a workout.” 

“My kit will be turning the entire show,” I 

announced proudly. This was something I’d never tried, 

but I wasn’t worried about it.  The thing won’t turn so 

fast that I’ll get dizzy, but on my solo the speed will 

increase, with tons of strobe lights. 

“I can’t wait to see that in action,” she smiled 

warmly.  “The light set up is amazing.  Did you come up 

with that?” 
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“Sure did,” I said, cracking open a fresh beer.   

“Kane likes to brag,” Gabe punched me in the 

arm.  I tagged him back and laughed when my beer 

sloshed out onto my pants.   

Delilah finally relaxed once the questions were not 

related to her and her past.  I didn’t doubt Delilah’s 

abilities, because Coraline wouldn’t bring any just 

anyone to work on our set.  There was something strange 

about that woman, who carried recent scars.  Something 

about her made my heart squeeze, and my hands ached 

to hold her.   

If I could only figure out how to make her mine, 

I’d be able to unravel the mystery behind Delilah Ford. 

 

Delilah 
 

Just mentioning that assholes band’s name caused 

fear to attack the nerves in my body.  I wanted nothing 

more than to turn around in my chair and check my 

back, just to make sure he, or his goons, weren’t hiding 

somewhere in the shadows. 

Coraline gave me strength, and I loved her dearly 

for it.  Kane was another story.  Somehow he saw the 

scars, and he blatantly asked me who had hurt me.  Was 

it that obvious?  Was it written across my head like a 

flashing neon sign?  Maybe, I hadn’t done such a great 

job of covering them with tattoos. 

I excused myself to use the restroom on the bus.  I 

splashed cool water on my neck and looked into the 

mirror.  I needed to quit being so jumpy, or it would 

raise questions.   

Dakota Hyde was my lover at one point and 

eventually turned into my worst living nightmare.  My 

mother was abused by my stepfather, until the night he 

killed her.  I swore I’d never live the way she had and 

look at how I ended up.  I was no better than her.  I made 

excuses and stayed with him out of fear.  I begged my 

mother to leave for years, but she didn’t know how.  If it 
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wasn’t for Coraline, I’d probably meet the same fate my 

mother had all those years ago. 

When I stepped out of the bathroom, I gasped in 

surprise to find Kane sitting on the long leather couch, 

flipping channels.  His long legs were kicked out in front 

of him in a relaxed pose that made him look even more 

sexy than usual. 

“What are you doing in here?” I growled, holding 

a hand to my chest. 

“I own the bus,” he smirked. 

“You scared the hell out of me,” I skirted around 

him and headed for the steps.  I did not want to be alone 

on this bus with the sexy drummer.  It was a dangerous 

territory I didn’t want to cross. 

“Wait,” he demanded, and I froze on the spot.  His 

voice was commanding and stern.  Something about the 

authority in his voice called to me on a primal level.  

Squinting my eyes, I turned around and locked gazes 

with him.  Those beautiful hazel depths bore into mine, 

and I shivered from the appeal they had.   

“Yes,” I whispered and tried not to avert my eyes.  

This was something I did on instinct, because if I stared 

at Dakota too long, when he was high, he didn’t like it.   

“We need to set some ground rules,” he said 

standing up.  Damn he was tall, and that was saying a 

lot.  I was five foot eight, and Kane had to be at least six 

foot three or four.   

“Okay,” I swallowed.  “What ground rules?” 

“I am a very private person,” he began.  “I don’t 

want my business spoken about away from backstage.  If 

you are approached by the paparazzi, you need to say, 

“No Comment” and walk away.  If there are any offers 

made to you for inside information, you are to tell one of 

us immediately.  We take security very seriously around 

here.  That goes for yours, too.” 

I blinked up at his words.  “I’d never sell out,” I 

said angrily, folding my arms across my chest.  The 
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action sent my large breast upward, and I saw Kane’s 

nostrils flair.  

“Security will be around,” he continued.  “If you 

have any problems.  With fans, hired help, or anyone in 

general, you tell Dallas or Eric.  Hell, even one of us.  

No…I want you to come straight to me.  We take care of 

what’s ours.” 

I liked the way he said ‘ours’.  Did he already see 

me as part of this family?  Or was it because of the scar 

he’d seen?  Did he pity me?  Did he really know that 

something had happened to me?  Either way, I wasn’t 

going to argue. 

“Thank you Kane,” I sighed.  “I’m so thankful you 

gave me the job.  I promise I won’t let you, or anyone 

else, down.” 

“So,” he narrowed his eyes.  “Want to tell me who 

gave you all of those scars?  You and I both have a ton 

of tattoos, and I notice a lot more things than other 

people do.  You’ve covered many marks on your body 

with ink.” 

I gaped openly at him.  “My scars really are none 

of your business, and neither are my tattoos,” I growled.  

“Can’t you just drop it?” 

“I will, for now,” he scowled.  “Just 

remember…security.”  Then he brushed past me and left 

the bus.  I sat down heavily on the seat he vacated.  His 

unique scent enveloped me, and I groaned from the 

smell.  Damn, it was like a natural pheromone that 

caused my body to respond.  I inhaled again and my 

nipples beaded beneath my tank top.  Jumping up, I 

retrieved an old concert shirt from my days with Deadly 

Doves and pulled it over my head.  The shirt was dark, 

and the print would cover my traitorous breasts.   

I needed a drink and grabbed a beer out of the 

cooler as I returned to my seat.  Coraline smiled widely 

and raised a questioning brow.  I scowled at her and 

shook my head, telling her quietly that I didn’t want to 

talk about it. 
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Reed and his newly pregnant wife, Liana, excused 

themselves and went to the bus.  I only spoke to the 

petite woman briefly, but I immediately liked her.  The 

resemblance between her and the guitarist for Glory 

Days was hard to miss.  Coraline told me that they were 

siblings and very close.   

As the evening progressed, my eyes felt heavier 

and heavier, but I didn’t want to leave.  It was nice 

talking to these new people, the ones I’d be living with 

for the next several months.  Cal was a hell of a man, 

and definitely was the father figure I thought him to be. 

Everyone else seemed…normal.  The other two 

girls were very funny, and we got along well.  Butch and 

Ziggy, as well as Tiny, all liked their jobs and had been 

with the band for a several years.  There was another 

group of people that traveled along for set up, but they 

were outsourced and preferred to travel by van.  They 

were to arrive later tonight, and would be ready to set up 

first thing in the morning. 

The opening band, Fatal Cross, was due any 

minute as well, but I decided to turn in for the night.  

Tomorrow would be my first real day of work, and I 

wanted to be well rested for the task.  I bid everyone 

farewell, and noticed how Kane peered at me over the lip 

of his beer bottle.  The way his eyes devoured me, 

caused my insides to melt.  That drummer was trouble, 

and it would be hard, but I couldn’t let myself get 

involved with him.  He had to stay off limits. 
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Chapter 4 
 

Delilah 
 

I found Coraline in the guy’s dressing room.  She 

was in a seat facing Kane and was massaging his hands.  

Kane sat still with his head hung low as if he was asleep.  

Cora looked up when I entered the room and smiled, 

“Hey.”   

Kane’s head shot up quickly, and he looked 

worried, “Everything alright?” 

“Yeah, I guess.  Ziggy’s looking for you, Cora.”   

“Can you take over here,” she asked with a smile.  

If I didn’t know any better, I’d think she was trying to 

set me up with her cousin.  “Finish this hand then work 

on the other.  He needs to be worked thoroughly.”  

I bet he does.  I thought to myself, but smiled and 

took her seat. 

“Do you know what you’re doing,” Kane asked as 

I took his hand.  When I pushed my thumbs deep into 

the center of his hand and massaged outward toward 

each finger, he groaned in satisfaction.   

“Do you have your hands rubbed down before and 

after you perform,” I asked softly, still not looking into 

his eyes. 

“Most of the time,” he shrugged. 

“You really need to take better care of your hands, 

Kane,” I smiled up at him.  “They are your tools, your 

career.”  

“You’re doing a damn good job at it,” he said. 

His free hand touched my chin, and I froze, the 

concern in his eyes was evident by the way his stare 

bored into mine.  When he tried to tuck a stray hair 

behind my ear, I couldn’t pull away.  The warmth of his 

hand felt too good.  It was comforting in a way I’d never 

felt before.  When his hand froze, I knew I’d done 
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something wrong.  Fear skittered up my spine, and my 

eyes widened. 

“What the fuck is this,” he demanded, tracing the 

puckered ridge of the scar behind my ear. 

“Kane,” I whispered.  “Please just drop it.” 

He unfolded himself from the chair and stood over 

me, his expression fierce.  “Who did this to you?” 

“No one, okay,” I scowled.  I couldn’t look in his 

eyes.  I just couldn’t bring myself to look at his beautiful 

face.  Instead, I stared at the tattoos on his chest.  He had 

the word “LOVE” tattooed across his collarbones, and 

different skulls adorned his chest, some of them with 

roses in their eyes and mouths.  I frowned when I 

noticed that the spot over his heart was bare.  It looked 

to be the only place he wasn’t inked. 

“Kitten,” he said softly and took my chin again, 

forcing my eyes up where he could see me.  His silver 

lip ring caught the light just right and then I noticed how 

he was using his tongue to play with it.  “Whoever did 

this to you should be killed.  You’re like a scared doe.  

Whoever he is, I won’t let him hurt you.  I promise.” 

His words caused my eyes to water.  No one had 

ever talked to me like that, like they cared.  Other than 

Coraline, Kane Maddox was the only person who ever 

wanted to help me. 

“Delilah,” he growled when I turned quickly and 

ran for the door. 

“I’m sorry, Kane,” I sighed heavily as I turned the 

knob.  “You are a very kind man, but I just can’t do this 

right now.” 

The music coming from the opening band, Fatal 

Cross, blared loudly in the hallway as I made my escape.  

I could hear Kane yelling for me, but I ignored him and 

found my way outside.  I knew he wouldn’t follow me, 

because it was almost time for them to meet with fans.  I 

needed to be alone. 

The warm, humid air wrapped around my body as 

I exited the doors to the secured lot where all of the 
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buses were lined up.  My hair was in its usual ponytail, 

but I had secured a blue bandana around the top of my 

head, to keep my hair out of the way while I was 

installing the lights above the stage.  Some of the hair 

had fallen loose while I worked.  Kane’s touch burned 

into my skin. 

I found a folding chair out next to our bus and 

took a seat.  The cooler was full of water and a few 

beers.  I didn’t want to drink a beer, because we’d have 

to tear everything down later in the evening, so I opted 

for a cold water.   

The doors to the arena opened and their head of 

security, Eric, walked out.  His eyes scanned the area 

before landing on me.  He visibly relaxed and started 

walking toward the bus.   

“Kane sent me to find you,” he said, once he was 

close enough that I could hear him.  The man was huge, 

and unlike Dakota’s goons, Eric was a bit softer.  We’d 

been introduced earlier in the evening, and I really liked 

him.   

“Well, you found me,” I scowled and took a drink 

of my water.  “Now, you can go watch over the guys.  

Aren’t you supposed to be holding back crazed fans?” 

“I’m more worried about your safety right now,” 

he said bluntly.  

“I’m fine,” I said through gritted teeth.  “You can 

leave me alone now.  I was enjoying the quiet.” 

“Not happening tonight, Ms. Ford,” he shook his 

head and reached a hand out to grasp my arm.  My 

immediate reaction was to flinch away from his touch.  I 

didn’t know this man all that well, and the thought of 

him manhandling me caused panic to rise in my chest.  

My breathing shortened, and I stumbled backwards out 

of the chair.  His eyes widened and immediately he held 

his hands out in front of him, his voice was calm.  “Hey, 

I wasn’t going to hurt you.  It’s just better security to 

have everyone inside where we can keep an eye on 

things.” 
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“I know,” I panted.  “I’m sorry.  Can I just go lay 

down for a bit?” 

“Sure,” he said.  “I’ll be out here whenever you’re 

done.”  The big dark haired man stepped aside so that I 

could rush to the bus.  The thought of him being there, 

watching over the bus, had me feeling a little better 

knowing I wasn’t alone. 

Once inside, I buried my face in the pillow and 

wanted to scream.  Kane Maddox was not what I’d 

pictured when I took this job.  I thought I’d just be 

another worker in the shadows while on this tour with 

them.  Cora didn’t mention that they’d take me in as one 

of their own.  In all of the years I’d done this, I never 

had security come to check on my well-being.  It was 

just strange. 

I set the alarm on my phone to go off around ten 

o’clock.  That would give me enough time to be back 

inside once the show was over, and then I could do what 

I was hired to do.  Then we’d be off to the next stop.  I 

closed my eyes, and all I could see was the tattooed 

drummer with beautiful hazel eyes smiling at me. 

 

Kane 
 

I didn’t see her for the entire time I was on stage.  

Eric hadn’t even made an appearance.  Trying to 

concentrate on the concert was a hard task when all I 

wanted to do was to find her and demand to know her 

secrets. 

Gabe looked at me with a puzzled frown as I 

scowled to myself.  I shook my head and continued to 

play the second to the last song in the set.  My body was 

sore, but my hands felt amazing.  Delilah knew what she 

was doing when she rubbed down my hands before the 

show.  My traitorous cock flared to life as I thought 

about what else she could do with those hands. 

Shaking myself back to reality, I stood up and 

tossed a few drumsticks to the crowd.  Ash ducked his 
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head and laughed as he sang.  The first show was a 

complete success, and the fans were packed into the 

completely sold out arena.  As my kit turned, I did my 

part for the crowd, but the small area that was blocked 

off for us was almost empty.  Liana and Dallas were 

there watching, but Delilah and Cora were absent.  I 

didn’t like not knowing where she was. 

It was obvious she was in trouble, or had been in 

trouble.  How any person had so many scars and still 

trusted people was beyond me.  She did a great job of 

hiding the scars with tattoos, but I could still see them.  

That was only because I had scars of my own, that were 

hidden by ink.  Ones I didn’t want anyone to know 

about.  Delilah Ford wasn’t the only one to hide their 

past from everyone.   

   The lights went down and we left the stage to 

wait for our return for the encore.  I scanned the 

backstage area and saw her walking in from the back 

door, Eric on her heels.  She looked tired, as if she may 

have just woken up. 

“Hey, are you alright,” I asked as she walked by. 

“Fine,” she smiled, and it was genuine.  “I took a 

nap on the bus.”   

I nodded as she walked away, Eric stopped beside 

me and sighed, “She’s spooked Kane.” 

“What the hell are you talking about,” I growled. 

“When I told her she didn’t need to be outside 

alone, she panicked when I went to touch her arm to 

escort her back inside.  She nearly fell over herself to get 

away from me.” 

“Watch her,” I growled possessively, and that was 

all I said because it was time to return to the stage. 

The crowd roared as the lights flashed, and I 

played the beginning of the latest release.  The song 

Reed had written about Liana was already climbing the 

charts, and these fans screamed so loudly I didn’t think 

they heard a single word Ash was singing. 
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On the final turn of my kit, I saw her standing at 

the backstage door watching us play.  The smile on her 

face was blinding.  She obviously liked what she was 

hearing, or seeing.  My shirt was off, and I noticed how 

her eyes roamed my bare chest.  Heat burned her cheeks 

when she looked up and saw me watching her watch me.   

I twirled a stick in my hand, and when the timing 

was just right, I raised an eyebrow at her then tossed it in 

her direction.  She caught it and smirked at me as if she 

didn’t really need it, but I wanted her to have it.  Cora 

smiled widely, and I then got the feeling that she may 

have set up this little meeting. 

Delilah’s lips turned up into a shy smile when she 

looked down at her hand.  My hands ached to take her 

lush body into my arms, and my lips tingled with the 

need to press them hotly to her own.  Something about 

this woman made me want to provide for her and…own 

her.  There were not many women I’ve ever been with 

that I wanted in that capacity, but Delilah Ford was the 

woman that may just bring me to my knees.  

The last song was over, and I met my band at the 

front of the stage to take our bow.  We’d only practiced 

this a few times.  A trap door would open up for us to 

make our escape from the stage.  We’d emerge in the 

backstage area after the show and the lights went down. 

We held hands and made a dramatic bow, the floor 

opened up, and we fell the short few feet to the padded 

floor below.  Gabe and Ash laughed as we crawled out 

to find everyone waiting on us.  Reed found his wife and 

hugged her fiercely.  I ruffled Coraline’s hair as I walked 

by, causing her to slap my hand away.  Ziggy and 

Delilah were already working on tearing the stage down.  

I didn’t want to bother her, so I hit the showers and tried 

to refrain from jerking one off to ease the desire I had for 

her. 

When I emerged from the shower, the arena was 

empty of fans.  I took a chance and went onstage to find 

her.  She was suspended above the stage loosening lights 
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and lowering them to some guy below.  My first instinct 

was to demand she get down, but I had to stop myself.  

This was her job and apparently was really good at it. 

“If your mouth opens any further, bats may fly 

out,” Ash said behind me. 

“What,” I asked innocently.   

“You know what,” he nudged my shoulder.  “Be 

careful Kane, she works for us.  It could cause 

problems.” 

“I know,” I said with a pout.  Damn, but I wanted 

her in my bed, just once.  Once would be all I needed to 

get her out of my system.  That is, if she could handle 

my kinky desires in the bedroom.  This girl would 

probably freak out if she knew that I dreamed about 

tying her to my bed and dripping hot wax on those 

luscious breasts.  The idea of her ass presented to me, so 

that I could whip it to a beautiful red shine, caused my 

cock to swell to the point of pain.  Thankfully, my shirt 

was long enough to cover the evidence of my desire for 

her. 

Eventually, she came down and found me waiting 

on her.  She looked amazing with her hair pulled up in a 

bun and a slight flush to her cheeks.  The tank top she 

wore was extremely tight across her breasts and the yoga 

pants, that hung low on her hips, only proved to me that 

her ass was perfect for my firm hand. 

“Hey,” she said as I walked up to her.  “What’s 

wrong?” 

“Nothing,” I shook my head.  “Gabe and I are 

about to head out to a club.  Wondered if you’d join us.  

I’m sure Coraline will go too, she usually does.”   

“Sure,” she smiled.  “After we are done, of 

course.”   

“I’ll have Eric take you when you are ready.  

We’ll take Dallas with us.”  She nodded and left me 

standing there like a damned school boy panting after 

the head cheerleader.  Damn, maybe tonight I could get 

her to drink and loosen up.  We weren’t planning on 
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leaving till tomorrow anyway.  Maybe I could get her 

back to a hotel. 

No, I needed to get her out of my mind.  Ash was 

right.  Delilah Ford could be trouble. 

Damn, I really like trouble. 
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Chapter 5 
 

Delilah 
 

The last of the cases went into the truck, and we 

were officially done with the first show of the tour.  

Coraline was already in the showers and preparing to go 

out with Gabe and Kane.  I, on the other hand, was 

trying to come up with a good enough excuse to stay at 

the bus, but I couldn’t come up with a good enough 

reason.   

“You heading out to the club,” Rita said as she 

walked by. 

“Yes, I guess,” I sighed.  There was no way to win 

this.  Everyone was expecting me to go.  I thought about 

hanging back with Cal and Tiny, but they were asleep on 

the bus and would wake up when it was time for us to 

go.  There was no use, I had to go. 

Grabbing my bag, I passed Cora on the way to the 

showers and made quick work of getting ready.  I didn’t 

do anything fancy, just a black tank top and a pair of 

leather pants.  I slipped on my red heels and found 

everyone waiting by a black SUV that was parked 

parallel to the buses.  I left my hair down and secured a 

ponytail holder around my wrist.   

The place we arrived at was huge, and the music 

coming from the inside was loud.  When the guy opened 

the door to allow us inside, the vibrant lighting caused 

me to squint.  I grabbed Cora’s hand with renewed 

excitement, “God, it’s been so long since I’ve been out.  

Let’s go!” 

The music was perfect, and the dance floor was 

packed.  Multicolored lights flashed around, painting 

everything in yellow, blue, red, and green.  Cora and I 

moved to the beat and swayed our hips like we had no 

care in the world.  Tonight, I wasn’t worried about him 

or where I’d be in five months.  All I cared about was 
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having fun.  We had a driver, so I could drink and let my 

hair down.  Damn, it felt good! 

I saw him across the room.  The drummer, with 

eyes like my own, was at the bar, and three women were 

clinging to him like he was the last man on the face of 

the Earth.  Some foreign feeling inside me bubbled to 

the surface, my chest knotted up and my blood boiled.  

Was it jealousy?  Why should I even care?  Kane 

Maddox didn’t own me.  He didn’t take care of me like a 

man should.  Or…like I wanted a man to take care of 

me. 

That was my problem.  I always found men who 

wanted to take care of me, but in the end, all they wanted 

to do was to control me.  Was it too much to ask to have 

a man make me his, to take care of me and give me what 

I desired?  I wanted a man who loved me and understood 

my own wishes.  Just because I liked to be controlled in 

the bedroom, didn’t mean I needed to be controlled out 

of it.   

Turning my head, I ignored the drummer and 

closed my eyes, absorbing the music into my soul.  My 

hands were in the air, and I was shaking my ass when I 

felt an uneasy presence behind me.  When I opened my 

eyes, I found a guy standing there.  He didn’t dance.  He 

held out a drink for me and smiled.  Feeling a little 

flirtatious, I returned the smile and finished out the song 

before finding him in the same place as I’d last seen him.  

He still held the drink he’d bought for me.   

“Hey, doll,” the man said.  He had to be the same 

size as Kane, but his hair was cut short and the tattoos on 

his arms told me he was more than likely a biker.  He 

looked a little rough around the edges, but still good 

looking, nonetheless.  Arms fully sleeved with tattoos 

and muscles ripped underneath all of the color caused a 

shiver to roll up my spine.  He made me feel tiny, and all 

woman.  If Kane Maddox could flirt openly with those 

bimbos, then I could flirt with this one hot biker guy. 
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“Hey,” I said, taking the drink from his hand.  

“Thanks.” 

“What’s your name?” he asked as he moved in 

closer.  I started to put the cup to my lips when I decided 

to answer his question with a smile. 

“D…,” I jerked when a long tattooed arm grabbed 

my wrists and pulled the cup out of my hand.  “What the 

fuck, Kane!” 

I heard Coraline curse and suddenly she was taken 

away by Gabe, the bands guitarist. 

Kane was angry, that much was evident by the 

way his eyes darkened so much they were almost black.  

The biker guy turned tail and left before there was any 

problems.  My own anger flared, and I leaned in so that 

we were nose to nose. 

“How dare you!” I yelled over the music. 

“That guy,” he spat, vibrating with his own anger.  

“Just put a pill in this drink and was watching you.  

Thankfully, Eric and I saw him and now he is being 

questioned outside.  Don’t you know not to take drinks 

from strange men?  It’s dangerous!” 

“I don’t know how the hell you were watching me 

when you were basically making out with those girls,” I 

growled, the jealousy in my voice was hard to miss.  I 

shouldn’t have said anything. 

“I take care of what’s mine,” he growled and took 

my arm into a tight hold.  I squeezed my eyes closed, 

waiting for a blow that never came.  This was it, just like 

with Dakota.  Kane was angry, and I just couldn’t get 

away from the abuse. 

“Hey, are you okay?” 

“Fine,” I panted, looking up into his concerned 

face, then jerking my arm away quickly.  “I just…I just, 

never mind.  Thank you for watching out for me.”  I felt 

like a fool, and I made a quick exit to the women’s 

restroom.  There were several women in there around the 

mirror, but one of the stalls was clear so I took my 

chance and locked myself inside. 
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The way he said he took care of what was his 

caused my body to respond in ways that I’d only 

dreamed of.  The thought of Kane Maddox taking care of 

me in any way caused my sex to pulse with desire for 

him.  My God, he was more than I could handle.   

Sudden gasps caused me to freeze, and the 

swooning taking place out by the sinks made my teeth 

clinch so hard they almost crumbled.  The silence 

afterward told me I was alone, but the voice I heard 

seconds later told me I was not. 

“Dammit, Delilah,” Kane roared, beating his fist 

on the stall door.  “Open the door.” 

Sliding the lock on the door, I slowly opened it 

and scowled at him, “What are you doing in here?”  He 

looked amazing in his tight leather pants and a Glory 

Days concert shirt that had the sleeves removed and the 

neck was tattered. 

“Checking on you,” he sighed.  “I didn’t mean to 

frighten you.”   

Before I could say anything else, I was pulled 

from the stall, and his lips pressed to mine.  My legs 

threatened to buckle, but Kane’s muscular arm wrapped 

around my waist keeping me upright.  His tongue 

demanded entrance and damned if I didn’t let him in.  

The warmth from his lip ring felt hot against my skin.  

He tasted of whiskey and sex.  The velvet stroke of his 

tongue across my own caused moisture to pool between 

my legs.  He nipped and devoured my lips until they 

were hot and swollen.  Only when he was done did he 

release me from his hold. 

“I don’t want you to ever be afraid of me, kitten,” 

he whispered, tracing my jaw with his calloused 

fingertip.  “I may be demanding at times, but it’s for 

your own safety.  If that guy…if you’d taken that 

drink…I could kill men who do that shit!”  His fist 

slammed into the door to one of the stalls, causing it to 

bounce back, the sound was loud, and it should have 

scared me senseless, but it didn’t.  
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“I’m not afraid of you,” I whispered.  I wanted to 

touch him, and to console him, but I didn’t know how.  

Obviously, he hated what that guy had attempted to do. 

“Then why did you cower down like I was going 

to strike you out there on the floor?” 

“It’s what I’m used to,” I said in a small voice.  It 

was something I thought I’d never say, but Kane 

Maddox eluded power, and I was helpless against him.  I 

couldn’t lie to him anymore.  If he was going to make 

sure I was safe, he needed to know.  But could I tell 

him? 

“Who gave you this scar,” he said, reaching up 

and touching the one behind my ear.  I closed my eyes 

and leaned into his large hand.  The warmth from his 

touch gave me a renewed strength I didn’t know I 

possessed. 

“My ex,” I admitted.  “It was the worst time in my 

life.  If it wasn’t for Coraline, I’d probably be dead.” 

He cursed and ran his hands through his hair, 

“We’re you the one who called her last year when we 

were finishing up our last tour?” 

“Yes,” I nodded.  “She helped me get away from 

him.” 

“Who is the bastard,” he demanded, his eyes 

turning dark again.  “I want a name!” 

“I…I can’t tell you,” I panted.  “I just can’t Kane.  

Please don’t make me tell you.” 

“Does he know where you are?” 

“No,” I whispered.  “At least, I don’t think so.  

He’s…he’s far away.” 

“Did he think that he owned you,” he asked 

carefully.  And there was the question.  Kane Maddox 

wasn’t as simple minded as folks teased him about.  He 

somehow knew. 

“Yes,” I swallowed hard.  “We lived a slightly 

different lifestyle, and he became possessive of me, 

more than he should.” 
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“That’s not the way it works,” he mumbled, but I 

heard him loud and clear.   

“You know what I’m talking about,” I asked in 

shock. 

He smiled brightly and moved forward to where 

he could take my face with his hand, “Delilah, kitten.  A 

woman should be cherished and taken care of day and 

night.  Every waking hour of the day she should be held 

at the highest esteem, even when she is tied up and 

begging for a punishment that she wants, and sometimes 

deserves.  That lifestyle is a tricky one and one I am very 

comfortable around.  He didn’t know what he was doing, 

and, I swear to you, I’ll never let him hurt you again.”  

Shaking his head in disgust, Kane turned and stormed 

from the bathroom.  

He left me standing there with my mouth open 

wide.  Kane Maddox was a dom.  He was a fucking dom!   

 

Kane 
 

It was like every dream I’d ever had was coming 

true.  Delilah Ford was submissive.  She wanted control 

with her sex life, and I swear I may have just came in my 

pants.  Whoever this asshole was didn’t deserve to be in 

her presence.  He’d taken something beautiful and 

scarred it, torn in down, and made her afraid of her own 

sexuality. 

Fist balled at my sides, I made my way out to 

where I found Eric and two police officers talking.  The 

cup that Delilah had was sitting on the hood of the police 

cruiser.  Looking around Eric, I growled with anger at 

the guy that was cuffed and currently in the back of the 

car.   

I was asked questions by the police and told them 

exactly what I’d seen.  After signing my name on the 

report, we were told to watch out, because these guys 

were in a notorious biker gang there in town and that if 

any more of them were in the club, we should keep an 
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eye on the women.  Eric promised to inform the club’s 

security and then they were gone.   

“Is she okay,” Eric asked once we were alone. 

“Can you do a background check on her?  She has 

an ex that has abused her, Eric.  Dammit!  How could 

anyone do that?  I want to know his name!”  I ran my 

hands through my hair and it was all I could do not to 

punch something.  I really wanted to take my anger out 

on that guys face. 

“I don’t know why some men take advantage of 

women, Kane.  They just do.  It’s a power trip.” 

“It’s wrong,” I growled.  “We need more security.  

With four women on the crew now, you can’t watch 

them all.  Not that I’m saying you can’t do your job, but 

with Dallas still recovering from the wreck and his sole 

focus is on Liana, I’d feel more comfortable if you had 

more help.” 

“That can be arranged.  I’ll have three more guys 

added to the roster by the time we get to Atlanta 

tomorrow.”  He clasped a hand over my shoulder and 

squeezed, “Calm down, Kane.  Your emotions are all out 

of wack, buddy.  If Delilah is as spooked as you say she 

is, then this isn’t good for her.” 

“I know,” I nodded, feeling defeated.  “It makes 

me want to personally take out every abusive jackass in 

the world.” 

“You and me both,” he snarled.  “Let’s go back 

inside and get everyone out.” 

We found Cora and Delilah with Gabe at the side 

of the bar.  The club’s security hovered closely to our 

group.  Thankfully, Liana and Reed were at the bus with 

Ash.  I didn’t want Liana getting upset.  She’d seen too 

much abuse in the past couple of years.  Her recently 

announced pregnancy, after being told she’d never get 

pregnant, caused all of us to worry that she needed to 

take it easy. 

“We need to head out,” Eric announced. 
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Delilah’s eyes made contact with mine, and I saw 

the fear in them.  I wanted so much to wipe that fear 

from her eyes.  I’d do anything to see it replaced with 

the happiness I’d seen earlier in the day when she was in 

her element, working on the stage.   

Whatever this guy had done to her was big.  You 

only had to look at the scars to see that she was broken.  

How much abuse could one woman take?  Especially a 

woman who’d put all of her trust in her lover. 

“Kane,” Eric whispered next to me.  “Cool down.  

You look like you could murder someone.” 

“I’d like to,” I mumbled and walked out of the 

club.  The owner followed us, apologizing for the 

problems; with a promise that the next time we come 

back, everything would be on the house.  Eric spoke for 

us and assured the older man that we’d keep that in mind 

the next time we were in town.  He also warned him to 

keep a better eye on his patrons.  If there was a biker 

gang in there dropping date rape drugs into drinks, then 

he may not be in business the next time we were in 

town. 

Once inside the SUV, I slid in next to Delilah and 

took her hand.  It was cold and trembling, “Hey, kitten.  

It’s going to be okay.” 

“I know,” she whispered.  “Did that guy go to 

jail?” 

“Yes,” I answered simply. 

“Good,” she sighed.  “That’s good.” 

“Look,” I started, but then I cleared my throat and 

spoke up where Coraline could hear me too.  “I’m not 

going to tell you that you can’t go clubbing.  Eric is 

going to bring in more security.  If you want to go out 

again, you need to have someone with you.  It’s just too 

dangerous.” 

“Gotcha,” Coraline replied and then shivered.  

Delilah nodded and leaned back in her seat.  She 

yawned and closed her eyes.  She never did pull her 
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hand out of mine, and I wasn’t about to let her go.  We’d 

come so close to losing one of our own tonight. 

 

When we arrived back at the buses, they were 

ready to leave.  We were heading straight for Atlanta, 

then the next stop would be Raleigh, NC.  After that, we 

had concerts back to back and there would be no time for 

clubbing until we got to Atlantic City.  We were off for a 

three day break after Atlantic City and would be getting 

rooms at the casino we were to be playing at.   

I didn’t say anything to Delilah as I watched her 

board her bus with Coraline.  She looked over her 

shoulder as she climbed the stairs; her beautiful lips 

turning up in the corners and I bet she liked that I was 

watching over her.   

The way a man should. 

Even though it was time for us to get some sleep.  

I stayed in my bunk the entire trip to Atlanta thinking 

about the woman who needed love and a firm hand. 

 

In Atlanta, I watched her every move.  She seemed 

to relax after the encounter with the guy who had put a 

date rape drug in a drink meant for her. That still 

unnerved me.  Why anyone would want to do that was 

beyond me. 

This show, Delilah and Cora actually watched 

from the audience.  They were standing close together 

and with the new security guy, Sergi.  That big ass 

Russian was all power and was even bigger than our 

giant bassist, Reed.  With his dark, short-cropped hair 

and evil looking blue eyes, I doubted anyone would 

think to approach my girls. 

Yes, Coraline was my girl, because she was family 

and my favorite.  Delilah was quickly becoming my girl 

too, because I couldn’t get her off my mind.  I’d found 

myself awaken with my hand on my cock again when 

we arrived here earlier in the day.  She was haunting my 

dreams and that caused me to act like a boy who 
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couldn’t keep his hands out of his damn pants.  The fact 

that she was hotter than a damn Playboy bunny didn’t 

help that I was quickly becoming obsessed with her. 

The band hung out with Fatal Cross after the 

concert, while the crew was tearing down the set.  We 

had to be off as soon as they were done, so that we could 

be in place as soon as possible for tomorrow’s show.   

It wasn’t long before Coraline was rolling cases 

out to be loaded into the truck.  Delilah was following 

her with a scowl on her face.  With one hand, she pushed 

the case, and with the other one, she scrolled through her 

phone.   

I wanted to go to her, but I didn’t.  The last thing I 

needed to do was to get involved with her.  Even if I 

wanted to protect and provide for her, she was off limits.  

As an employee, it would be like I was taking advantage 

of her. 

Oh, who was I fucking kidding?  I wanted her.  

Wanting her and having her were two things I 

yearned to roll into one thing.  I wanted her with me.  

Mine to cherish, mine to please, and mine to take care 

of. 

There wasn’t much time for anything and it 

seemed like Cal appeared out of nowhere.  His sharp 

whistle caused everyone to groan and stand. 

“Come on boys and girls,” he called out.  “Let’s 

roll!” 

I didn’t see her again as I boarded our bus.  Liana 

was on the small couch with her feet pulled up under her 

and she was working on her laptop.  I leaned in and gave 

her a sweet kiss to the top of her head.  She smiled and 

squeezed my hand.   

“I got to know Delilah a little today,” she began.  

“I really like her, but I can tell she’s been through some 

stuff.  It breaks my heart, Kane.” 

“Me too, Li,” I agreed.  If I could only get her to 

open up completely and tell me everything, then I’d 
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make sure that she never had another scar on her 

beautiful body.   

Now, if I could just get through this tour, I’d make 

sure that she was under me, in my bed, and screaming 

my name.  I went to climb into my bunk, and I tucked 

the covers tight around my waist, because I didn’t need 

to wake up again jacking off to the vision of the woman 

that was quickly stealing my heart. 
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Chapter 6 
 

Delilah 
 

Atlantic City was cold, and there was already 

snow on the ground, but not enough to cancel the show.  

I dressed in a pair of skinny jeans and combat boots that 

flared out at the sides.  I wore one of Cora’s Glory Days 

hoodies and a black beanie hat on my head to keep it 

warm.  I didn’t bother pulling my hair into a ponytail.  I 

needed all the warmth I could get.   

Times like these, when I was cold as hell, my 

bones ached.  The shoulder that he’d dislocated about a 

year and a half ago was my problem today, but I didn’t 

let anyone know that I was in pain.  I tossed back several 

Motrin with half of a bottle of water before walking 

down the stairs of the bus.  The hired roadies were 

wheeling in the equipment cases, and I found Cora in the 

backstage dressing rooms talking to Liana. 

“Hey,” I said as I walked up to them.  “Are you 

feeling okay?” I asked Liana.  She looked a little pale 

and was currently nibbling on a cracker. 

“This pregnancy isn’t textbook.  I’ve felt pretty 

good, but today I just want to puke.”  She growled in 

frustration, and looked at her phone when it chimed.  

“Work waits for no one, pregnant or not.”  She smiled 

warmly and walked away to make a phone call. 

“What exactly does Liana do?” I asked Coraline 

curiously.   

“She’s writing a book about the band, and she runs 

a non-profit home for abused women,” she looked at me 

knowingly.  “She was a victim a few years ago.” 

“Holy shit, really” I said and looked toward the 

woman who was frowning as she talked on her phone.  

Coraline didn’t go into much detail about Liana’s attack, 

but told me enough that it impressed me.  It also made 
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me see that there was hope at the end of the road.  

“That’s amazing that she’s come this far.” 

“Yes, it is,” Cora touched my arm and frowned.  

“If Dakota comes around, and you need a place to go.” 

I nodded my understanding and Cora relaxed.  

“That’s good to know.” 

“When are you going to head to NYC?” she asked.   

“Well, probably after the show tonight.  I’m going 

to check into transportation as soon as we take a break.  

I’ll be back tomorrow night.  Unless they need me 

longer than that.” 

“Don’t you think you should take someone with 

you,” Cora said, looking a little worried.  “Sergi could 

go, and then you sure wouldn’t have to worry about 

Dakota,” she laughed, knowing the new security guy 

could probably kill someone just with a look.  He was 

scary. 

“Dakota doesn’t know about the photo shoot, 

Cora.  I should be okay,” I shrugged and walked outside. 

I felt something cold touch my nose and looked up 

to see that small flakes were falling from the sky.  It was 

not quite noon, and we needed to get to work.  The snow 

was barely coming down, and we needed to get the 

equipment inside. 

“If you need me to go with you,” she began, but 

stopped when I shook my head. 

“Stay here and enjoy the perks of the hotel.  Just 

save my bed for me, I’ll be back as soon as I can.”  I 

rubbed my hands together and stuck them in my pocket 

to keep them warm. 

“Where are you going,” Kane asked from behind 

me, causing me to grab my heart and gasp.   

Spinning around on the sexy drummer, I scowled, 

“I have a photo shoot in New York tomorrow.  I’ll only 

be gone about twenty-four hours.  I talked to Cora about 

it.  I hope you don’t mind.” 

“No,” he shook his head.  “No problem at all.  

What type of photo shoot is it?” 
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I almost laughed to myself.  Kane Maddox, the 

tattooed drummer, really didn’t know who I was.  He 

must not read a lot of magazines.  “I do photos for a 

tattoo magazine, and a few car and biker ones.”  I 

shrugged, but I noticed how his nose flared in…anger? 

“What magazines?” he asked, his head cocked to 

the side like he was trying to figure out if he’d seen me 

or not. 

When I rambled off a few of the names, I saw him 

stiffen and then he cursed, “Do you even wear clothes in 

those?” 

“Yes,” I blushed.  “Well, a little.  I’ve been doing 

it for years, Kane.  And what the hell does it matter to 

you?” 

“I doesn’t,” he huffed, and spun around leaving 

me standing there staring after him. 

I just didn’t understand Kane Maddox.  He ignited 

feelings in me that I didn’t want to feel for a rockstar.  

He was moody, caring, sweet, demanding, goofy, and 

sexy as hell.  The guy was always watching me.  It 

didn’t go unnoticed that he eyed me carefully whenever I 

was suspended high above the stage setting lights and 

wires, or when I would be taping down wires to the 

stage.  Kane was always near. 

My phone rang, breaking me out of my thoughts 

of the drummer, and it was my jackass father.  He’d 

become a drunk and lost his job just after my mother had 

died.  They’d been divorced for many years before that, 

and I still didn’t understand why he was so upset over 

her death.  If he still loved her, then why the hell did he 

file for divorce?  I don’t think I will ever know what true 

love was, because I’d never seen or experienced it in all 

my twenty four years.   

“Pops,” I said as a way of a greeting. 

“Where you at baby,” he slurred into the phone.  I 

hated when he called me by those stupid baby words, 

and hated it even more when he called while drunk.  He 

never was one for coming to get me on his visitation 
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weekends, or a holiday worth celebrating.  Birthdays?  

Hell, he missed every one, and never apologized for it 

either. 

“Why do you care,” I growled into the phone.  

“I’m not even in town.  I’m working.” 

“Working,” he scoffed in my ear.  I heard the 

distinct sound of a can being cracked open and knew he 

was hitting the beer tonight, he must be in a good mood.  

“Which one is it?  Showing your ass in those photos, or 

chasing rockstars all over the world?” 

“I really don’t need your shit right now,” I cursed.  

“Why the hell are you even calling me? You’re drunk, 

Pops, and I really don’t want to talk to you right now.” 

“You’re boyfriend came by here looking for you,” 

he laughed.  “That guy has a lot of money, Delilah.  You 

need to keep him happy so that we can live that life.” 

“Pops,” I sighed.  “Dakota is an asshole.  Don’t 

tell him you talked to me and sure as hell do not give 

him my phone number!”  By this time, I was yelling and 

Coraline, who’d walked away while I was talking to 

Kane, was running across the parking lot with Cal on her 

heels. 

“Um,” he paused, and I felt my blood freeze solid 

in my veins.  “I thought he was you’re boyfriend.  Why 

didn’t you give that boy you’re new number?” 

“I’d hoped to keep that from him, Pops!  Dammit!  

Can you just, for once in your life, do as I ask you?  Stop 

fucking drinking for five damn minutes and listen to me!  

Dakota did bad things to me, and I can’t be around him.  

Do you understand that?” 

Cora had her arms around me, holding on so that I 

wouldn’t collapse, or freak the hell out.  Cal was there, 

his eyes hardened at the words he heard coming from my 

mouth.  I swear I thought he was going to reach through 

the phone and pull my father through it.  Fuck, I really 

shouldn’t have let my old man get to me like this.  He 

was all the family I had left and as fucked up as he was, 

he was still my dad.   
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“Yes,” he sighed.  “I’m sorry.” 

Then he hung the phone up.  I growled, instead of 

screamed, because that would’ve caused everyone to 

come running, and I didn’t need the spotlight. 

“Mind telling me about this Dakota guy,” Cal 

demanded in his fatherly tone, the Vegas lady on his arm 

twitched in time with his jaw. 

“No,” I said, stomping off to find something to do 

with my hands.  When I pulled the door open to enter the 

backstage area, the door was lighter than I’d expected, 

and it slammed so hard against the wall that I flinched. 

Of course, Kane just had to be standing about ten 

feet inside the building and saw everything.  Not 

wanting to listen to his questions, or have him staring at 

me, peeling away my layers with his eyes, I turned and 

found the stage.  It was time to do what I’d been hired to 

do.  Get this thing set up, so I could tear it back down in 

a few hours.  Then I could take off for New York City, 

do the damn photo shoot, and then be back on the road. 

In the back of my mind, I knew that the road in 

question lead back to Seattle.  It was going to happen in 

the next few months, and we’d eventually be there. 

And God help me, if Dakota showed up, I didn’t 

know how I was going to stop him from taking me back 

to his home and possibly killing me this time. 

 

Kane 
 

Something was obviously upsetting Delilah, and 

my first instinct was to go after her to make sure she was 

okay.  The door opened, and Cal came rushing in, 

looking left and right, like he was on a mission. 

“Where’s that girl,” he demanded. 

“Which one,” I asked, knowing damn well who he 

was looking for, but I wanted to hear it from him. “What 

the hell is wrong?” 

“Her father called and upset that sweet girl 

something terrible.  That man is a drunk,” he mumbled. 
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“How the hell do you know that?”   

We were interrupted by Coraline, “Just leave it 

alone, Cal.” 

“Leave it alone,” he asked in disgust and turned on 

my cousin.  “She was going off about some guy named 

Dakota, and about how he’d hurt her.  What I want to 

know is, how can a father obviously not give a fuck 

about his daughter and give that jerk her new phone 

number?  Even after the tongue lashing she gave her dad, 

it was obvious she didn’t get through to him.” 

“Would someone tell me what the hell is going 

on?  I want answers now!”  I touched Coraline’s arm, 

and she pulled it out of my grasps.  

“No,” Coraline growled.  “It’s not your concern, 

Kane!” 

“Bullshit,” I growled and left them standing there.  

I would find out for myself.  This thing with Delilah was 

getting to me.  How the hell she lived the life she did, 

with the scars she had, baffled me.   

I found her running lights to my platform that my 

kit would sit on.  She was on her back running wires to 

the lights that were already in place.  

“We need to talk,” I said as polite as I could, but 

on the inside I was fuming.  The last thing I wanted to do 

was scare her. 

“No, Kane,” she sighed, not taking her eyes off of 

her work.   

Taking a chance, I squatted down and took her 

chin with my thumb and forefinger.  If what I’d gathered 

from her was true, and she was submissive, then she 

needed a firm hand.   

“Come with me, Delilah.  And so help me, you do 

not want to tell me no right now,” I whispered, but I 

made sure to put enough demand into my voice that she 

understood what I was saying. 

She nodded, and I helped her up from the floor.  

We walked quietly to a room, far away from the rest of 

our crew.  The door opened, and I found another 
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dressing room that wasn’t in use, closing the door behind 

me. 

When I turned around, she was there, with her 

hands folded in front of her.  Her eyes were downcast, 

and I swear I wanted to kill this guy, “When you are 

with me kitten, you don’t ever avert your eyes.” 

She looked up, and I saw the pain in her eyes.  The 

torment and torture going on in her mind.  Delilah was 

far away at the moment, and I had to bring her back to 

me. 

“Do you trust me,” I asked, carefully.  “I give you 

my word that nothing you say will go beyond this door.  

Your safety and trust is my main concern, Delilah.  Now 

tell me you trust me.” 

“Trust is hard for me to give,” she began.  “I’ve 

given trust before and that trust caused me to be hurt, a 

lot.”  Her hazel eyes sparkled with unshed tears.  I 

walked over and pulled her into my arms, offering 

whatever comfort she needed. 

“Who is Dakota?” I asked in a firm tone. 

“Him,” she whispered, but the venom in her voice 

told me what I wanted to know.  This was the asshole 

who’d put those scars on her. 

Pulling her over to the couch, I sat down first and 

waited for her, to see what she’d do.  When she took the 

floor, I growled, “Not on the floor.  Never on the floor.”   

She looked at me confused, but took her place next 

to me on the couch, so that we were equal.  “Sorry,” she 

mumbled and looked down at her hands. 

“Did he make you sit below him,” I asked, the 

growl was involuntary.   

“Y…yes,” she breathed deep, trying to hold back 

the tears I know she wanted to spill, but she was strong. 

“Equal, kitten,” I smiled at her when she looked 

up at me.  “You should always be treated as an equal, no 

matter what your lifestyle is.” 

“I just want to be taken care of Kane, but he 

wanted to control me.”  She continued when I nodded.  
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“I’m scared to tell you too much.  He…he is in the same 

business you are, and I know you guys stick to some guy 

code.  I’d rather die than go back to him.  I c…can’t go 

back.  I just can’t.” 

“Hey,” I said soothingly and pulled her to my 

chest.  “I would never send you back to him.  You are 

one of us now, Delilah.  We take care of what is ours.” 

“You keep saying that,” she let out a shaky laugh. 

“It’s the truth,” I said, stroking her hair.  The 

strands were silky through my fingers.  I twirled a lock 

around my two fingers, she moaned at the feel of it. 

“Who is he?  You have to tell me, so that we can 

look out for him,” I asked carefully. 

“Kane,” she sighed, her little voice held a warning, 

but I was done listening to her excuses for this jerk. 

“Tell me, now,” I demanded.  “We can stay in this 

room all night, Delilah, but you will tell me.” 

“D…Dakota,” she paused to look into my eyes.  

“Dakota Hyde.  He is the lead singer for Private Breed.” 

“Son of a bitch!” I growled and stood up from my 

seat.  I knew this guy.  I’ve played with him many times 

over the years, and I knew he was dominating toward his 

women, but fuck!   

“Kane,” she whispered.  “Maybe I should leave.”  

She stood up quickly, but froze as if she wasn’t sure if 

she should leave the room or not. 

“Oh, kitten,” I said, pulling her to me again.  I just 

had to hold her, for my sake and hers.  “I am not mad at 

you.  I’d never hurt you, no matter how mad I got.  I’d 

never strike out against you.”  She was so scared. 

“O…okay,” she said, but I didn’t think she 

believed me. 

“Are you going to be okay to work tonight, 

because I can have Ziggy pick up for you,” I asked, 

pulling back so that I could look her in the eyes. 

“No,” she smiled.  “My job is all I have Kane, and 

it…well, it calms me.” 
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“Then go do your job, kitten.  I’ll be around.  Now 

when are you leaving for New York?” 

“As soon as we are done here.  I have to be at the 

place by ten in the morning.  So, either I take a red eye 

out tonight, or rent a car.” 

“I’ll have transportation for you when you are 

done.  I’m coming with you,” I told her. 

“I can’t ask you to do that, Kane.  I don’t need a 

babysitter.” 

“You didn’t ask me,” I reminded her.  “I told you 

that I am going.  Now, go do what you do best, and I’ll 

take care of everything.” 

I didn’t miss the sudden release of her shoulders, 

the tension evaporating when I told her that I’d take care 

of her.   

As soon as she left the room, my phone was to my 

ear.  Eric answered almost immediately.   

“Dakota Hyde, lead singer for Private Breed,” I 

spoke as calm as I could into the phone but just the 

sound of his name caused my blood to boil.  “That’s who 

did this to her.  Find out where he is and keep tabs on 

him, Eric.  I’m afraid he’s going to come looking for her, 

and I’m sure when he does it won’t be good.” 
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Chapter 7 
 

Delilah 
 

Watching Kane Maddox play was a test to my 

female hormones.  The effort he put into his music was 

astounding.  Lights of every color flashed fast, slow, and 

everything in between, while he performed his solo.    

Kane’s face was a mask of concentration as he 

made musical magic with his hands and feet.  The 

combination of sound and fast moving arms had me 

thinking how coordinated he would be when he made 

love.   

Shaking myself, I had to clinch my knees together 

to keep from dissolving into a pool of need.  My fingers 

itched to run through his silky hair, to feel the slick sides 

to his Mohawk, where he’d shaved recently. 

He wasn’t wearing a shirt, and I noticed a tiny 

bead of sweat as it rolled down his chest and over his 

perfect man nipples.  My tongue snaked out to wet my 

own lips as I imagined lapping up the little drops off the 

dark brown disks.  He had a dark trail of hair starting 

under his navel, and it disappeared below the low slung 

leather pants he wore.  I really wanted to explore where 

that trail ended. 

The word “LOVE” was tattooed across his chest, 

and the intricate scrollwork around his neck was 

beautiful.  The only bare spot on his chest was over his 

heart.  Hell, Kane Maddox was pure, male beauty.  No 

wonder women worshiped at his alter. 

Oh, I’d seen them, ever since we struck out on this 

tour.  They wouldn’t keep their hands off of him.  I 

couldn’t watch at the Meet & Greets anymore.  I just 

couldn’t stand seeing the fangirls loving on him, 

touching his soft skin, or running their dirty hands all 

over his body; something Kane didn’t seem to mind. 
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I did have to give him credit.  For a man-whore, 

Kane Maddox was very loyal to his friends and family.  

He was caring and fierce.  If one of the band or crew 

needed him, he’d set aside the bimbos and attend to his 

friends. 

The lights went down and that was when Kane and 

Gabe traded places, so that the guitarist could have his 

stage time.  Kane’s eyes found mine as he reached into a 

cooler and pulled out a bottled water.  He cracked the lid 

and turn it up, dinking it down in only a few gulps. 

“Hey, kitten,” he smiled.  “So, did I do good?” 

“Yes,” I laughed, at his attempt to be cute.  He 

looked almost childish after his performance, like he was 

hoping to impress me.  I gasped when he picked me up 

and spun me around a few times.  “Kane, ewww.  

You’re all sweaty.” 

“AHA!” he laughed and shook his hair, causing 

tiny droplets of his sweat to hit my arms and face.  The 

boy was wired, and I laughed as he jumped around the 

backstage area, giving everyone high fives.  He 

obviously was the one who kept the morale up within the 

crew.  I realized that I was smiling so brightly that my 

cheeks hurt, again.  That had been the second time I’d 

been happy since starting this job, and it was all because 

of Kane. 

Dakota never did like for me to smile, or laugh.  

Hell, I wasn’t allowed to speak out of turn.  Kane’s 

earlier talk caused me to see that there was a right way to 

the lifestyle I wanted.  The fact that Kane knew how to 

treat a woman, or at least he said the right things, caused 

me to doubt everything I’d ever learned from Dakota.  I 

frowned at my hands, that were folded in front of me, 

and wanted to kick myself for letting the shit get to far 

with that asshole. 

“Hey, kitten,” Kane whispered beside me, his 

hands automatically cupping my face.  I sighed and 

closed my eyes, enjoying his touch.  “Where did you go 

just now?” 
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“Huh,” I asked, confused. 

“In your pretty little head,” he paused to run his 

finger over my temple.  “You were with me one second, 

and gone the next.  Talk to me.” 

“I’m fine, really,” I lied.   

“I don’t like being lied to, Delilah,” he growled 

low in his throat.  How the hell did he know I was lying?   

“Fine,” I sighed heavily.  “If you must know, I was 

watching you and realized how you made me smile.  

That wasn’t something I was allowed to do.” 

“Fuck,” he cursed.  “My main goal will be to make 

you smile every day, kitten.” 

Gabe’s solo was coming to a close, and Kane 

looked toward the stage, then then back at me.  Before I 

realized what he was doing, he wrapped an arm around 

my waist and jerked me flush against his bare chest.  My 

breath seized in my throat, and I thought I was going to 

faint. 

“Kane,” I said breathlessly.  His eyes searched my 

face for a moment before I saw the spark in his eyes.  He 

lowered his mouth to mine, and I was lost. 

His breath was hot and sweet.  Kane’s heated 

tongue pressed demandingly against my bottom lip and I 

had no choice but to open up.  The way he kissed me 

was like a sign of things to come.  He ate at my lips and 

fucked my mouth hard and heavy.  Kane Maddox knew 

what he was doing, and just as quick as it started, the 

kiss was over. 

“We will finish this in New York,” he whispered 

seductively. 

I was panting hard when he rushed back out to the 

stage, and I felt myself go liquid when he looked back 

over his shoulder and winked at me.  His promise 

branded in my mind.  My heart pounded against my ribs, 

and the hairs on my arms tingled with awareness after 

his touch.  So much so, that in that exact moment, I 

wanted Kane to own me.  No…I needed it with all my 

being.   
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Those feelings of want and need caused me to 

think, and think hard.  I couldn’t do this again.  The last 

thing I needed was to be broken by yet another man.  

Kane said all of the right things and acted like he cared, 

but so had Dakota.  Fuck!   

I ran out the back doors, trying to get a hold on my 

nerves.  The cool air hit me in the face, and I gasped 

heavily, dragging in calming breaths.  The cold air 

seized in my lungs, and I felt the pain of shock to my 

system.  I needed this, because it was just as good as a 

slap to the face.  My thoughts cleared and my pulse 

finally slowed. 

“D,” Cora called from somewhere behind me.  

“Oh God, Delilah!  What’s wrong?” 

“Nothing,” I panted.  “Just a small panic attack, 

but I’m okay now.  I needed to cool down.” 

“Are you sure,” she asked, concern marring her 

pixie-like features.  My dear best friend was a small little 

thing, but had the temper of a bull.  Not many people 

messed with Coraline Maddox. 

“Yes,” I stood up and grabbed her hand.  “Just had 

a lot of stuff on my mind, and it all came crashing down 

on me at once.”   

“Do you want to talk about it?” 

“Nope,” Hell no!  “I’m fine, really.”  There was no 

way I was going to discuss my obvious lust over her 

cousin.  No. Fucking. Way! 

“Come on,” she smiled.  “Show’s almost over, and 

we have work to do so you can head out for your photo 

shoot.” 

I followed her back, wondering if Kane Maddox 

was staying true to his word and going to get us out of 

the city.  And what of his promise to finish what we’d 

started?  How the hell would I be able to work thinking 

of Kane hovering over me?  Could I let him? 

Before we made it back to the entrance, the door 

suddenly burst open and there he stood, all six foot plus 



67 

 

of sweaty tattooed male.  He looked frightened, but soon 

relaxed when he saw his cousin and I approaching. 

“What happened?” he demanded. 

“I just needed some air,” I admitted quietly. 

Kane looked around the parking lot and nodded, 

holding the door open for the two of us to enter.  Ash 

and Gabe were mingling with some of the crew while 

Ziggy and Butch were already organizing cases and 

directing the temporary help as to their designated jobs. 

Cora and I quietly made our way to the stage.  

There were still a few people mingling around, probably 

hoping to catch a glimpse of their favorite rockstars.  

After Kane’s kit was disassembled, I worked on 

removing his extravagant lighting.  Cora was up in the 

overhead scaffolding while I stayed on the floor. 

Eventually we finished, and I went in search of 

Kane.  He wasn’t in the backstage area so I walked 

toward the band’s bus, hoping to find him there.  My 

insecurities kicked in, and I questioned if he really was 

going to go with me to New York.  Was he just trying to 

be nice and get me a hotel?  Or were his promises true?  

Did he really want me?   

I knocked on the door to the bus, and a middle 

aged man opened the door, then yelled for Kane.  I 

waited a few minutes and was starting to get nervous 

when he finally showed up with a red duffle bag slung 

over his shoulder. 

Kane wore tight black denim pants and a Fatal 

Cross hoodie.  I caught his scent when he descended the 

stairs, it reminded me of a spring rain.  He reached for 

my hand, and I automatically held mine up for him to 

take. 

“I have a car coming for us,” he said as he pulled 

me closer to his side.  “Everything is taken care of, 

kitten.” 

“Thank you, Kane,” I said honestly.   

Kane walked toward the back of the bus, pulling 

me along like I was a child.  When he stopped and spun 
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to face me, he had the cutest look on his face.  My back 

was pressed to the cool exterior of the bus, our hips 

aligning.  His cock was hard against my stomach. 

“I want you,” he started, those sexy hazel eyes 

sparkling as he looked me over.  “I’ve never wanted 

anyone so much in my life.  I will be inside you before 

we leave New York.”  He squeezed my hand and looked 

away as if we were having a normal conversation about 

the weather. 

“Are you always this blunt?” I asked, my mouth 

hanging open from the shock of his words. 

“Yes,” he laughed.  “Not many people understand 

me, but give it time and you will.” 

“I doubt that,” I mumbled, but he didn’t hear me, 

thankfully. 

As we waited for the car, I watched him.  Kane 

Maddox was tall and every bit of a rockstar.  His 

multitude of tattoos would probably ward off a normal 

person, but to me, they only enhanced the appeal.  I was 

fascinated by the tattoo of a gold coin on the back of his 

left hand. 

Closing my eyes, I mentally kicked myself for 

even letting him take me to New York.  I didn’t need 

another man to control my every move, even if all Kane 

had done was talk about taking care of me.  I didn’t trust 

him, or maybe I did.  Hell, I really didn’t know who to 

trust. 

That scared me, because all I really wanted was 

someone to love me and protect me.  Wanting an equal 

in my life, someone I could be myself around, was 

becoming more unlikely by the year.  I was twenty four, 

and I wanted to live my life to the fullest before settling 

down.  Hell, with my luck, I’d be running from 

controlling jerks for the rest of my life.  I was tired of the 

bullshit.  Dakota had ruined me over the last few years.   

“What exactly are you doing tomorrow for your 

photo shoot?” Kane asked, pulling me from my 

thoughts.  He still held my hand, and I had to admit, it 
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felt nice.  Not like when Dakota touched me.  He never 

held my hand, only tugged me around like a bitch on a 

leash. 

“It’s for the magazine’s Valentine’s Day issue,” I 

replied. 

“What magazine was it again,” he asked, but his 

forehead crinkled like he was trying to remember what 

I’d told him already.  When I told him, Kane bit out a 

curse.  “That magazine is nice, but those women are 

practically naked!” 

“Well,” I rolled my eyes.  “That’s the point Kane.  

I can’t very well show off my tattoos to a tattoo 

magazine with my clothes on.” 

“Hmp,” he scowled, like he didn’t like the idea of 

me being photographed almost naked.  “I guess not.” 

“Don’t you rockstars like seeing mostly naked 

women in those magazines?” I laughed at his scowl. 

“Well, yes, but not when you know them,” he 

shivered. 

The car arrived shortly after that, and I noticed that 

Sergi was at the wheel.  He held open the door and took 

our bags from us.  I slid into the plush, leather interior 

and melted into the soft seats.  Kane folded himself in 

next to me, and thankfully he had plenty of room for his 

long legs, or the two and a half hour ride would’ve been 

very uncomfortable for him. 

Sergi drove off with no instructions from Kane as 

to where we were going.  I assumed the guy already had 

the info before picking us up.  It was late when we left 

the arena, and I yawned involuntarily.  

“Sorry,” I apologized after the third yawn. 

“Rest, kitten,” he whispered.  “I’ll wake you when 

we arrive.  What time do you need to be ready to leave 

the hotel?” 

“Probably around eight.  I’m scheduled to be there 

at ten.  That’ll give me enough time to get up and 

shower.  I’ll grab a quick breakfast before we leave.  
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They’ll be doing my hair and makeup, so I can skip that 

in the morning.” 

“Ok,” he nodded and pulled me over to his chest.  

His scent wrapped around me like a soft blanket.  “Sleep 

and I’ll take care of everything.” 

He didn’t say anything else, and I quickly fell 

asleep in the arms of a rockstar.  My last thought was 

how I’d promised myself I wouldn’t do it again. 

 

Kane 
 

My cock was so hard in my pants right at that 

moment that all I wanted to do was to touch myself, but 

I couldn’t.  Delilah was curled up on my chest like a 

kitten seeking warmth, and had been that way 

throughout the whole ride into New York.  Reaching 

down, I carefully adjusted myself and moaned from the 

contact my warm hand had with my junk. 

The woman in my arms felt right.  I wanted her.  

There was no other option; I wouldn’t rest until she was 

mine.   

She turned slightly, and her hand moved from 

under her chin, splaying out on my chest.  Her hands 

were small, but strong.  This woman was damn good at 

her job, and it didn’t go unnoticed that she ran circles 

around some of the other roadies. 

It also didn’t go unnoticed that some of the 

temporary workers couldn’t keep their eyes of her when 

she was suspended above the stage.  She was oblivious 

to their lustful eyes, and I wanted to fire them all, but 

Ash stopped me before I made an ass of myself. 

“Kane,” Sergi called quietly from the driver’s seat.  

“We should be arriving in about ten minutes.” 

Not wanting to startle her, I rubbed her arm softly 

and when she didn’t move, I tucked her hair behind her 

ear.  What I felt there was a different scar from the one 

I’d noticed the other day, this one was on the opposite 

side.  I quickly realized that she’d been recently sewn 
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up.  The thick strands of stitches alerted me to how 

recent this other injury was.  She must’ve felt my body 

stiffen, and it woke her up.  She sat up quickly in the car 

and pulled her hair back over her ear, as if she was 

hiding the evidence.   

“How long ago,” I growled. 

“What,” she asked, confused from her recent 

sleep.   

“How long ago,” I demanded, my body shaking 

with its rage for the things Dakota had done to her. 

“Three weeks,” she whispered.  “Please don’t tell 

Cora.  She’d be so angry at me for not telling her.” 

She was saved, for the moment, by us arriving at 

the hotel.  Once we were inside, I would get more 

answers.  Delilah Ford needed to understand that I didn’t 

like it when I was lied to, or in her case, leaving 

important details out.  I’d bite my tongue and wait until 

we were alone before I showed out in the lobby of the 

hotel. 

The room had two bedrooms, and I forced myself 

to be okay with it.  My one goal was to have Delilah 

Ford under me immediately upon arriving at the room, 

but I would have been a complete jerk to try and touch 

her.  

“Shouldn’t you have had those stitches taken out 

already,” I asked, once we were inside the suite. 

“I didn’t have the money to go back to the doctor.  

I was going to do it myself,” she whispered and looked 

away. 

“Don’t avert your eyes from me, kitten,” I 

demanded.  My tone was harsh, but from the relief in her 

eyes, I knew this was what she was needing.  If I had to 

remind her every day to not look away from me, then I 

would.  I’d do it until she quit doing it on instinct. 

“Sorry,” she sighed, and looked toward the rooms 

on either side of the living room we were standing in.  

“Which room is mine?” 
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“They should be the same.  You can have either 

one,” I said, watching her decided which one to take. 

“Thank you for coming with me Kane,” she 

admitted shyly. 

“I will wake you up at eight.  Go to sleep, Delilah.  

I’ll have breakfast ready for you when you get up.” 

Before she could leave me, I took her hand and 

pulled her to me.  I didn’t waste time with pleasantries.  

Taking my hand, I placed it on the side of her face and 

pressed my lips to hers.  It wasn’t sweet and it wasn’t 

harsh.  My kiss was demanding as I urged her mouth to 

open.  Delilah’s tongue was warm and soft as velvet as 

she shyly stroked my lip, paying special attention to the 

lip ring there.   

She moaned slightly and melted into my body.  

Every soft curve and delicate part of her pressed against 

my body.  My cock responded so quickly that I felt a 

little light headed.  Knowing that I needed to stop, I 

finished the kiss and pushed her away carefully. 

“Good night, kitten,” I whispered. 

I watched her walk toward the room she’d chosen.  

Delilah didn’t look back before closing me out.  It took 

all my strength not to go in there and tuck her into bed.  

Damn, that woman needed taking care of, and I wanted 

to be that man. 

But how the hell was I going to do that without 

scaring her away? 

I pushed the double doors open to the bedroom 

opposite of hers.  The huge white bed welcomed me 

after a long drive to the city.  The elegant décor of gold 

and browns looked too much for myself, but in all 

reality, I loved the luxury. 

The thought of taking Delilah to my home and 

spoiling her with all the attention she deserved was at the 

forefront of my mind.  Closing my eyes, I could see her 

swimming in the pool during the summertime, us 

making out in the hidden grotto toward the back of the 

yard.  
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She would be safe and taken care of in my home.  

No one would get to her.  Not even Dakota. 

Grabbing a shower before bed was needed.  I 

planned on getting up before her and having breakfast 

ready when she woke up.  I’d been watching her, and she 

didn’t eat much to begin with.  In fact, I believe she’d 

lost a little weight since starting to work for us, and I 

couldn’t have that. 

The water pounded on my aching muscles.  Every 

night I pushed myself to perform to my best.  Seeing 

Delilah watching me tonight was the greatest feeling in 

the world.  It was like I was playing for her alone, the 

crowd forgotten.  Her skin flushed as she stood at the 

door, and I would bet money that she was turned on by 

watching me. 

My cock hardened thinking about her standing 

there with heavy lids and her breasts pushing into the 

tight tank top she was wearing.  Her breasts were large 

and her hips full, just the way I liked them.  

My hand wrapped around my length before I 

realized what I was doing.  The first pull felt amazing, 

the second even better.  She was in my mind, in my soul.  

Something about Delilah Ford fascinated me.    

As the hot water trickled down my arms, I pumped 

myself faster, imagining being inside her.  Delilah would 

be on her back, tied to my bed, and begging me to take 

her to a release she so desperately needed.  That 

beautiful black hair would be splayed across the pillow 

I’d rested her head on before taking control of her 

pleasure.  Those full lips would be red, not from some 

cosmetic, but from the abuse I inflicted on them as I got 

lost in her sweet touch.   

When I imagined that her eyes would be glazed 

over in a heated passion, my balls seized, and I felt the 

first pulse of my seed release into the empty shower.  

Closing my eyes, I pumped harder, imagining how much 

better it would be when I was coated with her desire.  I 
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wanted it so much that I swore I could taste her on my 

tongue. 

The last shot of release hit me with such a force, I 

growled out her name as a demand for her to be mine. 
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Chapter 8 

 

Delilah 
 

Warm hands touched my arm, stroking the skin 

softly.  My name was a whisper on the wind, “Delilah.”  

The feeling was foreign to me, but wanted just as much.  

I must be dreaming, because no one, not even my 

parents, woke me up this kindly. 

“Kitten,” the voice said, louder this time. 

I sat up quickly and gasped, pulling the sheet up to 

cover myself.  I wasn’t naked, but I did have on only a 

tight, white tank top that was sure to show my nipples, 

my suddenly hard nipples. 

Kane Maddox was sitting beside me on the bed, 

his hair slicked back, showing off his beautiful hazel 

eyes, with tiny specks of green.  I’d never noticed that 

before.  His pink lips turned up into a naughty smile.  

Heat burned my cheeks as I tried to smile, knowing that 

I probably looked like a mess.  I always slept rough and 

woke up looking like I stuck my finger in a light socket.   

“Sorry,” I mumbled. 

“It’s time to get up,” he said before scooting off 

the bed.  “Breakfast is here, so get up and get dressed 

before it gets cold.”  I watched as he left the room.  His 

ass looked so good in those tight black jeans.  He had a 

chain wallet attached to his belt loop, and he wasn’t 

wearing a shirt.   

“Fuck,” I growled and stood up.  He was so damn 

hot with all of the tattoos.  His back was completely 

covered with angel wings, only his spine was bare.  

Nautical stars, four of them, lined the backs of his upper 

arms.  He was tall and lean, but his arms were very 

muscular.   

Getting dressed in a pair of jeans and a hoodie, I 

opened the double doors to my room and found a spread 



76 

 

of food laid out on the dining table.  Kane was sitting 

there waiting patiently for me to arrive. 

“Come on,” he smiled.  “Let’s eat.” 

“Kane,” I laughed.  “I can’t eat this much food.  

It’s too much.” 

“You need to eat,” he scowled.  “You don’t eat 

enough.” 

“Have you seen my thighs lately?  I don’t need to 

add to them.”  I pointed to my hips and frowned at him. 

“No,” he laughed.  “I haven’t seen your thighs yet, 

but from what I can tell from those jeans, they are just 

fine, kitten.” 

Man, why did this guy say those things? “Do you 

just speak whatever comes to your mind?” 

“Pretty much,” he said, pointing to a chair.  “You 

eat first.” 

“Okay,” I said with a hint of wonder.  “Why must 

I eat first?” 

“Women always eat first,” he frowned, and shook 

his head violently.  “When you are with me, it will 

always be like that.  Always.”  He handed me a plate of 

eggs and then passed the bacon.  I piled a small amount 

of everything on mine and took the first bite.  I didn’t 

realize how hungry I was until the taste hit my tongue. 

Kane was true to his word and only ate after I’d 

taken my first bite.  We didn’t talk during breakfast, just 

watched each other carefully.  He was refined, the way 

he ate.  His napkin sat perfectly folded on his lap, and he 

didn’t slouch at the table.  He was the exact opposite of 

the rockstar he played every night on that stage.   

“Do you want to stay in the city tonight?” he asked 

after we’d both pushed away our plates.  He leaned back 

in his chair and crossed his foot so that his ankle rested 

on his other knee.  With one arm behind his head and the 

other on his stomach, he looked like a satisfied man.  

The lip ring twirled, and I imagined what else he knew 

how to do with that tongue of his.  Which was a very, 

very bad idea. 
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“Sure,” I smiled, and then frowned.  “If that’s 

okay with you.”   

“I didn’t ask you if you wanted to stay just to have 

you make sure it’s okay with me, Delilah.  I’m asking 

you, and it is your call.  Do you, or do you not, want to 

stay in the city tonight.  We can leave tomorrow to meet 

the band.” 

“Yes, Kane,” I sighed, knowing I shouldn’t be 

scared of him.  “I’d like that very much.” 

“Good,” he nodded.  “Then it’s done.  We are 

staying.” 

His phone rang, and I watched as he slid it out of 

his back pocket.  Looking at the display, a thousand 

emotions played across his face at once…shock, shame, 

and…nervousness. 

“I…I have to take this,” he stammered out before 

jumping up from his seat and leaving me alone in the 

dining area.  He hurried to his room and shut the door. 

Was that his girlfriend?  Wife?  Oh, God.  If Kane 

had a woman in his life, I would be the worst sort of 

tramp having sultry thoughts about him.  What if he had 

a child?   

Tossing my napkin on the table, I marched into the 

bedroom and gathered up all of my belongings.  I left my 

bag on the bed and made my way to the shower.  I’d 

have everything packed so that when we were done with 

the shoot today, I could get the hell out of there and back 

to Cora.   

I stayed in the shower longer than I should, and 

made sure I shaved because I had no idea what, if any, 

clothes I would be in today.  It was the Valentine’s issue, 

and I’m sure most of the shots would be of my back.  I 

had five hearts tattooed down my spine.  The first one 

being the largest and then each one after that getting 

smaller in size before they reached the end of my 

tailbone.  I loved those tattoos. 

I stayed in my room until the last minute.  I didn’t 

know who Kane was so eager to talk to and when I left 
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my room, I noticed he was in a bad mood.  His face was 

drawn into an angry snarl, and it honestly scared me.  I 

averted my eyes, and walked toward the door.  I’d go 

find Sergi and have him take me over to the studio. 

“Where are you going,” he demanded, his tone 

reflecting whatever anger he was feeling. 

“It’s time for me to go,” I admitted, still not 

looking him in the eye.  I was just too scared.  

“Why won’t you look at me,” he asked, carefully.  

“What’s wrong?” 

“You’re angry,” I said in a small voice.  “I should 

go.” 

“I’m not angry,” he sighed.  “I’m sorry.  I just 

wasn’t expecting that call.” 

“Was that your wife?  Girlfriend?” I had to know.  

I wouldn’t be a play toy for him. 

“No,” he laughed.  “I’m not married, or dating.  I 

do have a special girl in my life, but she’s my niece and 

she’s a year old.  Cutest damn thing you’ve ever seen.” 

I looked up at him in shock.  Kane Maddox liked 

children?  I just didn’t see it.   

“Okay,” I said, holding his gaze.  His features 

relaxed, but only by a little.   

“If you’re ready to go, I’ll get Sergi to walk us to 

the car,” he said.  On my nod, he placed the call.   

Something still didn’t feel right about his phone 

call.  I believed him about not being attached, but there 

was this overwhelming feeling that I wasn’t going to like 

what it was, if I ever found out. 

 

Kane 
 

The ride to the studio was quiet.  She was falling 

away from me.  My anger at that phone call caused her 

to be scared of me, and I didn’t like that.  Taking her 

hand, I didn’t say anything when she tensed next to me.  

I drew lazy circles on the back of her knuckles until the 

tension left her hand. 
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The studio was nice, and looked like it had once 

been a small warehouse.  Now, it housed a top-of-the-

line photo studio.  We were escorted back to a wide open 

room with a motorcycle as the prop.  Thousands of red 

rose petals were scattered around the bike that was 

parked on top of a white satin sheet. 

A man, about my size, walked into the room and 

immediately took Delilah into his arms.  I stiffened 

beside her at the man’s touch.  I didn’t like it.  He didn’t 

need to be touching my girl. 

My girl? 

She wasn’t mine.  At least not yet.  I wanted her, 

but the problem was, would she want me after she knew 

about my kink?  Could she handle my firm hand after all 

she’s been through.  From what she’d told me, Dakota 

liked to control her, and he took that to the extreme.  

Hell, it wasn’t even a lifestyle he lived, it was a power 

trip.  He was degrading toward women and felt the need 

to beat them until they submitted to him. 

I want my woman to be willing to submit to my 

desires.  Not a whore to take my sexual frustrations out 

on, or a punching bag, when I was angry.  How a man 

could harm a woman for no apparent reason was beyond 

me.  The abuse was wrong.   

The scars I’d seen on Delilah told a long, painful 

story of her abuse at the hands of that asshole.  A scar 

over one ear, and another fresh one over the other ear, 

told me that this guy didn’t care if she survived or not. 

I’d seen the puckered scars on the inside of her 

arm, as if she’d been stabbed.  There was no telling what 

else I’d find when I finally saw her naked.  I just hoped I 

could handle seeing them. 

“Who’s this,” the photographer said, pulling me 

from my thoughts. 

“Jack,” she began.  “This is my friend, Kane 

Maddox.” 

“Ahh,” he said, looking me over thoroughly.  

“Drummer for Glory Days.” 
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“That’s me,” I smiled, and looked toward Delilah, 

who was trying her best not to laugh. 

“Sorry, J,” she giggled.  “He’s not batting for your 

team.” 

My eyes widened at her statement.  So, he was 

gay.  I’d overlook his inability to keep his hands off 

Delilah.  I felt better knowing he wouldn’t be jacking off 

behind his camera while seeing her naked. 

“Guy can’t catch a break,” he mumbled then 

pushed Delilah in the direction of the dressing room.  

“Your bikini awaits you, my dear.” 

Bikini?  For a Valentine’s Day photo?  Oh, I had a 

feeling I wasn’t going to like this. 

 

When she emerged from the dressing room thirty 

minutes later, she was wearing a white robe, her makeup 

was professionally done and her hair, oh my God, her 

hair looked like she’d just been thoroughly fucked. 

Delilah walked over to the motorcycle, and after 

some instruction from the photographer, she untied the 

sash, letting the robe fall from her shoulders.  

Immediately, I saw the large heart between her shoulder 

blades, and as she slowly lowered it even more, more 

hearts showed, each one smaller than the last.  

Thankfully, her back was to me and Sergi.  When the top 

of the thong came into view, I stepped in front of our 

new bodyguard and growled, “Outside!” 

Shaking his head, Sergi laughed quietly to the 

door and left without another glance in her direction.  

When I turned around, she’d straddled the black Harley, 

and I almost fainted. 

Back arched, and hair tossed over her right 

shoulder, so that the camera wouldn’t get her breasts into 

the picture, the photographer started snapping picture 

after picture.  A fan was turned on low to look as if she 

was actually riding the thing.  Occasionally, Jack would 

stop shooting and rearrange her on the bike, his hands 

touching those luscious hips she seemed to hate.  I was 
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imagining how well my large hands would wrap tightly 

around them as I thrusts into her from behind. 

She seemed fine with her state of undress, never 

shying away from the camera.  Delilah was in her 

element.  The crowd that had gathered around bothered 

me, and my body vibrated from the looks of lust on the 

other men’s faces.  I’m sure they were imagining her 

underneath them.  My hands clenched at my sides so 

hard that I heard my joints crack from the pressure. 

Jack finished and told everyone to take a break.  

Delilah quickly scooped up her robe and tied it around 

her waist.  When she turned, our eyes met and she 

blushed.  Did she think I’d left?  How was she 

embarrassed about me seeing her half naked on that 

bike, but not these other men? 

“Hey,” she said as she made her way up to me.  

“You didn’t have to stay.” 

“Do you always model like this?” I tried my 

hardest not to growl, but the question did come out a 

little harsh. 

“Yes, Kane,” she sighed.   

“I don’t like those men looking at you,” I pointed 

toward the group across the warehouse. 

“This is what I do, Kane,” she whispered.  “The 

money I make from these shoots keeps me afloat most 

months.”   

“I know,” I said, defeated.  This was her work, and 

I had no business telling her what to do.  

Yet. 

Because once she was mine, she wouldn’t have to 

flaunt her goods for anyone to see.  I’d take care of her, 

and she wouldn’t have to sell her body in a magazine, 

for money, anymore. 
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Chapter 9 
 

Delilah 
 

Kane sat in the corner the entire photo shoot 

scowling.  He obviously didn’t like what I did.  Hell, 

sometimes I didn’t like what I did, but the magazines 

paid me well, and I had a following on social media.  

There was a fan page dedicated to my work that I loved 

to check out every-so-often.  I was surprised that Kane 

didn’t know who I was when we’d first met.  You’d 

think, with all of his tattoos, he’d at least picked up a 

couple of magazines in his time. 

Once Jack said I was done, I quickly dressed and 

found Kane sitting in a folding chair outside of my 

dressing room.  He looked so sexy sitting there with his 

long, muscular arms rested on the tops of his legs, his 

head was down and his long hair fell to one side.  

“I’m ready,” I announced, causing his head to 

shoot up quickly.  The scowl was now replaced with that 

smile I’d gotten used to seeing on him.   

“How about some lunch,” he asked and took my 

hand, pulling me toward the door.  Sergi was waiting out 

front, in the cold, for us to arrive.  I frowned at the 

bodyguard, but he ignored me, or didn’t notice, I wasn’t 

sure. 

“Sure,” I said as we climbed in the backseat of the 

car.  Kane kept a possessive hold on my hand, and I 

didn’t pull away, because if felt nice. 

We found a Chinese restaurant a few blocks from 

the studio.  It was small and only had about fifteen 

tables.  This place was more for takeout, and nothing 

fancy. The little old lady behind the counter took our 

orders and called Kane by name. 

“Come here often,” I laughed. 

“Best place in town,” he smiled.   
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Instead of a quiet meal, Kane started in with 

questions.  “So, I know your dad is an asshole, but what 

about your mother?” 

“She died a few years ago,” I admitted with a 

shrug.  “Family isn’t my thing.  I didn’t have a 

traditional upbringing.” 

“How so,” he asked around a bite of an egg roll.  

Damn, even when he ate it was sexy.   

“My parents divorced when I was just a baby.  My 

father was a truck driver, and I hardly ever saw him.  

After mom died, he started drinking, lost his job, and 

now I only hear from him when he wants to tell me that I 

look like a tramp.”  I held up my tattooed arms as an 

explanation. 

“How did your mother die?” 

“She was killed by my stepfather,” I sighed.  “He 

was abusive.” 

The look in his eyes told me the same thing I 

already knew.  I had fallen in the same footsteps as my 

mother.  Heat boiled in my veins.  I stood up, dumped 

my half eaten food in the trash, and returned to the table. 

“I don’t need your pity, and I sure as hell don’t 

need you to judge me.  I know I’m a fuck up.  Until you 

understand me, then don’t look at me as if all of this is 

my fault.” 

“Delilah,” he growled softly. 

“Take me back to the hotel.  I think I’m ready to 

leave New York.” 

Before I made it to the car, Kane was beside me.  I 

flinched, thinking he was going to grab me, but he 

didn’t.  He slipped his hand into mine and pulled me to 

his side. 

“First of all,” he whispered as he helped me into 

the car.  “I am not judging you.  Second of all, do not 

ever say that you are a fuck up.  Third, abuse is never 

your fault.” 
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“I’m sorry,” I said wiping away a tear I didn’t 

realize had fallen from the corner of my eye.  I’d been 

judged so much by my deadbeat father that it got to me.  

“Don’t cry, kitten,” he said, taking my face with 

his large hands. 

“I hate crying,” I laughed harshly.   

“Sometimes it’s okay to cry,” he assured me. 

“I’m just frustrated,” I admitted.  “I’m scared that 

someday I will finally feel free and then Dakota will 

show up.  He will take me away, Kane, and I’m afraid 

when he does that he’ll kill me.” 

“He will never touch you again,” he said, dropping 

his hand from my face.  “You met Liana, right?” 

“Yes,” I replied. 

“She operates a shelter for abused women in 

Northern California.  If I have to, I will send you there 

until he is out of the picture.  It’s a safe house, and 

tighter than Fort Knox.  It’s so tight that I can’t even get 

in there, and I help fund the place.” 

“Really,” I gasped.  “You help fund it?” 

“Well, I’m a silent donator.  She’d kick my ass if 

she knew how much money I gave that place to get it 

started.” 

“That’s very generous of you,” I admitted.  Kane 

really was an awesome guy.  He was nothing like 

Dakota. 

“There is one thing that we don’t tolerate and that 

is abuse toward women.  Have you ever listened, really 

listened to our songs?” 

“Well,” I blushed.  “Yeah, I have heard them.  

What are you talking about, Kane?” 

“Most of our songs are about getting out of bad 

situations, bettering yourself, and fighting back against 

those who try to bring you down.” 

“That’s cool,” I admitted.  “I never really paid 

much attention, I guess.” 
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“Glory Days has always done fundraisers for child 

abuse, women’s abuse, sexual assault awareness, and 

things like that.  We believe in what we sponsor.” 

“Kane,” I said, squeezing his hand.  It felt great to 

hear those words coming from him.  “You are amazing.” 

“Thanks,” he laughed. 

I felt lighter, in a sense, since he confessed his 

involvement in Liana’s shelter.  Cora had mentioned it to 

me in passing last week.  It was nice to know that I did 

have a place to hide if the situation called for it, but I 

planned on staying as far away from Dakota as possible.   

Seattle was going to be a different story.  I was 

going to have to fake an illness or something, because if 

he knew I was working for Glory Days, he and his goons 

would show up to take me back. 

That was something I didn’t want to happen.  

Maybe I could talk to Liana when we met back up with 

them the next day.  Hopefully, she could help me figure 

out what the hell I was going to do. 

We had to be in Philadelphia tomorrow, so that I 

could help with the set up for the show.  While Kane 

performed, I’d talk to Liana and find out what help I 

could get.   

Reaching up, I rubbed at the stitches and frowned.  

I should’ve had them taken out last week, but at the 

time, I didn’t have the money to get to a clinic.  I’d spent 

most of it on the plane ticket to Los Angeles.  I 

should’ve received my first paycheck from Glory Days 

by now.  I’d check my balance when we got back to the 

hotel and then find a clinic. 

“Does your head hurt,” Kane asked from beside 

me. 

“No,” I sighed.  “These stitches should’ve come 

out last week.  If my paycheck has deposited, then I’ll go 

find a clinic here in town and have them removed.” 

“No need,” he said sternly.  “I’ll have a doctor 

come to the room and take them out.” 
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“Oh, no,” I shook my head.  “I can’t afford what 

he’d charge me, Kane.  It’s okay.  I can find a place.” 

“Kitten,” he sighed heavily, like he was frustrated.  

“It’s not a matter of money.  Let me take care of you, 

please.” 

“Kane,” I started to protest, but he silenced me 

with a kiss.   

His tongue pressed on my bottom lip, and I let him 

inside.  Kane Maddox was demanding, but gentle.  

Strong hands framed my face as if I was the most 

expensive china.  The touch made me feel 

cherished…wanted.   

My hands were shaky, and I wanted him to know 

that he was wanted as well.  Sliding my hands up his 

arm, I squeezed him as I reached his shoulders.  Kane’s 

tongue continued to assault my own, and at one time, I 

had to pull myself back to catch my breath.   

A rush of wetness soaked my panties, and I swear 

Kane was putting off some major hormones, because he 

smelled like sweet musk and unbridled sex.  I deepened 

the kiss, hoping that I was not being to forward.   

Our light breathing turned into the short pants of 

the sexually deprived.  My tongue demanded more from 

him and he gave it.  Oh, he gave it so much more.  Kane 

Maddox was the poster child for sex and rock and roll.  

He lived it, his body screamed it.   

He pulled away quickly, “We have to stop.” 

“Okay,” I panted.  The ache between my legs 

grew, and I felt my clit pulsing with my every heartbeat.  

I wanted Kane in my bed.  At that moment…I wanted 

him to own me, possess me, and never let me go. 

“It’s not going to take long for the doctor,” he 

whispered in my ear.  “When he leaves, kitten.  You.  

Are.  Mine.” 
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Kane 
 

The damn doctor wasn’t at the room when we 

arrived.  Delilah was in her bedroom of the suite, her 

door closed the second she walked in.  Once the doc 

took out those stitches, Delilah was going to be mine.   

Would she spook and not allow me access to her 

body?  Probably.  Does she want me?  Most definitely.  

The moans she produced in the backseat of the Town 

Car told me that she was ready and willing.  But was she 

able?  Could she be with me, the way I wanted her?  

Only time would tell. 

And that’s all we had, was time.  She would 

eventually give up and be mine.  I wanted her with a 

passion of a thousand suns.  There was no way I was 

going to wait for the tattooed beauty, because I needed 

her now. 

A heavy knock at the door had me turning around.  

I cursed a few times at the doctor’s inability to be on 

time, but ushered him anyway. 

“Have a seat on the couch,” I pointed toward the 

white and gold sectional in the middle of the room.  “I 

will get her.”  The doctor complied and sat down with 

his little bag perched on his lap.  The poor man looked 

scared. 

“Delilah,” I knocked on the door.  “Doc’s here.” 

The doors opened and she smiled before walking 

around me to see the doctor.   

“Ms. Ford,” the doc held out his hand.  “I’m Dr. 

Langley.  Let’s see about these stitches.” 

She sat down on the floor, so that the doctor had a 

better angle to work on the side of her head.  Doc 

Langley parted her hair and took stock of the cut.  I 

found myself leaning over his shoulder to see the gash in 

her head.  I silently cursed when I saw how long it was.  

The damn thing started at the peak of her ear and snaked 

down to the base of her hairline. 
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“How did this happen,” the doctor cleared his 

throat and looked up toward me, like I’d done this to her. 

“Car accident,” she lied.  “I was the passenger in 

my friend’s car, when we hit a light pole.  She wasn’t 

paying attention to the road and I was asleep.  The glass 

that shattered cut my head.  Thankfully, that was my 

only injury.”  She looked at me with pleading eyes.   

“Oh,” Doc Langley said, accepting her bogus 

story.  “We’ll I guess we can start.” 

I ended up sitting on the couch next to the doctor, 

and he had her rest her cheek against my thigh.  When 

she winced from the pull of the stitches being removed, I 

let her squeeze the hell out of my hand.  She was a ton 

stronger than I previously thought.  I hoped I’d be able 

to play in tomorrow night’s show. 

“All done,” he said, patting her shoulder.  When 

she released my hand, I felt saddened at the loss of 

touch, but was thankful that the blood speed back to my 

fingertips. 

“Thank you,” she said to the doctor as he left the 

room. 

She ran her fingers over the wound and sighed, 

“I’m going to take a long shower.” 

“Okay,” I said, pulling her to me, her chest flush 

with mine.  “Take your time, but when you’re done, you 

are mine for the rest of the day and night, kitten.” 

Her breathing deepened and a sultry gaze fell over 

her eyes.  I leaned down and kissed her softly on the lips, 

only pulling back slightly. 

“Once I am inside you,” I whispered.  “You are 

mine.  Do you understand what I’m asking?  What I’m 

saying?” 

“Yes,” she said, her voice turning husky from her 

desire. 

“Now, go shower, kitten,” I pushed her from the 

room.  “I’ll be waiting for you.” 

She looked a little uncertain as she left me 

standing there with the biggest erection of my life.  The 
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way her ass moved and those hips….those hips were 

made by an artist.  My hands tingled, and I had to shake 

them to restore feeling to them.   

When I heard the shower start, I walked over to 

the bar and poured me a shot of scotch.  The sweet burn 

to my throat was enough to warm my blood as well.  

Delilah Ford was about to be mine.  As bad as I wanted 

to unleash my true self, I was sure she would need to be 

handled carefully. 

Taking off my shirt and shoes, I stood at the door 

to her room with nothing on but my jeans.  My cock was 

behaving itself, for once, and I was the picture of calm.  

Seduction and playing drums were the only two things I 

was good at my entire life.   

Delilah Ford was an obsession that was quickly 

becoming a habit.  Her scent and beauty called to me on 

a level that I couldn’t quite explain.  The fire in her eyes 

didn’t match the shyness she projected around people 

she didn’t know.  I wanted to unravel what was inside 

her and bring it out into the open, for me.  Only for me.  

I was a selfish being for wanting that in private, and I 

really didn’t care to share her with others. 

I gave her five minutes after I heard the water shut 

off before I opened the door to her room.  The huge bed 

that filled the center wall called to me.  This is where she 

would become mine. 

“Kane,” she questioned from the other side of the 

closed door to the bathroom. 

“Yes, it’s me,” I replied softly. 

The door opened, and she stood there in the hotel’s 

expensive robe, her wet hair dark as midnight.  She was 

beautiful without makeup; completely natural.  She bit 

her lip seductively, and I raised my hand. 

“Come to me,” I demanded in a soft voice. 

Set took a hesitant step forward and stopped just a 

few inches from me.  I reached out and wrapped my 

fingers around her hips that I then realized were made 

exactly for me.  Her hazel eyes darkened.  I knew she 
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felt the same connection I was feeling, because her 

breathing became heavy, and I felt the tension leave her 

in that first moment of contact. 

“I want you,” she whispered.  “But I’m scared, 

Kane.” 

“I want you, kitten,” I assured her and placed my 

other hand on her cheek.  She nuzzled into my palm like, 

well, a kitten seeking warmth.  She smelled of cherries 

and all woman.  “Let me see you.” 

It was a demand that she knew she must obey for 

me.  This lifestyle wasn’t all bondage and beatings.  No, 

it was sacred, and if she was going to try this with me, 

then she had to give over all of her trust to me.   

Her hands fisted at her sides, and she hesitated as 

if she wanted me to do the honors, but I wouldn’t.  She 

was in control of herself.  I wasn’t her master…or her 

keeper.  Not like Dakota. 

“Equal, remember?” I whispered. 

Those hazel eyes started to lower, and a growl 

from low in my chest told her that she shouldn’t do that.  

Damn, what had he done to this woman?   

Her hand pulled slowly at the knotted tie at her 

waist.  When it dropped to the floor, the cloth parted 

slightly, showing off the skin between her breasts, the 

tight muscles of her stomach and the bare skin of her 

pussy.   

Shrugging slowly out of the robe entirely, Delilah 

heaved in a huge breath and let the material pool at her 

feet.  “Beautiful,” I said aloud. 

Heat flooded her cheeks as she stood there bare to 

me.  Her breasts were larger than I’d previously thought, 

the tips, a deep plum color, called to me in a primal way.  

The tattoo of an owl covered her ribs on her left side.  I 

hadn’t seen that one earlier, because I was behind her at 

the photo shoot.  Like myself, Delilah had too many 

tattoos to stand here and take stock of when my cock 

was screaming at me to take her. 



91 

 

Leaning in, I touched my lips to hers.  She kissed 

me back with more enthusiasm than I expected.  Her 

hand fell upon my cheek, as mine was to hers, and for a 

moment I was struck dumb at the gesture.  No woman 

had ever touched me so kindly, ever.  Well, except 

Mary, but she was like a sister to me, anddddd I really 

needed to not think of Mary right now.  I had to 

concentrate. 

“Kitten,” I whispered when I was finally able to 

pull away from the heated kiss.  “Tell me what you 

want.” 

“I…I want to taste you, Kane,” she admitted 

openly.  

“Show me,” I urged.  She took the lead and 

unsnapped the buttons on my jeans.  I helped her push 

them down my hips.  She wasted no time in taking my 

hardness into her hands.  “Oh, yes,” I growled.  Those 

warm hands enveloped me, and the slight pressure she 

was giving my cock caused it to jump in her hand. 

“Eager?” she giggled. 

“Very,” I admitted.  When she started to drop to 

her knees before me, I grabbed her arm.  “Wait.”  Her 

terrified gaze ripped at my heart, but there was no way I 

was stopping now. 

Grabbing a pillow off the bed, I placed it at my 

feet so that her knees would be comfortable.  Her terror 

turned to a look of relief, and gratitude.  Hell, I should 

be thanking her.   

My cock disappeared into her mouth, and I almost 

blacked out from the tight, wet suction of it all.  She 

didn’t just taste me, she swallowed me whole.  I was 

going to warn her to go slow, but my size was nothing 

for her. 

“So good,” I groaned and fisted my hands in her 

hair.  She moaned around my cock when I pulled at her 

hair to keep myself planted deep in her throat.  At first, I 

thought she was protesting, but when she wrapped her 
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tiny hand around my ass cheek and started rubbing there, 

I felt my balls tighten in need. 

“D,” I panted.  “Honey, you have to stop.”  

Immediately, she sat back on her heels and smiled 

widely, as if she was satisfied with her work.  Her tiny 

tongue trailed across her bottom lip, and the action sent 

me into a heated frenzy.  I made a mental note to have 

her do that again sometime, but to show me everything 

she could do with that talented mouth.  All I wanted to 

do now was to be inside her. 

Pulling her up, I turned her and pushed her down 

on the bed.  I didn’t waste time with pleasantries as I 

pushed her knees to the side and took my first real taste 

of heaven.  Honey, like the finest wine, touch my tongue 

and I knew, right then and there, that I was doomed.  She 

writhed under me with each pass of my tongue.  The 

moment I sucked greedily on her clit, Delilah erupted in 

a climax that coated my lips with her come. 

“Fuck,” I growled and took her again.  I nipped, 

licked, sucked, and ate her desire hard and fast using my 

tongue ring to enhance her pleasure.  Reaching blindly 

for my pants, I finally found my wallet and the 

emergency condom I had stashed there.  While she lay 

there panting from her climax, I ripped the foil with my 

teeth and rolled the damn thing over my cock.  The 

touch from my own hand had me panting harder with the 

need to bury myself in her heat. 

When my cock nudged her entrance, her eyes flew 

open in a panic, and I stilled.  Her mind was waging a 

war inside, and I could see it in the depths of her eyes.  

“Delilah,” I whispered.  “Kitten, it’s me.  I’m not going 

to hurt you.” 

“I know,” she sighed and pulled me down on top 

of her.  “I know, Kane.” 

Testing her, I pushed at her entrance again, I felt 

the tension fall from her body as it opened up to accept 

me.  The warmth, the tightness there, enveloped me in a 

euphoria I couldn’t explain.  
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“I…I want to take you…hard, kitten,” I admitted, 

as I worked my way into her sex.  She needed to know 

that I couldn’t be gentle, at least not this first time.   

“Fuck me, Kane.  Give me…you…everything.  

Please.” 

I hooked her leg over my arm and slid all the way 

inside.  My balls gave a hi-how-are-ya yelp of happiness 

at the feel of her inner flesh.  My hips took over on their 

own and plowed deeper, harder, and faster than I thought 

was possible. 

The little mewls and moans slipping from her 

parted lips spurred me on.  Taking those plump lips with 

mine, I used my tongue to mimic what my cock was 

doing to her body.  “Please, don’t stop, Kane.” 

“Come with me,” I growled into her ear.  Leaning 

down, I took that plum colored nipple I’d been admiring, 

into my mouth and sucked greedily on it.  Her hands dug 

into my Mohawk and repeated the same amount of pain 

I’d inflicted on her when she was sucking on my cock. 

She slipped her hand between us, and I smiled 

around her nipple.  Delilah Ford knew what she wanted 

and needed with her pleasure.  I didn’t stop her from 

rolling her clit around with the tip of her finger.  I felt 

liquid pool around my cock, and when she screamed out 

my name, I pounded into her flesh, giving her what she 

was screaming for me to do. 

Sweat beaded up on both of our bodies.  My seed 

shot forth, but my cock didn’t soften.  Hell no, Delilah’s 

climax rolled into another one, and I held on to her, 

giving her every inch of my length.  Pounding into her 

flesh so hard that the sounds vibrated off the walls, we 

didn’t falter in our heated demand of each other’s body.  

Sweaty flesh meeting in a rhythm of two people who’d 

found their sexual equal and didn’t want it to end. 

When we both finally stilled, I pulled away, only 

for a second, to discard the condom, and immediately 

pulled her over to where she could rest her cheek on my 
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chest.  I drew lazy circles on her back, even tracing the 

hearts on her spine from memory. 

“Kane,” she whispered, just the hint of sleep in her 

voice. 

“Yeah, kitten,” I replied, my own exhaustion 

taking its toll. 

“I trust you,” she admitted with a yawn.  I felt her 

breathing even out, and I knew she was asleep. 

We had just under fourteen hours before we had to 

leave New York, and I was going to make sure that she 

was under me for at least the next ten.   
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Chapter 10 

 

Delilah 
 

Hot lips pressed to my naked shoulder.  The 

moment my mind came fully awake, I knew that I was 

with Kane.  The need to protect myself was gone, and 

that scared me more than it made me feel safe. 

This was bad.  I shouldn’t feel so safe here in his 

arms.  For a moment, I just wanted to have a sense of 

peace without worrying what was going to happen.  

Kane Maddox made love to me last night, and I’d 

stupidly confessed that I trusted him. 

Squeezing my eyes closed, I disentangled myself 

from his warmth and eased out of the bed.  He looked so 

peaceful in his sleep.  Long, dark brown hair fell over 

the side of his face, those velvety lips pushed out in a 

sleepy pout.  His brow crinkled before his hand reached 

into the spot I’d just vacated. 

“Kitten,” he whispered in his sleep.  I didn’t know 

why he called me that, but every time he did, it sent a 

foreign pleasure through my system.   

His left hand, tattooed with the word “LIVE” 

imprinted on his fingers, twitched while he rested.  I’d 

noticed yesterday that his other hand had the word 

“FREE” tattooed on it.  So if he put his two fists together 

it would read, “LIVE FREE”.   One could wish, right? 

Gathering my discarded robe, I quickly showered 

and tried to remain as quiet as possible.  Guilt ate at me 

the entire time I washed his scent off in the shower.  I 

couldn’t stop the tears that fell, and it didn’t take me 

long to realize, I didn’t want his smell off of my skin. 

The emotional seesaw going on in my mind just 

made things harder.  I couldn’t do this.  I knew Dakota 

was going to find me, and I couldn’t put Kane in that 

position.  If he hurt Kane, I was afraid I wouldn’t be able 

to handle it.  Every day I felt like I was a fragile china 
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doll, and if I fell over, I would shatter.  I couldn’t be 

caught with my guard down and being with Kane did 

exactly that.  I’d always be watching over my shoulder 

for Dakota or his goons.  I reached up and touched the 

latest scar, over my ear.  I hadn’t even told Cora about 

the latest incident. 

Dakota had found out where I was and instead of 

sending someone for me, he showed up at my tiny 

apartment.  He had somehow gotten inside and was 

waiting for me when I opened the door.  He yelled and 

pushed me around, and just when I thought he was going 

to go easy on me, he tossed a small glass lamp at my 

head.  The next thing I knew, I woke up in the hospital.  

Only after a few days home did I find out that the 

landlord had found me after there were complaints of 

fighting coming from my apartment.  I did what I always 

did and lied to the police, telling them it was an intruder.   

A tattooed arm wrapped around my waist and the 

next thing I knew, I was pressed up against Kane’s warm 

body.  Automatically, I steeled myself and stopped the 

tears.  This was something I’d learned to do over the past 

few years, because Dakota hated when I cried.  It only 

made things worse. 

“Shh,” Kane crooned in my ear.  “Please don’t cry, 

D.” 

“I’m not crying,” I said with gritted teeth. 

“Emotions are okay with me,” he kissed my neck, 

causing bumps to raise on my skin.  “But, I still don’t 

like it when you cry.  It makes me want to kill 

somebody.” 

“Emotions are not okay with me,” I said, pushing 

him away.  I just couldn’t do this right now.  “I’m ready 

to leave.” 

“What’s wrong,” he growled protectively.  

“This can’t happen Kane,” I sighed.  “We can’t do 

this.” 

“Why not,” he demanded. 

“It’s just not safe,” I admitted. 
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“You are safe with me.  He can’t hurt you 

anymore.”  Kane pulled me back to his chest and I 

sagged in defeat.  He really did feel good against me, 

and I felt safe every time we touched. 

“It’s not me I’m worried about,” I whispered into 

his tattooed chest, where the word “LOVE” was in an 

arch under is collarbone.   I kissed the inked skin over 

his nipple and closed my eyes. 

“Then who,” he asked. 

“You, Kane,” I cried.  “You are a good man, Kane 

Maddox.  If Dakota hurts you, it would be my fault.  I 

can’t bring this down on you.” 

“And what?  Do it alone?  Come on, D.  How has 

that worked out for you in the past?  There’s only so 

many times you can be put back together again before he 

kills you.  You can’t live like that.  I won’t let him hurt 

you, again!”   

I flinched at his sudden anger, and he quickly 

smoothed down my wet hair.  “Okay,” was the only 

response I could give him without breaking down again. 

“Go, get ready to leave.  We have a plane to catch 

soon.  I’ll be out in a second.”   

I did as I was directed.  Out of the corner of my 

eye, I watched as Kane showered through the glass doors 

of the shower.  That man had a body that just screamed 

sex.  His long, muscular legs flexed as he turned to soak 

his body with the heated water.  A tiny bubble slid down 

his side and over his hip.  My tongue snaked out on its 

own, but my mind was telling me to lick it from his 

body.  My womb tightened, and I felt a new kind of 

wetness pool between my legs that had nothing to do 

with the water from my shower. 

When Kane finally emerged from the shower, I 

had regained some sense of control.  That was, until he 

stepped out of the room he’d taken as his when we’d 

first arrived.  I groaned aloud when I saw that he was 

wearing no shirt, no shoes, and the sexiest pair of leather 

pants known to man.  They were tight and hugged his 



98 

 

cock just right.  A sense of jealousy spiked in my veins 

when I thought of other women seeing him like that.  I 

wanted to tell him to go change, but quickly relaxed 

when he tossed a gray band shirt over his head.  It fell 

down just low enough that the hem covered up most of 

his package. 

“What are you staring at,” he scowled and looked 

down at himself.  “Do I need to change?”  He turned in 

circles, trying to look at his back.  I laughed loudly, 

because he looked like a dog chasing his tail.  All of 

Kane’s seriousness was gone and was replaced with his 

childish behavior.  It was like knowing two different 

people. 

“You’re fine, Kane,” I laughed at his sexy smirk. 

“I know,” he winked. 

“You’re so bad,” I replied. 

“Yes, kitten, I am,” he laughed and walked by me 

to get my bag, smacking my ass as he passed.  “All set?” 

“Yes,” I nodded.  “And Kane?” 

“Hm,” he said, not really paying attention.  He was 

fiddling with his bag and mine. 

“Thanks for bringing me,” I admitted. 

“Anytime, kitten.  Anytime.” 

A knock sounded on the door and our conversation 

was over.  Sergi met us at the door and escorted us down 

to the Town Car.  The ride over to the airport was quiet.  

Kane seemed to be in his own thoughts, and I didn’t 

want to bother him.   

Kane had booked us in First Class for the short 

flight to Philadelphia.  We had two seats to ourselves, 

Sergi was just across the aisle, looking more like a 

businessman than an armed security guard.  How he was 

able to bypass security was beyond me, and I didn’t 

want to know. 

The flight attendant took our drink orders while 

we got comfortable in our seats.  One flight attendant 

stopped dead in her tracks when she walked by, blushed, 

and then said a quick, “Hello”, before running toward 
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the back of the plane.  Kane just shook his head and 

resumed thumbing through his phone looking for music 

to listen to on the flight. 

Kane kept his head down while the other 

passengers boarded the plane.  He’d insisted that I take 

the window seat and that he was fine with the aisle.  A 

few young girls noticed him and giggled as they walked 

by. 

“Do you want to change seats?  That can’t be very 

comfortable.”  I took his hand with mine and gave it an 

understanding squeeze.   

“No,” he laughed softly.  “Totally used to it.” 

I was about to tell Kane that I didn’t mind, when I 

guy stopped at our seat and looked directly at me.  The 

man smiled wickedly and said, “Are you Delilah Ford?” 

“Yes,” I answered, a lump forming in my throat.  

My hands started to shake and my heart beat rapidly 

against my chest.  Could this guy be one of Dakota’s?  If 

he was, then I had nowhere to run.  Kane squeezed my 

hand to stop the tremors, and out of the corner of my 

eye, I saw him tense as if he was going to shield me with 

his own body. 

“Can I have your autograph,” he asked shyly and 

held out the latest magazine I’d modeled in.  The relief 

in my body caused it to sag. 

“Sure,” I said, reaching up to take it from the man.  

He was sweet, and didn’t look much older than I was.  

His hair was a natural dirty blonde, his suit told me he 

was some sort of businessman.  “Do you have any 

tattoos?” 

“A few, on my back,” he admitted.  “With my line 

of work, it’s frowned upon, but I love them 

nonetheless.” 

I quickly signed the magazine and returned it to 

the man.  Kane remained quiet and relaxed the entire 

time I exchanged nice words with my fan.  I didn’t get 

asked for my autograph much, because Dakota usually 

kept me under lock and key.  It felt good to not be the 
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only celebrity on the plane.  The giggle that escaped my 

throat made Kane look up and smile, “First one?” 

“No,” I mock punched him in the arm.  “It’s just 

been awhile since I’d been asked.” 

He nodded and resumed flipping through his 

music.  

As the plane took off, I watched out the window 

for the longest time.  Thinking about my future was 

always so tiring, and today I just wanted to live.  I 

wanted to be free of the worry and the pain of my past. 

I just wanted to be me. 

 

Kane 
 

The moment that fan stopped by the seat, Delilah 

had tensed like she was waiting to be pulled off the 

plane by the man who only wanted to meet the sexy 

model from the magazine.  The reasoning behind her 

fear caused my blood to boil.  She jumped at every 

sudden loud noise around her.  She was as skittish as a 

wild dog, and the amount of terror that radiated off of 

her was so thick that I was worried I couldn’t penetrate 

the real Delilah Ford. 

The flight attendant came by and asked if I 

wouldn’t mind signing an autograph for the two teenage 

girls I’d seen earlier.  When I said that I would, the 

attendant left and after a few minutes came back with 

them. 

“Oh my God! It’s so nice to meet you,” the young 

girl with the deep red hair said as she held out a pen and 

a piece of paper. 

“Same to you,” I smiled.  “What’s your name?” 

“Mallory,” she squealed.  The young ones always 

squealed.  I signed her paper and handed it over. 

“And what’s your name,” I asked the smaller one 

who looked like she was about to faint.  I took a chance 

and looked over at Sergi, and he was watching them 

intently, like he was waiting for the same thing. 
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“Heather,” she replied, fanning herself with her 

free hand.  I signed the papers and the attendant quickly 

pushed them back to their seats.  I could hear them 

giggling all the way.   

Delilah watched with humor in her eyes and a 

smile on her face.  “That was sweet of you, Kane.” 

“Naw,” I drawled.  “I’d do it for the whole flight, 

if it made people happy.”  I shrugged because it really 

didn’t bother me.   

“Cora said you were kind of the closed off one, 

that you didn’t like people that much,” she questioned. 

“I don’t mind the fans,” he shook his head and 

smiled.  “It’s new people in our inner circle.  There are 

too many times we have been burned, and I just finally 

put an end to it all.  All of the people on our payroll have 

been with us for years, minus you, and that’s the way I 

want it to be.  That’s all it is.  I like our people, and I 

want all them around for a very long time.”   

“Are you saying you want me to stay on with 

Glory Days,” she asked. 

“Hell yes, I do,” I smiled and took her hand.   

“Coraline was right.  We do work her too hard, and she 

needs someone there who knows what they’re doing.  

I’m glad you came to us when you did.” 

“That’s all Cora’s idea,” she smiled, but it was 

forced.  “Thank you for giving me a chance.” 

“So, what are you doing for Thanksgiving break,” 

I asked, changing the subject. 

“Nothing,” she crinkled her nose.  “I haven’t really 

thought about it.” 

“I want you to come stay with me,” I admitted. 

“I couldn’t,” she began, but I stopped her with a 

dark scowl. 

“Yes, you can,” I demanded.  “Remember what I 

told you.  Once I was inside you, you were mine to take 

care of.  That means Thanksgiving with me as well.” 

She blushed and ducked her head.  The words 

probably should’ve been said somewhere other than the 
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inside of a plane where everyone could hear, but I had to 

say it.  It didn’t take long before she looked up and 

smiled, “Okay.” 

“Good,” I stated.  “We usually do Thanksgiving 

with the band, and then Christmas we all go to see our 

families.  Mary makes a mean turkey.”  

“Mary is Ash’s wife, right?” 

“Yes,” I smiled.  “She’s amazing, and I love her 

like a sister.” 

“Well,” she paused to chew on her lip, and damn if 

it didn’t cause my cock to stir.  Her tiny nose ring 

sparkled when the sun hit it just right, and if this had 

been a private jet, we’d be joining the mile high club 

right now.  “If you think they don’t mind.” 

“They won’t,” I assured her. 

We were distracted by the attendants readying the 

plane for landing.  Nothing else was said, but I knew she 

was worried she wouldn’t belong.  She was one of us 

now, and if she was with me, then she was part of our 

little family. 

As we filed out of the plane, Sergi placed a call, to 

who I wasn’t sure.  It didn’t take long before he said 

something in Russian that sounded like a curse, “Kane, 

the paparazzi know you’re here.”  Beside me, Delilah 

froze, the look of terror returned to her eyes.  

“Kane,” she whispered and pulled me over to the 

wall so that we’d be out of the line of people heading to 

baggage claim. 

“What is it, kitten,” I said, my heart pounding.  

Something was wrong.  I quickly scanned the area 

looking for him.  Because, only Dakota could put that 

look into her eyes. 

“I can’t be seen with you,” she said with a low 

voice.  She kept her head down, her hair a curtain to 

keep people from seeing her face. 

“Yes, yes you can,” I said, tugging her hand with 

mine.  “That son of a bitch will see me with you, and he 

will know that you are no longer his.” 
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“Kane,” she growled and jerked her hand out of 

mine.  “This is serious.  You and Sergi go on ahead, and 

I’ll get a cab to the venue.  I know what I’m doing.”  She 

started to back away from me, but I stopped her and 

placed a kiss on the side of her neck. 

“What you’re doing is running,” I said, 

meaningfully.   

“Yes,” she nodded.  “That’s exactly what I’m 

doing.” 

“It’s not safe for you to leave me,” I growled.  

“You will walk with me out of this airport, Delilah, or so 

help me…”  I couldn’t finish my sentence.  The thought 

of her out there, in this city, alone scared the hell out of 

me.  My heart pounded, and my hands started to vibrate.  

The anxiety crept up along my spine.  I needed to calm 

down, because my mind wanted to spin.  That was the 

last thing I needed to do. 

“Okay, Kane,” she said quickly, almost in a panic.  

She placed a reassuring hand on my shoulder.  It was 

then that I realized that I was bouncing where I stood.  

“It’s okay, I’ll leave here with you.” 

“I’m sorry,” I said, wiping my hand down my 

face.  Her gentle touch calmed me in ways it shouldn’t.  

“Okay, hold my hand and don’t let go.”  I looked to 

Sergi, and he nodded. 

Light bulbs flashed as we made a run for the exit.  

My name was called several times, not once did I look 

up.  Both Delilah and I were wearing hoodies; the hoods 

in place helped keep the cameras from getting a direct 

shot of our faces.  Only Ash and I had problems with the 

paparazzi.  Reed and Gabe pretty much laid low most of 

the time.  Ash was the front man, so he had the most 

attention.  I was the wild one and didn’t give much of a 

fuck about what these people thought.  

Delilah squeaked as a cameraman got to close and 

touched her arm.  Sergi was there instantly pushing the 

man back.  They kept coming though and by the time we 

reached the car, airport security was crowded around us 
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to keep them off.  Someone opened the door the SUV 

and I pushed her inside then dove in behind her.  Sergi 

was in the driver’s seat an instant later and we were 

speeding away from the curb. 
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Chapter 11 

 

Kane 
 

It was the last show before Thanksgiving break.  

We were currently in Memphis, Mary’s hometown, and 

Ash was pissed off about everything.  Coming here 

reminded him of when Mary was attacked by her 

stepbrother while she was pregnant.  Tomorrow morning 

we’d be leaving here and flying back to Los Angeles for 

a week off.  The whole crew was treated to flights home, 

and Cal and the other drivers would return to get the 

buses a few days before meeting us in our next stop, 

New Orleans. 

Delilah and I had not had much alone time over 

the past five days since returning from her trip to New 

York.  She’d been more skittish than ever and the 

reasoning why scared the hell out of me.  I kept Eric, 

Dallas, and Sergi on constant watch for anyone 

associated with Dakota.  My worry was that he knew she 

was working for us and would show up.   

I found her cussing a streak while laid up under 

my platform.  The only thing visible were her sexy hips 

and legs.  The nautical stars on the side of her calf gave 

away that it was truly her under there.  Adorable wasn’t 

even close to how the whole situation looked from my 

viewpoint.   

“Dammit,” she growled and slid out to find me 

staring at her.  “Sorry.” 

“Nothing to be sorry for, kitten,” I laughed.  

“What’s wrong?” 

“Wires,” she scowled like they were the most 

frustrating things in the world.  “I don’t know why these 

damn things won’t cooperate.” 

“Probably because you’ve hurt their feelings by all 

of the bad words you’ve been screaming at them,” I 

shrugged.  “Try being nicer.” 
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A bubble of laughter rose from her chest, and she 

sat up holding her stomach.  “You really know how to 

diffuse my anger, don’t you?” 

Rita, the one in charge of my equipment, came 

around the corner, “Yo, D!  You ready for me yet?” 

“No,” she replied.  “Give me ten more minutes.” 

“Not a problem,” she gave a thumbs up and ran 

off. 

Delilah cursed and said, “I’m going to try this one 

more time.”   

She wiggled her hips to slide back in to hook up 

the lighting around my set.  The urge to wrap my hands 

around her hips to make her squirm again caused a smile 

to light up my face.  Every time I was around this 

woman, my cock wanted to be inside her. 

“Got it!” she yelled at the small victory.  Taking 

her ankles in my hand, she yelped when I pulled her out 

from her makeshift workspace.  “Kane!” 

“Come here,” I pulled her to her feet and pressed 

my lips to hers.  Those satin lips opened slightly, and I 

used that as an invitation.  The moment I deepened the 

kiss, Delilah melted into my arms.  My hands slid over 

those hips I loved so much and rested possessively on 

her ass.  My cock flared to life, and I pulled her tight 

against my groin, showing how much I wanted her.   

“Quit sucking face!” Coraline yelled behind us, 

causing Delilah to yelp and jump back.  When I turned 

around, I saw my baby cousin fist pumping the air.  She 

winked over her shoulder and disappeared before I could 

say anything to her. 

“I think she’s trying to be a matchmaker,” Delilah 

sighed. 

“Come on,” I said, taking her hand in mine.  

“Let’s eat something and then you can watch us 

rehearse.” 

Lunch was served in a huge banquet room in the 

backstage area.  All of the guys from Fatal Cross were 

hovered around Liana and Reed.  Reed’s friend, Cash, 
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was giving Liana a hard time about something, while 

Reed stood there with his arms folded tightly across his 

chest, looking a tad bit smug. 

“Liana,” Cash sighed.  “I agree with Reed, you 

really need to wait until tomorrow to go on to Northern 

California.  It’s not safe.” 

“Psh,” she rolled her eyes.  “I’ll have Dallas with 

me, and then Reed can meet me there tomorrow 

afternoon.  If I go tonight, I can get a head start on things 

first thing in the morning.” 

“I agree with Reed and Cash, Li,” I announced as I 

walked up.  They were talking about her shelter and 

apparently she wanted to head out before Reed. 

“You’re no help,” she scowled at me.  “I thought 

you were on my side.” 

“Um, let’s see.”  I ticked the reasons off on my 

hand, “One, you’re kind of pregnant, and you’ll do too 

much work if no one’s there to watch you.  Two, it’s not 

safe.  Three, Reed will become a grouchy bear.  Four, 

you’ve been kind of sick.  Five….” 

“Okay!” she threw her hands in the air and stood 

up.  My point was proven when her hand grabbed at her 

still flat stomach and she turned several shades of green.   

“Told ya,” I yelled as she ran toward the women’s 

restrooms.  A well placed middle finger in my general 

direction, as she ran, told me that she heard me. 

“Come on,” Reed said, slapping my back, almost a 

little too hard.  “Let’s go rehearse some.” 

Fatal Cross was done with their rehearsal time and 

kicked back with a few beers while we ate quickly. They 

promised to finish off what was left the food, before 

heading to their bus for the rest of the afternoon.   

Taylor, their guitarist, stopped next to Delilah and 

Coraline and offered them a few words before walking 

away.  I watched the girls after he’d left them standing 

by the buffet table.  My cousin fanned her flushed 

cheeks and peered around Delilah to look at Taylor’s 

retreating form.   
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I was getting antsy, waiting for the guys to get set 

up, and my foot tapped nervously.  I didn’t like this 

feeling, and the only things that kept me from being 

hyper were my music, sex, and when I had time, 

painting.  It was something I did when I was home alone 

to help ease my crazy mind.  It kept me grounded. 

My parents kept me medicated through my youth, 

but once I started playing the drums, I begged to stop 

taking it.  After a lengthy visit with my doctor, he 

agreed, and I haven’t taken any medications since then. 

Adjusting my stool, I grabbed a pair of drumsticks 

and tapped out a tune that had been playing around in 

my head all afternoon.  It was slow and sexy, and it 

made me think of a dark haired vixen with almost as 

many tattoos as my own.  Watching her at that photo 

shoot did all kinds of things to my scrambled brain.  She 

was sultry and perfect.  She wasn’t rail thin like other 

models I’d seen, but damn, she was…perfect.   

The feel of her skin on mine, the tight clasp of her 

sex when I was inside her, and the little moans of 

pleasure were just the beginning of my obsession with 

Delilah Ford.  Fuck, it was hard to watch those men 

looking at her naked and on that motorcycle, but I did it.  

That was the way she made money, and I’d never deny 

her that right.  Delilah was mine now, not anyone else’s.  

She sealed that fate when she allowed me inside her 

pussy. 

Movement to my left caused me to look up.  

Delilah was taping wires down, and was currently bent 

over with her perfect ass on view for me to see.  Oh, I 

don’t think she was doing it on purpose, and I don’t even 

think she knew that I was watching her.   

“Hey!” 

“What,” I jumped, my heart almost stopped.  

“Fuck, Gabe.  Really!” 

He turned and laughed so loud that Delilah looked 

up from her work and scowled.  She spoke into the little 
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radio attached to her shirt asking them to run the lighting 

program for her to check.   

“Ok,” she spoke into the mic.  “That’s perfect, 

thank you.” 

“Everything okay, kitten,” I said, grabbing her 

around the waist when she tried to walk by.  I buried my 

face in her neck and breathed in deep.  Damn, she 

smelled amazing.  Her scent alone seemed to calm my 

nervousness. 

“Yeah,” she nodded.  “Had some lights giving me 

fits, but they’re repaired now.  Hey, what’s wrong?”  

She pushed at my shoulder so that she could look in my 

face.  Obviously, she’d felt my body relax into her while 

she was talking. 

“You calm me,” I admitted with a shrug.  “Not 

sure why.  I like the way you smell.” 

“Okay,” she raised a brow.   

“It’s nothing,” I blushed.   

Ash arrived finally, and we worked on a few 

songs.  Reed’s song Awakening was a brilliant idea, and 

it was currently number one on the charts.  Every time 

we played it, the crowd would go wild.  To anyone that 

really, truly listened to the song, they would be in tears 

by the time it was over.  The amount of emotion, even 

for the fast paced song, would drop even the strongest 

man.  The first few times we’d rehearsed it, Ash had 

made us all take a break, because the song hit so close to 

home with us.   

Things were much better now that they’d gotten 

married and were expecting their first child.  Liana was 

an amazing woman, always had been.  I was just glad 

Reed got off his ass and finally married her.   

“Alright,” Ash said, clipping his microphone to 

the stand.  “Go, get some rest.” 

Grabbing a towel off a speaker, I wiped the sweat 

off my face and rubbed it through my hair.  Delilah and 

Coraline were not around, so I stopped and asked Ziggy 

if he’d seen them. 
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“They were just here,” he frowned.  “Maybe check 

out by the buses.” 

Pushing the doors open, I shivered from the cool 

air that hit my face.  It was cold, but not freezing 

outside.  Immediately my eyes feel on Delilah.  Her 

phone was to her ear and the stiffness in her body told 

me something was wrong. 

Very wrong. 

 

Delilah 
 

“You fucking whore!  I will be there soon to 

collect you.  How dare you run from me?  Did you really 

think changing your phone number was going to stop me 

from finding you?”  Dakota’s angry voice blasted in my 

ear.  The phone had rang as I was walking out to the bus, 

and I didn’t recognize the number, so I answered it.  Big 

mistake. 

“You don’t own me anymore,” I growled into the 

phone, proud of myself for standing up to him.   

“Where are you now?  Are you fucking Kane 

Maddox?” he demanded.  “I saw the photos of the two of 

you in the airport.” 

“None of your fucking business, you asshole!”  

The phone was jerked out of my hand and thrown across 

the parking lot.  I gasped and spun around, my arms up, 

ready to protect my face.  

“Delilah,” Kane’s voice yelled out.  “What…How 

did he find you?  How!  Answer me?” 

My voice was gone.  The panic in his face scared 

me silent.  I couldn’t make the words come out of my 

mouth.  The ground looked fuzzy and so did his 

beautiful face.  Bile churned in my gut, and before I 

could expel my lunch, Kane had pushed me to the 

ground, my head between my knees. 

“Breathe kitten, breath,” he chanted and 

rearranged me so that I was in his lap.  “I’m sorry I 

yelled.  Oh, baby.  I’m so sorry.” 
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“He…he wants to know where I am,” I cried.  “He 

knows that I’m with you, Kane!” 

“That son of a bitch will not get to you,” he 

promised.  My body was being rocked as if I was a child.  

Kane’s scent enveloped me, and I relaxed into his hold, 

finally.   

Feet pounded on the pavement, but I didn’t look 

up to see who it was.  The ringing in my ears drowned 

out the voices and suddenly, I was lifted and then we 

were moving.   

“You can put me down,” I protested as Kane 

marched forward.  I didn’t want to look like I was weak, 

or needed help. 

“No,” he growled.  

“Kane,” I started, but was silenced by another 

growl that rumbled in his chest.  Not only did I hear it, I 

felt it against my side. 

A bus door opened, and I finally opened my eyes 

to see that we were on a bus similar to ours, but this one 

was cleaner.  Kane walked to the bunk area, and pulled 

back a curtain.  Immediately upon being dumped on the 

mattress, I knew it was Kane’s bed.  His scent was 

everywhere, and it helped calm my nerves. 

“I’m sorry,” I whispered, but he didn’t reply.  

Kane disappeared only for a second.  When he returned, 

he held out a bottle of water and in a silent demand, told 

me to drink.  I did as he wanted, the tension in his body 

told me he was angry.  Was he angry with me?   

“Do.  Not.  Tell.  Me.  You.  Are.  Sorry,” he bit out 

each word through his clenched teeth. 

“I’m sorry,” I repeated, in panic.  “Kane, I can’t 

stay here.  I have to go.” 

“Explain to me where the hell you are going to go?  

Are you going back to Seattle?”  His body vibrated, and 

his eyes were darker, more a stormy gray than his usual 

hazel.  I’d never seen someone’s eyes change with 

emotion like that before. 
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“I don’t know,” I whispered.  “But I can’t bring 

my problems down on you.” 

Suddenly, Kane was in my face.  His tall, lean 

body inside the bunk.  “You are mine.  Once you let me 

touch that body…once I was inside that body, you 

became my responsibility.  Do you not remember me 

telling you that?” 

“I remember,” I nodded.  “I’m s…” 

“No more sorry, kitten,” he said taking my face 

with his hands, his touch gentle even for the anger 

boiling inside his eyes.  “You are going home with me 

after this show, and I will take care of you.  I promise 

you that.” 

“Okay,” I said in defeat.  The idea of being alone 

with Kane at his home did funny things to my inside.  I 

was quickly becoming attached to him.   

“Now,” he sighed.  “I will have you a new phone 

before the show is over tonight, or first thing in the 

morning.  Until then, I want Sergi on you like glue.  Do 

you understand me?” 

“I understand,” I nodded.  

“I’m going to shower,” he smiled.  “I want you 

here when I get back.  I need a nap and to have you in 

my arms.”  He backed away from the bunk, the curtain 

falling in place, leaving me in darkness.  The curtain 

flipped open, and I laughed when Kane’s face appeared 

inside.  “Don’t leave.” 

My laughter caused him to pause.  The childlike 

smile on his face was priceless, like he’d just set his new 

toy down and hoped it would be there when he returned.   

Noise outside the bunk caused me to freeze.  It 

was Ash and Gabe talking about band stuff.  Kane yelled 

from the bathroom, “Delilah’s in my bunk.  Be nice, and 

Gabe, keep your hands to yourself!” 

The curtain flipped open and Gabe’s face 

appeared.  He pressed his finger to his lips telling me to 

keep quiet.  I frowned at him, but he just whispered, 

“Trust me.” 
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“Okay,” I whispered back in confusion. 

“Oh, Delilah,” Gabe growled loudly.  “Oh, baby.  

Yes!  Just like that.  I love the way you touch it.  Come 

on D…”  His voice was cut off and a loud thunk sounded 

outside the bunk.  The curtain opened quickly and Kane 

peered inside. 

“Did he touch you,” he demanded. 

“No, Kane,” I laughed.  “He was just trying to get 

a rise out of you.”  Kane was standing there with nothing 

but a towel slung low around his hips.  The tattoos on his 

chest stood out, and those dark brown man nipples I 

liked to taste begged for attention.  The curtain dropped, 

and I heard another thunk, this time Gabe cursed loudly. 

I heard Kane on the phone with who I assumed to 

be Sergi.  He barked orders as if he was a drill sergeant.  

He really was going to take care of me.  Kane didn’t 

want to control me like Dakota did. 

The bastard had torn me down with his words and 

his fists.  He’d taken me when he was angry, done things 

that I will never mention again.  The drugs were 

abundant, and they made him more of a monster than 

when he was sober.  I rubbed the spot on my hip where 

he’d stabbed me with a kitchen knife after he’d snorted 

about a grand of cocaine with his buddies.  That was the 

first time he’d hurt me. 

By the time Kane returned to the bunk, I was in 

the beginnings of a full out panic attack.  The curtain 

peeled back, and I scrambled out and tried to make a run 

for the bus doors, but was stopped by a well-placed arm 

around my middle. 

“Let me go…let me go…let me go,” I chanted 

repeatedly.  

“Everyone leave,” Kane demanded.   

My vision had gone dark, and I couldn’t get 

enough oxygen into my lungs.  Stars dotted my vision, 

and I heard voices around me, but I couldn’t make out 

what was said.  Warmth surrounded me and the only 
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thing that kept me grounded was his scent.  The scent of 

a man who was caring and not in the least like him. 

“Shhh, kitten,” Kane whispered into my ear.   

“Get her to take this,” a feminine voice sounded 

close by.   

“What is it,” Kane asked. 

“Her meds,” she replied.  It was then that I knew it 

was Coraline.  She was the only one who knew that I’d 

been given a prescription to calm the panic attacks I had 

on occasion.   

When I looked up, I realized he had me in some 

sort of hold on the floor of the bus.  Kane was seated 

behind me, with his chest pressed to my back.  His legs 

were thrown over mine to hold them down on the floor, 

and his long muscular arms locked around my chest to 

keep me still.  My face had been turned to the side and 

pressed into his shoulder. 

“D,” Cora said, looking me in the eyes.  “I need 

you to take this.” 

She held a tiny blue pill out, and I opened my 

mouth, letting her drop it on my tongue.  Water was 

pressed to my lips, and I took a small sip to wash it 

down.  I knew this was what I needed, but my body still 

wouldn’t comply with what my mind was telling it to do.  

The tremors that started in my chest soon spread out to 

my limbs.  Kane was holding me steady, his hold never 

relaxing. 

“What…,” Kane started.  My teeth were chattering 

too hard to make out what he was saying. 

“Just stay there for a few minutes. She’ll relax in a 

second,” Cora assured him.   

My eyes fell heavy, and I yawned, making an 

unladylike sound.  The shaking subsided, and I twisted 

into Kane’s warm chest, trying to burrow myself deep as 

possible.  Needing the connection to 

something…someone, I buried my face in his neck. 

The last thing I wanted to do was to freak out in 

front of him, but it was too late.  He’d seen my attack 
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and probably thought I was damaged, not only 

physically, but mentally.  Once I woke up from this, 

Kane Maddox would probably be on a plane back to Los 

Angeles, and I’d have my final check for the work done 

with Glory Days. 

 

Kane 
 

I carried Delilah to my bunk and placed her on the 

mattress, tucking the blanket around her body.  She was 

still shivering, and whatever Coraline had given Delilah 

had worked to calm the obvious panic attack. 

“What the hell was that,” I demanded.  I wanted to 

yell, I wanted to scream, and I damn sure wanted to hit 

someone.  My own anxiety raising with the fear and 

worry bouncing around in my brain.   

“Kane,” Coraline said calmly.  “Sit down and 

listen to me.  Delilah has been having panic attacks for 

the past year.  It’s not anything she can fix on her own.  

Take these pills.  If she has an episode, you have to get 

her to take one.”  She placed the bottle in my hand.  I 

twisted it around to look at the label.  It showed 

Delilah’s name on it so I figured it was okay. 

“You know how I feel about medicating,” I 

whispered.  Coraline had seen how I was as a kid and 

knew that my slight ADD had been better since I’d 

gotten into playing music.   

“It’s not your choice to stop her medications, 

Kane.  You’re not a doctor,” she replied, the sternness in 

her voice couldn’t be missed. 

“I’m going to lay down with her.  Will you tell the 

guys that we are in here, and if they come and go to 

please be quiet.  I don’t want her to wake up.” 

“Gotcha,” she smiled.  “Take care of her, Kane.  

She’s been through hell.” 

“I know,” I said through gritted teeth.   
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I didn’t know exactly what Delilah had been 

through, but damn if I wasn’t going to take care of her 

the way she and I both wanted.   
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Chapter 12 
 

Delilah 
 

I stretched lazily as the foggy haze lifted from my 

brain.  It didn’t take long to realize I was not in my bed 

on the bus.  Oh, I was on a bus, but in a warm bunk.  

Kane’s bunk.  Rolling over, I buried my nose in his 

pillow and inhaled his masculine scent.  He smelled like 

the forest after a cleansing rain and all male.   

Pulling at the curtain, I frowned when I noticed all 

of the lights were on inside the bus.  Looking toward the 

window, I cursed and planted my feet on the floor.  It 

was dark, and I was late for work.  The show had to have 

started recently. 

“Hey,” a feminine voice sounded.   

“Oh,” I gasped, placing a hand over my heart.  

“Liana, you scared me.” 

“I’m sorry,” she smiled.  “Kane asked me to stay 

here until you woke up.”  She shifted on the couch and 

dropped a well-worn book next to her.  The woman was 

beautiful, with hair the color of my own. The only tattoo 

I noticed on her was the half-sleeve of red hibiscus on 

her left shoulder.  She was smaller than me and was the 

wife of Glory Days bassist, Reed Sullivan. 

“I’m late,” I started, but she held up a tiny hand to 

stop me. 

“You are off work for the night, bosses orders,” 

she giggled.   

“I have to work, Liana,” I swallowed hard, 

because I hated to admit it.  “I need the money.” 

“It’s a paid vacation day.  Oh, hell.  Don’t start.  

Kane is taking care of everything.  Just hang here with 

me.” 

“Okay,” I said, taking a seat across the aisle from 

her.  There was a cooler beside my feet, and I opened it 

up, grabbing a soda from the icy water.  Liana handed 
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me a towel to wipe off the excess water.  I said thank 

you, and we fell silent for a minute before she finally 

spoke. 

“From what I understand, you know what I 

operate in Northern California,” she questioned with a 

raised brow. 

“Yeah,” I whispered.  “A shelter for abused 

women.” 

“Exactly,” she nodded.  “We are about to open it, 

and I want you to know that if you need a place, we will 

get you in there, Delilah.  No worry about money, or 

cost.  It’s free.” 

“I’ll keep that in mind,” I took a drink of soda to 

give me something to do with my mouth.  I didn’t want 

to air my dirty laundry. 

“Look, I’m not a counselor, but I’ve been on the 

receiving end of abuse.  If you need to talk…I’m here.  

Day or night, Delilah.  You’re not alone.”  She leaned 

over and placed a hand on my knee.  Something inside 

me snapped, and I grabbed ahold of the strength she was 

offering.  My hand clasped around hers, and the tears 

spilled over my lashes.  Liana was next to me in an 

instant and wrapped her tiny arms around my shoulders. 

“Thank you,” I cried.  “I can’t talk to Coraline 

about this, because it just makes her mad and she yells at 

me.  I have no one else to talk to.” 

“If you are okay with it, I’d like to be that person,” 

Liana whispered into my hair.  It felt so good to be held, 

even if this woman was around my age and practically a 

stranger.  “Do you feel like talking now?” 

I nodded.   

“We have a few hours before the guys are done.  

Don’t feel rushed.”  Liana stroked my back in such a 

motherly fashion, I melted more into her embrace.   

“Dakota,” I began, fear clogging my throat at the 

mention of his name.  “He was nice in the beginning, but 

it soon turned into something crazed…wrong.  He 

started doing drugs, and the drinking got worse.  If I was 
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out and came home, he’d accuse me of screwing around 

on him.  The asshole had his bodyguards follow me 

everywhere I went.  If I tried to run away, they’d drag 

me back.  I soon learned that running away was bad.” 

“What happened when you tried to get away?”  

Liana stroked my hair, again, and the comfort there gave 

me strength. 

“He’d force himself on me.  I have scars all over 

my body from various things he’d hit me with.  It wasn’t 

always his fists.”  I pulled her hand over to touch the two 

spots over my ears. One from when Coraline had come 

to me in the hospital, and then the most recent one from 

a few weeks ago.   

“What’s that,” she gasped. 

“These are from bottles and lamps he smashed into 

my head,” I paused to catch my breath.  “My shoulder 

still bothers me from when he dislocated it in a scuffle.  

My hip aches when it rains.  He stabbed me with a steak 

knife.  There’s a scar on my ribs where he used a pencil, 

missing my lung by a hair.” 

I heard her sniffle, and I raised my head.  Liana 

was crying, the sadness in her eyes told me she 

understood.   

“Oh, Delilah,” she sighed and hugged me even 

harder.  “You don’t have to tell me anymore, if you 

don’t want to.  I understand, sweetheart.” 

“I…I heard you’d been attacked,” I whispered. 

“Yes,” she stopped to wipe her eyes.  “I was raped 

and beaten so bad that I almost died.  My suffering only 

lasted for a few hours.  I can’t imagine how you’ve 

survived this long.” 

“It wasn’t easy,” I let out a shaky laugh.  “If it 

wasn’t for Cora, I’d probably be dead.” 

“Well,” Liana sat back, letting me sit up on my 

own.  “We won’t let him get to you.  If you ever need a 

place to go, then you call me, and I’ll get you into 

Glory’s Place.” 
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“Kane destroyed my phone,” I laughed.  “He said 

he was going to get me another one and when I get it, I 

want your number.” 

“Sure thing,” Liana smiled.  “Kane is a good man, 

Delilah.  He’s a little different, and a whole lot to handle, 

but his heart is in the right place.  He seems taken by 

you.  Let him help you.” 

“He’s growing on me,” I blushed. 

We nodded our agreement and spent the rest of the 

evening watching old sitcoms on the flat screen 

television.  Tonight we’d be going back to Los Angeles 

for the Thanksgiving break.  Kane was taking me with 

him, and he promised I’d be safe. 

But would my heart be safe from the sexy 

drummer after spending five days in his bed?  I had no 

answer for that. 

 

Kane 
 

My arms flailed around as I played the end of my 

solo.  The beat was fast, and my arms burned from the 

exertion.  I’d been thinking too much about Delilah and 

not paying attention to what I was doing.  Oh, I played 

the songs perfectly, but I hit my hands on my snare drum 

so many times that three of my fingers were gashed 

open.  I’d left drops of blood on the surface.   

Once the solo was over, I grabbed a clean, white 

towel beside me and squeeze the cuts to stop the blood 

flow.  I used a bottled water to rinse them out until I 

could find some tape to cover the cuts. 

Liana was resting on the bus and promised she’d 

watch over Delilah while she slept.  Sergi was standing 

guard outside the bus until we were done.  We booked a 

private jet to take us back to Los Angeles after the show, 

and I couldn’t wait to take Delilah to my home.   

I kept telling myself that I was only doing this 

because she had nowhere else to go.  She had no family, 

and I’d be dammed if I’d let her go back to Seattle where 
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that asshole could find her.  And how did he get her 

number in the first place?  Coraline said that they’d 

acquired Delilah a new cell phone the day she arrived in 

Los Angeles.  Did her drunk father give it to Dakota? 

With the show complete, Ash walked by me with a 

sour look on his face.  “I used to love coming here, but 

since Mary’s dipshit ex foster brother attacked her, I just 

want to get away from here as quick as possible.”  I 

didn’t say any more as he headed for the buses. 

We were all packed and ready to go once the guys 

and I showered.  We all used the one provided at the 

arena, and were ready to be taken to the airport within an 

hour of the last song.  Delilah was not staying here to 

help with tear down.  I’d made that perfectly clear to 

Coraline before the show.  She’d just snickered and gave 

me a salute before walking away to do her job. 

There were two black Escalades sitting parallel 

with the buses and I found Sergi there with Delilah, 

helping her toss her bags in the cargo hold of the SUV.  

Liana was already inside the warm cab waiting on 

everyone to get in. 

“You sleep okay,” I said, pulling her into my arms 

and kissing the top of her head. 

“Yes,” she frowned.  “I’m sorry you had to see 

that.” 

“Haven’t I told you that I don’t like it when you 

say ‘I’m sorry’?”  I growled and turned her towards the 

back door of the Escalade.  Sergi was there to open it, 

allowing us to climb inside.  Everyone arrived quickly 

after that, and I didn’t push Delilah to talk.  We had five 

glorious days together.  Talking could wait. 

 

The plane departed within thirty minutes of us 

arriving at the airport.  I plopped down onto the white 

leather couch at the back of the plane while the baggage 

was being stowed underneath.  Delilah followed and 

took the seat next to me, after I patted it to get her 

attention.  She was distant.  The faraway look in her eyes 
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told me she was fighting more demons than what she 

had told me before. 

Liana was also quiet, more than usual.  Something 

must’ve happened while I was onstage, because the 

sadness in both women’s eyes was enough to drown a 

sane person.  Reed slipped into the seat next to his wife 

and pulled her over to his chest.  The spoke in hushed 

tones while everyone finished boarding.  Once the doors 

were locked, the attendant asked us if we needed 

anything.  When no one replied, she dimmed the lights 

and the plane was airborne. 

“Hey,” I said, taking her hand into mine.  “Feeling 

better?” 

“I guess,” she whispered, while she looked into the 

dark night outside the plane’s window.   

Looking around, I noticed everyone was either 

already asleep or quietly listening to their iPods.  Liana 

and Reed were curled up together in their seats, Reed 

watching her intently.  The goofy smile on his face told 

me he wasn’t paying attention to what was going on 

around him. 

“D,” I said, pulling her from her thoughts.  “When 

we get home, I want you to sleep for as long as you 

need.  After that, you are mine. Do you understand?” 

“Yes, Kane,” she yawned.  “Yours.” 

“Good,” I nodded and pulled her down so that she 

could use my lap as a pillow.  It didn’t take her long to 

fall asleep.  I ran my hand through the silky strands of 

her hair, and traced her jaw with my finger.  She really 

was beautiful.  Her eyes were the same color as my own, 

and had the face of a model, which she was. 

To be honest, I didn’t like her posing for those 

pictures.  Some caveman response deep inside me 

wanted to demand she cover up more, but my reasonable 

side told me that was the way she made her living.  If I 

tried to stop her from her work, I was no better than 

Dakota.   
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When we returned to the tour, we’d be in New 

Orleans.  The frequent text I’d been getting lately 

reminded me that the time was closer to my visit with 

Sadie.  Chicago was a problem, a very, big problem.  

Before I met Delilah, I didn’t keep a steady girl.  The 

ones I did find didn’t like to play the way I did.  Most of 

them didn’t understand the need to be tied up and 

spanked for the sheer pleasure of it.  To those who were 

uneducated about the lifestyle, they’d think I was a 

monster, just like the man who went too far with Delilah.  

I wasn’t into anything hardcore, but the sexual control 

behind closed doors was something that was taught to 

me by a woman a little older than myself.   

She was the complication in Chicago. 

Sadie meant a lot to me.  She’d seen me at my 

weakest and helped me control my mind when I thought 

it was going to slip.  The need to be controlled 

sometimes, well…it’s calmed me in a way.  No man 

would want to admit that he hooked up with some 

cougar, in a city far away from his own, just so she could 

tie him up and whip him into shape.  We’d been doing 

this a few times a year since we met almost four years 

ago.   

Usually, I enjoyed being in charge in the bedroom, 

but sometimes, I just needed to let go of all of the 

anxiety inside.  Giving that control over to Sadie put me 

in a different state of mind.  I could think, I could feel.  

In the beginning, I felt dirty, and…wrong.  My Christian 

upbringing insured that I’d feel as if God was watching 

me do vile things to my body.   

It didn’t take too long before I crushed that guilt 

and finally felt, and with each pass of the leather straps 

to my back, I concentrated on myself.  The confusion of 

my mind finally cleared, and I was able to get better at 

fitting in with society.  The punishments helped center 

me in a way that no prescription had ever done. 

Now there was Delilah, and she brought out all 

kinds of foreign feelings in my body.  The fact that she’d 
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told me that she lived a similar lifestyle to my own, 

caused my cock to stiffen every time I thought of it.   

My new question was, how much could she take 

after what she’d been through?  Could we get to a point 

where I could explain how I enjoyed the tables turned on 

me once in awhile?  Would she be able to strike me 

when I felt the need? 

I leaned back on the couch and squeezed my eyes 

closed. There were no answers to that question.  I really 

didn’t know what to do about Delilah, Chicago, or the 

dominatrix who would be waiting for me to show up in 

two weeks. 
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Chapter 13 
 

Delilah 
 

“My God, Kane,” I gasped as he opened the door 

to his home.  “Do you live here alone?” 

“Yeah,” he blushed.  “I like luxury.”   

The house was not so much a house, as a freaking 

mansion.  The exterior was white with shiny black 

shutters.  The foyer was the size of my tiny rent-by-the-

week apartment in Seattle.  Everything in the house was 

white or black, just like the outside.  The room on the 

left was bare, except for the pearl white Grand Piano 

centered in the room.  To the right was a formal living 

room with a table that set at least twelve.  It was a glossy 

black. 

The living room housed more white and black 

furniture.  Little gray and red accents adorned most of 

the shelves around the enormous fireplace.  We walked 

into the kitchen, and I wondered if he had a live-in maid 

and cook.   

“It’s beautiful,” I whispered as I traced my hand 

over the marble countertops.   

“Back here is my room,” he said quietly as he 

placed a possessive hand on my back, urging me toward 

the bedroom.  The long hall was lit by tiny track lighting 

in the floor.  The door opened to a huge room with a 

four-poster bed, the sheets on them were a white satin.  

The furniture was black, just like everything else in the 

house.   

Kane took my bag and placed it next to his by the 

dresser and pulled me back out of his room.  “Let me 

show you the rest.” 

There was a basement that housed a full sized 

gym, with a professional boxing ring in the center.  

Equipment lined the walls, and I secretly cursed myself 
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for not working out more.  Maybe I could get in some 

while we were here this week.  

“What are you frowning for,” he asked.   

“I need to work on these,” I said, pinching my 

hips. 

“Oh, hell no,” he growled.  “Work on whatever 

part of your body you want, but please, for the love of 

God…do not lose any of those hips.”   

I laughed and pointed to the ring, “You know how 

to fight?” 

“Yes,” he shrugged.  “A little.” 

Somehow, I thought he was lying.   

There was another room that held more 

instruments and then one other room that was closed off 

in the basement.  He didn’t show me what was inside, 

and that just peeked my curiosity.   

Upstairs were more spare bedrooms, and a huge 

media room that was set up like a mini movie theatre.  

There was a bar at the back of the room with a fully 

functioning popcorn machine. 

“I could get used to this room,” I said, running my 

hand over the machine.   

“You like popcorn,” he asked with a raised brow. 

“Love it,” I groaned.  “It’s my weakness.  Goes 

right to my hips.”  I laughed and pointed to the offending 

part of my body.  It felt good to laugh after the last 

twenty-four hours.  Being here with Kane felt safe. 

It felt right. 

“Why don’t you go take a bath, and I’ll be in there 

soon.  We can crash for as long as you’d like, then 

tonight we will watch a movie and eat popcorn for 

dinner, if you want.”  He pulled me to his chest, my 

hand automatically falling over his heart where there 

was tanned skin and no ink.  His lips brushed lightly 

across mine.  The sensation blazed through my system 

like a drug.  Heat pooled in my womb, and my sex 

clenched with need.  Just as quickly as he started, Kane 

removed his lips and tapped the flat of his hand a little 
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hard against my ass to get me moving.  The sting was 

welcomed, and I went into his bathroom wondering how 

that hand would feel against my bare skin. 

 The entire time I soaked in the tub, that could fit 

at least six people, I imagined the things I’d like Kane to 

do with me, and to me.  He knew I liked it a little rough, 

and I had to admit that I was taking a huge step by 

letting Kane take care of me.  He was the first guy I’d 

been with in years.  Dakota kept me in his clutches for a 

very long time, and I don’t even know if I knew how to 

live this strange lifestyle anymore. 

Shaking myself from the thought of that asshole, I 

quickly dried off and let my hair down.  I found a pair of 

yoga pants and a tank top in my bag and put it on.  I 

brushed my teeth and went in search of Kane, because he 

wasn’t in the bedroom like he said he would be. 

I padded lightly across the hardwood floors and 

listened for any movement in this area of the house.  I’m 

certain if someone was yelling on one side, the other 

person wouldn’t hear anything on the opposite side of 

this mansion.   

I opened the door to the basement and heard the 

rhythmic pounding of drums down in his instrument 

room.  I stood in the doorway and watched him play.  

His eyes were closed, and his head was tilted back.  His 

lean body moved with the beat, almost as if he was 

dancing to the music he was making.  Occasionally, he’d 

twirl the drumsticks between his fingers, and my pussy 

clinched remembering just how talented those fingers 

were when they touched my body.   

I walked forward until he opened his eyes and saw 

me heading toward him.  The song he played changed to 

match my steps.  The heat of arousal burned in his eyes, 

and I didn’t miss when his tongue darted out to wet his 

bottom lip.  If I didn’t know any better, I’d think he was 

remembering how I tasted. 

He didn’t protest when I walked around and 

swung my leg over his, straddling him on his stool.  He 
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didn’t stop playing when he buried his face between my 

breasts.  Using his chin, he pulled down the material of 

my tank top and latched onto my nipple.  He nipped, 

sucked and pretty much drove me mad.   

 “Beautiful,” he moaned and continued to play.  

Each beat he produced on his drums vibrated through 

my body and somehow ended at my sex.  My pussy 

clinched and wept with desire for him. 

My hands roamed over his muscled chest.  I traced 

the tattoos there, mesmerized why the space over his 

heart was still blank.  Kane’s skin was lightly damp.  He 

smelled sweet, and I knew if I leaned over and tasted his 

skin, I’d be lost.  His nipples beaded under my gaze, and 

I couldn’t take it another second.  I leaned in and licked 

the brown disc with the flat of my tongue slowly, almost 

to torture him. 

A sudden sting in my ass caused me to gasp and 

sit straight up.  Kane’s heated gaze met mine. 

“No touching,” he spoke with authority, and I 

liked it.  The pleasured sting lit into my ass again, and 

then I realized he’d used his drumstick to get my 

attention.  “I want you naked, then back on me, just as 

you are now.” 

I scrambled away and began to undress.  Kane 

paid no attention to me while he played his song.  He’d 

slowed down, and the music was now erotically charged.  

The beat made me want to move slower, or fuck slower.  

Whatever he was playing caused my body to open up 

and take notice.  The fact that he could get me worked 

up with just his playing honestly scared me.  My body 

responded almost too well to Kane’s ministrations.   

He opened his arms and allowed me to sit in my 

original position.  My legs were spread wide as they 

hung over his thighs.  He kept perfect rhythm on his bass 

drum, his knee moving with every hit to the kick petal 

on the floor. 
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“Are you sure this is the lifestyle you enjoy, 

Delilah,” he became serious.  “If I ask you to do 

something, are you willing to do it?” 

“As long as you don’t hurt me,” I admitted in a 

small voice. 

“What is your safeword, kitten?” he asked, still 

playing behind me, but his eyes were focused entirely on 

my face. 

“Hazel,” I blurted out, not knowing why I said it 

other than the fact that I was fixed on his eyes as he 

spoke, looking for anything I should be worried about.  I 

found none. 

“Good,” he nodded, and still he played.  “I want 

you on your knees, free my cock, and show me what you 

can do.” 

My pussy clenched at his words, and I found 

myself on my knees before my mind registered what I 

was doing.  Kane scooted his stool back, only slightly, 

so that I could manage to kneel between his legs.  His fly 

came open fairly quickly, and I smiled to myself when I 

found he was totally commando. 

When I freed his length, he wasn’t completely 

hard, yet.  Pumping him with my fist, I rubbed my 

thumb over the crown with each pass.  His playing 

faltered when I took him completely down my throat.  A 

strangled cry tore from his lips, and I heard one 

drumstick crash to the floor.  The free hand tangled in 

my hair, the bite of pain from his hold was welcomed.  

As I bobbed over him, I relished in his taste, his flavor.  

The velvety girth hardened with each pass of my tongue.  

I pulled him completely from my mouth, but 

immediately circled and stroked him with my hand, so 

that I could catch my breath.  The head was engorged 

and a deep purple.  He was so thick and long that if I let 

go, his cock would rise above his belly button.  The 

remembrance of his cock thoroughly ramming itself into 

my womb cause my sex to spasm, and I swear, I almost 

came from the memory. 
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“Oh, kitten,” he growled when I took him whole 

again.  “So good.  So fucking good.”  He muttered more 

phrases of praise, but they were mumbled and mostly 

ended in growls. 

Something tickled the side of my hip, the 

movement slow and seductive.  I soon realized he was 

stroking me with his one remaining drumstick, the wood 

smooth against my skin with each pass.  Kane made the 

circuit over the cheeks of my ass, up my spine, down my 

arm, and back to my hip several times before I felt the 

stick touch the inside of my thighs.  He tapped the flesh 

there as a demand to open up.  I pushed my knees further 

apart wondering what he was going to do.  The end of 

the drumstick caressed the lips of my sex, and I knew if 

he stopped to inspect it, he’d find it coated in my juices.   

“I’m going to come, and I want you to take it all,” 

he whispered.  “Can you do that for me?”  The 

drumstick continued its journey on my body.  An 

occasional sting in my ass would excite me, and I 

rewarded him with heavy moans around his cock.  The 

stick would run through the lips of my pussy, spreading 

my desire all around my aching sex.  Once he stroked 

the puckered ring of my ass.  Tiny bumps of excitement 

rose on the backs of my thighs. 

My need turned to shear mind-numbing lust when 

I tasted the first spurt of his release.  I did as he asked, 

taking all, not spilling a drop.  I didn’t stop once he was 

finished.  I continued to lick him, suck him, and touch 

him, until he couldn’t take it anymore. 

“Relax, kitten,” he smiled wickedly.  “It’s my turn 

to pleasure you.” 

Kane pulled me over to the small bar at the back 

of the room and hoisted me up so that I was sitting on 

top.  He placed each of my feet on stools, then pushed 

them apart so that I was on display for his view. 

“You’re so wet for me,” he said, tracing the lips of 

my sex with one long finger.  “Did sucking me off do 

this to you?  Or was it the sticks?”   
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“Both.  Yes, Kane, please,” I panted.  I needed 

him to touch me, kiss me…something.  The kiss to my 

knee had me refocusing on his actions.  Each press of his 

lips aimed him closer to the place I desperately needed 

him to be.  The flat of his tongue stroked me from 

bottom to top, and my eyes rolled in the back of my head 

when he sucked greedily on my clit.  Kane’s face was 

buried in my pussy, his tongue lapping at my cream as if 

I was the last drink of water on Earth.   

“Come for me, kitten,” he encouraged as he ate at 

my sex.  “I want you to come on my face.  Let me taste 

you, all of you.” 

His words caused heat to build in my body, sweat 

broke out on my chest, and my pussy clamped down on 

nothing, as sparks filled my vision.  I ached for him.  

The brutal orgasm struck so hard and so fast that my 

lungs burned for air, my voice vacant of any sound.  My 

hips bucked uncontrollably until Kane wrapped his arm 

around my waist and pulled me down to one of the 

stools, so that our bodies were lined up. 

He slid inside me easily, but that’s where the 

tenderness ended.  Each thrusts of his hips sent his cock 

deep inside, touching every part of me.  One moment he 

was a beast ravaging me, the next he was tender and 

caring.   

“I want all of you, Delilah.  Tell me that you are 

mine,” he growled between thrusts.  “Tell me!” 

“Yours,” I moaned.  “Please, don’t stop.” 

“Never…stop,” he grunted.  His lips fell on my 

neck, kissing and sucking.  The moment he bit on the 

base of my neck, I exploded again, begging for him to 

fuck me harder.  It didn’t matter how hard or how deep 

he was inside me, I begged for more. 

Kane fit me perfectly.  He held his own with my 

needs, and gave me what I desired, not only with sex, 

but with affection and strength.  The overwhelming need 

to stay close to him almost brought tears to my eyes.  I 

was falling for him, hard. 
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My body was his as he flipped me over, my 

stomach pressed to the leather padding of the stool.  

Kane kicked my legs apart and was inside me once 

again.  The burn in the back of my legs was needed, the 

pain welcomed. 

I stiffened slightly as he invaded the tight ring of 

my ass.  His thumb dipped into my sex, were we were 

still joined.  He lubricated the tight ring and pushed 

inside causing tremors to roll erotically through my 

body. 

“I will own you here,” he demanded.  “Do you 

want me in this tight ass, kitten?” 

“Please,” I begged. 

“Not yet,” he denied me, but still kept his thumb 

buried in my ass.  “I promise to give you everything you 

desire, Delilah.” 

Kane Maddox was a dream come true.  I had to 

bite the inside of my cheek to keep from getting 

emotional.  I didn’t have time to think more on it as he 

pulled out and rolled me back to where we were face to 

face. 

“I want to look into your eyes as we come 

together,” he said, taking my lips with his own.  The 

piercing in his lip was warm as he devoured my lips and 

tongue.  His kisses were so brutal that his tongue ring 

would click against my teeth as he devoured my mouth.  

He owned my body and my pleasure…just the way he 

should.  I was helpless against his need for me and my 

need for him. 

The way we were pressed together, Kane had both 

arms around my back, holding me to him.  I felt his cock 

swell, and it caused another orgasm to burst forth.  Kane 

pumped hard and deep inside me until we were both 

spent. 

I remembered being carried up to his bed.  His 

lean body wrapped around mine. 

Kane Maddox may have just stolen my heart.  I 

was too tired to worry about what would happen next.  
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I’d deal with my fears later.  Right now, I was going to 

enjoy the way the sexy drummer cared for me. 

 

Kane 
 

I didn’t know how long we slept, but when I 

opened my eyes, I was still wrapped around this woman 

who was quickly stealing my heart.  All I wanted to do 

was to slide my cock inside her and stay that way for the 

next two hundred years.   

But the damn chime on my phone ruined any 

chance of us staying in the bed.  Looking at the display, 

Sergi’s text said that he was on his way to the house with 

the new phone for Delilah.  I’d told him to get her the 

best, money be dammed.   

Sliding out of the bed, I found a pair of shorts and 

pulled them on, leaving my chest bare.  If the bodyguard 

wasn’t coming over, I usually walked around in damn 

near nothing.  We’d been gone a few weeks, and I had 

mail piled up on the counter from the maid that took care 

of my place while I was gone.  I took a few minutes to 

separate the junk from the important stuff, tossing the 

advertisements in the trash.  

Opening the fridge, I smiled widely at the amount 

of Tupperware in the freezer.  A note attached to the 

freezer door explained it all. 

 
Don’t want you to starve!   

Mary 

 

My adopted sister, and Ash’s wife, had filled my 

freezer with food, because she knew I didn’t cook.  I 

never learned and usually went to Ash’s place anyway, 

since being here alone wasn’t my thing.  I’d become 

such a fixture in the Martin home, that I wondered how 

things would be this week with Delilah staying in my 

bed. 
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A quick text to Mary to say that I’d bring Delilah 

over for her inspection later this evening, and a thank 

you for the food, then I grabbed a box of cereal and a 

bowl.  It felt good to be back on my couch as I flipped 

through the channels and found an old movie that looked 

familiar. 

“Hey,” Delilah said groggily, her hair in a tangled 

mess.  “What time is it?” 

“Almost three,” I replied and held my hand out for 

her.  She was so sleepy that I just wanted to snuggle with 

her on the couch in hopes that she fell asleep in my arms 

again.   

“Mmhmm,” she murmured and immediately tried 

to sit on the floor at my feet. 

My hand shot out and wrapped around her arm, 

“No!” 

She stiffened and squinted her eyes, as if she was 

waiting for a blow. 

“I’m sorry, kitten,” I gasped and pulled her up to 

sit next to me on the soft cushion. “I didn’t mean to 

scare you.” 

“You didn’t scare me,” she said and hung her head 

in shame.  “Habit.” 

“Come here,” I said and leaned back on the couch, 

pulling her to my chest.  “Please don’t ever sit below 

me, I hate it.” 

“Why,” she asked, a little frown line between her 

eyes.  Automatically, I soothed it away. 

“It’s not right,” I swallowed.  “It’s degrading, and 

I figure, if two people agree to this lifestyle, then one 

shouldn’t have all of the power over the other.  Plus, 

women should be held up and cherished.  Not treated 

like a slave.” 

“Thank you,” she said, smiling.  

The knock on the door stopped our conversation.  

Sergi stood there in his jeans and black shirt looking like 

a professional wrestler.  In his hand, he held a box 

containing Delilah’s new cell phone. 
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“Everything set up,” I asked as I stepped aside, 

letting him into the house. 

“Unlimited everything, your number already 

programed, as well as mine, and Eric’s.  The tracking 

program is installed,” he whispered. 

“No need to keep secrets,” I laughed.  “Make 

yourself at home.  I’ll explain everything to her.” 

Delilah sat up and blushed when Sergi and I 

returned to the living room.  He nodded politely at her 

and asked if he could grab a drink.  I pointed toward the 

kitchen and sat down next to Delilah. 

“Here’s your phone,” I said, handing her the box.  

“All of our numbers are programed in there.  You have 

unlimited use of the phone, and I will let you know, 

there is a tracking app installed.  Please keep it running 

at all times.  It’s for your safety.” 

“Okay,” she said, turning the box around in her 

hands.  “Thank you, Kane.  But you really shouldn’t 

have.” 

“When are you going to accept the fact that you 

are mine?  The things I do for you are because I want to 

do them, not expecting anything in return.”  I stroked her 

hair and didn’t wait for a reply.  “Sergi’s here to take us 

to Ash and Mary’s for dinner.  Go charge your phone 

and take a shower.  We will leave when you are ready.” 

“Thank you,” she said, leaning in and placing a 

quick kiss to the corner of my mouth.  She giggled and 

scratched the rough patch of hair on my face.  “You need 

to shave.” 

“I’ll get right on that,” I laughed as she stood up.  I 

slapped her ass and watched her leave.  My cock stood at 

attention and reached for her.  I had to put pressure 

against it to calm it down before I embarrassed myself in 

front of our bodyguard. 
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Chapter 14 

 
Delilah 

 
We arrived at yet another home in Malibu.  This 

one belonging to Ash and his wife Mary.  Immediately 

upon pulling into the gated driveway, a beautiful blonde 

woman rushed out of the house and nearly trampled 

Kane.  My protective side flared, and I almost pushed 

her away, but then realized it was the woman he told me 

that he loved like a sister. 

“Oh, Kane,” she squealed.  “I’m so glad you’re 

home!” 

“Me too,” Kane said, raising a brow to the woman. 

“Oh, no you don’t Kane Marcus Maddox!”  Then 

she yelped and ran toward the house, Kane directly on 

her heels.  Mary didn’t quite make it to the door before 

Kane scooped her up and licked the side of her face.  She 

slapped him away, and Kane’s infectious laugh had me 

smiling as well.  I should be jealous that he touched her 

that way, but believe it or not, I was okay with it, 

because I knew where he sleeps at night. 

“Mary,” he said, pulling her by the hand.  “I want 

you to meet my Delilah.”   

I met them halfway to the front door, and Mary 

held out her hand, “Hey, Delilah.  Welcome, I’m so glad 

you came.” 

“Thank you for having me,” I said, shaking her 

hand.  

“Come on inside,” she smiled, pulling us both by 

the hand.  

The house was full of familiar faces.  Ash was 

holding their baby, Ivy.  Gabe was sitting at the table, 

nursing a beer.  Liana and Reed were snuggled up on the 

couch in the living room.  Cash from Fatal Cross was 

arguing with someone on the phone, and his other band 
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members were on the back patio laughing about 

something I couldn’t hear. 

I left Kane in the kitchen, so that I could talk to 

Liana.  The promise of a safe place to go, in case Dakota 

found me, was a welcomed relief.  Glory’s Place would 

be out of the way and protected.   

“Hey,” I said as a greeting.  Reed kissed his wife 

and made an excuse to leave us alone. 

“Have a seat, Delilah,” she smiled.  “Everything 

okay?” 

“Um, yeah.  I wanted to see if we could still 

exchange phone numbers,” I said quietly.  “You know, 

just in case.” 

“Do you not want Kane to know about this,” she 

said softly, leaning in closer.  She looked over her 

shoulder to make sure that no one was around. 

“I’ll tell him, eventually,” I shrugged.  “This is 

something I need to do on my own, for once.” 

“We have counselors available, even if you don’t 

want to make an extended stay,” she said, placing a hand 

on my knee.  “Have you ever gotten a restraining order?” 

“No,” I sighed.  “I’ve always been afraid it would 

make things worse.”   

“Isn’t it bad enough?”  Liana raised a brow, and I 

understood the silent meaning. 

“Yeah,” I sighed nervously.   

We both quieted when Kane and Reed entered the 

living room.  Kane scowled at me, and I turned to looked 

at Liana with pleading eyes.  Her short nod told me that 

she’d keep my secrets, but that I needed to talk to him 

about what was going on. 

“It’s time to eat,” Kane announced and took my 

hand.  

Kane silently pushed me into a seat at the table, 

then went about making plates.  He frowned and then 

held up spoons with different food on them, asking if I 

liked them.  After I would nod, he’d add them to the 

plate he was making for me.  Mary watched him from 
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the corner of the kitchen.  Occasionally, she would catch 

me staring at him, her smile was bright.   

“Can I get you something to drink,” Ace asked.  

The lead singer of Fatal Cross leaned over the table and 

winked.   

“She’s fine,” Kane growled and nudged him away 

with his arm.  The food was placed in front of me, and I 

watched as Kane grabbed two beers from the cooler.   

“Eat.”  It was a command, and then I remembered he 

wanted me to eat first, like he had back in New York. 

I took a few bites and cracked open the beer.  

Kane, after being satisfied that I was eating, then dug 

into his food.  I watched as he ate, almost elegantly.  The 

man’s table manners were excellent, and I wondered if 

he had grown up in luxury, because it sure seemed that 

way. 

That was, until the other guys started ribbing each 

other about things that had happened on the road.  Kane 

was laughing at Cash and his inability to tell women the 

word ‘No’.  Gabe was pointing to Taylor and saying that 

he too was, “Nothing but a man-whore.”  The insults and 

good natured ribbing caused them to reach over heads 

and fist bump, or yell out obscenities with food in their 

hands.  Otherwise a total man-picnic, the only thing 

missing were loud bodily sounds.    

Taylor picked up a roll and was about to throw it 

at Gabe, when Mary whistled loud, causing everyone to 

pause.  “Save the horseplay for outside, or all of you will 

be scrubbing baseboards!” 

“Damn,” Ash growled.  “I love it when you take 

control, baby.”  Ash picked up his wife and spun her 

around.  She looked a little green and slapped his arm to 

put her down.  He fussed over her for a bit before 

accepting her excuse of being okay. 

“Are you done,” Kane asked, nodding toward my 

plate.   

“Yes,” I said, then used the back of my hand to 

cover a yawn. 
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“We’ll head home,” he stood up and ignored my 

protest.  We said our goodbyes, and I had to promise 

Mary that I would be there for Thanksgiving.   

“We didn’t have to leave,” I said once we were 

inside the SUV, with Sergi at the wheel. 

“We need to get some sleep,” he winked.  

“Tomorrow we can go hang out in town, or go see a 

show.”  

“Or watch a movie at your house,” I asked with 

both brows raised.  That sounded so much better than 

going out.  I only wanted to relax in his media room and 

watch some out-of-date movie and eat fresh, hot 

popcorn. 

“Whatever the lady desires,” he made a show of 

bowing, and I giggled from his actions.  His knee 

bounced as he laughed, the anxiety running through him 

wasn’t hard to miss. 

“What’s wrong,” I said, placing my hand on his 

knee.  It took a minute, but the bouncing slowed, only 

slightly. 

“Feeling a little hyper,” he shrugged.  “I think I’ll 

hit the gym when we get home.”   

“Why do you feel hyper,” I asked, leaning closer 

so that I could rest my head on his shoulder.  His whole 

body vibrated as we drove.  Something wasn’t right with 

Kane. 

“I have a touch of ADD,” he admitted.  “When I 

play, it helps keep my mind in a straight line.  I’ve found 

other things that help sometimes.” 

“Like what,” I asked, concern in my voice had him 

looking over at me.  He immediately stilled when he 

touched my face. 

“If I work out, play music,” he swallowed.  

“You…You seem to ground me, kitten.” 

“Me,” I asked. 

“Yeah,” he nodded.  “I like taking care of you.  

When I focus on us together, it really seems to straighten 

out my head.” 
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“I see,” I admitted.  Kane Maddox had attention 

problems.  “Are you on medication?” 

“Nope,” he smiled.  “Been off of the stuff for 

years.  Music is my medicine now.” 

“Well, if it helps,” I smiled up at him. 

“It does,” he leaned over and kissed just below my 

ear.  “So does being inside you.” 

My body went liquid at his words.  The deep 

timbre of his voice caused my sex to clench.  Having 

Kane Maddox tell me that, caused all kinds of emotions 

to run through my body.   

If we were in one of those limos with the privacy 

glass, I may have just mounted him in the back seat, but 

I refrained from that, because we had plenty of time. 

Five days to be exact. 

 

Kane 
 

Sergi left us for the night.  It wasn’t late, and I 

needed to go work off some of this energy. 

“I’m going down to the gym if you want to join 

me,” I said as we walked into the house.   

“I’d like that,” she said, standing up on her toes 

and placing a kiss to my cheek.  “Go on down.  I’m 

going to change, then I’ll meet you there.” 

“Okay,” I said as I watched her walk away, the 

sway of her hips mesmerized me.   

Adjusting my cock, I walked down to the 

basement and turned for the gym.  Hitting the panel of 

lights on the wall, I blinked to adjust my vision as the 

room filled with light.  I grabbed my gloves and 

immediately started hitting the punching bag I had hung 

in the corner.  It didn’t take long before I found the zone 

I was looking for. 

My mind opened up, like an endless field on a 

never ending land.  The air was crisp in my lungs, the 

fan above me kept it that way.  Each punch to the bag 
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felt amazing.  The burn in my arms radiated up to my 

shoulders as I struck out at the invisible threat.   

My peace slowly turned to anger with every strike 

to the bag.  I pictured Dakota Hyde and how our first 

face-to-face meeting would go.  There would be no 

talking, no pleasantries.  Only my fist in his face, his gut.  

Each punch delivered for every scar that Delilah had 

been given by the hands of the monster. 

Her voice would be frantic, begging me to stop.  In 

fact, it sounded so real, it was like she was standing 

there with me now, crying at my side.  The man 

wouldn’t touch another woman again, if I had anything 

to do with it.  No man should ever harm an innocent 

woman, such as my Delilah. 

My Delilah. 

She was mine. 

My love, my Delilah. 

I heard a gasp and spun around, ready to defend 

myself.  I’d been in such a zone that I’d forgotten I 

wasn’t alone.  Delilah stood there with her fist to her 

mouth.  The tears rolling down her face. 

My teeth tore at the straps on my gloves, and I 

slung them away to the floor.  She backed up a few steps 

and shivered, her hand reached out telling me to stop. 

“Kitten,” I whispered.  “Calm down.” 

“You’re angry,” she stated, her voice clogged with 

tears. 

“Just letting loose.  I promise you, I’m okay,” I 

spoke calmly, holding my hands up showing her I wasn’t 

going to hurt her.  “Breathe Delilah, breathe.”  She took 

a breath and her shoulders slumped.  I lunged forward 

and took her into my arms.   

“You were growling, Kane,” she cried.  “You kept 

saying my name over and over again.” 

“I did,” I asked in confusion.  On her nod, I 

continued.  “I admit, I got in a zone, kitten.  I was taking 

out frustrations on the bag.  It’s normal.” 

“Why were you saying my name,” she demanded.   
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“I was thinking of what I would do to Dakota 

when I found him,” I admitted. 

“No…no…no,” she shook her head violently. 

“Shh,” I said, taking her chin with my hand and 

pulling her up to look into her eyes.  “I’m sorry, but I 

was focused on protecting you.” 

“I don’t want you around him,” she heaved in a 

shaky breath.  “He’s dangerous.” 

“I imagine he is,” I admitted.  “But I will still 

protect you.” 

Delilah nodded, as if accepting what I was saying, 

but from the tension in her shoulders I could tell she was 

still worried about him finding her.   

“Come on,” I said, pulling her toward the door.  

“Let’s call it a night.  We can sleep in all day tomorrow, 

if you want.”  I killed the lights in the gym and closed 

the door.   

After I tucked her in my bed, I took a long shower 

to ease the tension in my own body.  There had to be a 

way to convince her that she was going to be safe here.  

She needed confidence and strength, because Dakota had 

stripped her of everything. 

I was going to make it my job to see that she was 

happy and safe from here on out. 
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Chapter 15 
 

Kane 
 

“I need you,” I whispered into her ear as we 

arrived at my house.  Thanksgiving dinner was done and 

we’d made our escape as soon as we could.  The lust fill 

stares across the room during the day at Ash’s had me 

wound up with the need for her. 

“You do,” she giggled.   

“As soon as we are inside,” I paused to nip at the 

lobe of her ear.  “I want to draw you a hot bubble bath 

and spoil you until you agree to everything I have 

planned for you.” 

“Sounds interesting,” she purred.   

Sergi was driving us again, and thankfully we 

made it home in record time.  He didn’t stay and quickly 

left after saying goodnight.  I pulled her toward my room 

so quickly, that she had to jog to keep up with me.  Her 

laughter rang through the house, and I couldn’t help but 

smile at her happiness. 

“Sit here,” I said, pushing her down on the bed.  

“Get undressed….No!  I change my mind.  You stay 

there, I will undress you.”  My heart pounded in my 

chest from the excitement of having her all to myself 

again.   

Turning on the faucet of the huge tub, I added 

some fruity smelling bubble bath and went back to find 

her still clothed.  I smiled and reached for her feet.  I 

unzipped her boots and tossed them in the corner.  She 

never protested when I stripped her down to her 

beautiful tattooed skin.   

“So fucking beautiful,” I said, pulling her to her 

feet.   

Before I helped her into the tub, I checked the 

water and determined it was just the right temperature.  

Easing her down, I clinched my teeth when she let out a 
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seductive moan of happiness at the feel of the water.  

She took it upon herself to turn on the jets to the tub, 

causing the bubbles to double in size.   

“Oh, kitten,” I smiled as I removed my own 

clothes.  Her eyes glazed over with heat when I stood 

before her completely naked.   “You better enjoy this, 

because it’s going to be awhile before we get a chance at 

this again.” 

“Don’t remind me,” she laughed.  “How long?” 

“At least two months,” I said, sliding in behind 

her.  “The next time we will be able to take a break will 

be in Las Vegas.  We always do two shows there and get 

rooms for a three day weekend.” 

“Sounds like fun,” she sighed as I used the cloth to 

clean her skin.  When I drew the cloth up over her right 

shoulder, she sighed at the touch.  I repeated the motion 

several times, because it seemed to ease an ache she had 

there. 

“Does that feel good,” I asked, finally. 

“Yes,” she said, sleepily.   

My free hand smoothed down her side, and I felt a 

scar under the owl tattoo, it was small, but defined.  The 

spot was round and puckered slightly.  She stiffened 

when I touched it, and that made me want to know more. 

“I think now would be a good time to just come 

out in the open and tell me about how you have all of 

these scars.”  She tensed and squeezed her eyes closed. 

“If you really want to know,” she sighed.   

“Yes,” I admitted.  “I need to know.” 

“Dislocated right shoulder,” she began ticking off 

her injuries.  I had to bite my tongue from cursing aloud.  

“Still bothers me occasionally.  Pencil stabbed into my 

ribs, missed my lung.  Steak knife to my hip, it burns 

like hell most of the time.  The ones on my head you 

already know about.  The bruises that have faded are too 

many to count.” 

“Oh, kitten,” I sighed.   
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“It’s okay, Kane,” she turned around so that she 

was on her knees facing me.  “I really just want to put it 

in my past.” 

“Okay,” I said, taking her face with my hands.  I 

pulled her to my lips and kissed her softly.   

I nipped and sucked on her lips, needing the 

connection to prove that I could do right by her.  She 

needed someone to show her that life could be worth 

living.  The scars would always be there, but love, from 

the right person, could wash away all of the bad 

memories. 

Could I be falling in love with Delilah?  Yes, I did 

believe I was. 

Pulling her to her feet, I wrapped a towel around 

her wet body and helped her from the tub.  Silently, I 

dried her and then made quick work of drying myself.  

My cock was rock hard and only wanted inside her. 

It was time to show her how this lifestyle could 

work. 

“I want you,” I began.  “I want to show you how it 

can be.” 

“I’m scared,” she admitted. 

“Do you trust me,” I asked, hopefully.  She bit her 

lip and searched my face for something. 

“Yes,” she whispered. 

Taking her hand, I moved her to the bed and laid 

her out.  I groaned from the sight of her naked body 

across my satin sheets.  Instead of the cuffs, I pulled a 

satin sash from my nightstand drawer and walked slowly 

around the bed, so that I could restrain her hands. 

“Hands up,” I said, softly.  The last thing I wanted 

to do was spook her.  When she complied, I twisted the 

material around her wrist and looped it around the post 

on the bed, leaving enough material to use for her eyes.  

Once I determined she was secure, I leaned over and 

kissed her softly on the lips, before wrapping the satin 

over her eyes.  I tied the end of the material to the back 

of her head. 
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With her arms above her head, Delilah’s breasts 

lifted high, and I leaned in to taste her dark nipples.  She 

moaned when I made a pass over one with the flat of my 

tongue, and cried out as I took the other with my teeth. 

“Shh, kitten,” I said.  “Let me love you.” 

“Kane, please,” she begged as her body writhed on 

the bed.  I placed my hands on her hips in a silent 

demand for her to be still. 

“I have to taste you again,” I said, climbing up on 

the bed.  Her knees shook as I pulled her legs apart.  

“Are you on birth control?  Because, we didn’t use 

protection last time.” 

“Yes,” she breathed.  “I’m clean.” 

“Good,” I nodded, even though she couldn’t see it.  

“I don’t want anything between us.” 

Pushing her legs with my shoulders, I leaned in 

and licked her pussy slowly, she was already soaking 

wet for me.  The little minx was very responsive.   

“Damn, kitten.  You’re so sweet.” 

My excitement over her willingness and trust 

caused my mind to scramble for a moment and I felt my 

heart speed in anticipation.  I had to focus, Delilah 

needed me.   

I used one finger to test her tightness.  The walls 

of her sex clenched down on my cock, pulling me deeper 

inside.  Her clit was swollen and hard as I took it with 

my teeth.  The moment I sucked on it, she went liquid 

around my hand and called out my name. 

“Kane, oh! Kane,” she chanted repeatedly.   

Before she came down from the first orgasm, I 

positioned myself at her entrance.  Pushing inside, I 

moaned at the warmth and slide of her wetness.  She was 

tight, like she had been the first time we’d made love.   

My thrusts were not easy.  I had to sit back on my 

knees and hold her hips to keep from moving her on the 

bed.  I watched as my cock slid in and out of her core.  

Her essence coated my dick to a glorious shine with each 

pass.  Her heavy breasts bobbed with each movement.  
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She was mine, and I hers.  Our connection seemed to be 

made for each other, fitting perfectly. 

“Kane,” she panted.  “I need to come, please.” 

“Not yet, kitten,” I smiled to myself.  “You can’t, 

until I tell you.” 

“Please,” she smiled.  “I’ll beg.” 

She protested when I pulled freely of her body.  

The automatic pout to her lips was cute.  I leaned in a bit 

on the bottom lip, then kissed away the pain.  “Roll,” I 

said, pushing her hips, so that she was on her stomach.   

“Knees up,” I demanded, in a tone that was 

harsher than before.  She complied, with a little help 

from me.  Reaching into the nightstand, I removed a 

bottle of lube and squeezed some onto my fingers.  She 

shivered when I traced the puckered ring of her ass.  

“I’m going to make you come, Delilah.  Can you take 

me here?” 

“Yes,” she panted.  “But I need you in my pussy 

too, please.” 

“Do you have a toy, kitten?  Something you use 

when you are alone and need release?” 

“Yes,” she nodded.  “In my bag.” 

I moved to the door and opened her bag.  In it I 

found a purple vibrator, and when I turned the switch, I 

found that the batteries were installed and ready for use.   

“Have you used this and thought of me?” I asked.  

The thought of her getting off while I was in her mind 

did all sorts of crazy things to my body. 

“Yes,” she admitted.  My cock jerked, and I 

squeezed the tip to keep from coming, like a damn 

teenager. 

I ran the vibrator up the back of her leg and smiled 

as it left bumps in its wake.  The back of her thighs 

trembled with anticipation.  I didn’t need any lube to fill 

her with her toy, her pussy took it all the way. 

I fucked her slowly and used my thumb to prepare 

her ass for me.  The tight ring opened and allowed me 

inside.  She’d done this before, and I had to push that 
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thought away from my mind as to who had been inside 

her before me.  I didn’t want to think of him right now. 

“Kane,” she begged.  “Please let me come.” 

“Soon, kitten,” I promised. 

When my cock bumped at her ass, Delilah pushed 

back slightly.  Her silent plea made me smile, but 

instead, I brought my hand down on her ass. 

“Be still,” I demanded. 

“Yes sir,” she replied, instantly.  The smile in her 

voice couldn’t be hidden.  She enjoyed that. 

The head of my cock disappeared in her secret 

passage slowly, and the tightness caused my spine to 

tingle.  Inch by inch, I moved inside her, all the while 

keeping the toy’s movements steady.  The moment I felt 

her body relax, I pushed forward and delivered another 

slap to her ass, making the cheek a rosy red.   

I pumped with my cock and alternated with her 

toy.  The more I gave her, the louder her moans of 

pleasure became.  At one point, I leaned over her back 

and kissed one of the hearts there.   

“Kitten,” I panted with each brutal thrusts.  “You 

need to come with me.” 

“I’m coming,” she shouted only seconds before 

her body clamped down on mine.  Our bodies bucked 

and slammed into one another, not getting enough.  I 

shouted her name with my release and for a moment I 

saw stars in my eyes.  I’d never in my life come as hard 

as I did with Delilah Ford.   

 

Delilah 
 

It was early in the morning, the sun still hadn’t 

peeked over the horizon, when I awoke from a glorious 

dream.  Kane had let me take control and ride him to a 

quick orgasm.  

I smiled in the dark because he was currently 

wrapped around me protectively.  His leg was thrown 

over mine, and his arms were around me so securely, 
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that my face was pressed into his warm chest.  Taking a 

chance, I kissed the skull over his right nipple and then 

moved lower so that I could taste that nipple again.  I 

was really addicted to his man nipples, they were just 

that amazing. 

“Mmm,” he hummed in his sleepy haze.  “You 

have a thing for my nipples?” 

“Yes,” I admitted.  “They’re sexy as hell.” 

“Well then,” he laughed.  “Continue on.”  He 

rolled on his back, taking me with him.  I used that 

opportunity to swing my leg over so that I was straddling 

his lap.  My sex rubbed against his cock, and I heard him 

suck air through his teeth.  It was so dark in the room, I 

could barely make out his features. 

“You’re wet,” he stated. 

“I want to take you,” I admitted shyly.  “That is, if 

it’s okay with you.” 

“You will never hear me complaining, kitten.  Just 

because I like the control, doesn’t mean you can’t take 

what you need from me.”  He reached up and cupped my 

jaw, pulling me down for a heated kiss. 

I used that moment to guide him into my sex.  He 

slid in easily, only a little twinge of pain from the romp 

we shared earlier in the night.  I moved back and sat 

completely on him.  Once seated, I placed my hands on 

his chest and began to move. 

Closing my eyes, I moved with need.  The sensual 

roll of my hips caused his cock to bump at my womb, 

and my mind latched onto the sensations.  Up and down 

I moved, my head thrown back in sexual bliss at the man 

buried deep within me.  My mind cleared, and all it did 

was feel.   

Kane’s warm body beneath mine, allowing me to 

ride out my own orgasm that struck with such intensity 

that I didn’t realize he’d found his own release and was 

holding my hips, thrusting inside me. 
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“I’m so sorry,” I flinched when I opened my eyes.  

I didn’t realized what I’d done.  I’d totally zoned out and 

taken him like a wanton slut.   

“No need to be sorry,” he smiled and frowned.  

“What?” 

“I basically took advantage of you,” I said, placing 

a hand over my mouth in shame at what I’d done. 

“You will never hear me complaining about that,” 

he laughed and pulled me down.  “Anytime you want to 

do that, feel free, kitten.” 

“You’re not mad,” I asked in shock. 

“No,” he scowled.  “Never.” 

Kane Maddox truly was an amazing man.  In that 

moment, I knew, beyond anything else in my life, that 

I’d fallen completely and utterly head over heels in love 

with him. 
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Chapter 16 
 

Kane 
 

The five day vacation over Thanksgiving wasn’t 

long enough.  I needed Delilah in my bed every night, 

and I didn’t know how we were going to do that when 

we both rode separate buses.  We’d arrived in New 

Orleans early in the day before our show, and Delilah 

and I spent most of the time sightseeing down on 

Bourbon Street.  Sergi was with us as we prowled the 

little shops around town.  A few people stopped us and 

asked for my autograph, but otherwise everything was 

calm. 

Later in the day we would be too busy to be 

together.  Glory Days had an event with the radio station 

just before the concert.  We would arrive at the venue as 

Fatal Cross would be getting on stage.  Delilah would 

be staying there to help with set up.  The idea of her 

being away from me caused a panic in my fucked up 

brain. 

She hesitated on the street, in front of a shop, and 

stared at a piece of jewelry in the window.  It was a 

beaded bracelet with black and silver charms on it.  

Impulsively, I pulled her into the shop and ignored her 

protest. 

“I’d like to see that bracelet in the window, 

please,” I told the lady behind the counter.  She smiled 

and unlocked the case, pulling the jewelry from its stand.  

I turned and clasped it on Delilah’s wrist.  She held it up 

and smiled at me but quickly dropped her hand.  When 

she tried to take it off, I squeezed her hand and shook 

my head.  I wanted her to have it. 

“Thank you,” she whispered and kissed me on the 

cheek.   
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On the way to the counter, I spied a small charm 

and whispered to the sales lady, “Can that be put on the 

bracelet?” 

“Yes, sir,” she nodded.  “I can do it for you now, if 

you’d like to wait.”   

Returning to Delilah, I removed the jewelry and 

took it over to the woman, she quickly attached the 

silver letter ‘K’ to the bracelet and returned it to me.  

Delilah giggled when I clasped it around her wrist. 

“Thank you, Kane,” she smiled.  “It’s beautiful.” 

“Not as beautiful as you,” I said.   

After we paid, Sergi insisted that it was getting 

late and that we had to meet back at the buses.  Our 

afternoon of alone time was quickly fading away.  All I 

wanted to do was get her alone one more time before we 

had to get back to work.   

Seeing my initial on her wrist was as good as 

tattooing my name on her.  We held hands on the short 

ride back over to the arena.  New Orleans was cold this 

time of year and because Christmas was coming up, the 

streets were decorated in true fashion.  Wreaths adorned 

every storefront.  Lights on every possible tree would 

soon come on as the sun went down.  The temperature 

wasn’t as cold as other places up north, but today was 

exceptionally windy, causing the temperature to feel 

cooler than it actually was.  

“I’ve got to get to work,” Delilah announced as we 

pulled up to the buses.  “Thank you for an amazing 

holiday, Kane.  The bracelet is beautiful, too.” 

“Come here,” I said, pulling her to my lips.  The 

kiss was soft and slow.  Sergi left the SUV running, but 

slid out quietly to give us a little more time together.  

“I’ll be back soon.” 

“I know,” she sighed.   

“Call me if you want,” I said, leaning in for 

another kiss.  Damn, we had to get moving or I would 

take her here in the backseat.   
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“I’ll be too busy, but if I get a chance, I’ll text 

you,” she smiled wickedly.   

I reached over her and opened the door.  The blast 

of air did nothing to relieve the heat I was feeling inside 

after touching her.  She stuck her hands in her pockets 

and ran toward the doors as I found my way to the buses. 

Everyone was there, gathering up their things, and 

putting on their coats.  Ash was on the phone with Mary, 

while Reed was making a plate of food for Liana.  I sat 

down next to her and sighed, “Hey, beautiful.  How are 

you feeling?” 

“Actually,” she smiled.  “I feel great.” 

“Good.  That’s good,” I mumbled and pictured 

Delilah inside working.  I wished I could be there to 

keep an eye on her, but I had to do this thing with the 

band. 

“You thinking about your lady,” Liana said, 

leaning in to my shoulder to get my attention. 

“Yeah,” I sighed.  “I think I love her.” 

Everyone stopped what they were doing and 

turned toward me.  The looks of shock on their faces 

said it all.  

“If you’re serious about this girl, then you need to 

let her know,” Liana said.  “Kane, she’s been through a 

lot.” 

“I know,” I said, taking Liana’s hand with mine.  

“Can you…can you help me help her?” 

“Yes,” she said, and touched the side of my face.  

“You are an amazing man, Kane Maddox.  I’m sure 

you’ll do the right thing.” 

Liana’s confidence in me made me smile.  I did 

have a huge heart when it came to those I loved.  

Looking at the family around me, I realized I’d do 

anything for them, as they would for me.  In that 

moment, I also made a vow that I’d do anything for 

Delilah, because I loved her. 
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Delilah 
 

Hooking my leg over the scaffolding, I tightened 

the lighting and wrapped the loose end of the wire 

around the pole beside me.  I sat high above the stage 

and worked while Kane was off doing his thing.  I 

thought back to our time at his home and smiled.   

The way he cared for me was something I’d 

dreamed about wanting for so long that I thought it was 

only a fantasy.  To actually experience it was something 

more than I ever expected.  A shiver rolled up my spine 

when I thought of how he cared for me after we’d made 

love.  Oh, it wasn’t making love in the standard sense.  

What Kane and I did was beautiful, regardless of how he 

kept me tied to the bed as he worshiped my body.   

I’d come to the conclusion today, while we were 

shopping in New Orleans, that I was quickly falling in 

love with him.  I couldn’t bring myself to say the words; 

my insecurities couldn’t handle his rejection right now.  

Fresh off the heels of a bad relationship, I couldn’t set 

myself up for failure.  I needed Kane too much to lose 

him right now.  He grounded me in ways that no other 

person had ever done before. 

Scooting over to the next light, I worked on it as I 

remembered him caring for me after the round of 

marathon sex we’d had the night before.  We’d both 

been covered in sweat and other things when we finally 

stilled.  He bathed me and took me back to the bed after 

changing the sheets.  It wasn’t too long after I’d fallen 

asleep that he returned with food.  He fed me from his 

hand and wouldn’t let me lift a finger. 

“Hey,” Cora called from below.  “Are you ready 

for a break?” 

“No,” I replied.  “Go on without me.  I’ve got a 

few more to do up here, then I’ll come find you.” 

She gave me a thumbs up and took off to the 

backstage area.  I looked over at Kane’s drum set and 

blushed remembering how he’d played around me as I 
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tasted him in his home.  Every time I thought of him, 

bumps raised on my skin and I couldn’t control the 

shiver of excitement that coursed through my veins. 

After finishing up the lights, I climbed down off 

the ladder and pulled out my new phone.  Kane had 

taken a picture of himself and set it as my screen saver.  

The picture was sideways of him in the bathroom mirror.  

He’d laughed and said that was the only way to make it 

memorable.  Of course, he was completely stark naked 

when he’d captured the shot.  Unfortunately, he’d only 

gotten his upper body in the frame.  I had to use my 

imagination for the rest.  Thankfully, I had a great 

memory. 

I decided I’d wait to send him a text, just in case 

he was busy with some interview at the radio station.  He 

didn’t need to be distracted by my girly text when he 

was working.  It was already dark when I stopped and 

ate a burger the roadies had cooked out on the grill 

behind the arena.  Coraline was working on something 

for the guys in Fatal Cross and I was pretty much done 

for the night.  The doors would open in half an hour, 

then Kane should be arriving not too long after that. 

I slipped out the back door and hurried to the bus, 

so that I could grab my hoodie that I’d left on the bus.  I 

shivered from the cold and quiet of the parking lot.  No 

one was around, and quiet was actually welcomed.   

I had just put one foot on the steps of the bus when 

I was grabbed from behind.  The hand that gripped my 

hair was so familiar that I cried out in fright.  He was 

here. 

“There you are you little whore,” Dakota growled 

in my ear.  He pulled me along behind him, my foot drug 

on the ground leaving my shoe by the front tire of the 

bus. 

“What the hell are you doing here,” I demanded.  

“Let me go!” 

“I came to get you, my love,” he spat.  “You 

belong with me!” 
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“No I don’t!”  I tried to squirm out of the way, but 

he wouldn’t release his hold.  A fist planted hard into my 

stomach, and I gasped from the pain.  Bile rose in my 

throat, and I prayed that I would throw up, so that I 

could aim it at him.   

Dakota must’ve been waiting for me behind the 

buses.  He reached on the ground and picked up an 

almost empty bottle of whiskey.  He drained the contents 

and smashed it on the side of the bus, causing jagged 

edges to form around the bottom of the bottle.   

He was about to scar me again and this time it 

wouldn’t be small.  Usually, he’d just break the bottle 

over my skull.  I had to get away.  The instinct to protect 

myself reared up and I kicked out and screamed for help, 

before he silenced me with a punch to the face. 

His sleeves were rolled up and I noticed the track 

marks from his use.  He’d been shooting up a lot lately, 

and I wouldn’t doubt if he’d done it before coming here.  

He smelled like he’d bathed in the whiskey days ago.  

He held a cigarette between his teeth. 

“Did you let Kane Maddox touch you?” he shook 

me, and I didn’t answer.  “Did he?”   

I took my chance, again, to fight back and kicked 

him in the kneecap.  He buckled and let go of my hair.  I 

scrambled to my feet and tried to run for safety.  When I 

rounded the back end of the roadie’s bus, his two guards 

appeared almost out of nowhere.  Each one grabbed my 

arm and spun me back around to face him. 

Dakota stalked me like a wolf does dying prey.  

Long black hair fell around his angry face.  At one time, 

he’d been devastatingly handsome, but the last few years 

of drug use had turned him into something haggard.  

Tonight he looked down right disgusting. 

He limped on the leg I’d kicked him in, and I 

laughed at the effort he made to come for me.  I couldn’t 

let him see me cry.  This was my moment to finally 

stand up for myself.  I couldn’t end up like my mother.  

She never even tried to fight for herself.   
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I bucked hard against his guards, his goons.  They 

laughed at my futile attempts to get out of their hold.  

Dakota watched me squirm with a satisfied smile on his 

face.  He was enjoying this; the obvious erection proved 

it to be true. 

The second blow to my face was made by his 

doubled up fist.  The next one to my head was from the 

broken bottle.  Stars filled my vision, and I knew, I knew 

this was it.  I couldn’t fight him, because Dakota Hyde 

was just too strong.  My head slumped forward as the 

beating continued, his goons laughing beside me as they 

held me up for my punishment.  Blood trickled down 

from the side of my face and neck.  The burning in my 

arms was nothing compared to the glass slicing through 

my flesh.  He came to kill me.  Dakota wouldn’t let 

anyone else have me.  I just hoped I was dead before he 

tried to take me.  He always liked to do that when I was 

passed out. 

I tried to bring up a memory in my mind.  One of a 

drummer who worshiped me and that I’d fallen in love 

with.  True love.  Kane’s smile as his hazel eyes 

sparkled with joy as we walked the streets of New 

Orleans, the way he growled low in his throat when he 

wanted me in his bed. 

My only wish, as I lost conscience, was that I had 

told him how much I loved him. 
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Chapter 17 

 
Kane 

 
“Man,” Ash cursed.  “We are so fucking late.”   

We’d been held up at the event and had less than 

twenty minutes before we had to be on stage.  The drive 

was right around ten minutes from the station.   

The SUV’s pulled up at the back entrance to the 

arena, and all of us piled out of the vehicle.  Thankfully 

we were dressed and ready to perform.  I searched the 

back hall for Delilah and didn’t see her anywhere.  She 

usually was there when I went on stage, or at least 

somewhere where I could see her. 

Coraline came by and slapped an ear piece in my 

hand, and I grabbed her by the arm to halt her 

movement, “Where’s Delilah?” 

“I’m not sure,” she frowned.  “She was working 

on the lights, ate something, and I haven’t seen her in 

about thirty minutes.  Maybe she hit the bus to take a 

nap.” 

“Could you please go check on her?” I begged.  It 

wasn’t like her to not be around.  I really wanted to see 

her, to make sure she was okay.  Was she on the bus 

sleeping? Did I not let her rest enough over the holiday?   

“You worry about playing, and I’ll go find her,” 

Cora rolled her eyes.  “She probably fell asleep, Kane.” 

“Okay,” I laughed.  Coraline was probably right, 

and I needed to calm down.   

The lights dimmed and we made our way to the 

stage, the black curtain in place to hide our entry.  Ash 

stood on his mark and I sat behind my kit.  Ziggy 

announced in the ear pieces that we were on in five, four, 

three, two…. 

The curtain dropped and we performed.  Each 

song delivered with every ounce of our souls.  This was 

what Glory Days was about, giving the fans what they 
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desired, what they’d traveled for miles to see.  It was a 

production that we took seriously.  If it wasn’t for our 

fans, we’d be nothing. 

My solo ended and I rushed off the stage to give 

Gabe his time.  There was no one around, not even Eric 

or Dallas.  Sergi was missing as well.  It was like a ghost 

town.   

“Where the hell is everyone?” I asked Ash. 

“I don’t know, Kane, but we have to get back up 

there,” he said, pushing me toward the stage. 

Something was wrong, and I couldn’t shake the 

feeling through the next three songs.  Finally, we 

managed to rush through the encore and once we 

climbed out of the underpart of the stage, I found Sergi 

there with a worried look on his face. 

“What’s wrong,” I said immediately. 

“We’ve been looking for Ms. Ford, and she is 

nowhere to be found,” he admitted.   

Fear skittered up my spine as I rushed out the 

doors, straight to the buses.  Coraline was there with Eric 

cursing him for all she was worth. 

“Don’t you fucking tell me you can’t find her, 

Eric!  She was just here!”  I touched her shoulder, and 

she turned on me.  “They can’t find her!  She wouldn’t 

run off, Kane.  I know he has her.  Dakota had to have 

taken her.” 

“Hold on,” I said, trying my best to calm her and 

myself.  The familiar stirrings of confusion caused me to 

pray that I could keep it together long enough to find 

her.  She had to be okay.   

I checked the bunks on their bus and ours.  Liana 

was on our bus crying while Reed held her to him.  I 

rushed out and checked the back of the hauler, thinking 

she’d be there loading equipment and this would all be a 

misunderstanding. 

As I passed the gap between the eighteen wheeler 

and the bus, something caught my eye.  It was just a 

sparkle, but it was something.  There on the ground was 
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the bracelet I’d bought her earlier in the day.  Next to it 

was a puddle of blood.   

My heart seized, and I yelled for help.  My ears 

rang as I inspected the puddle on the ground.  There 

were drag marks of blood that lead away from where I 

was standing.  Someone turned on a flash light to follow 

the trail.  My head shot up quickly as I realized where 

the trail was leading. 

At the furthest end of the parking lot was a huge 

dumpster.  My feet began to run before my mind knew 

what it was doing.  She was there.  I just knew it.  My 

Delilah was there, she had to be. 

When I pulled the gate back on the enclosure, I 

screamed in anger.  She was there, thrown away like 

trash.  I knew it was her, even though she looked like 

something out of a nightmare.  She’d been beaten and 

cut all over, her clothes torn from her body.  Tears 

streamed down my face, and I lunged for her, only to be 

restrained by someone behind me. 

“Don’t move her Kane,” Ash said behind me, his 

arms like metal braces against my chest.  “Let Sergi and 

Eric tend to her.” 

“NO,” I screamed, bucking and pulling away from 

my best friend, but he was stronger than I was at the 

moment.  Eric was on the phone with 911 as Sergi 

checked her pulse. 

“She’s alive,” he said, before turning for the group 

gathered around us.  “Someone get blankets, now!”   

Someone ran off and returned shortly with a 

blanket to cover her body.  The warmth caused her to 

shiver, and I finally fell to my knees beside her.  Sergi 

warned me not to touch her, but something inside me 

snapped.  I pushed them away with a force I didn’t know 

I possessed.  Pulling her in my arms, I let her blood coat 

my body as I cried into her hair. 

“Oh, God. Delilah, please…please…please,” I 

chanted over and over again.   
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I did something I hadn’t done in many years.  I 

prayed.  I prayed to the God my parents had taught me 

about growing up.  I prayed for her to be better, and then 

I prayed for vengeance against Dakota Hyde.  I prayed 

that he be caught and brought to justice at the hands of 

the law and the hands of God. 

Police and an ambulance arrived within minutes.  

Words were said around me and eventually, Delilah was 

taken from my arms and placed on a gurney.  I looked 

down at my body, her blood was smeared across my 

bare chest.  Coraline came with a blanket and wrapped it 

around my shoulders. 

“Come on, Kane,” she cried.  “You need to get a 

shower, and we will take you to the hospital.”   

I was numb as the guys pushed me back inside the 

arena.  My bloody clothes were removed and I was 

forced inside the hot shower.  Someone placed a bar of 

soap in my hand and said, “Wash!”   

I did as I was told, but I stared straight ahead over 

the next few hours.  The picture of her almost lifeless 

and bloodied body burned into my memory.  I 

remembered arriving at the hospital and sitting in a 

waiting room.  It wasn’t until we were put into a more 

private one, because of who we were, that I let the tears 

fall again.  My band gathered around me for support.  

They held on as the violent emotions and anxiety 

wracked my brain and body.  I didn’t know how long 

they held me, but at no time did my brothers let me go. 

“We have you, brother,” Ash said as I cried. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



162 

 

Chapter 18 
 

Kane 
 

She’d been in a coma for a week now, her body 

healed more and more every time I came to visit.  Sergi 

stayed with her when I had to fly out to perform.  I’d 

return as soon as the show was over, then meet the band 

at the next connection.   

The doctors had kept her in a medically induced 

coma to help her body heal.  They’d assured me that she 

wouldn’t wake up until they stopped the medicine 

keeping her in that state.  I’d sent out for the best doctors 

in the states to come in to treat her.  No amount of 

money was spared in her care.  I didn’t care if I was 

penniless by the time she was better, as long as she 

survived this.  

Dakota Hyde was arrested two days ago, and after 

some hard-ass cop interrogated him, the bastard 

confessed to everything, blaming the drug use on his 

behavior.  They’d showed Dakota pictures of Delilah, 

when she was brought into the E.R., and the injuries 

he’d inflicted.  The bastard cried.  I told the detective he 

didn’t cry because he actually cared for Delilah.  I told 

him that Dakota cried because he’d been caught.   

The injuries were numerous.  I still cry every time 

they come in to check her bandages.  The glass bottle he 

used on her cut into her scalp in the back of her head this 

time.  She had a severe concussion, and they had to do 

one surgery already to reduce swelling on her brain.  He 

stabbed her in the neck with the glass bottle as well, 

missing her main artery by less than an inch.  Her jaw 

and cheek were broken, along with two ribs.  She 

suffered a hair-line fracture in her leg.  The only thing 

that kept me grounded was the fact that he did not rape 

her.  We’d been sure that he had from the destruction of 

her clothes.   
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Dakota had admitted in his confession that he had 

two of his body guards hold her while he hurt her.  With 

his confession, the singer of Private Breed was exposed 

to the public, the news media was having a field day 

with it.  They’d lost their recording contract and were 

basically shunned from the business.  Thankfully, my 

lawyers had kept Delilah’s name out of the media, and I 

planned on keeping it that way. 

The doctor came in earlier in the day and told me 

that they wanted to take her out of the coma on Tuesday, 

but I protested and told them it had to wait until I 

returned on Wednesday.  The first thing I wanted her to 

see when she opened her eyes was me.   

I stroked her forehead and kissed her softly on the 

head, “Kitten, I’ll be back in two days.  Be strong for 

me.  I love you.  I know I haven’t said it, and now 

probably isn’t the right time, but I promise you, the first 

words you will hear from me, when you open your eyes, 

are how much I love you.” 

One last stroke of her brow, and I left the room to 

find Reed and Liana sitting in chairs across the hall.  

They’d left earlier to give me some privacy.  Liana was 

staying here with her, along with Dallas and Sergi.  I 

wanted her to have the best there to care for her while I 

was gone, and Liana was that person.   

“I’ll take care of her, Kane,” Liana said, taking me 

into her tiny arms and hugging me tightly.  I felt her 

little baby bump on her belly press into mine.   

I released her and placed a hand on her belly, 

“Take care of you and my little niece or nephew.” 

“I will,” she smiled and placed her hand over 

mine. 

I didn’t look back as Reed and I made our way out 

of the hospital.  The quicker we got to Dallas and 

finished up these next two shows, the quicker I could get 

back to Delilah.  The next time I was here, I’d be able to 

look into her beautiful eyes again and tell her how much 

she meant to me. 
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Delilah 
 

My brain didn’t seem to want to work.  There was 

a fog over it that didn’t want to lift, and I hurt all over.  

Things didn’t add up.  The last thing I remembered was 

working on the lights and then having dinner.   

Why the hell did I hurt so bad? 

“Delilah,” I female voice said next to me.  I turned 

toward the sound.  Small warm hands touched my 

fingers, and I wrapped them around the other person 

weakly.  She said my name again and I recognized the 

voice. 

“Liana,” I croaked.  Geez, my voice sounded 

horrible.  I tried opening my eyes but they just felt like 

there were bricks on them.  Liana’s hand stroked my 

forehead as I heard other voices talking rapidly.   

“Shouldn’t be awake yet.” 

“Check her vitals.” 

“Where is the doctor?” 

“We need to call Kane.” 

Kane.  Why wasn’t he here?  Why was a doctor 

needed? 

“Shh,” Liana whispered next to my ear.  “If you 

can hear me, squeeze my hand.” 

I gave her tiny hand a squeeze and moaned, 

“Kane.”  My eyes fluttered open, and I saw her.  The 

woman who I’d become friends with over the past few 

weeks.  Beside her stood Sergi and Dallas, Sergi was on 

his phone talking to someone.  Nurses hurried around 

my bed and checked monitors and wires that disappeared 

under the sheets covering me. 

“He’s coming,” Liana finally answered me.  “You 

need to rest, and Kane will be here as soon as he can.” 

Memories flooded into my brain.  Dakota hitting 

me.  His goons holding me in place as he brutalized me.  

I’m surprised I’m even alive.  The damage must be 
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severe if I was in this hospital.  I only went to the 

hospital when things were at their worst. 

“D…don’t want h…him to s…see m…me,” I 

cried.   

“It’s too late, D,” she said, wiping a tear from my 

cheek.  “He’s been here every hour that he hasn’t been 

performing.”   

“How long…this time,” I asked, my throat so dry 

that it hurt to speak. 

“Just over a week,” she admitted. 

“Damn,” I groaned.  “Everything hurts.” 

The nurses scurried around, and I watched as one 

pushed something into my I.V.  The medicine took the 

pain away, and the memories.  I’d rest until Kane 

returned.  Kane, the man that took care of me.  Could he 

even stand to look at me in this condition?  I wasn’t as 

beautiful as I always was around him.  Hopefully, he’d 

look past the bandages long enough for me to tell him 

that I loved him.  

 

He was here.  I could smell him through my 

medicine induced sleep.  His warmth surrounded me, 

and I turned my head toward his chest.  Pain radiated 

through my head, and I cried out. 

“Kitten,” Kane said in a panic.  “Open your eyes 

for me, please.” 

My eyes fluttered open, but he was hazy.  I didn’t 

like seeing him like that.  He was there, beside me in the 

bed, his body wrapped delicately around my own. 

“I…I hurt,” I admitted.  “My jaw.” 

“It’s broken,” he growled.  “The nurse is coming 

with more medicine.  I need you to get better, kitten.” 

“I’ll try,” I smiled, but it was weak.  

“D…Dakota.”  I had to know if he’d been caught. 

“He’s in jail,” Kane admitted. 

“Good,” I relaxed.  “That’s good.” 

More nurses arrived and gave me the pain meds 

before leaving the room, the relief welcomed.  Kane 



166 

 

snuggled up to me, and I let him, but in all reality, I 

didn’t want him there.  The medicine played havoc on 

my thoughts.  One moment I wanted to tell him I loved 

him, then the next thought I didn’t want him to see me 

like this.  I felt, not only broken on the outside, but the 

inside as well.  How could I be the woman he needs?  

Look at how Dakota had ruined me.  It wasn’t fair to 

Kane to put me back together again.  I needed time to do 

it on my own. 

What I needed to do?  I should take Liana up on 

her offer of staying at Glory’s Place for some time.  I 

could get the help I needed, and Kane could continue on 

with the tour.  I’m sure I’d caused enough strife in his 

life as it is.  Maybe when I was better, Kane would let 

me try with him again.  I loved him, but I couldn’t let 

him suffer along with me.  

As sleep fell over me, I promised myself that I’d 

have to get better on my own before I opened my heart 

anymore to Kane Maddox. 

 

Kane 
 

The flight was late getting in to New Orleans, and 

my anxiety was high.  Delilah would be asleep by now, 

but I needed to have her in my arms, to feel her body 

next to mine.  Reed was traveling with me this time so 

that he could be with his wife for a few days before we 

had to head back out on the road.   

I’d blown off my appointment in Chicago, telling 

Sadie that I was done.  The woman did put up a fuss at 

first, but eventually let me be, after I told her that I’d 

found someone who stole my heart.  The offer was still 

open if I needed the release, but with Delilah by my side, 

I just couldn’t stand to have another woman’s hands on 

my body. 

The plane finally landed, and we grabbed a cab to 

the hospital.  I didn’t want Sergi leaving Delilah to come 

get us.  I didn’t even phone him to say that we’d landed.  
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It was already close to one in the morning, and I didn’t 

want to wake him, or Dallas. 

She’d improved so much over the past two weeks.  

The bruises had mostly faded, but the bones hadn’t quiet 

repaired themselves yet.  There was no lasting damage to 

her brain. 

The hospital was quiet when we arrived, not a soul 

around.  The security guard nodded as we walked by.  

The elevator dinged as the car arrived to take us up to 

the tenth floor.  Reed was quiet beside me, he was just as 

eager to get to Liana as I was to Delilah. 

The private room I’d secured for Delilah was at 

the end of the hall, and the door was opened slightly as 

we pushed through.  My heart stopped dead in my chest 

when I saw that the bed was made and the machines 

were vacant from the room. 

“What the hell,” Reed cursed. 

“Where is she,” I demanded, as Sergi stood up 

from the seat across the room. 

“Kane,” he said in his thick accent.  “Ms. Ford and 

Mrs. Sullivan left the hospital this afternoon under 

supervision of the doctors.  Ms. Ford wanted me to give 

you this.” 

He handed me a folded piece of paper.  I took the 

seat Sergi had vacated and unfolded it to see her elegant 

handwriting. 

 
My Dearest Kane, 

 

I hate to have to leave this for you, but the doctors agreed that I was 

okay to travel.  I need time to heal on my own, and the only way to do that 

is to get help from the people who live and work at Glory’s Place.  Please 

forgive me for leaving you this way.  I can’t be the woman you deserve right 

now.  I need you to finish your tour and live out your dreams.  Hopefully, I 

will be able to come back to you in the future as a whole woman without the 

baggage of abuse.  There are so many things I wanted to say to you, but 

never had the nerve or the chance.  Please understand that I need to do this 

for myself, and for any future I may have with you. 
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Love, 

Delilah 

 

 

The paper dropped to the floor, and I hung my 

head…my hands shook uncontrollably.  The tears came 

before I took the next breath.  Reed picked up the paper 

and cursed before dialing Liana.   

“Where the hell are you,” he demanded into the 

phone.  “I can’t believe you left here and didn’t tell me 

where you were going.” 

I couldn’t listen anymore.  I had lost her, she was 

gone.  Knowing I wasn’t good enough to protect her, or 

help her heal caused my heart to crumble.  Reed rushed 

to my side as I fell to my knees on the floor of the 

hospital room. 

“Kane,” he yelled, but he sounded far away. 

“I didn’t get a chance to tell her that I loved her,” I 

cried.   

“You’ll get that chance,” he said, next to me, as he 

knelt on the floor.  If anyone knew what was going on 

inside of me, it would be Reed.  He’d been through this 

with his own wife.  

She couldn’t just leave me.  I needed her as much 

as she needed me.  I could’ve gotten her the help she 

needed.  Delilah didn’t need to run to California.   

I could’ve been the one to heal her. 

I could’ve been the one to love her. 

 

 
Until next time… 
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Chapter 1 

 

Delilah 
 

The afternoon sun beat down on my body.  The 

cold winter days had long passed, and I realized that I’d 

been cooped up in my room long enough.  With the 

warmer weather came brighter days, milder 

temperatures.  The pool wasn’t quite warm enough to go 

for a swim, but lounging beside it was just as nice. 

It’d been three months since I arrived at Glory’s 

Place.  Things were different now.  I was healed from 

my injuries, mostly.  The aches in my body still bothered 

me at times.  My hip hurt the most, but I’d been in 

therapy to strengthen it, and that seemed to be working 

well.  The scars were visible, and I’d already planned for 

a new tattoo once I got up enough nerve to leave this 

place.   

Liana had told me that I was welcomed as long 

as I needed.  My heart ached every day to see Kane 

again.  He texted me several times a week, always 

asking if I needed anything or if I was ready to come 

home to him.  Mostly, I lied and told him I was fine, and 

that everything was provided for me.  I received a care 

package from him once a week since arriving here, 

regardless of the fact that I didn’t need anything.   

Kane would send things from all of the cities 

they traveled through.  I had goofy shirts and hoodies 

from every tourist trap between New Orleans and 

California.   In fact, the tour was coming to a close, and 

Glory Days would be performing their final show in Los 

Angeles in three days.  They were currently in Seattle, 

then on to Portland, before finally coming home to start 

writing for the next album. 

My decision to surprise Kane was met with 

enthusiasm by my therapist here at Glory’s Place.  

Katrina wanted me to take that step and finally tell him 
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that I loved him.  She said, that from what she’d seen of 

his packages and hundreds of smiles when he texted me, 

that he must love me as well.   

Liana had been my rock, along with Coraline, 

over the past months.  They’d both been by to visit 

often.  Coraline came when Kane was at his worst.  He 

would send her, since he wasn’t allowed inside the 

grounds of the shelter.  There was a no man rule due to 

the severity of the abuse to certain women who resided 

here. 

Cora told me that Kane’s hyperactivity had been 

at its worst over the past month.  He couldn’t 

concentrate and talked about me constantly.  The band 

had rallied around him and kept him busy, but I knew 

that he needed me as much as I needed him.   

It was time to go home.   

 

Kane 
 

As we drove past the exit to go to Glory’s Place, 

the bus quieted, and I screamed in frustration, “Why 

can’t she just come home to me!”  The pain was too 

much, I wanted her…needed her.  I should’ve told her I 

loved her, held her more…protected her.  Why did she 

leave me?  Was I not good enough to help her heal? 

The scenery passed by the windows, just like my 

life was passing by while waiting on Delilah to come 

home…to me.  I felt broken, not even myself, unless 

Delilah was here.  I’d become so addicted to her 

presence that this absence was just as bad, if not worse, 

than the death of a lover.  The only saving grace I had, 

was that I could still text her and talk to her. 

“It’s not time,” Ash said, placing a hand on my 

shoulder.  My knee bounced, my heart raced, and it was 

all I could do to keep from breaking down.  I’d bitten my 

nails until they were nothing but nubs.  My heart ached 

for the woman I loved. 
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I saw her battered body every time I closed my 

eyes, and it was a picture I’d never wish on anyone, not 

even my worst enemy, but my worst enemy was the one 

who’d done this to her.  How she survived was nothing 

short of a miracle.  She’d been laying in her own cold 

blood for hours, not minutes, but hours!  Her breathing 

was so shallow, she could’ve been mistaken for dead.  

The place where he’d stabbed her in the neck looked like 

something straight out of a horror movie.  I’ll never 

forget the way she looked. 

“When will it be time,” I pleaded, tears 

threatening my tired eyes.  I knew they were bloodshot 

and had dark rings around them from the lack of sleep.  

No one had to point it out, I saw it every time I looked in 

the mirror.  I’d lost weight, my ribs were starting to 

show, and I was losing muscle in my abs.  The only 

thing that kept me from looking like a skeleton was the 

workout I put my body through every night on stage.  

“When she’s ready, Kane,” Reed said, taking a 

seat at the small table to my left.  He had no room to 

talk, his wife was asleep in the bed at the back of the 

bus.  My Delilah was held up in a shelter, and I couldn’t 

see her, hold her…touch her. 

“It’s been three months,” I reminded them.  No 

one said anything as I stood up quickly and tossed a beer 

can, too hard, into the trash can.  I just needed to sleep, 

but couldn’t.  I hadn’t been able to sleep since the night I 

found her beaten and bleeding next to a dumpster in 

New Orleans. 

My poor Delilah had been barely alive, beaten 

almost to the point she was unrecognizable.  She’d lost 

so much blood in the hours she lay in a heap of trash.  

Dakota Hyde had come to kill her, but she was too 

strong to give in.  

My Delilah was a fighter.  

I pulled the curtain closed on my bunk and laid 

there in the dark for awhile, my body refusing to rest.  

The others moved around quietly as they settled in for 
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the night.  Grabbing my phone, I pulled up one of the 

last photos I’d taken of her.  It was over Thanksgiving, 

and we were at my home.  Delilah had been asleep, her 

legs tangled up in the white satin sheets on my bed.  I 

snapped a picture before waking her up with my cock 

between her legs. 

When the phone rang in my hand, I frowned at 

the screen.  It was Mary.  I quickly realized that Ash 

must’ve told her to call me, because of the way I’d been 

acting tonight. 

“Hey beautiful,” I sighed into the phone.  

“How’s my baby girl?”  I tried to throw her off, asking 

about her daughter, but Mary was too much like a damn 

dog with a bone. 

“Kane,” she spoke sternly into the phone.  

“Please talk to me.  I’m worried about you.” 

“I know you are,” I paused to whisper.  “I just 

miss her.” 

“You really do love her, don’t you Kane,” she 

stated, it wasn’t a question. 

“Yes,” I said, flipping on the lamp over my 

head.  “I really do, Mary.  I need her to be here with 

me.”  I rubbed at my aching chest, the pain was not only 

mental, but physical. 

“She’ll come back to you a better person, Kane.  

You just have to hold on.”  I rolled on my side and let 

Mary’s words soak in.  She was right, but I was a selfish 

man and wanted Delilah here. 

“I’m trying.  I really am,” I admitted.  

“Sometimes, I can’t think straight when I’m worried 

about her.”  It was hard to admit, but if I had to talk to 

someone, I’d want to talk to Mary. 

“Do you want to see the doctor?  Maybe just a 

little medication, Kane.  You know, to take the edge off?  

I can have Doc Michaels meet you in Los Angeles when 

you get here.”  She meant well, and I should probably 

see a doctor.  I refused to medicate for the past eight 

years, I’d be okay for a little while longer.   
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“No,” I growled, anxiety eating at my system.  

“Not yet.” 

“Okay,” she paused.  “What can I do?” 

“Talk to me,” I begged quietly.  “Tell me about 

Ivy.” 

Hearing her talk about my niece always put me 

in a good mood.  Of course, Ivy wasn’t my biological 

niece, but Ash and Mary were as close as family.  When 

Reed and Liana had their son in a few months, he’d be 

my nephew as well. 

We talked for almost an hour before I yawned 

into the phone.  Mary laughed and told me goodnight.  I 

was able to close my eyes and actually fall asleep.  Even 

in my sleep, I dreamed of my tattooed love. 

 

Los Angeles was always the biggest show, our 

hometown return.  The final show before we went back 

in to start writing new songs.  In a few months, we’d 

record and start all over again.  There would not be a 

long hiatus between albums this time.  Demand for our 

music was high, and we had to stay on top of it to keep 

the fans happy.  Liana was due in just over two months 

and we would be releasing another album in six.  After 

that, we’d be back on the road. 

Usually, I stayed on the bus until it was time to 

perform, slipping into the quiet time I needed before 

each show.  I’d stopped hanging out with the band and 

crew before and after the shows.  I just wasn’t right for 

company.  Rita would come by and rub down my hands, 

but it wasn’t as good as when Delilah would tend to 

them before each show.   

Everyone was excited to finally be home and 

done with living on the road.  I was dreading going 

home to that empty house and was trying to figure out 

how to ask Ash if I could come stay at his place for the 

night.  I needed to be around family.   

As we finished our encore and stood in front of 

the crowd to do a final bow, I smiled as best as I could, 
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so that the crowd would cheer.  We dropped below the 

stage and crawled out to where Mary and David were 

waiting for us.  They were standing shoulder to shoulder; 

Ivy was in Mary’s arms.   

David shifted to his right, and I had to blink 

twice to make sure I was seeing what my brain was 

telling me was right there in front of me. 

Delilah stood with her hands folded in front of 

her, and a huge smile on her face.  She bit her lip and 

didn’t avert her eyes.  Her hair was down and hung over 

her tiny shoulders.  She parted it to a different side, since 

she was still covering the spot they’d shaved in the 

hospital. 

I took one step toward her, my arms opening up 

as an invitation.  Her steps mimicked my own, and after 

the third step, we were running.   

“Delilah,” I gasped as she jumped into my arms.  

“You’re here!” 

“I’m here, baby,” she smiled, as I took her face 

with my hands. 

“It’s really you,” I asked, in utter shock.  I didn’t 

know she was coming.  My hands roamed her face, her 

hair.  I almost dropped her, because my hands were 

shaking so badly.  She felt smaller, like she’d lost some 

weight.  I didn’t like that…at all. 

“It’s really me,” she giggled.  “I’ve come home 

to you, Kane.” 

My lips crashed down on hers.  The lip ring was 

gone, after I’d irritated it a few weeks ago.  Kissing her 

was better than I remembered.  Her velvet tongue 

pressed hard against my lips, begging for entrance.  I 

pushed her back against the wall to my left and used my 

hands to touch her again, to feel her body, making sure 

she was real.  Her hips were small, too small.  She’d 

definitely lost weight, but not the warmth that I 

remembered when I had her in my arms. 
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“I love you,” I said as I pulled away.  “I never 

had a chance to tell you, and I promised I’d tell you in 

person.” 

“Kane,” she smiled, widely.  “Oh, Kane.  I love 

you, too.”   

We kissed again, harder, more desperate this 

time.  When I pulled back, those pouty lips I loved so 

much were reddened and swollen, just the way I liked 

them.   

“Marry me,” I blurted.  “Marry me, Delilah Ford 

and make me the luckiest bastard on the planet.”’ 

“Wait,” she frowned.  “What?” 

“Marry me,” I repeated.  “Be my wife?  Mrs. 

Kane Maddox?” She was quiet for so long, I thought she 

was going to tell me, ‘no’, but her beautiful hazel eyes 

suddenly flared. 

“Yes,” she yelled. 

“I will buy you a ring tomorrow, but first, I want 

you at home, in my bed…in our bed,” I growled.  She 

was home and would never leave me again. 

“Can we go home,” she asked.   

“Yeah, kitten,” I smiled.  “We can go home.” 

 

Sergi’s foot was heavy on the pedal as he raced 

to get us to my house.  By the time we reached the 

driveway, the back windows were fogged, and I had two 

fingers deep in her soaking wet pussy. 

“Kane,” she begged.  “I need you.” 

“I need you too,” I said as I kicked the door 

closed and tugged on her shirt.  She was wearing a black 

lace bra that cupped her luscious breasts perfectly.  It 

was all I could do to keep from ripping the material 

away from her skin.  My shirt followed, and we left a 

trail of clothes all the way to my room. 

There was no time for seduction as I tossed her 

on the bed, crawling up to stalk her like a wolf does its 

mate.  She reached for me as I pulled her pants from her 
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legs.  Like magnets, we came together in a tangle of 

limbs and lips.  My pants hit the floor, and I was on her. 

Her moans were swallowed up when I took her 

lips at the same time I thrust inside her as deep as I could 

go.  Delilah hooked her legs behind my back and urged 

me forward, by digging her heels into my ass.  

“You feel so good, so tight,” I moaned into her 

neck.  She’d worn her hair down, and the freak in me 

wanted to wallow in the silky strands.  Instead, I looped 

the long locks around my palms and tugged gently, 

exerting enough pressure to give a slight sting to her 

scalp.  Her head tilted back and exposed her neck.  I 

licked the skin there and smiled when she moaned. 

“I love you,” I said, thrusting hard and fast. 

“Love you,” she replied in a husky voice. 

She was home.  I still couldn’t believe I wasn’t 

dreaming this.  She didn’t tell me she was coming.  Did 

Liana know?  Coraline?  Why didn’t they tell me?  I 

would’ve waited at the gates when she left Glory’s 

Place.  I would’ve been on my knees, begging her to 

marry me.  If I’d known, I could’ve had a ring for her 

already. 

“Come here,” I said, rolling onto my back, 

taking her with me.  “I want to watch you come apart on 

top of me.”  I wrapped my long fingers around her hips 

and helped guide her down on my aching cock.  The 

damn thing was ready to explode from being inside her 

heat.   

“Oh, Kane,” she panted.  The tightening of her 

pussy milked my dick, and I had to bite my lip to keep 

from coming too soon.  It’d been a long time. 

Reaching between our bodies, I massaged her 

clit in time with my thrusts and her rotating hips.  When 

I felt her tighten even further and wetness pool around 

me, I pushed down on the bundle of nerves, causing 

Delilah to scream out my name.  I let her take over her 

pleasure and ride out her orgasm.  She collapsed on top 

of me, but I wasn’t done with her yet. 
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Not for a long time. 
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Chapter 2 
 

Delilah 
 

Happiness is defined as the state of being 

joyous, blessedness, and best of all contentment.  Kane 

Maddox made me happy.  His declaration of love was 

what I’d hoped for ever since I realized that I was 

coming home to him.  

Right now, my happiness laid sprawled out 

across satin sheets naked as he was the day he was born.  

My cheek was against his chest, and my leg was crossed 

over his sweaty thigh.  I kissed his nipple and laughed 

when he sucked in a breath. 

“Sensitive,” I asked with a giggle, knowing 

damn good and well that they were. 

“Mmmhmmm,” he moaned.  “Don’t move.”  His 

demand didn’t hold much force, but it was a demand 

nonetheless.  

His rich, masculine scent rolled over my senses, 

and I closed my eyes, relishing in the moment.  Kane 

loved me, and I him.   

Ever since Dakota had tried to kill me, I’d been 

healing from the things that were done to me.  Kane was 

my guardian angel in so many ways.  The nights I laid in 

that hospital bed broken and in pain, he was always there 

beside me.  When he was gone, to perform, I kept his 

face in my mind’s eye; he was always smiling.  He 

wouldn’t let the nurses care for me.  Kane fed me, 

bathed me, and even carried me to the bathroom.  I 

smiled when I remembered him washing my hair.  No 

stylist in the world could take such care as Kane did with 

me during those horrible times. 

The hair they’d cut to perform surgery was 

growing back quicker than I’d thought.  Thankfully, they 

didn’t have to shave a huge portion of it off.  I could 

hide it well with a little rearranging of the locks.  Most 
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of the time I just tied a bandana around my head and left 

it as is, because I didn’t have the energy to do anything 

else. 

Kane rolled onto his side in his sleep, his 

muscular arm reached out and tucked me as close as 

possible to his chest.  His chin rested on my head and he 

muttered, “Love you, kitten.”  I didn’t reply, because I 

didn’t want to wake him.  After placing a kiss to the bare 

spot over his heart, I closed my eyes and let sleep take 

me away.   

 

A buzzing sound next to my ear cause me to stir.  

Kane wasn’t in the bed when I opened my eyes.  It took 

a moment for my body to adjust to being awake, the 

phone an insistent annoyance at this time of the morning.   

The phone was Kane’s, and the display said it 

was ‘Sadie’.   I didn’t know if I should answer it, but my 

curiosity got the better of me.  If he was going to be my 

husband then these bimbos needed to quit calling him. 

“Hello,” I said into the phone. 

“Who’s this,” Sadie scoffed. 

“Kane’s fiancé,” I said sarcastically.  “Who the 

fuck is this?” 

“Sadie,” she replied. 

“And…,” I left the statement open. 

“Just tell him to call me,” she said.  “I’m 

worried about him.” 

“You need to let me worry about Kane.  He’s 

not your concern,” I growled then hung up the phone. 

Whoever this Sadie bitch was, then Kane 

Maddox was going to have to explain to me why the hell 

she was calling and why she was so worried about him.  

Did she keep him company while I was at Glory’s 

Place?  Oh, God!  No!  I would not share him with 

another woman.  I’d done that far too many times with 

Dakota.   

My insecurities about being with a rockstar 

bubbled in my chest, and I fought back tears as I tossed 
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the covers away from my naked body.  Quickly, I 

grabbed a robe that was draped across a chair beside the 

closet and went in search of Kane Maddox, possible liar. 

I found him in his band room working while 

sitting on a stool at the bar.  He was writing something 

down, a glass of juice beside his work.  He looked like 

he’d been up for awhile, but hadn’t done anything other 

than throw on a pair of well-worn jeans. 

“Morning, kitten,” he said, holding his hand out 

for me.  “Come here.  What’s wrong?” 

“I’m really trying to hold my temper,” I gritted 

through my teeth.  “And…I know I’ve been gone for a 

long time, Kane, but I will not be the other girl.” 

“Whoa,” his eyes widened.  “What the hell are 

you talking about?” 

“Who the fuck is Sadie,” I demanded and tossed 

his phone at his chest.  He clutched it in his hand and 

looked down at the screen as if it held the words to our 

conversation only minutes ago. 

“She’s nobody,” he said, defensively.  I didn’t 

believe him.  At all! 

“She sure thinks she’s somebody,” I said, 

folding my arms over my chest and turned for the door.  

“I can’t do this!” 

“Sadie is an old fr….Hey, where are you going,” 

he yelled after me, as I turned from the room.  Hot tears 

rolled down my face, and I wiped them away quickly.   

Strong hands grasped my upper arms from 

behind.  The pain from his grasp was too close for 

comfort as I tried to yank myself free.  Kane wasn’t 

having that, because he spun me around and reclaimed 

his hold on my arms. 

“You do not walk away from me when I’m 

talking to you,” he growled.  His hazel eyes darkened as 

I stared deep into them, trying to hold my ground, when 

all I wanted to do was cower down and expect the blows 

to begin, but I was stronger now. 
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“Let.  Me.  Go,” I demanded through my teeth.  

My blood boiled, and I took all of those years of abuse 

and turned them into anger.  I wouldn’t put up with it 

anymore.   

“No,” he said, shaking me.  It wasn’t hard, nor 

was it painful anymore.  His grip loosened, and I used 

that to my advantage.  Yanking my arms back, I was 

able to dislodge myself from his hold.  Three months of 

self-defense classes really did pay off.  I was proud of 

myself, but Kane didn’t seem to like me having the 

upper hand.   

“Have you been fucking her while I was away,” 

I asked, not really wanting to know the answer. 

“No,” he growled, walking toward me. 

“Have you ever fucked her,” I asked, as I backed 

up further. 

“Kitten,” he began, but stopped when I help up 

my hand. 

“Don’t you ‘kitten’ me,” I spat.  “Your refusal to 

say yes or no gives me my answer. How long ago?” 

“Delilah,” he said in warning, those eyes were 

turning darker by the second. 

“Answer me,” I cried, the tears coming faster.  I 

had to wipe them away twice before he spoke again. 

“I love you,” he hedged.  

“Answer me,” I yelled.  “Dammit, Kane.  Tell 

me!” 

“Before we met,” he whispered.  

“Why is she calling,” I demanded, my hand 

falling on my hip.  It was something I did when I was 

angry. 

“I don’t know,” he said.  When he walked 

forward, I took a step back.  My legs hit the mattress, 

and I automatically sat heavily on the bed.  He hovered 

over me, and I knew he was going to kiss me.  I didn’t 

fight him.  I was helpless against him, because I loved 

him.  
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Kane 
 

Placing both hands on either side of her hips, I 

leaned in and put all of my love and emotions into the 

kiss I placed on her lips.  She needed to know that I 

loved her and only her.  

Sadie was a problem and one I needed to get rid 

of.  As bad as I needed Sadie, I just couldn’t do that to 

Delilah.  I loved her too much.  There was no way I was 

going to tell Delilah that I needed to feel the whip 

against my back.  How I was going to be able to survive 

without that release was beyond me.   

I’d woken up early with my mind racing.  

Several thoughts ran through my head, and I couldn’t 

seem to sort them out.  That’s why she found me in the 

room downstairs writing lyrics.  I’d already played 

through the entire set of songs from the previous tour, 

trying to get my mind in order. 

“I want to get married today,” I said between 

kisses.  I needed her to be mine.  Completely mine.  “We 

can fly to Vegas.” 

“No,” she whispered, her eyes downcast. 

“Why not,” I asked, pulling her chin so that I 

could look into her eyes.  I didn’t like when she shied 

away from me. 

“Not until you explain her,” Delilah demanded, 

pushing me away. 

Standing up, I ran my hands through my hair 

and pulled at the roots as tight as I could, the pain was 

welcomed. 

“I just can’t,” I admitted. 

“Can’t or won’t,” she growled and stood up, 

tightening the robe around her body.  She was mad, the 

flush to her cheeks told me that much.  The way her eyes 

crinkled at the corners told me she was more than likely 

very angry. 

“Both,” I whispered.  “You don’t need to worry 

about her, kitten.  She is nothing.” 
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“She’s not nothing, Kane!”  I followed her out 

of the bedroom and down the hall to the kitchen, where 

she poured herself a cup of coffee and took a seat at the 

table. 

We were interrupted by the doorbell, and I was 

grateful for the distraction, because I didn’t know how I 

was going to tell Delilah about Sadie.  I opened the door 

and frowned when I saw Ash and Mary standing there 

with big goofy grins on their faces. 

“What’s going on,” I asked in confusion. 

“Can we come in,” Ash asked, but shouldered 

his way in anyway. 

“Hey doll,” I said to Mary and held my hands 

out for Ivy.  The baby hugged my neck tightly before 

planting a sloppy, wet kiss on my cheek.  I followed 

Mary and Ash into my living room and watched as 

Delilah hugged them. 

“We came over to tell you something,” Ash 

smiled at his wife. 

“We are pregnant…again,” Mary squealed and 

my mouth fell open. 

“Whoa,” I giggled.  “This is great!  When did 

you find out?” 

“She’s known for a couple of months now, but 

didn’t tell me,” Ash scowled at his wife.  “She got 

pregnant at Christmas.” 

“I didn’t want you to cancel the tour or anything.  

I’ve been going to the doctor and David has made sure I 

haven’t wanted for anything.”  Mary leaned up and 

kissed Ash on the cheek to stem some of the hurt rolling 

off of his body.  Any time Mary pouted, Ash always was 

a sucker and gave her whatever she wanted. 

“I’m supposed to make sure you want for 

nothing,” Ash grumped and sat heavily on the couch.  

Ivy sat at our feet playing with a stuffed animal I’d given 

her for Christmas.  Mary pulled Delilah into the kitchen, 

and I took a seat next to Ash.  Maybe he’d know what I 

should do. 
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“Did we interrupt something,” he guessed. 

“Sort of,” I shrugged.  “I’m an idiot.” 

“How so this time,” he laughed. 

“Sadie called this morning and Delilah answered 

the phone.  She wants to know who Sadie is to me.”  I 

leaned back on the couch and covered my face with my 

hand. 

“What did you say?” 

“That she was nothing to me.  I told her that was 

before we met.  I, like an idiot, blurted out that we 

should get married today.  Now, Delilah is having 

second thoughts.” 

“You have to tell her,” Ash said with a growl.  

“Dammit, Kane!  Delilah is your soul mate.  You can’t 

lose her because you are too afraid to tell her what you 

need.  If she loves you, she will understand.”   

I had no idea how to tell her what the hell was 

going on with me.  She wouldn’t marry me until we 

worked these things out.  Delilah was my world, 

wholeheartedly, but how was I going to drop this bomb 

on her and not send her running for the hills? 
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Chapter 3 

 
Delilah 

 
It’d been two weeks since our semi-fight about 

this Sadie girl.  I didn’t bring her up again, and Kane 

never explained who she was.  My insecurities were at 

full speed.  My mind was being torn in several different 

directions and, if I didn’t love Kane so much, I’d 

probably run away screaming. 

Kane had been perfect since I came home to 

him.  Not once have I wanted for anything since 

returning.  He wouldn’t let me lift a finger.  It was the 

little things, like breakfast in bed, a nice hot bath drawn 

for me after a marathon of sex, and even random 

shopping trips followed up by dinner out at an exclusive 

restaurant. 

The only complaint I had…Kane had been 

wired.  More so than his usual goofy behavior.  It was 

like something inside him was clawing its way out.  Or 

at least trying too. 

He’d been playing his drums more and more 

frequently.  I’d finally found out what the closed off 

room in the basement was.  Kane was a painter, and 

many nights I’d wake up and find him in there covered 

with paint, working on different designs that kept his 

mind occupied.   

He was an amazing artist in everything that he 

touched.  There were several paintings stacked against 

the wall, each canvas different from the rest.  The only 

one that I’d seen was of a sunset over an ocean, the sand 

was snow white.  There were storm clouds off to the left 

side of the bright, orange sunset, and I wondered many 

times if that was his own storms trying to cover Kane’s 

beautiful world.  I could analyze his life, through his 

paintings, for days, but I don’t think I could ever 

understand what was really going on in his head. 
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I rolled over in the bed and buried my face in the 

pillows, wanting to scream in frustration.  He wouldn’t 

talk to me about why he was acting the way he was.  

Kane would change the subject or tease me into making 

love to get my mind off of his problems. 

I couldn’t worry about it today, I had an 

appointment with a tattoo artist to try and cover this scar 

on my neck from when Dakota stabbed me all those 

months ago.  Kane’s artist had several designs in mind 

for the spot on my neck.  I wanted something elegant 

and feminine, something that would also look good on 

camera. 

The gash was about three inches long, but not 

very wide.  I’d realized that this was the last tattoo I’d be 

getting to cover up the scars of the abuse I’d suffered at 

Dakota’s hands.  I trusted Kane with my every being to 

never hurt me as Dakota once had. 

The door to the bedroom opened and there in the 

doorway was the man I’d given my heart too.  He was 

dressed in tight leather pants, a Glory Days t-shirt, and 

combat boots.  He looked better than any rockstar 

should. 

“We need to leave here in about an hour, kitten,” 

he smiled.  “I’ll make you something to eat while you 

shower.” 

“Okay,” I yawned, tossing the covers aside and 

climbed out of the bed.  I didn’t bother with the robe and 

walked naked around the bed, heading for the bathroom.  

Kane’s heated gaze watched as I walked, and I made 

sure to swish my hips a little in the process. 

“You little minx,” he laughed.  “Do you want to 

be late?” 

“No,” I returned the laugh. 

  I showered quickly and didn’t do much with 

my hair, adding a sloppy ponytail to keep my hair out of 

the way.  I was honestly nervous about the tattoo 

session.  Too scared to ask Kane how bad a neck tattoo 
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would hurt, I resigned myself to dealing with the 

discomfort when the time came. 

Kane and I drove over to Hater’s Ink and met 

his artist, Spike.  Spike was obviously a nickname due to 

the jewelry in his scalp.  The man was shaved bald, but 

had little tiny surgical steel spikes coming out of his 

head in a Mohawk.  He was tattooed everywhere that I 

could see, except for his face.  His knuckles were 

permanently inked with the words “LOVE” and 

“MAYA”, which I assumed was his girl.   

“Alright, sugar,” Spike said, sitting down at his 

drafting table.  He pulled out three designs and spread 

them out on the surface for me to choose from.  “Colors 

can be decided however you want them, but after talking 

to you on the phone the other day, this is what I came up 

with.” 

I studied the outlines.  One of them was an 

elegant Celtic cross with vines intertwined, ending with 

tiny rose buds at the top and bottom points.  The second 

one was a hummingbird, with sad eyes and tears leaking 

from his face.  I dismissed that one immediately.  This 

was a new beginning for me.  I didn’t want to be 

reminded of the pain and suffering.   

The third and final design stole my breath and 

was perfect!  It was a shooting star, but the outline was 

swirled, and elegant.  The trail leading from it spelled 

out “Freedom”.  I covered my mouth and a tear escaped 

as I pointed to that one, “I love it!  Can we do it in 

purple?” 

Kane wrapped his arms around me for comfort 

as Spike said, “Honey, I’ll be honored to do it in any 

color for you.” 

Spike sent us to his cubby area where his tattoo 

chair sat while he prepared the design.  There were 

several framed pictures hanging on the wall, and I 

recognized some of the tattoos as the ones on Kane’s 

legs and arms.  He even had a picture of the two of them 

standing outside the shop.  Kane had personally 
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autographed it in the corner, thanking him for being a 

great friend and artist. 

“Are you okay, kitten,” he worried and pulled 

me onto his lap as he took a seat beside the chair. 

“I’m fine,” I said, wiping another tear from my 

face.  “Just happy to have this thing covered.” 

“Do you want me to hold your hand?” 

“I’ll let you know,” I laughed when he scowled.  

Kane didn’t like me in pain, any sort of pain, but he 

should know that I’d be fine.  It’s not like this was my 

first tattoo. 

Spike returned with my design and got to work.  

The vibration in my neck was tolerable, but the sting 

from the scratching of the needle caused me to wince.  

Kane sat there wringing his hands as if he wanted to step 

in and stop the pain.   

“Do you need to stop,” Kane asked for the tenth 

time, his agitation was getting on my nerves.  His knee 

bounced uncontrollably and it was driving me mad. 

“I’m fine,” I bit out, but winced when Spike hit 

a tender spot under my ear.   

“You’re doing fine, girl,” he said, dipping the 

needle into more black ink for the outline.  I knew from 

experience that only the outline hurt, the shading and 

colors were not as painful.   

Spike finally sent Kane out of the room to get 

me a bottled water, when he got to the area with the scar.  

“I’m going to have to go over this scar a few times, and I 

don’t want him decking me when you flinch.” 

“Hurry up,” I said, closing my eyes.   

By the time Kane returned, Spike was done with 

the outline, and I was sitting up for a quick break before 

he began adding the color.  Kane frowned, but didn’t say 

anything as I took the water from him and downed half 

of the bottle. 

The tattoo was done in less than two hours.  We 

left the shop with directions for care and a tube of lotion 

to keep the skin moisturized for the next week or so.  
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We had lunch at a little place down the block 

from Hater’s Ink.  Kane fidgeted the entire time we were 

eating, and I finally couldn’t stand it any longer. 

“What is eating at you,” I demanded as we left 

the restaurant. 

“Nothing,” he said as he climbed into the 

driver’s seat of his Audi.  That damn knee of his 

bounced uncontrollably all the way home.  I was quickly 

realizing this was his tell-tale sign as to when he wasn’t 

at his best. 

“You know you can talk to me, right,” I begged. 

“I know,” he sighed.  “I’m just a little…you 

know, scatterbrained?  I guess.”   

He rested his hand on my thigh, his knee calmed 

slightly.  He paid attention to the road more than he did 

me, which was fine.  I wanted to make it home in one 

piece. 

I didn’t know what the hell was eating at him, 

but I was tired of being brushed off.  Tonight, we were 

going to talk and get whatever the hell was bothering 

him out on the table. 

 

Kane 
 

My skin felt like it was about to crawl off of my 

body.  Watching Delilah wince during that tattoo 

bothered me more than it should.  I guess any pain 

inflicted on her was a sore spot I didn’t want irritated.   

Gabe and Ash were coming over to work on 

some new music, and I honestly was thankful for the 

distraction.  Reed was not coming over today, because 

he was at home with Liana.  She’d been put on bed rest, 

and the big softy didn’t want to leave her.   

Delilah and Mary were going shopping while we 

worked.  Anytime Mary or Delilah left the confines of 

the house, it made us nervous.  The damn paparazzi were 

always following Mary, and asking stupid questions 

about our personal lives.   
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Mary had trained Delilah on how to act when 

they were out in the public eye.  With the fact that 

Delilah still wasn’t known, I’d hoped they’d leave her 

alone.  Mary was a different story.  She was a rockstar’s 

wife and subject to all kinds of scrutiny when in public.  

She said it didn’t bother her, but I could tell that 

sometimes it did.  The fact that she was barely pregnant 

now, caused Ash’s worry to skyrocket ten thousand 

percent. 

“Angel, please be careful,” Ash said for the fifth 

time.   

“I will,” Mary growled.  She turned around and 

rolled her eyes where Ash couldn’t see, causing me to 

bite my lip and walk out of the room to keep from 

laughing.   

I went in search of my girl while we waited for 

Eric to arrive.  He would be assisting Sergi on paparazzi 

patrol while the girls shopped.  David, Mary’s personal 

bodyguard, was at home playing babysitter to their baby 

Ivy. 

I found her slipping on a pair of black high 

heels.  She was wearing a pair of skinny jeans that 

hugged her hips just right and a loose, ripped t-shirt that 

hung off of one shoulder.   

“I may not let you leave this house,” I said, 

standing in the doorway. 

“Do you want me to change,” she asked, looking 

confused. 

“No,” I laughed.  “You look amazing.  Stay with 

Sergi, baby.  I don’t want any other man looking at you.”  

“Do you want me to wear a sheet over my 

head,” she laughed and kissed me on the cheek as she 

walked out.  I followed her like a damn dog.  I think my 

tongue hung out a little. 

“That’s an intriguing idea,” I groaned.  “Just be 

careful.” 

“Always,” she said, picking up her purse off the 

counter. 
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I slipped my credit card in her hand, and 

growled when she protested, “You spend whatever you 

want.  You better get used to me spoiling you, kitten.” 

“Okay,” she smiled.  I pulled her close and 

rested our foreheads together, just quietly absorbing as 

much of her as I could before they left. 

After five minutes of kissing and quiet talk 

between us, Delilah pulled Mary away from Ash and left 

us standing there panting after our women. 

“Well,” Ash said, clearing his throat, and 

adjusting the front of his jeans.  I had to do the same.  

“We better get some music written while we are waiting 

on Gabe.” 

Ash followed me down to the music room.  I 

smiled when I looked up at the pair of drumsticks hung 

on the wall behind my kit.  Those were the ones I used 

the first night I’d brought Delilah to my house during 

Thanksgiving.  They were there as a reminder of the 

night I fell in love with the woman who stole my heart. 

After Gabe arrived, we worked for a couple of 

hours before taking a break.  Ash was on the phone with 

Mary, making sure they were okay.  It sounded like they 

were going to head over to Liana’s house and visit with 

her before they would be home. 

My phone rang, and I answered it without 

looking who the caller was.  I thought it would be 

Delilah, but I was wrong. 

“Babe,” Sadie’s husky voice came through the 

line.  A long time ago, hearing her voice would put me 

in a different perspective.  She could calm the anxiety 

just by her commanding voice.  Now, it grated at my 

nerves. 

“Why are you calling me,” I demanded into the 

phone.  Ash raised a brow and I scowled.  He shook his 

head and made a cutting motion across his throat.  I 

didn’t know if it was to tell me to get off the phone, or 

that I would be dead if I made plans to see her. 
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There was no way in hell I was going to let that 

woman touch me ever again. 

“You never returned my call,” she said, almost 

with a pout to her voice.  “Did your girlfriend not deliver 

the message?” 

“Oh, she did,” I growled.  “Sadie, I told you that 

we can’t do this anymore, and I mean it.  Don’t be 

calling here looking for me.  I don’t need your help 

anymore.” 

“So, this woman of yours,” she asked.  “Does 

she strike you when you need it?  I highly doubt it, 

Kane.  Any woman you have will be submissive.  She 

will not want to strike you the way I do.” 

“I don’t need it,” I whispered, through gritted 

teeth.  I could see her stroking her fingers through the 

fringe on the crop.  If I closed my eyes, I could feel the 

sting of the leather as it pelted into my flesh, causing my 

mind to focus on the need to be in control.  I could even 

smell the scent of sex in the air.  

What I didn’t think was possible was the fact 

that the whole thing, imagining Sadie touching me, 

caused bile to roll out of my gut and into my mouth.  She 

wasn’t what I needed anymore.  There was only one 

woman who I wanted to touch me. 

“Are you in control, Kane,” she asked, her voice 

going back to the sultry vixen I used to enjoy talking too.  

Now it made me want to vomit, and take a long, hot 

shower. 

“Yes,” I lied.  “Now, I’m only going to say this 

one more time, Sadie.  It’s over.  You need to lose my 

number.  I thank you for the time we had, but I love her.  

I won’t betray her…ever.” 

“Fine,” Sadie said bluntly.  The phone went 

silent and I breathed a sigh of relief.  Of course, that was 

short lived when Ash smacked me across my head. 

“What the fuck are you doing,” he demanded.  “I 

thought all that shit was over.” 
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“It is…it was.  She won’t give up.  Fuck!”  I ran 

my hands through my hair and then clinched them into 

fist.  Vibrations rolled through my body, and I felt 

myself slipping.  Sitting down, I rested my elbows on the 

tops of my knees.  Ash and Gabe took seats across from 

me.  They knew about Sadie and had a pretty good idea 

what goes on with us, and it looks like they wanted 

conformation. 

“I’m only going to say this once, and please, 

please do not judge me,” I started. 

“Whatever it is, Kane, you can tell us.  We are 

your brothers.  Understanding comes with our love for 

you man.”  Ash mimicked my pose and Gabe sat back 

folding his arms over his chest, waiting for me to start. 

“I met Sadie several years ago, in Chicago.  We 

went out a few times, and I really liked her.  There was 

something about her that screamed, challenge.  When we 

finally made it to the having sex part, I met my match.  

Sadie was a dominatrix, and I’d never had a woman 

want control like she did.  It’s not in my nature, because 

I need to be in charge of what happens in the bedroom.  

Usually, I am the one who calls the shots. 

“It was a battle of wills for awhile.  Until one 

night, my anxiety was bad when I arrived at her place.  

She took it upon herself to switch into the roll she was 

most comfortable in.  By the time the night was through, 

my body was covered in red whelps, and I’d had the best 

sex of my life.  My mind focused, and I found that I 

could go months without a ‘bad day’.  Then I’d fly out to 

visit her when I needed that focus, and it became a 

friends-with-benefits thing.  She…helped me.  Now, the 

thought of her touching me makes me sick.  I only want 

my Delilah to touch me, but I can’t tell her that I 

occasionally need it, because of her abuse.  I would 

never ask her to strike me, because she’d probably freak 

the hell out and run away from me again.” 

“Okay,” Ash said, thoughtfully.   
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“How is your focus now,” Gabe said, he too 

looked thoughtful as he leaned forward, just as Ash and I 

were sitting. 

“It’s shit,” I admitted.  “My mind is on edge, and 

my skin feels like a million ants are crawling all over it.” 

“Well, I’m going to tell you straight, Kane,” Ash 

said in that fatherly voice he used when he meant 

business.  “You either tell Delilah what the hell is going 

on with you, or you get back on the meds.  This is not 

good for you.  And, sure as fuck do not call Sadie.” 

“I’ve been working out, playing down here 

when I can’t sleep, or painting.  It knocks the edge off, 

but I need more.  I just don’t know what to do.”  Pulling 

my hair out by its roots was a good option right now, or 

going gray, because this stress was causing both. 

“You need to talk to D,” Gabe said, standing up 

and walking over to the bar to pour three shots of 

Scotch.  We took our drinks, and he poured three more.   

Gabe eventually left, saying he had a reservation 

for dinner and would catch us later.  Ash and I shrugged 

as he left.  We knew he had been visiting a restaurant for 

meals and suspected he was trying to hit it off with 

someone who worked there, but he never said anything.  

He’d come to us when he wanted to tell us what was 

going on, and I figured as long as his sister, Liana, 

wasn’t going ape shit about some chick he was dating, 

then I’d leave it alone, for now. 
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Chapter 4 
 

Delilah 
 

We shopped for over three hours and visited 

Liana for about an hour before we headed home.  Poor 

Liana was miserable.  The doctors had put her on bed 

rest, and she was chomping at the bit to get up and move 

around, so she could go check in at the shelter.  I assured 

her that Glory’s Place would still be standing once she 

was back on her feet.   

I’d confided in the two women who were 

quickly becoming my newest best friends.  Coraline was 

out of the country taking time off from the band.  I really 

couldn’t talk to her, because Kane was her family and it 

would just be awkward.   

Mary and Liana assured me that Kane loved me 

and that this Sadie woman wasn’t a threat.  Although 

neither one of them had met or heard of her before.  As 

far as Kane’s inability to focus on things, they only said 

to keep him grounded.  He needed to keep his mind on 

one task at a time, or he’d get antsy.  I needed a plan to 

get him grounded again, like when we’d first met.  

As we walked into the house, my phone rang, 

and I cringed when I saw the caller. 

“Pops,” I answered with a groan. 

“Hey, baby,” he slurred.  Great, he was drunk. 

“What do you want,” I asked, not the least bit 

nice about it either.  It’d been months since he called.  

He wanted something, probably money. 

“Can’t a guy call his only child and check on 

her?  Delilah, I haven’t heard from you in forever.  Are 

you still shacking up with what’s-his-name…Dakota?” 

Bile rose in my throat, not only because my 

father was on the phone, but because he asked about the 

man who almost killed me.  Dakota was behind bars 
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awaiting trial for my attempted murder.  If he was 

convicted, he’d be put away for a very long time. 

“Dakota is gone,” I growled.  “I told you, daddy.  

He wasn’t good for me, and he’s in jail.”  Out of the 

corner of my eye, I saw Mary’s eyes widen and then she 

looped off down the stairs, probably to find her husband, 

or Kane. 

“I saw that, but I thought you’d be supporting 

him,” my father slurred.  “Don’t you know that a good 

woman stands behind her man?  Your mother never 

did.” 

“Don’t you talk about mom like that,” I growled 

into the phone, my fist clenching around the phone so 

hard, I was surprised it didn’t crumble.  “She was a good 

woman!”   

“Where are you anyway,” he asked, changing 

the subject. 

“I’m in Los Angeles,” I admitted, because this 

place was so huge he’d never find me here.  “I live here 

now.” 

“I thought you’d be staying in Seattle with 

Dakota’s people.  You know, until he gets out of prison.  

I mean, I really think whoever this girl was, that they say 

he tried to kill, is probably lying, just to get his money.” 

By the time he finished talking, my ears were 

ringing.  The room suddenly looked a little crooked, and 

my head was pounding something fierce.  My father 

didn’t know that I was the woman.  Even if I told him, I 

don’t think his inebriated mind would process what I 

was telling him, and even if it did, he probably wouldn’t 

remember it come morning. 

“Dad,” I said, taking a deep calming breath.  

“That girl was almost killed by Dakota.”  A gasp behind 

me had me spinning around.  Kane was standing in the 

doorway to the living room, his hands were clinched at 

his sides.  He looked angry as hell. 

“Oh, whatever baby,” he tsked into the phone.  

“She was just a whore.” 
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“Sure dad,” I bit out sarcastically, tears leaked 

from the corners of my eyes from the pain of my father’s 

words.  “I’m sure she was nothing but a whore looking 

to steal his money.  I need to go.”  With that, I hung up 

the phone and tossed it on the couch, before collapsing 

onto the cushions.  I buried my face in my hands and 

screamed for all I was worth. 

Large, warm hands enveloped me and the next 

thing I knew, Kane had me turned where I was sitting in 

his lap and my face was pressed into his neck.  The 

couch dipped next to us, and I looked up through tear 

stained eyes to see Mary looking concerned. 

“Are you alright,” she asked. 

“I’m just so angry,” I growled.  “My father 

brings out the worst in me.  He says that the girl who 

accused Dakota was a gold digging whore who lied 

about the whole thing.  And the fucked up thing is, I 

can’t set my old man straight and say that I was the girl 

that he almost killed.  If I did, that asshole would run to 

the press and sell the story of his poor abused daughter.  

He’d make millions on selling my baby pictures or 

something.” 

“That’s not going to happen,” Kane growled 

next to my ear.  I could feel his body vibrating and that 

damn knee of his bounced uncontrollably.   

Mary gave Ash a knowing look, and it took 

some coercing, but finally Kane left the room with Ash 

and went back to the basement.  Mary immediately 

wrapped me in her arms and let me cry on her shoulder 

until my tears ran dry. 

“I’m sorry,” I sniffled.  “It’s just so frustrating.” 

“I can only imagine,” Mary said softly. 

“Where did Ash take Kane,” I asked, wiping the 

wetness from my cheek. 

“Down to the gym,” she laughed.  “Those boys 

like to beat the shit out of the bag down there when they 

feel…less in control.  Come on, let’s go see what the 

hell Kane has in the kitchen.  Maybe we can piece 
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together something that we can call a meal.  By that 

time, they should be done beating their manly chest and 

roaring to the skies.” 

We both fell into a fit of laughter, my father 

worries forgotten, for the moment. 

In the kitchen, I watched as Mary soaked frozen 

chicken in cold water, praying that it thawed out in a 

reasonable amount of time to cook it for dinner.  I 

protested a few times that she didn’t need to cook for us, 

but she just smiled and said, “If I don’t cook, they’ll 

order Chinese food….again.  I am so tired of that stuff!” 

While we waited for the chicken…and the men, 

Mary sat on our bed while I hung up the new clothes I’d 

bought on our shopping trip.  Sergi and Eric had endured 

our tour of stores.  Even though I swear I heard Sergi 

curse a few times in Russian, I’d gotten pretty good at 

deciphering his moods.  He always spoke in English, but 

when he was frustrated or mad, he always switched over 

to his native tongue. 

Kane and Ash eventually came back from the 

basement and Kane kissed my cheek as he headed for 

the shower.  Ash used the guest room to clean up, and 

Mary went off to talk to him in private, her hand on the 

small baby bump that had just started forming under her 

clothes.   

Thinking of kids got me wondering if Kane and 

I would someday have some of our own.  My hand fell 

to the flat area of my stomach, below my belly button.  

The idea of being pregnant with Kane’s child caused a 

joy to fill me that I’d never experienced.  The feeling 

was so foreign that I found myself in tears, holding onto 

the stool by the bar in the kitchen. 

I laughed to myself at the absurdity of my 

reactions.  I really wasn’t ready to be a mom, and I 

shouldn’t even be having those thoughts right now.  Yes, 

Kane had asked me to be his wife, and I wanted that 

more than anything, but I had a feeling that he had an 
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ulterior motive.  Sadie was still an issue and one I 

wanted to get to the bottom of before I said ‘I do’. 

 

Kane 
 

I stood there and watched as she held onto the 

barstool, her body shook softly from tears she was 

shedding.  When I started to go toward her, she 

straightened and took a deep breath, trying to calm the 

sadness rolling through her.  It killed me to see her so 

upset.  My fucked up kink and the inability to tell her 

was putting a wedge between us. 

When she turned slightly, and I saw her holding 

her flat stomach, my mind spun out of control.  Delilah 

laughed at herself and shook her head.  I was at her side 

immediately. 

“Kitten,” I said, placing my hand over hers.  

“What’s wrong?  Are you okay?  Are you sick?  Do we 

need to go to the hospital?  Oh my God, would you tell 

me what’s wrong!” 

“Kane!” she laughed.  “It’s okay, baby.  I’m 

fine.” 

“Are you sure,” I helped her over to the chair at 

the kitchen table and sat her down.  “Tell me what’s 

wrong!”  My breath was coming out in short pants, and I 

was losing it.  Something was wrong with her.  I 

couldn’t let her be sick again, I just couldn’t.  She had to 

be… 

“Kane Maddox,” she growled, in this demanding 

voice that had my head shooting up and my cock flaring 

to life.  “I swear to God, if you don’t stop freaking the 

fuck out, I’m going to hit you!”  Delilah covered her 

mouth on a gasp, “Oh my God, I’m sorry!  I’m sorry!  I 

didn’t mean to say that.” 

Oh…my…Jesus!  I think I just came in my 

pants!   

“O...okay,” I said, dropping to my knees beside 

her, my head automatically falling to her lap.  I ignored 
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her apology, I only heard her authority in her sweet 

voice.  She let out a quick gasp at my actions, but ran her 

hand through my hair.  I closed my eyes and let the 

rightness of the moment take me over.  My mind 

cleared, and I could actually think.  I could breathe! 

When I looked up at those beautiful hazel eyes, I 

think I saw recognition.  Returning to her lap, I buried 

my face in her crotch and made a humming sound that 

caused her to laugh loudly and poke me in the sides. 

“Kane,” she giggled.  I picked her up, fireman 

style, and looped off into the living room just as Ash and 

Mary were coming to meet us.  Mary laughed, and I saw 

the happiness in her eyes.  Ash just shook his head and 

scowled at me.  Just that quickly, I realized that my 

behavior was causing everyone to be affected.   

Dropping Delilah softly to her feet, I raised an 

eyebrow at her and she held her hands out defensively, 

“Oh no!  You can do that shit with Mary, but not me!” 

Delilah ran and I leapt over the back of the 

couch, catching her as she tried to make a b-line for the 

bedroom.  My arms went around her protectively, and I 

stuck my tongue out, licking her from the bottom of her 

chin to the top of her hairline. 

“Get him back, D,” Mary called from the 

kitchen doorway, laughing hysterically.  I raised an 

eyebrow at Mary when she let out an unladylike snort. 

Delilah took my second of distraction and 

grabbed my face, repeating the same thing I’d just done 

to her.  We both fell to the floor in a fit of laugher.  I 

pulled her into my arms and pressed my lips to hers. 

“I love you, kitten,” I whispered as I touched our 

foreheads together. 

“I love you, too,” she sighed.  “We need to talk, 

after dinner.” 

“I know,” I replied, and I meant it.   

 

Dinner passed quickly.  Mary and Ash said their 

goodbyes, leaving us to a quiet house.  Delilah finished 
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the dishes in silence while I sat at the bar watching her 

work.  She didn’t move overly fast, or speak.  I knew her 

mind was working on what questions to ask.  Once she 

closed the dishwasher, the questions began. 

“Why did you suddenly snap to attention when I 

got angry at you,” she whispered, but still spoke loud 

enough to hear. 

“I think you already know the answer to that,” I 

replied. 

“But I want you to say the words, Kane,” she 

demanded. 

 “Fuck, this is hard,” I admitted and covered my 

face with my hands. 

“What’s so hard about it, baby,” she pushed.  

Delilah walked around the bar.  I parted my legs and let 

her nestle herself in the safety of my embrace. 

“It’s a secret I’ve held for years now,” I began, 

the words tumbling out of my mouth.  “Sadie and I met 

in Chicago.  We hit it off and one night, I tried to be the 

dominate one in bed.  It turns out that she was my match.  

My mind had been scrambled for a few months, and I 

contemplated getting some weed, hoping it might help.  

She forced me to my knees, and once I felt the leather 

across my back, I liked it.  By the end of the night, my 

back was covered in whelps and my mind was clear for 

the first time in months!  I’d found something better than 

the medicine…better than the drugs.” 

When I looked into her eyes, I saw tears.  

Delilah covered her mouth with her hand and sobbed.  I 

pulled her into my arms and waited for her to speak. 

“Please say something, kitten,” I whispered. 

“I thought you loved her, or were with her while 

I was away,” she sniffed.  “I had no idea.” 

“No, never,” I shook my head.  “I love you and 

only you!  I haven’t seen her in a long time. Not since 

last tour.”  I pulled her hands from her face and kissed 

her warm lips, tasting the tears that leaked from her eyes. 

“Is this why you have been…off,” she asked. 
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“Yeah, kitten,” I admitted.   

“I…I can’t hit you,” she shook her head 

violently.  “I can’t do it, Kane.  I could never strike 

you.” 

“I know,” I sighed.  “I’d never ask you to do 

that.” 

She backed away from me, her eyes still leaking 

sad tears.  “What can I do to make it better?” 

“I really don’t know,” I admitted.  She wouldn’t 

do what I needed, but maybe I could get lost in her for a 

few hours.  “Let me take care of you.” 

Her eyes softened momentarily, before they 

darkened with lust.  I knew my kitten better than anyone 

else.   

I stood from the stool and walked toward her, 

stalking her.  A smile lit up one corner of her mouth and 

she cocked her head to the side.  As she backed away, 

into the living room, I saw her hips twitch in that 

seductive way that she and I both knew turned me on. 

Delilah pulled the blue cotton shirt she was 

wearing over her head and tossed it at me.  Snatching it 

out of the air with one hand, I held it to my face and 

breathed in her scent.  “Like honey, kitten.” 

“What’s next,” she asked, her voice sounded 

deeper, sexier. 

“Pants,” I demanded with a smile of my own.  

She stopped and unbuttoned her skinny jeans, before 

wiggling them over her thick hips and dropping them to 

the floor.  The black lace bra and panties looked amazing 

on her.  Her breasts filled out the cups and my hands 

itched to take them into my hands. 

“Bra,” I demanded, my voice stern with the 

command. 

The little vixen reached behind her and 

unhooked it before letting it slide slowly down her arms.  

She tossed that at me as well, and I held it to my face, 

growling as I inhaled her scent…again. 
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“Turn around,” I said, making a spinning motion 

with my finger, stopping her movement when her back 

was to me.  “Don’t move.”   

Delilah froze in the living room, her hand rested 

on the back of the couch.  On the table beside me sat a 

pair of drumsticks.  I picked them up with a smile.   

As I approached, Delilah shivered, waiting on 

me to do whatever it was that I had planned for her.  

Taking one stick, I twirled it around my fingers a few 

times before I brought it down on the side of her good 

hip, just below the black lace of her panties.  Goose 

bumps immediately rose on her skin, eliciting another 

shiver to roll through her body. 

Tracing the curve of the lace, I made the circuit 

over her ass several times before she sighed in 

frustration.  I tapped the stick under the globe of her ass, 

watching as the skin turned pink in its wake. 

“I’m not done with you,” I whispered into her 

ear.  She tried to lean back on my chest, but another tap 

to her ass and she straightened her spine, waiting on me 

to finish my exploration. 

Using both sticks, I trailed them up her arms, 

until I reached her hair.  She’d had it up in a ponytail for 

her trip out, but I hooked one stick into the twisted 

rubber band and pulled her hair free.  As the long, silky 

strands parted, I could smell her shampoo she’d used 

earlier when she’d showered.  I ran the sticks through 

her hair, mesmerized by the beauty there. 

Delilah was beautiful in every way.  The scars 

didn’t take away from her in anyway.  Hell, I’d learned 

to look past them.  To me they were from a bad time in 

her life that was now in the past.  Never again would 

Delilah Ford have a scar on her body, put there by 

another human being.  I’d die before I ever let her be 

harmed again.  

“Kane, please,” she whispered, bringing me 

back from my thoughts.  I’d been so deep in thought that 

I didn’t realize that I was making the circuit of her body 
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with my sticks absently.  Delilah was flushed with need 

and here I was daydreaming. 

“Take them off,” I said, pushing one side down 

with a stick.  She shimmied out of the lace and dropped 

them at her feet.   

I pressed my chest to her back, and used my 

hand this time to turn her face toward mine.  Her eyes 

were heavy with desire, her lips already a deeper shade 

of red, probably from biting on them as I teased her.  I 

pressed my lips to hers quickly before pulling away. 

“Are you wet for me, kitten,” I whispered, 

dropping the sticks on the couch beside us. 

“Yes,” she purred.  “For you, Kane, always.” 

I pressed on her back and bent her over the 

couch then stepped back to admire my girl.  Her pussy 

was open and on display for me.  She glistened with 

desire, the insides of her thighs were lightly coated with 

her sweet honey.  I dropped to my knees and tasted her 

slowly.  

Delilah moaned when I licked her, dragging out 

what I had planned for the night.  Spreading the globes 

of her ass, I assaulted her until she cried out my name 

and begged for me to take her, to get inside her. 

Standing up, I unzipped my pants, my cock 

jumped free as if it was impatient to be inside her.  I had 

to take a calming breath, because if I didn’t, this could 

be over in a matter of seconds.  It was like that any time 

I was inside her.  She fit me perfectly, like a one of a 

kind glove made just for me.  I don’t think I’d ever get 

tired of being inside my sexy kitten, ever. 

“Are you ready for me,” I asked, with a smile 

she couldn’t see. 

“Yes,” she answered, her voice barely a whisper. 

Using my knee, I kicked her legs apart and 

guided myself inside her awaiting heat.  We both cursed 

at the feel of our bodies joining.  Her pussy 

automatically clamped down on my cock and I had to 

grit my teeth to hold off coming like an inexperienced 
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teenager.  Hell no, I wasn’t going to be done with her 

yet, not by a long shot. 
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Chapter 5 
 

Delilah 
 

Kane pulled out slowly, his cock hitting every 

possible erotic nerve I had in my sex.  How the hell he 

fit me so well, I’d never know.  I cried out as he pushed 

back inside, his thrusts getting quicker with each in and 

out movement.   

His hand wrapped around my hair and he tugged 

me up until his chest was pressed into my back.  The 

free hand wrapped around my breast and two fingers 

pinched my aching nipple.  Kane was rough, but kind, 

when he was with me.  At no time did I ever feel like I 

was in danger of him losing control.  Giving my body 

and mind over to Kane freely came easy, even in the 

beginning.   

With Kane, I didn’t have to try.  I didn’t have to 

watch what I said, in fear of retaliation of his anger.  In 

fact, Kane had never been mad at me in the time we’d 

been together.  Oh, I’d seen him mad, but not directed at 

anything I had done. 

“Come for me,” he demanded at my ear, his 

voice a husky purr that radiated through my body.  Still 

holding my hair, he took the hand that was stroking my 

nipple and slid it down to my aching clit.  He rolled the 

bundle of nerves a few times, before he slipped his hand 

lower to where we were connected.  He spread his 

fingers and laid them over the lips of my pussy. 

“I can feel what I’m doing to you,” he growled, 

his thrusts never faltering.  “Touch us, kitten.  Feel it.” 

Moving my hand, I mimicked his placement, 

feeling his cock moving in and out of my sex.  My 

moisture coated both of our hands.  It was the most 

erotic thing I’d ever felt in my life.  It was like he was 

fucking me twice. 
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“Make yourself come, kitten,” he demanded.  

His hand moved to hold my hip, and I used my wet 

finger to roll my clit until I felt the sparks shoot through 

my body.  The orgasm was so intense that my body went 

numb everywhere except my pussy.  It throbbed and 

cried for him, clamping down, begging him to stay 

inside, never to leave the confines of my body. 

From his position, I felt his cock swell inside me 

seconds before he cried out my name and pushed me 

down so that I was over the back of the couch again.  He 

lifted my left leg and rested it on the back of the couch, 

giving him a deeper reach inside.  Kane pumped hard 

into my sex, causing another explosion to race through 

my system.  As he stilled, my body refused to let him go, 

tightening and releasing, quivering and aching for him.   

When he left the confines of my sex, I felt a rush 

of fluid trickle down my legs, and I was sure it was a 

mixture of us both.  I laid my head on his chest as he 

carried me into the bathroom and stood me next to the 

shower.  I heard the water turn on and moments later, we 

both were under the hot spray.  Kane washed me 

thoroughly and took me to bed.  I must’ve dozed off in 

the shower, letting Kane take care of my needs, because 

I was too damn relaxed to do it myself. 

I woke later in the night, the sky was dark when 

I turned my head to look out the windows.  Kane was 

behind me, sleeping softly.  His arm was wrapped 

around my body protectively, and I smiled into the 

darkness.   

Lately, when I would wake in the night, Kane 

would be in the basement, either, playing music, 

painting, and on really rough nights, he’d be beating the 

hell out of the punching bag in the home gym.  Usually, 

it would take some coaxing, but eventually Kane would 

slip into the bed exhausted.  He’d sleep for about six 

hours then would hit the floor at full force.   

Our talk earlier wasn’t what I’d been expecting.  

Sadie wasn’t his lover, but a dominatrix who beat him 
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when he was not at his best.  Could I take her place in 

his life and hit him when he needed it?  Violence put me 

in a place I didn’t want to go back too.  Being controlled 

by Kane in the bedroom was one thing, but if he ever 

struck me any other way than playfully, I’d lose my 

mind.    

Honestly, I wouldn’t be able to give him what he 

needs.  The idea of striking the man I love, on purpose, 

caused a shiver to roll up my spine.  If I thought about it, 

my mind would picture it, and I didn’t want those 

images in my mind.  How could pain help him?  Did it 

actually help him?  Or put a Band-Aid over his issues for 

a short amount of time?  I didn’t have the knowledge to 

answer that, but I knew, beyond a shadow of a doubt, 

that I’d do anything for Kane Maddox. 

Except that. 

Giving up on sleep, I slipped out of the bed 

slowly and grabbed my silk robe from the chair I’d 

tossed it over the morning before.  I froze when Kane 

moved in the bed, his hand rubbing the spot I’d just 

vacated.  On a sigh, Kane whispered, “Kitten.”  It only 

took seconds before his breathing leveled out, and he 

was back asleep.   

Grabbing my phone off the kitchen table, I went 

into the living room and fell on the couch, letting the 

comfortable cushions envelope me.  There was a red 

fleece throw blanket draped over the back of the couch, 

so I pulled that over me and rested my head on the arm.   

Checking my mail, I found two from a 

photographer with information on a shoot he wanted me 

to do.  One was for a retailer who specialized in Goth 

type clothing and liked my look for their spring 

catalogue.  The other was for a motorcycle magazine, 

both of which were shooting here in Los Angeles.  I 

replied, saying I’d take both jobs, and to send me the 

information.   

There was an email from Cora, checking in on 

us and saying that she’d run into Taylor, the guitarist 
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from Fatal Cross, while she was in the Bahamas.  He’d 

asked her to dinner, but she declined, because she didn’t 

like mixing work with her personal life.  She also said 

that she went back to her room and kicked herself 

numerous times for her stupid rules. 

I replied, telling her to give the guy a chance.  

She’d been drooling over him during the tour and was 

too busy to pursue the man, but now they were on a 

beautiful island and should take advantage of the neutral 

ground.  There was no work to be done and they could 

actually get to know each other better. 

I must’ve dozed off, because when I opened my 

eyes, the sun was shining bright in the sky, and Kane 

was at the end of the couch, with my feet in his lap.  He 

looked over and smiled with a mouthful of cereal, 

looking like a kid on Saturday morning. 

“Hey, lazy head,” he chuckled and rubbed my 

foot through the blanket.  “Why didn’t you wake me if 

you couldn’t sleep?” 

“Because you looked to cute all curled up in the 

bed to wake up,” I used my toe to poke him in the ribs, 

causing Kane to giggle. 

“Why don’t you go shower,” he said with a 

wicked smile.  “I have plans for the day.” 

“Like,” I asked with a raised brow. 

“You’re mine,” he winked.   

Wondering what he had in store for us, I went 

into the bedroom and grabbed a pair of shorts and a tank 

top.  I had a Glory Days shirt that I’d gotten when I first 

started with them many months ago.  The sleeves were 

long gone and I’d torn a few holes in it during the times 

I was crawling under Kane’s set or high above the stage 

hanging lights.  The destruction of the shirt made it look 

like it was meant to be worn that way, so I tossed it on 

the bed to add to my outfit for the day. 

When the shower was over, I found Kane sitting 

on the bed, his head hung low, my shirt balled up in his 
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fist.  I slipped the robe over my shoulders, tying the sash 

as I walked toward him. 

“Hey,” I said softly.  “What’s wrong?”  I slid to 

my knees so that I could look at him better.  This was the 

only way I could make eye contact with him, and I 

should’ve known better, but I wasn’t thinking. 

“Get up,” he growled, low in his throat.  “Get 

up!”  Kane’s face looked panic stricken, his fists so tight 

his knuckles turned white.  

“Whoa,” I jerked back.  “It’s okay, baby.  I was 

just wanting to look in your eyes.”  I’d forgotten how 

much he hated me on my knees. 

“I’m sorry.  It’s just that, I’m sitting here 

holding this shirt that I gave you when we first met, and 

all I can think of is the pain you endured just for being 

with me,” he began.  “I’m a selfish bastard.  All I can 

think of is that I’m glad this happened, because if it 

didn’t then I’d never have met you.  I’d never have 

fallen in love with the woman of my dreams, D.  How 

fucked up is that?”   

I took a seat next to him on the bed and took his 

hands into mine.  “Kane, I don’t think you are seeing 

this right.” 

“How so,” he whispered, looking into my eyes 

like a small child. 

“Fate has a weird way of deciding the path of 

our lives.  I think that…maybe, I was meant to cross 

your path.  You’ve given me so much strength and 

taught me that love really can happen.  I don’t think it’s 

fucked up that you’re feeling that.” 

“You don’t,” he asked with a deep sigh.   

“No,” I said, stroking his hair.  “I’m glad that I 

came to work for you when I did.” 

“Me too,” he said. 

Knowing that he needed me, I stood up, directly 

in front of him, my hand going to the sash around my 

waist.  I slowly untied it and let the satin fall onto his 

lap.  He stroked the soft material as if he was touching 
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me.  The ache it caused, between my thighs, had me 

clinching my legs together to keep from falling. 

Slowly, I drew the robe off my shoulders, letting 

it pool at my feet.  Kane’s hazel eyes roamed my body 

as if he hadn’t looked upon my skin in a millennium.  I 

didn’t move, or even speak.  He was in charge.  Either he 

would make love to me, or tell me to get dressed.  

Whatever he had planned for the day was forgotten when 

he stood up, sash in hand. 

“Are you giving yourself to me, kitten,” he 

asked, his voice husky from desire. 

“With everything that I am, and everything that I 

have, Kane.  It is yours,” I recited words that I’d wanted 

to speak so many nights I laid alone in my bed at Glory’s 

Place.  There were nights where I ached for him.  I even 

imagined I could smell him on my skin some days, when 

I knew it wasn’t anything but my imagination.  The 

nights I touched myself, my fingers deep in my weeping 

sex, I cried out my release into a pillow to muffle the 

noise, always calling his name.   

It wasn’t the same as when he commanded my 

pleasure.  Kane wasn’t your typical Dom.  He didn’t 

want to beat me into submission, but cherish the gift I 

bestowed on him by giving myself freely.  I was Kane’s 

to pleasure and to be pleasured by.   

“Turn around,” he demanded.  I didn’t hesitate 

to do as he wanted.  I smiled where he couldn’t see, 

because he was in control.  The anxiety all but forgotten.  

Kane changed in that moment that I offered myself, and 

it made me extremely happy to have him back, I almost 

laughed out loud.  I had to bite my lip to keep quiet. 

The sash wound around my wrists, tight enough 

to keep me in place, but loose enough that it wouldn’t 

hurt.  He trailed his finger over my hip causing bumps to 

raise on my skin.  Anytime Kane touched me this 

sweetly, erotically, I was lost.   

Instant wetness pooled between my legs, and 

heat burned through my womb as I imagined what he 
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was going to do.  I was at his mercy.  This was quickly 

becoming his preferred way of taking me.  I wasn’t 

going to complain, because I was starting to like it, too.  

The way he’d pull me up and wrap his body around 

mine as he pounded into my sex, his chest flush against 

my back, made me feel cherished and protected. 

A hand was placed between my shoulder blades, 

and he pushed me gently, so that my chest lay on the 

bed, my legs still on the floor.  He used his knee to 

knock my legs apart only seconds before his tongue 

touched the lips of my sex.  He really enjoyed taking me 

this way. 

I sucked in a quick gasp as he bit the folds there, 

sucking greedily at the wetness.  He teased, nipped, and 

ate at my sex, the sounds echoing throughout the room.  

I was helpless and spread open for his feast.   

“Kitten, I love how responsive you are,” he 

growled behind me.  I heard the rasp of his zipper, and 

my heart rate kicked up, knowing he would be inside me 

soon.  When he didn’t touch me for what seemed like 

hours, I mewled in protest, but a sudden sting in my ass 

told me that he didn’t like that. 

“Your ass blushes so pretty for me,” he 

whispered.  “Tell me, kitten.  Do you like that, or no?” 

“Again,” I hissed, my voice wasn’t my own.  I 

didn’t know why I said that.  Punishment wasn’t 

something that I enjoyed, but for some reason, when 

Kane did it, I liked it.  Was it because he wasn’t hitting 

me in anger?  He wasn’t angry, I knew that for sure. 

The next slap was in a different place, but this 

time the sting registered in my clit.  I moaned in need 

this time, not protest.  The next strike was on the 

opposite side, with the same result as the pain faded.  I 

felt the wetness start to slowly move further down my 

thighs.  My nipples beaded hard against the soft fabric of 

the bed. 

“More,” he asked, his voice deeper with lust. 
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“Again,” I begged, rocking my chest against the 

sheets, needing the friction on my nipples.   

The next strike was below my ass, close to the 

lips of my sex.  This time, he kissed the pain away, and I 

wanted to come…now!  I would beg if he didn’t get 

inside me soon, but I knew that if I did beg, Kane would 

prolong my pleasure, just to make it more intense. 

To my utter astonishment, his cell phone rang.  I 

almost made a sound of protest when he answered.  I 

looked to my right when I felt the bed move.  Kane sat 

down beside me and held a conversation with whoever it 

was, as if we were not right in the middle of something 

hot! 

Kane asked the person to hold, muting his 

phone, and turned to me, “I want you to suck me off, 

kitten.  I have important business to discuss.  This is the 

only time I ever want you on your knees.”  With that, he 

pulled at my tied hands, turned me, and then pushed me 

down so that I was level with his cock.  “Open,” he 

demanded, before unmuting the phone and resuming his 

conversation. 

The blunt head of his cock bumped my lips.  I 

gave him a heated glance as I opened my mouth and 

took him to the back of my throat.  Kane was powerless 

when I was wrapped around him.  He and I both knew 

that.   

Kane’s discussion was on a photo shoot and 

article he had agreed to do in the next few days.  I 

ignored most of the conversation and concentrated on 

pleasing him, because I knew if I did this to his liking, 

then my reward would be so much sweeter. 

I traced the heavy vein with my tongue, pulling 

out so that I could taste the pearl of come that had 

escaped his beautiful cock.  Everything about Kane was 

beautiful.  I wanted to touch him, run my hands up and 

down his thighs, but I was helpless. 

Swirling my tongue around the tip always drove 

him crazy.  After my third time around, he buried his 
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hand in my hair and urged me to take him completely 

again.  My hands were still tied, but I had my balance 

under control, plus I knew he wouldn’t have let me fall 

over anyway. 

I paid attention to every inch of him, giving him 

exactly what he wanted.  I didn’t go easy on him, just 

because he was on a phone call.  I sucked deep, moaning 

when he was buried deep in my throat, taunting him to 

give me his seed.  I loved when he came in my mouth.  

The noises he made as he pumped deep in my throat was 

reward enough for making him happy. 

All too soon, the phone call was over. I was 

lifted and bent over the bed, a smile lit up my face when 

he buried himself deep in my sex on the first thrust. 

“Soaking wet,” he growled.  “You little minx!  

Did you like sucking me off while I was on the phone?”  

He punctuated each word with a deep thrust to my 

pussy.   

Kane wasn’t slow.  This was no love making 

session…this was a marking.  Relaxing my legs, I 

slumped into the bed, causing Kane to lay over me 

protectively, like a beast rutting into its mate.  He fucked 

me like a primal animal, my grunts of pleasure turned 

into cries, begging for more. 

“Kane, please…please,” I begged.  I was so 

close, the ache in my belly reached out, grabbing for 

him.   

“Come for me,” he demanded in a tone that my 

body recognized.  Fireworks lit my vision and my sex 

opened up, taking him deeper.  With each bump against 

my womb, the orgasm rolled into another, and into 

another.  They were so close that I didn’t know when I’d 

ever come down from the high of it all.  No drug could 

compare to when Kane was in charge of my body. 

He stiffened behind me only for a second before 

he pumped vigorously into my body.  I felt his seed 

spilling into my aching sex.  He gave me everything he 
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had, his worries forgotten as he commanded pleasure.  

Our pleasure…together. 

When we finally stilled, he unwound the tie at 

my wrists and pulled me up onto the bed, where I closed 

my eyes and fell asleep with a satisfied smile on my 

face. 

 

Kane 
 

She slept in my arms.  Her body was covered in 

sweat and both of our fluids combined.  I didn’t want to 

let her go just yet.  My mind was focused for once.  It’d 

been days since I was clear.  What she’d just done was 

so selfless that I wanted to cry.  Delilah gave herself to 

me, without any fear.  

I hadn’t meant to strike her, but when her 

bountiful ass was presented to me, I couldn’t help 

myself.  When she moaned in pleasure, I took that as my 

chance to see where it would lead.  When her sex 

glistened with desire after each sting of my hand, I 

finally couldn’t stand it any longer and had to be inside 

her.  I’d fucked her like a crazed animal and she took 

everything I was seeking from her.  She was 

perfect…and mine! 

Delilah brought out the best in me.  Her love 

was to be cherished.  She’d been hurt in the worst 

possible way, by a man who took her for granted.  No, 

he wasn’t a man.  A man would have never done the 

things to a woman that Dakota had done to Delilah.  He 

was a monster, and my lawyers were currently making 

sure that that monster stayed behind bars for a very long 

time, where he belonged. 

I held her, just watching the rise and fall of her 

chest, thankful for each and every breath.  Three months 

ago, she was almost taken from me.  As a result, my 

Delilah was scarred.  New ones marked her skin after I’d 

made a silent promise to myself that her beautiful skin 

would never be marred by hate.   
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She moaned in her sleep.  It wasn’t a moan of 

pleasure, and my first thought was that she was having a 

bad dream.  I’d been waiting on the nightmares to come, 

but they didn’t, and that scared me more than anything 

else.  Poor Liana had suffered with nightmares for over a 

year.  Why Delilah’s mind was protecting her from the 

horrors was beyond me. 

“Ouch,” she moaned and tried to roll off of me.  

Fear skittered up my spine, and I felt like a complete ass 

for not remembering the pain she continuously suffered 

with her hip.  Rolling her on her back, I pressed my 

warm hand to her left hip.  The one Dakota had kicked 

repeatedly, causing a hairline fracture, and the need for 

several weeks of physical therapy. 

“Mmm,” she smiled.  “Your hands are always so 

warm.”  Hazel eyes opened and stared into mine.  I could 

only offer her a small smile, as the anger for Dakota 

Hyde raged through my mind.   

“Do you need a pain pill,” I asked, softly.  She 

was still sleepy, I could see it in her eyes.  She’d spent 

the night on the couch, unable to sleep.  I didn’t like her 

not being in our bed.   

“No,” she yawned.  “Think I’ll just stay here for 

a few more minutes.  I have no desire to move.” 

With that, she fell back asleep, my hand resting 

on her hip.  My eyes roamed her body and the multitude 

of tattoos she’d collected, most of them to cover up the 

scars from her abuse.  Her dark hair splayed out on the 

pillow, making her look like a dark nymph, beautiful and 

an evil temptation.   

All you had to do was look into her eyes to see 

the pain from her life.  Her mother was gone, her father 

was the worst sort of man, next to Dakota.  From what I 

know of him, he was a drunk.  The side of the 

conversations I’d heard sounded like her father was a 

gold-digger.  Recently, he wanted to know why she 

wasn’t with Dakota’s people.  She couldn’t even tell him 

what was done to her for the fear of her father selling her 
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out.  What type of father would do that to his daughter?  

A sick sort of bastard, that’s who. 

  Once she was deep asleep, I slid carefully from 

the bed, and went into the kitchen, where I’d left my 

phone.  I placed an order for a meal to be delivered to 

the house around seven.  I’d originally planned on taking 

her out tonight, but with her hip bothering her, I thought 

maybe a nice steak dinner at home would do.  She loved 

watching movies in my home theater, so that would be 

the plan for the evening, just us, dinner and a movie.   

Before I knew what I was doing, I flicked on the 

light to my painting room and took a seat in front of the 

huge, blank canvas.  My iPod played as soon as I 

connected it to the built-in speakers.  My eyes closed, I 

took a deep breath and grabbed a brush off the table to 

my left.  After squeezing a bunch of colors on the tray, I 

let my mind determine what happened in front of me. 

The first stroke of the brush was bright red, 

silky, and crossed the canvas at an angle.  A shaded 

window appeared to my left, just the barest hint of light 

revealing what was in the room.  Beige tangled in the 

red, and before I knew what I was doing, that turned into 

a bare leg twined in red satin sheets.  Black hair 

appeared over a pillow.  The woman I painted slept 

peacefully on her back, one arm thrown above her head.   

I could almost feel the pieces clicking together 

in my mind, the confusion gone.  Sweat rolled down my 

temple, leaving a cool trail in its wake.  I wiped it away 

with the back of my hand when it reached my neck, 

leaving a red streak on my skin.   

Changing brushes, I added beautifully dark 

lashes that rested softly on high cheekbones that were 

slightly blushed from making love not long before she 

slept.  Her breasts were covered by the red sheet, but 

only slightly.  The swell of one breast peeked out, 

tempting me to caress the flesh. 

I painted the owl on her exposed ribs from 

memory, knowing it would be exact, because I’d traced 
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it so many times with my lips, tongue.  Swallowing a 

sigh, I remembered the taste of her skin, like I’d done for 

months while she was away from me, 

recovering…learning to live again. 

The long stemmed rose that snaked up her leg on 

the same side, matched the color of the sheets covering 

her body.  It was a detailed task, but I added every tattoo 

to the expose skin in the painting.  Every detail to her 

beautiful face was perfect, even the softness of her lips.   

To the left of the bed, a new addition was 

forming and I couldn’t stop.  The image began as a 

blurry man, but soon it took on my own features.  The 

man in the painting knelt next to the bed, his hands 

folded as if in prayer, thankful for the woman in his bed.  

A lone tear trailed down the man’s cheek, of happiness, 

of…love. 

“Kane,” Delilah whispered behind me, causing 

my heart to leap in my chest.  I didn’t even hear her 

come in. 

“Kitten,” I said, putting down the brush and 

grabbing a rag off the table to wipe the paint from my 

hands. 

Delilah’s eyes were wet with tears as she took in 

the painting behind me.  She walked forward, her hand 

still covering her mouth.  She appeared stunned, my 

mind started worrying if I’d done something wrong.  

That was, until she spoke. 

“Absolutely beautiful,” she cried.  “Oh, Kane.  

I’m…beautiful.” 

“This is the way I see you,” I admitted, feeling 

the blush flood my cheeks.  Most of my paintings were 

hidden, for my eyes only.  No one ever saw what I did 

down in this room.  I was my own worst critic and didn’t 

share my paintings with the world.   

She launched herself at me, and I dropped the 

rag quickly, so I could catch her.  Delilah pressed her 

lips to mine in a heated rush.  
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“Why are you kneeling next to the bed,” she 

asked. 

“I’m thankful for you, I guess I’m praying, 

giving thanks for you,” I shrugged. 

“I love you,” she whispered. 

“I love you, too,” I replied and kissed her gently, 

just a tender press to her lips.   

“Thank you,” she cried.  I held her in my arms, 

her legs still wrapped around my waist.  I kept my hand 

on the hip that bothered her, knowing that my warmth 

always made it feel better. 

“Did you not sleep well,” I asked once she 

pulled away.  I quickly wiped a tear off of her cheek 

with my thumb. 

“Yeah, actually I did,” she looked puzzled.  “I 

came to get you, because dinner is here.” 

“Huh,” I scowled.  “I told them seven.” 

“It is seven,” she frowned.  “Kane, you’ve been 

down here for hours.  I left you alone, because I didn’t 

want to bother you.” 

“Oh,” I blinked, looking back at the huge 

painting.  “Sometimes I get distracted.” 

 “I know, baby,” she smiled.  “I know.” 
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Chapter 6 

 
Delilah 

 
Taking Kane by the hand, I pulled him upstairs 

and into the kitchen, where I’d set out our dinner.  He 

frowned at the table and sighed heavily, before taking 

his seat. 

“I’d wanted to do something for you, but I got 

caught up in my painting.  You didn’t have to do this.”   

“It’s no bother,” I smiled, showing him how 

much I truly loved him.  “I love the painting.  Can we 

hang it in the bedroom?” 

“Sure,” he shrugged.  Kane really didn’t see the 

talent he had, not only with music, but with everything 

he touched.   

“I landed two modeling jobs today,” I said, 

changing the subject.  

“Where,” he asked, his mind racing.  

“Here, in L.A.,” I said, cheerfully.   

“Who’s it for,” he scowled. 

“One is for a clothing line,” I admitted, biting 

my lip when I should’ve just come right out and told him 

about the second one.  Kane was not going to like the 

other job. 

“And the second,” he asked around a bite of 

steak. 

“It’s for a motorcycle magazine,” I said.  I 

wouldn’t lie to him.  Kane’s eyes widened for a moment, 

then a scowl replaced his features. 

“You know how I feel about the motorcycle 

ones,” he growled. 

“Are you going to tell me that I can’t do that 

one,” I asked, a little sarcastically.  Kane noted my tone 

of voice with a raised brow. 
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“I’d never tell you that you couldn’t do it,” he 

frowned.  “I’m just saying that I don’t like them.  You’re 

practically naked.” 

“Do you want to go with me,” I asked.   

“Of course I’ll go with you,” he growled.  

“When is it?” 

“Day after tomorrow,” I said, taking my own 

bite of steak. 

“No,” he shook his head quickly.  “That won’t 

do.  I have an interview and my own photo shoot.” 

“I can have Sergi drop me off,” I shrugged.  

“The clothing shoot is around ten, and the magazine one 

isn’t until five.” 

“Mine is at eleven,” he paused.  “We can have a 

late lunch and I’ll drive you over to the magazine shoot.  

I’ll have Sergi pick you up here around nine, then.” 

“Sounds like a plan,” I laughed when he gave 

me a goofy smile.  That was the Kane I loved and 

cherished.   

Things were falling into place, finally.  Kane 

was back to himself.  I was happy with my life.  I’d 

agreed to marry Kane, although we hadn’t made any 

concrete plans.  Would he want children right away?  I’d 

seen Kane with Ivy, Ash and Mary’s baby, and he was a 

natural.  I wasn’t ready to be a mom.  I’d just come into 

my new life, and I wanted to live!  Maybe we could wait 

a few years. 

After dinner, and a quick shower to remove the 

paint from his neck, Kane and I settled in to watch 

movies on the huge screen in his movie room.  Kane 

made us popcorn and I snuggled into his arms, falling 

asleep close to the end of the second movie.  I smiled as 

he was tucking me into bed.  Kane wouldn’t wake me 

and allow me to walk to the room.  Kane took care of 

me, just like we both wanted, and I was happy to let him 

take the reins in my life.  I really and truly was. 
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Two days later, Kane was pacing the living 

room when I walked in to find him barking orders at 

Sergi. 

“You need to be back before she is done and 

meet me at the studio.  I should be done not long after 

the two of you arrive.”  He ran his hands through his 

hair.  It had grown in the months since I’d met him, the 

end of it almost to the bottom of his shoulder blades, the 

sides were still shaved smooth. 

“Kane,” I said, softly, bringing his focus back on 

me.  “We will be there as soon as I’m done, promise,” I 

said, opening my arms to him.  He took me with gentle 

hands, but the hug was fierce as he buried his face into 

my neck. 

“I worry,” he admitted with a sigh.   

“She will be safe,” Sergi said, standing at 

attention in the foyer, waiting on me to leave.   

After a few minutes alone with Kane, I left the 

house with swollen lips.  As I sat in the back of the 

SUV, I smiled as we pulled away from the house.  Kane 

was on the porch watching until we were out of sight. 

“He loves you, Ms. Delilah,” Sergi said from the 

driver’s seat. 

“I know he does,” I agreed.  “He’s a good man, 

Sergi.” 

“Yes he is, Ms. Delilah,” he nodded his head, 

not another word was spoken on our journey to the 

studio. 

Once we arrived, I was taken back to be fitted 

for the photos.  I didn’t tell Kane, but this shoot would 

be for the swimwear for the upcoming season.  The 

bikinis were small, and really cute.  Hopefully, I’d be 

leaving with a few of for my own collection.  It wasn’t 

uncommon for the companies to offer the clothing to me 

as a bonus for my time.   

Sergi only stayed long enough to make sure I 

was set and safe, before he left to get Kane for his 

interview.  Kane had decided not to drive himself, 
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because of the distance between both of our shoots, 

Sergi would be able to work both of our schedules.   

A magazine dedicated to drummers was doing a 

spread on Kane, after he’d won some award.  Sergi had 

rolled his eyes at me, causing me to laugh, when he 

checked in with Kane letting him know that I was safe 

and sound at the studio.  After a promise to pick me up, 

Sergi was out the rear entrance and on his way. 

The first bikini left nothing to the imagination.  

The small slip of material that barely covered my nipples 

was a bright neon green that sparkled in the light.  The 

lady who did my makeup was chatty and asked me a 

million and one questions, most of them harmless.  She 

asked who the guy was that brought me and after a short 

reply from me, she got the hint and didn’t ask any more 

personal questions. 

The photographer was a female and one I’d 

worked with before.  Her name was Melanie, and we got 

along fairly well.  Her hair was bleached white as snow, 

and she had a sleeve of tattoos that looked like a candy 

machine had thrown up on her arm.  It was interesting to 

say the least, and it fit her personality. 

“Alright sugar,” she grinned.  “Show me what 

you got.” 

I posed on the makeshift set.  It was a beach, of 

course, the fake blue sky behind me and the bright lights 

overhead would look real once the photos were 

developed.  I didn’t feel like I was on the beach, even 

with the music pumping through the speakers.  I 

chuckled to myself when a Glory Days song played on 

the radio.   

I didn’t pay attention to Ash singing, or even 

Reed and Gabe playing.  My ears only heard the drums 

played by Kane.  It wasn’t one of their faster, heavier 

songs.  This one was more seductive, and I felt every 

single beat in my womb, as if Kane was playing for only 

me. 



226 

 

Everything else faded away as I moved to the 

beat of the song.  Melanie’s camera clicked in the 

background, the flash sparked repeatedly as I moved 

around the fake sand under my bare feet.   

“Damn girl,” Melanie said, pulling me back to 

the present.  “I think this is the best work I’ve seen you 

do!” 

I blushed as I went to change for the next set of 

photos.  No one asked me why I was in the zone, and I 

didn’t offer any explanations.  We worked for another 

hour before I was finished for the day.  A quick text to 

Sergi told him I was ready.  His reply said he’d be there 

shortly. 

Needing fresh air, I decided to wait out the back 

door for him to arrive.  We entered through the wide 

alley, so that no press would see me, or speculate who I 

was.  It was standard procedure since I’d met Kane.  The 

press loved to dig for any information on the guys. 

An arm wrapped around my throat, cutting off 

the air to my lungs.  My heart pounded in my chest.  

“Give me your bag, bitch, and I won’t kill you,” 

the guy said behind me.   

I froze, taken back to my time with Dakota.  

This couldn’t be happening to me.  I wouldn’t let it 

happen, but I was helpless.  This guy had me pinned to 

his chest, and I quickly realized, a knife at my side.  All 

those months of self-defense classes were no good when 

you were being held like this.  The only thing I could 

remember was not to let this guy take me to another 

location.   

The cold steel dug into my ribs, and I cried out 

begging him not to hurt me.  He laughed in my ear, 

taking a deep breath, savoring my scent. 

“You are a sexy one,” he growled.  “I think I 

may play with you first, sexy girl.” 

“No,” I growled, a new sense of self-

preservation taking over my body.  I couldn’t, wouldn’t, 
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let this creep touch me.  Only Kane could touch me 

now…not this guy. 

“Come on baby,” he laughed and pressed his lips 

to my neck, licking me in the process.  Bile rose in my 

throat and I had to get away from him, before he either 

raped me or stabbed me.  I’d been stabbed so many 

times over my life with Dakota that I refused to let it 

happen again.  Being taken against my will over and 

over again by Dakota, for years, I’d finally began to live 

again with Kane, and this thug wouldn’t be the one to 

take me out.  Not after I’d worked so hard to be 

everything for Kane. 

Many things happened at once.  I reared my 

head back, cracking the guys face with my head.  Tires 

squealed up ahead as Sergi turned into the alley seeing 

that I was in danger.  The guy grabbed my hair, dropping 

his knife in the process.  His fist connected with my 

face, blood instantly pouring out of my nose.   

Sergi jumped out of the vehicle and pulled a 

gun, pointing it at the guy. 

“Release her now,” Sergi yelled.  “Do it!” 

The last thing I remembered was the guy’s 

demonic laugh as he tossed me aside, my head cracking 

against the brick building.  Stars blossomed in my 

vision, and I slumped to the ground, everything going 

black.   

 

Kane 
 

We’d finally finished the photo shoot and 

interview.  I’d been here longer than I expected and was 

eager to get to Delilah.  When I looked outside, I didn’t 

see Sergi or Delilah waiting for me.  Frowning, I 

unlocked my phone, seeing there were no missed calls.  I 

dialed Delilah’s number and it immediately went to 

voice mail.  Sergi’s phone was no better.  His rang 

several times before his number had the same result. 
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I paced the back room where I was left alone to 

wait.  No one in the office bothered me.  I’m guessing 

the look on my face was enough to scare everyone off.  I 

tried each of their phones again and no answer. 

My hands vibrated and I squeezed them into 

fists to stop the tremors.  I tried to close my mind off to 

the thousands of scenarios that played out, all of them 

horrible, and come up with more reasonable excuses.  

Were they stuck in traffic?  Did Sergi leave his phone in 

the truck while he went inside the studio to collect 

Delilah? 

The door to the room I was in swung open 

revealing David, Mary’s bodyguard.  My heart sank in 

my chest. 

“Oh God,” I gasped.  “What’s wrong?  Is Mary 

okay?  The baby?” 

“Mary’s fine,” he shook his head, sadness 

radiated off his body in waves.  “It’s Delilah.” 

“What,” I yelled, my heart faltered and I had to 

grab hold of David’s arm to steady myself.  I swayed 

before he caught me and kept me from falling over.  My 

worst fears had come a reality.  She was hurt and I 

wasn’t there to protect her. 

“I don’t know the details, but she’s been taken to 

the emergency room.  We need to go now.”  David 

pulled me, because my feet wouldn’t move on their own.  

I was shoved in the back of the vehicle, my mind 

scrambled.  I couldn’t think.  I couldn’t breathe! 

Who hurt her?  Was it Dakota’s people? Did 

Dakota get out of jail and my lawyers not tell me?   

“Kane!”  David barked from the front seat.  He 

was speeding down the road talking to me, but I couldn’t 

make out what he said.  “Goddammit! Listen to me!” 

“Huh,” I said, shaking myself back to the 

present.  I had to focus. 

“She was mugged outside of the studio.  Sergi 

was too late.  We don’t know the extent of her injuries, 

but he said that she was bad.” 
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“Why wasn’t he with her,” I demanded.   

“We don’t know,” he shook his head.  

The hospital she was at was all the way on the 

other side of town from where I’d been at the interview.  

By the time we reached the emergency department, I 

was a raging bull.  My sights honed in on Sergi as we 

walked in, his face was a mask of worry. 

“You’re fired!” I yelled, my fist balled as I 

headed straight for him.  David caught me around the 

waist and pulled me away.  I was pushed into a private 

room where Ash was waiting for us to arrive. 

“Calm down,” Ash said, pushing me into a chair.  

“Don’t make any rash decisions until we know more, 

Kane.” 

“Rash decisions?  Rash decisions!” I sputtered.  

I couldn’t think!  Delilah…hurt…unknown injuries.  

Those words tumbled in my head over and over again 

until I was sick.  Sergi let her get hurt.  He didn’t protect 

her.  I didn’t protect her. 

Just when I was about to turn the hospital upside 

down to find her, a doctor entered the room and looked 

around.  “Are you Delilah Ford’s family?” 

“She’s my fiancé,” I said, standing up to shake 

the doctor’s hand.   

Sergi took that moment to enter the room.  It 

was all I could do not to kill him with my bare hands. 

“Ms. Ford has a broken arm, and a severe 

concussion from her head striking the brick exterior of 

the building.  It looks as though the mugger did get her 

side with the knife he held her hostage with, but it 

wasn’t deep enough to require stitches.  She is stable 

right now, but will need to be observed for at least 

twenty-four hours before we let her go home.  Her face 

is swollen, but thankfully nothing is broken.  If you give 

us a few minutes, I’ll send a nurse in to take you up to 

her room.  She is in a lot of pain, and will need to take it 

easy for a few weeks.  I’ll know more after I check on 

her tomorrow.” 
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“Thank you,” Ash said for me.  I was too 

stunned to talk. 

“Kane,” Sergi said.  “She wasn’t supposed to be 

outside.  I was only minutes away when she texted me, 

telling me she was ready.  When I turned down the alley 

and saw what was happening, I tried to stop him from 

hurting her.” 

“You did your job,” David said, patting him on 

the shoulder.   

“I can’t talk to you right now,” I growled.  “Just 

leave.  I…I can’t deal with all of this.  I have to see her.” 

Ash ushered Sergi and David outside while I sat 

alone in the room.  A nurse arrived shortly afterward and 

took us up to her room.  Sergi left the hospital, Ash and 

David remained in the hallway so that I could go in to 

see her. 

The nurse held my arm as we approached the 

door.  

“She’s loopy from the medicine, but awake,” she 

began.  “Her face looks bad, Mr. Maddox, but she will 

be okay.  She’s frightened and has been asking for you 

since she arrived.” 

“Okay,” I sighed, preparing myself to see her, 

once again, in a hospital bed bruised and in pain.  “I’m 

ready.” 

Hot tears splashed on my cheeks as I came 

through the door.  Her eyes were closed, her face 

scrunched up as if she were in pain.  Bloodshot eyes 

opened and it took her a second, but she finally focused 

on me.  Those beautiful hazel eyes watered, her own 

tears spilled over her long, dark lashes. 

“Kane,” she slurred.  “Kane.” 

“Shh,” I said, leaning over the railing on the bed.  

“Don’t cry, kitten.  I’m here….I’m here.” 

“I was so scared,” she cried, thick tears fell over 

her lashes and onto the bruised skin around her eye.  “He 

touched me, Kane.  Oh, God!  He touched me.  It wasn’t 

you…his hands….his tongue.”  She stopped talking and 
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tried to wipe at her neck.  I turned toward the nurse, who 

removed a syringe from her pocket and quickly pushed 

medicine into her I.V.  It took only seconds before 

Delilah was fast asleep. 

“Did he…,” I couldn’t bring myself to ask. 

“No, sir,” the nurse said, placing a hand on my 

shoulder.  “We checked.  She wasn’t violated.  She kept 

telling the nurses in the E.R. that he kissed her, and 

licked her neck.  She wouldn’t stop saying it until we 

gave her a wet rage to clean her skin.  Ms. Ford has had 

a fright.  We are going to have someone come talk to her 

when she is better.  For now, if you can, stay with her.  

She’d been begging for you ever since the ambulance 

arrived on scene, asking where you were.  You 

obviously mean a lot to this sweet girl.  I’ll leave you 

alone, but please do not hesitate to call for me.  I’ll be in 

right away.” 

“Thank you,” I said, taking her hand.  “Thank 

you.” 

Ash and David found me in a chair, my forehead 

resting on the mattress next to Delilah.  My face was wet 

with tears, but I didn’t care. 

“This is the second time I wasn’t there to protect 

her…we didn’t protect her,” I cried.   

“Kane,” Ash said, pulling a chair over to sit next 

to me.  “She’s going to be okay.  I need you to focus.” 

“Focus,” I laughed, sarcastically.  “That’s 

impossible right now, Ash.” 

“Look at me,” he said, turning so that we could 

look at each other.  I kept my hand intertwined with 

hers, needing the connection. 

“What,” I asked. 

“We will get through this,” he paused, collecting 

his thoughts, as if he was weighing his words before he 

spoke.  “Delilah will be fine.  We will get the best 

doctors in here to take care of her.  You need to be her 

strength this time.  I know you are wondering how much 

more can she take?  I can’t answer that, but I do know 
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that with you, she is at her best.  She needs you, now 

more than ever, Kane.  Don’t let this set you back.  It’s 

time you take care of her, and focus on her, only her.” 

“Okay,” I sighed, taking his words to heart.  

“Okay.”  I nodded and turned back to Delilah. 

“I’m going to go get you a bag of clothes and 

anything you may need.  They said she will be here for 

at least a day, but I think maybe I’ll bring you a few 

days’ worth of clothes.  Do you want me to get Delilah 

anything?” 

“Have Mary get her some clothes to wear home.  

She has a Glory Days shirt that she loves and will go 

over her cast.  There are tank tops in the dresser, and a 

pair of black yoga pants in the bottom drawer of the 

chest.  Her sandals are by the bedroom door.” 

“Okay,” he said, patting me on the shoulder.  

David and Ash left me alone with her.  I didn’t want to 

leave for any reason.  The nurse, I finally found out her 

name was Jane, brought me food later in the evening.  I 

picked at it, but eventually ate enough to appease the 

sweet nurse. 

Tiny hands stroked my hair, and I opened my 

eyes realizing that I’d fallen asleep with my head on her 

mattress.  When I looked up, she smiled and that was the 

best sight I’d ever woken up to in my life. 

“Hey,” I whispered, not sure how she was going 

to be feeling. 

“Kane,” she sighed.  “I’m…I’m so s…sorry.”  

The tears fell and I quickly sat on the edge of the bed.  I 

protested when she sat up, but gave up trying to get her 

to lay back down and let her cry into my chest.   

“Never be sorry,” I said, stoking her hair, kissing 

her temple, and inhaling her sweet scent. 

“I was so s…scared,” she hiccupped, the tears 

flowing more now. 

“I know you were, kitten.  I’m so sorry I wasn’t 

there,” I admitted, my own tears blending with hers. 

“Stay with me,” she said. 
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“Always,” I kissed her head. 

“I hurt all over,” she admitted. 

“Lean back, baby.  I’ll get the nurse,” I said, 

helping her back. 

After a call to the nurse, I held her hand, the one 

that wasn’t broken.  She closed her eyes, the tears still 

leaked at the sides.  The left side of her face was 

swollen, her nose was bruised, and her lip was cut.  

Thankfully she didn’t need stitches on any of her 

wounds.  The nurse came in and took her vitals.  Jane 

marked something on a chart then asked if Delilah was 

hungry.  When Delilah closed in on herself, I knew she 

was thinking of her attacker, touching her.  I knew from 

experience, with Liana, that food would turn her 

stomach. 

“Bring her some food,” I looked meaningfully at 

the nurse.  “I’ll make sure she eats.” 

“Kane,” Delilah began, after the nurse left the 

room.  “I’m not hungry.” 

“You will eat,” I growled.  “Dammit Delilah, 

I’m holding on by a thread here.  You will not close in 

on yourself.  You’re stronger than that.  If you so much 

as drop one pound, I will not be happy.” 

“Okay,” she yawned.  The medicine wasn’t as 

strong as the dose she’d been given hours ago, because 

Delilah was able to stay awake until her food arrived.  “I 

hate hospital food.” 

“When you get better, I’ll get you whatever you 

want to eat,” I promised.   

“Mmm,” she moaned.  “Mexican food.” 

“Okay,” I laughed.  “Kitten, if that’s what you 

want, I’ll take you out and you can have all the Mexican 

food you can eat.” 

“Deal,” she asked with a raised brow. 

“Deal,” I promised. 

“Good,” she smiled.  “Because I’m going to 

hold you to it.” 
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Chapter 7 
 

Delilah 
 

My body ached and I wanted to take a bath.  

Kane was asleep on the couch that he’d pulled right next 

to my bed.  He’d wanted to crawl in the bed with me and 

hold me, but I was just too sore to let him.  Looking at 

the clock, I groaned when I noticed it was almost three 

in the morning.  I clicked the button for the nurse.  Her 

voice was just a whisper when she answered.  I asked 

her if I could get some pain medicine and help to the 

bathroom. 

Kane came awake quickly, his hair a matted 

mess as he wiped at his eyes.  “Hey, kitten,” he 

whispered.  I would never get tired of the endearment he 

used when he talked to me.  It warmed my heart. 

“Kane,” I moaned.  “I hurt, Kane.” 

“Oh, baby,” he said smoothing his calloused 

hand down the side of my face.  I winced when he 

touched the spot where that man had licked me, I 

shivered and turned my head away. 

“What’s wrong,” he asked, panic etching his 

voice. 

“Don’t touch my neck.  It…It’s where he licked 

me.  I’m not clean.  I don’t want you touching me while 

he is still on my skin,” I admitted, tears filled my eyes, 

and I wiped away the ones that fell over my lashes. 

The nurse came in and checked my vitals.  She 

wrote them down and pulled a syringe from her pocket. 

“Can I bathe her,” Kane asked. 

“It’s the middle of the night,” she looked 

surprised by his request.  Recognition in her eyes told 

me that she understood his request.  She turned to me 

and smiled, “Only if you are feeling up to it.” 

“I’d like that very much,” I admitted. 
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“I’ll give you the medicine, but,” she said, 

turning to Kane.  “She may get sleepy.  Can you do it 

alone?” 

“I would never let her fall,” Kane promised.  

That’s what I loved about him.  Kane was my rock, my 

strength when I had none. 

“Okay,” the nurse nodded and then injected the 

medicine. 

Thankfully there was an actual tub in the 

bathroom.  Kane helped me inside, and only allowed me 

a private moment after setting me in place on the toilet.  

When I should have been humiliated, I wasn’t.  Kane 

acted as if it was a normal everyday task, but gave me a 

moment to myself.  Once I was finished, I stood up on 

my own.  Kane was quick and had me in his arms before 

I was one step away from falling. 

He quickly turned on the water, testing the 

temperature with his hand.  “It’s not the big tub at home, 

kitten, but it will have to do.” 

Careful of my cast and tubes, Kane eased me 

down into the water.  Once I was comfortable he found a 

clean cloth and a fresh bar of soap, unwrapping the paper 

covering. 

“Relax, let me clean you,” he said, dipping the 

cloth in the water. 

Closing my eyes, I gave over control to him, 

letting him care for me.  He cleaned every square inch of 

my body, from my toes to my tender face.  Not once did 

I feel pain when he cleaned the bruised area around my 

eye.  He carefully wiped the area on my neck that the 

man had used his tongue on, tenderly washing away the 

taint of the mugger. 

“Can you sit up so I can wash your hair,” he 

asked. 

“Help me a little,” I said, holding out my 

uninjured arm. 

Kane used his strength to pull me up so that I 

was sitting upright.  The pain medicine had me a little 
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dizzy, but he was patient as I overcame to swimmy 

feeling in my head.  Someone had brought my shampoo 

and conditioner.  I made a mental note to kiss whoever 

had done that.  It was nice to have something from 

home. 

Kane massaged my hair methodically.  It wasn’t 

the first time he’d washed my hair, but this time was 

almost like a cleansing.  The creepy guys grime was 

gone from my body.  I sighed happily when he wrapped 

my hair in a towel. 

“All better?” 

“Perfect,” I yawned. 

“We better get you out before you fall asleep in 

there,” he smiled. 

“Kane,” I said, making him pause.  “I love you.” 

“And I love you, kitten,” he said, leaning in and 

pressing his lips to mine, soft as a feather, but with 

enough love that I knew his words were true. 

The nurse had slipped in and left a new hospital 

gown for me to wear, but Kane ignored it and handed me 

one of his shirts from a small duffle bag by the door.  

Kane pulled a brush from an overnight bag that 

apparently had my belongings in it and sat with me on 

the bed.  We didn’t have a dryer, so I let him comb out 

the tangles before resting on my side, the one that wasn’t 

hurt so badly. 

“Please hold me,” I begged.  “I need you, 

please.” 

He didn’t speak, just shut the overhead light off 

and climbed against my back, draping his arm around 

my waist and locked me into the protective hold of his 

body.  It was home…Kane was home.  I fell asleep in his 

arms as the meds took over and released me from the 

pain.   
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Kane 
 

I’d been waiting for this to happen after the 

attack with Dakota, but the nightmares never came.  It 

took one simple crook to touch her, hurt her, for the 

nightmares to attack Delilah in her sleep.   

Her body jerked and a scream built in her throat.  

I held onto her, stroking her, praying that my love and 

touch would chase away the dreams.  Delilah whimpered 

in her sleep and tried to wipe at the spot on her neck, but 

I pulled her hand away softly, hoping not to wake her. 

“Shhh, kitten,” I cooed in her ear.  Thankfully, 

that was enough to calm her before she woke scared and 

unaware of her surroundings.  

I just wanted her home, in our bed.  She was 

mine to care for, and I felt that I had a lot of making up 

to do for not being there when she needed me.  I realized 

that I couldn’t be there for her all the time, but the fact 

that I was away when she needed me the most ate at my 

mind. 

I watched as the sun peeked over the horizon, 

not being able to sleep for fear that she’d wake 

scared…and needing me.  The nurse came in and smiled, 

the look on her face was sweet.  Jane was quickly 

becoming my favorite person. 

“You are an amazing man, Mr. Maddox,” she 

grinned wickedly.  “And a damn good drummer too.”  

She winked and I blushed.  This woman was my mom’s 

age and knew who we were.  I liked it!   

“You Ms. Jane are my new favorite person, 

beside my Delilah,” I whispered.  “Next show in L.A., 

you my dear will have full V.I.P. access.” 

“Oh,” she blushed.  “That would be amazing, 

thank you.” 

She left the room after saying she’d be back 

before her shift was over in a few hours.  I nestled back 

into the pillows, pulling Delilah closer to my chest.  I 
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wanted to hold her forever, keeping her protected against 

my body, but I knew I couldn’t do that.   

When I’d bathed her earlier, I wanted to scrub 

all of the dirt from her body, as if I’d been the one 

violated.  The thought of another man touching her, 

caressing her skin with his filthy tongue caused me to 

lose a little bit more of my control.   

I didn’t even know what happened to the 

asshole.  Sergi wasn’t my favorite person right now, and 

I probably shouldn’t have fired him.  He’d failed her, 

failed us both for that matter, but Delilah liked him and 

they got along well.  I really couldn’t deal with him right 

now.  Delilah was my main concern.   

I kissed her shoulder and pulled the blanket up 

over our bodies, so that she wouldn’t get cold.  I finally 

fell asleep once the sun was up in the sky, and a new day 

was beginning.  I only hoped I could take her home with 

me today…to our home. 

 

A big, warm hand touched my shoulder and I 

jerked awake, looking around at my brothers as they 

stood in the room, all of them here.  Mary was tucked 

into Ash’s side, Reed was without his wife, and Gabe 

was there with a huge bouquet of roses. 

“Hey man,” Reed said, removing his hand from 

my shoulder.   

“Hey,” I said, sliding out of the bed.  “What time 

is it?” 

“Almost noon,” Gabe said, setting the flowers 

down on the window sill. 

“Liana sends her love,” Reed said.  “She’s mad 

as hell, because I won’t let her come up to the hospital.  

She wants to see Delilah.” 

“I’m sure she does,” I said looking back at my 

sleeping beauty.  The nurse had come in earlier with 

more medicine for Delilah when she started complaining 

about her arm hurting.   
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“Has the doctor been in yet,” Mary asked taking 

a seat next to the bed.   

“No,” I answered.  “Hopefully we can take her 

home today.” 

“Have you eaten,” she asked. 

“No,” I shook my head.  “Not since last night.” 

“Let us take you down to get something,” Gabe 

worried.  

“No,” I growled.  “I’m not leaving her.” 

“Kane,” Mary said, standing up, her hand resting 

on the small swell of her baby bump.  “Let them take 

you to eat.  I will stay with her.  If she so much as 

winces, I’ll call you.  I promise.” 

I gritted my teeth, knowing this would be a 

losing battle.  “Any problems, you call me, and only 

me.” 

“Promise,” she assured me. 

I sighed and took Mary into my arms, kissing 

her on the temple.  This woman was like my sister and I 

trusted her with my life…my Delilah. 

It was hard, but I let them take me down to eat.  

I grabbed things that were already premade so that I 

could get back up to the room as quickly as I possible, 

but the guys were having none of that. 

“Sit down and eat or we will tie you to the 

chair,” Reed growled.   

 

Delilah 
 

He was there, holding me flush against his dirty 

body.  It wasn’t the mugger, but Dakota who held me 

helpless this time, with a knife to my side.  I knew he’d 

stab me, scar me.  It wasn’t the first time, and I knew, it 

wouldn’t be the last. 

He licked my neck, moaning at the taste of my 

skin.  I wasn’t clean anymore, not now.  I cried out for 

Kane, but he was far away, unable to save me from the 

monster who wanted me dead.  I saw Kane trying to run 
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toward me, but it looked like he wasn’t gaining any 

distance.  My eyes pleaded with him to help, but all I 

could hear was Kane crying, “I‘m coming, kitten.  I’m 

coming.”   

But Kane never came. 

Dakota smelled like the guy who’d grabbed me 

in the alleyway.  The stench of unwashed hair and 

clothes assaulted my senses, burning the awful smell into 

my brain.  If I ever survived this, I’d always remember 

this night. 

 

“Delilah,” a womanly voice registered in my 

mind.  My eyes flew open, and Mary was sitting on the 

hospital bed, stroking my hair, trying to calm the 

nightmare.  Mary was just as wide eyed as I was, tears 

threatening moist eyes. 

“Mary,” I gasped.  “W…Where’s Kane?” 

“He’s coming,” she sighed.  “I promised him I’d 

call if there was any problems.  You were having an 

awful nightmare, sweetie.” 

“He’s coming,” I asked. 

“Yeah,” she stopped when the door flew open to 

the room.  Mary moved out of the way immediately, so 

that Kane could envelope me into his arms. 

“I knew I shouldn’t have left you,” he cried into 

my hair.  Kane’s body shook with tremors and I nestled 

deep into his chest, letting him rock me in my hospital 

bed. 

“Where were you,” I asked, confused. 

“We took him to eat,” Ash said from behind 

Kane.  The look he gave me said that they’d been 

keeping him away for his own good. 

“That’s good, baby,” I smiled, or at least tried to 

smile.  “You needed to eat.” 

“I needed to be here,” he growled.  “I should’ve 

been here.” 

“Mary was here,” I reminded him.  “She was 

right with me the whole time.” 
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Kane looked toward the woman he considered 

his sister, a thankful smile briefly lit his face.  He took 

Mary’s hand with his free one and squeezed it 

appreciatively.  

We were interrupted by the doctor, who said I 

could go home.  He gave Kane instructions for my care 

and any signs he should watch for that would cause me 

to require a return visit to the emergency room.  

Gabe stayed after everyone left, saying he’d be 

riding with us back to Kane’s house, where he’d left his 

car earlier in the day.  Sergi still hadn’t come by the 

room, and I frowned when I realized I hadn’t seen him 

since he rushed me to the hospital the afternoon before. 

“Where’s Sergi,” I asked as Kane slid my 

sandals on my feet.  Gabe had left the room so I could 

dress, but was now standing by the door, scowling at 

Kane. 

“I fired him,” Kane growled as he set my foot on 

the ground. 

“You did what,” I gasped. 

“He failed you,” Kane scowled.  “He’s been let 

go.” 

“Oh no you don’t, Kane Marcus Maddox,” I 

growled through gritted teeth.  “Sergi did exactly what 

he was supposed to do.  I was the one at fault here!  Not 

him!  I should have never waited outside in the alley for 

him.  It was stupid of me, and I did it without thinking.  I 

just wanted some fresh air, knowing he’d be there within 

minutes.  The guy was waiting outside when I stepped 

out the door.” 

“Still,” Kane said with an air of authority that 

meant his words were law.  “He’s fired.  I really don’t 

want to deal with him right now.  My focus is on getting 

you well.” 

“This conversation isn’t over,” I demanded. 

Gabe took that moment to insert himself, quietly 

gathering my things, and getting a wheelchair from the 

nurse’s station.  I took my seat, and let Gabe wheel me 
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out to the awaiting car.  Dallas was there with an actual 

Lincoln Town Car and not that big ass SUV they used 

all of the time.  I was too sore to actually climb up in it, 

so this was welcomed. 

“Your chariot awaits,” Gabe said, with a 

dramatic bow, his long black hair falling over his eyes in 

the process.  Gabe opened the door to the car while Kane 

let me use his arm as a crutch to help me out of the 

wheelchair.  Gabe pushed it away from the curb, just 

letting the thing roll into the grass, and jumped in the 

front seat with Dallas.  I snuggled into Kane’s chest and 

closed my eyes, waiting until we were finally home.   

Mary and Ash had arrived there before us to 

prepare the house for my arrival.  The bed sheets were 

changed and added to it were several fluffy pillows.  It 

looked like Mary had made me a spot so that I would be 

encased by softness while I recovered.  Kane helped me 

into the bedroom, and I moaned in pure bliss when I 

sank down into the pillows. 

“Oh, this is nice,” I smiled at Mary as she came 

in with a tray. 

“Here is some homemade chicken noodle soup 

and crackers,” she smiled and used her hip to push Kane 

out of the way.  I gave her my own smile of gratitude, 

because he’d been tucking and fluffing and rearranging 

the pillows around me to make sure I was comfortable.  

Mary gave me another apologetic look and sat on the 

edge of the bed.  “There is plenty of food for the two of 

you in the fridge.  I’ll be back over in a few days, unless 

you need anything.” 

“Thank you,” I said, taking her hand with my 

uninjured one.  “I think all I want now is to take a pain 

pill and sleep for a few hours.” 

“Are you hurting,” Kane said, climbing up on 

the other side of the bed, fluffing more pillows.  “What 

can I do?  Where are you hurting?  Do you need an ice 

pack?  Is it your hip?” 

“Kane,” Mary and I both barked in unison.   
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“Sorry,” he said, after his back became ramrod 

straight at our demanding tone. 

“Baby,” I said, reaching for his hand.  “Can you 

get me a big glass of ice water and my medicine?” 

“Sure,” he nodded and slid off the bed. 

“He’s worried,” Mary sighed, after Kane had left 

the room.  “Just be patient with him.” 

“Always,” I promised.   

“Alright, girl,” she hugged me carefully.  “Eat 

what you can, then rest.  I’m sure Kane isn’t going to let 

you do anything for the next few days.  So, if he gets on 

your nerves, I’m only a call away.” 

“Thank you,” I laughed.  

She left as Kane was coming back in the room.  

He sat next to me on the bed watching nervously.  I ate 

what I could, but the pain in my head was becoming 

unbearable.  I took the medicine and pushed the tray 

away. 

“I just want to sleep,” I yawned.  “Will you 

stay?” 

“Of course,” he said.  “Let me put this away 

first.” 

Kane returned and spooned up against my back.  

His strong arm wrapped around me protectively and I 

fell asleep, hoping that I wouldn’t have any other 

nightmares.  As darkness fell over me, I heard Kane 

saying a soft prayer of thanks for me being okay. 
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Chapter 8 
 

Kane 
 

Sitting in my living room, I held the old acoustic 

guitar in my hands, the weigh felt wrong after not 

touching it for months.  Something called me to this old 

instrument.  It’d been a long time since I’d picked it up, 

the guitar wasn’t my instrument of choice. 

I rolled the pick over my fingers like a poker 

player rolls a coin when deciding how to play a hand.  

The tune I played was an old one, a classic.  I played the 

intro four times before I sang the first note.   

The song I played was one about a man 

reflecting on his time on Earth, and the events that led 

him to where he was at that point in his life.  He watched 

as life passed by him, remembering his past, where he’d 

been.   

As I sang, I reflected on my own life.  I’d had a 

great twenty-eight years on this Earth.  My parents loved 

me regardless of my profession.  I guess, with any 

parent, they wanted the best for their children.  My life 

wasn’t a bed of roses.  I worked hard for years to have 

the things that I did.  The band, we worked our asses off 

night after night, show after show.  There were nights 

when my body hurt after I’d worked it to its limits.  I 

wouldn’t change it for anything in the world. 

I’d finally found the girl of my dreams.  She’d 

had a very different life than my own.  She didn’t live a 

privileged life, like I did, but I planned on changing that 

once we were married.  Hell, I’d already started that 

before I’d even slipped a ring on her finger. 

Suddenly realizing what an idiot I’d been, I set 

the guitar next to me, and placed a call to the local 

jeweler, because I’d never gotten that ring I promised 

her.  Telling the manager who I was and what I was 
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looking for, I made an appointment to go by there the 

next afternoon and look at the selection. 

I placed a call to Mary and asked her to come 

stay with Delilah while I went on my secret mission.  Of 

course, I told Mary what I was planning and that we had 

to come up with an excuse to get me out of the house.  

We hung up shortly after making our plans.  I turned on 

the television and found an old movie to watch, 

something to keep me occupied. 

“Kane,” Delilah said from the doorway into the 

living room.  I spun around and found her with one hand 

on the wall, the other on her forehead.  She was wearing 

her little cotton shorts and a tank top that left nothing to 

the imagination.   

“Whoa,” I said, scooping her up into my arms.  

“Why are you out of the bed?” 

“Head…hurts,” she cried.  “I couldn’t find my 

medicine.” 

“Here,” I said, placing her gently on the couch 

and grabbing her favorite throw off the recliner to my 

left.  “I’ll get it for you.” 

Returning with her pills, she took them and 

patted the couch, wanting me close.  I sat on one end and 

pulled her to where she was sitting on my lap, her 

uninjured face resting against my throat. 

“I hate this cast,” she admitted, holding it up for 

me to see.  “And I hate sleeping, but these pills make me 

tired.” 

“I know, kitten,” I sighed.  “Just sleep for the 

next few days, get better.  I’ll take care of you.” 

“I can’t do the other photo shoot now,” she 

frowned.  “I should probably call them.” 

“No need,” I shook my head.  “David let them 

know.” 

“Okay,” she yawned and fell asleep in my arms. 

As she slept, I stroked her shiny, dark hair, 

twirling the curls around my fingers, just happy to have 

her here.  She’d been through so much.  Was being with 



246 

 

me harming her more than if she was out on her own?  

Away from Dakota, of course.   

I couldn’t answer that, because I was a selfish 

man, only wanting her with me every second of the day.  

Being away from her, well, that didn’t work well for me.   

Of course, my anxiety and lack of concentration 

was still teetering on the edge, but just having Delilah 

here made things better, but not perfect.  Her scent, her 

smile, her…everything, just made me…happy.  I 

couldn’t even remember a time I was happy with 

everything in my life. 

The band was a happiness that I’d relied on for 

so long, but I always felt that I was missing something.  

Now that I had Delilah in my life, I realized, I was 

missing…love.  Love for my friends and family was 

different from the love I had for the woman in my arms.  

This love made my heart want to burst right out of my 

chest. 

I frowned when there was a knock on the door.  

The knock was soft, and I immediately knew who it was. 

It was my mother. 

Sliding Delilah carefully off my lap, I covered 

her up with the blanket and took a deep breath.  This was 

going to be interesting. 

“Mom,” I whispered as I opened the door, 

holding one finger to my lips.  “Delilah is asleep on the 

couch.  Come into the kitchen.” 

She nodded and followed me inside.  Karen 

Maddox was in her mid-fifties and always dressed like 

she was going to a business meeting, even if all she did 

was wash laundry.  Her hair was the same shade of deep 

brown as mine, but she kept it that way every four weeks 

with her stylist, Jean.  My hazel eyes came from my 

father, and I’d always secretly wished I had her beautiful 

emerald green ones.  I really did love my mom. 

  Her heels clicked on the hardwood floor 

through the dining room, and then again on the tile in the 
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kitchen.  She took a seat at my table and looked toward 

the living room, before she spoke. 

“I came over to meet her,” she spoke softly.   

“This really isn’t the best time,” I admitted.  

“She was mugged two days ago, and is resting.” 

“Oh, dear,” my mom gasped, covering her 

mouth.  “What happened?” 

I told my mom about everything.  How I’d left 

her and she’d been hurt.  My mom took my hands into 

her smaller ones, and squeezed them. 

“You can’t save the world, son,” she smiled, 

then reached up to tuck a stray hair behind my ear, just 

as she’d done when I was a child.  “Heaven knows, 

you’ve always tried.” 

“I know,” I nodded.   

“Well, I came over to meet her and to see if you 

needed anything,” she asked.   

“Actually, Mary made us some food,” I 

shrugged.  

“When is the next tour,” she finally asked with a 

frown. 

“When are you going to come see me play,” I 

raised a brow.  My parents were very religious and 

thought I played the “devil’s music”, but for some 

strange reason, still loved me. 

“Oh, well.  You know we don’t agree with the 

music you play.  Ash and all that screaming.  Plus, Kane, 

your music is really loud.  Your father and I don’t like it, 

and you know that.” 

“Yeah,” I laughed.  “I know, mom.  Maybe 

someday you’ll get up enough nerve to come to a show.  

I promise to not put you in the crowd where the mosh 

pits will get you.” 

“Oh,” she sucked in a surprised breath.  “I…I 

don’t think that’s a good idea, Kane.” 

“I’m teasing mom,” I laughed.  “You can stay 

backstage and see it from the sidelines.” 
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“Well, I don’t know,” she scowled.  “You know 

how we feel.” 

“Yes,” I sighed, very heavily.  It was always the 

same with them.  I’d beg and they would decline.  My 

father was the worst.  He always quoted the bible.   

I just looked at religion a little differently. As 

long as I was good, and was good to others, and didn’t 

do anything to harm another person, unprovoked, my 

relationship with God was my own personal thing.  I 

didn’t need to hear it over and over again from them. 

“Kane,” Delilah called from the living room.  I 

was on my feet heading in her direction immediately.  I 

knelt by the couch, my hand stroked her hair.  Her eyes 

were heavy, that was, until she spotted my mother 

behind me. 

“Don’t get up,” I said, taking her hand with 

mine, kissing the back of her knuckles.  “Are you still 

hurting?” 

“Thirsty,” she rasped.  “Can I get some water?” 

“I’ll get it,” my mom said, jumping into action.  

Delilah looked over the back of the couch, confusion on 

her face.  It took a few seconds for her mind to connect 

as to who the woman in my kitchen was. 

“Is that your mom,” Delilah whispered. 

“Yes,” I looked toward the kitchen and 

shrugged.  “Surprise visit.” 

“That’s good,” Delilah smiled around her 

bruises.  “I’ve been wanting to meet her, just not like 

this.” 

My mother returned with a tall glass of ice water 

and held it while I helped Delilah sit upright on the 

couch, holding her for a few seconds in case she became 

dizzy. 

“Hello, Delilah,” my mother said, smiling.  “Oh, 

dear.  Kane said you were hurt.  Here let me help you.” 

My mother all but pushed me away and took 

over, holding the glass of water out for Delilah to take 

from her hands.  I know I looked like a complete idiot 
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sitting there with my mouth hanging open.  I never 

expected my mother to accept Delilah like this.  I figured 

she’d say something about all of our tattoos combined 

and how we looked like circus freaks or something. 

The woman I believed was my mother went into 

my spare bedroom, grabbing several pillows.  She made 

a comfortable spot and insisted Delilah lay back with the 

blanket and take it easy. 

“Kane,” my mother said, shaking me back to 

myself.  “Do you have any soup?  It’s lunchtime and this 

girl needs her strength.” 

“Um, yes.  Mary made some.” 

“Go heat some up, and bring crackers,” Karen 

Maddox, a.k.a. ‘woman who’d been abducted by aliens’, 

ordered. 

I did as I was told, talking under my breath the 

whole time, trying to figure out what the hell my mother 

was doing.  It was like June Cleaver walked into my 

house and took over.  I didn’t know if I should be happy, 

or scared. 

When I returned, the two women were smiling, 

Delilah was laughing at something my mother said.  I 

placed the tray over her lap and took a seat in the 

recliner to Delilah’s left, within reach, if she needed 

something, but it looked like my mom was doing a fine 

job on her own. 

They talked while Delilah ate, and the small lift 

to the corner of my mother’s lip told me she actually 

approved of Delilah.  My heart soared with relief. 

“I know you are still recovering, sweetheart,” 

my mom announced as she stood up.  “I will bring 

dinner over tomorrow.  If you need me, please have 

Kane call.” 

“Thank you, Mrs. Maddox,” Delilah said, 

politely. 

“Oh, no,” my mom tsked.  “Please call me 

Karen.” 

“Okay,” Delilah smiled and nodded. 
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After walking my mother out and returning to 

the living room, I flopped down in the chair and said, “I 

don’t know who that woman was.” 

Delilah chuckled, “I like your mom, Kane.” 

That sure as hell wasn’t my mother! 

 

Delilah 
 

Kane’s mother wasn’t as bad as he’d made her 

out to be.  She was a lovely woman, who just didn’t see 

the allure of Kane’s profession, but there was no doubt 

that she didn’t love her son.  You could see it in the way 

she looked at him.   

“That wasn’t my mom,” he said, in a semi state 

of shock.  “That was an alien who invaded her body.”  

Kane’s eyes were still the size of half dollars, and I 

laughed at his expression. 

“She’s sweet,” I chuckled. 

“What’s so funny,” he asked, finally looking at 

me, instead of the door his mom had just left through. 

“You,” I laughed, again.  

“Oh really,” he raised a brow, that I’d now come 

to realize he did when he was feeling spunky. 

“Oh no!  You can’t get me!  I’m hurt, 

remember,” I reminded him, with my hands out in front 

of me, the red cast up like a huge stop sign. 

“Yeah,” he smiled.  “But this part of you is just 

fine.”  He ran his hands underneath the blanket to stroke 

my legs, causing a shiver to crawl up my spine.  He 

removed the tray from my lap, setting it on the floor. 

The blanket was tossed away, and my upper 

body was carefully pushed back into the mound of 

pillows that his mom had arranged for me.  Kane quickly 

divested me of my shorts.   

His mouth went directly to my sex, I threw my 

head back and moaned when he took my clit between his 

teeth, giving it just the right amount of pressure. 
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“Kane,” I panted, heat rising in my voice.  “It’s 

not fair to you.  I can’t please you.” 

“This isn’t about me,” he growled against my 

sex, causing the most delicious sensations to vibrate 

through my womb.  “Plus, you don’t worry about a 

thing.  I’ll make sure you are comfortable the entire 

time.” 

Kane ate at me like a starving man, adding two 

fingers to the entrance of my pussy, not quite pushing 

inside.  He was making me ache, begging, and 

demanding him to penetrate me.  His refusal caused my 

sex to weep, even more, from the excitement. 

My uninjured hand dug into his hair, and before 

I realized what I was doing, I shoved his face harder 

against my aching pussy.  His head backed away, and 

the look on his face caused my heart to skip a beat. 

“Oh, you did not just demand I please you 

harder, did you,” his voice took on that demanding tone 

that I loved, the quirk to the side of his lips told me he 

wasn’t really angry at me, but that this might be fun.  “I 

think you need a little punishment.” 

“I’m sorry,” I feigned my regret.  Whatever he 

had in mind would probably be worth the little game we 

were playing. 

“Relax, and I want your knees out to the side, 

your pussy is to be exposed to me, until I decide 

otherwise.”  He stood up from his spot on the couch and 

raised both of his eyes, waiting on me to comply.  

Quickly, I let my knees drop out to the side, my wet sex 

open for his view. 

“Beautiful,” he purred.   

And he walked away!  

I was almost to the point where I was going to 

touch myself when he returned with a pair of drumsticks.  

Frowning, I imagined all kinds of naughty things he had 

planned for them.  From his back pocket, he produced a 

marker. 



252 

 

“Put your name on these,” he demanded, 

handing me the marker.  He held the stick still so I could 

write my name on them, afraid to ask why.  “These are 

yours, kitten.  These are the sticks that will punish you 

and please you at my command.” 

“Yes,” I moaned, because that was the only 

reply that I could make with the way my brain was 

scrambling with ideas of what he was going to do.  Of 

course, Kane’s torture was not really torture to scare me, 

it excited me, just the idea made me ache for him. 

“Roll over, kitten,” he growled.  “Get 

comfortable and present your ass to me.” 

It took some maneuvering, but I was able to rest 

on my forearms without pain, my bare ass up and 

exactly where he wanted it. 

He held both sticks in one hand, trailing them up 

the back of my legs, causing bumps to raise in 

anticipation of his idea of punishment.  One tap to my 

ass cause my sex to quiver.  I clinched the muscles there, 

and from the sound coming from his mouth, Kane saw 

them move.  The sting on my flesh dulled to a sensual 

warmth that I wanted more of…needed more. 

Abandoning the globes of my ass, Kane used the 

sticks to trace the folds of my pussy.  The hard wood of 

the sticks parted my labia and slid to the swollen nub of 

my clit.  He massaged the bundle of nerves until I was 

about to come. I even cried out when he stopped 

suddenly. 

A hand landed on the other cheek of my ass, the 

sticks all but vanished, but only for a second.  Suddenly, 

I felt the sting as he reddened my ass with the pair of 

drumsticks, harder this time.  This excited me even more 

than when he used his hands.  The pain was centered to a 

smaller section, but the heated remains did the same 

effect. 

“This is for going out in that alley,” he growled.  

“I thought I’d taught you better than that.”  Another swat 

caused my pussy to tighten.  I pushed back toward his 
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body, but he backed away, spreading my ass with his 

hands.  I heard him hum low in his throat. 

“I want inside you so bad,” he admitted on a 

growl.  “Can you take me, kitten?” 

“Please, Kane,” I begged.  “Fuck me…just fuck 

me, now!” 

“Mmmm,” he purred.  “I think I want to taste 

you first.” 

My patience snapped, my head turned and I 

looked over my shoulder, “Dammit, Kane Maddox!  If 

you don’t fuck me right now, I’ll go do it myself!”  I was 

learning with him.  Kane liked the control, but for some 

reason, he snapped to attention when I got all 

demanding.  

He shifted on the couch, and was inside me 

within seconds.  The slide of his cock was hard against 

my womb.  I clinched down holding him inside.  He 

stilled for a second, allowing me to adjust to his width.  

When I relaxed, Kane’s long fingers tightened on my 

hips and he pumped into me fast, unforgiving.   

Whenever he took me from behind, Kane held 

my wide hips.  I’d always hated them, but when Kane 

worshiped them, it made me feel beautiful, 

sexy…desired.  He didn’t tell me to lose them, like 

Dakota did.  Kane actually wanted me to keep them.   

“Are you hurting baby,” he slowed his rhythm, 

waiting on an answer. 

“Make me come,” I begged. 

Kane reached around and pressed hard on my 

clit, knowing I couldn’t do it with my arm in a cast.  It 

didn’t take long before I screamed out his name, Kane 

finding his release as well.  It was quick, but so good.   

 He left me for a moment, only to return to pick 

me up and carry me into the bathroom where the water 

was running in the gigantic tub.  Careful of my cast, 

Kane removed the remainders of our clothing and helped 

me into the water.  I didn’t have to lift a finger, he cared 

for me, washing away his seed from between my legs.  
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He ran the rag slowly over my body several times before 

helping me out of the water.  After I was dried and into 

new clothes, he pulled me back into the living room, 

where we relaxed and watched the television for the rest 

of the evening.   

Kane held me like I was everything to him.  I 

dozed on and off for a few hours, from the side effects of 

the pain medicine.  Every time I opened my eyes, Kane 

was there. 

He was always there. 
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Chapter 9 
 

Delilah 
 

Kane had left around noon and Mary was here 

babysitting me.  Mary and Ash had shown up an hour 

ago with their baby, Ivy.  Ash kept her busy while Mary 

sat with me on the couch.  David was off talking to 

someone on the phone.  Something was fishy about why 

Kane left, and I didn’t like being in the dark. 

“Where did he go,” I asked for the tenth time. 

“Said he had some things to take care of,” Mary 

shrugged and sipped on her glass of water.  If I didn’t 

know any better, I’d think she was trying to keep her 

mouth busy so she didn’t spill whatever Kane was doing. 

“Like what,” I pushed. 

“Drummer stuff, I guess,” she shrugged again 

and still didn’t look me in the eye. 

She was lying…through her teeth.  I don’t think 

she was protecting him, because she’d kick his ass if he 

was doing something on the sly.  I’m sure whatever it 

was that Kane was doing, I’d soon find out. 

For an hour we sat and talked about nonsense 

things, like the weather and tattoos.  Mary said she 

didn’t have any and secretly wanted to get something 

done to surprise Ash.  Since she was pregnant, she 

would have to wait, but I told her that when she was 

ready I’d go with her to get it done. 

My phone rang and I glanced at the screen 

showing the caller, silencing it when I noticed it was my 

father.  The man didn’t need to know where I was, or 

who I was with.   

“Was that Kane,” Mary asked with a frown.  

“You’re not mad at him are you?” 

“No,” I laughed.  “It was my dad, and I don’t 

feel like talking to him today.” 
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“Are you feeling okay?” Mary asked, changing 

the sore subject of my father.  “I’ve probably kept you 

from resting, but it’s nice to have a few minutes of 

peace.” 

“No,” I shook my head.  “I’ve enjoyed you 

being here.  I’m feeling okay, I guess.  My head hurts 

constantly, sometimes it hurts more than a constant ache.  

The doctor said I should be okay in the next day or two.” 

“Do you remember what happened?” she asked. 

“Just the guy grabbing me, telling me he wanted 

to play with me,” I shivered.  “He licked my neck and 

stuck a knife to my ribs.  The next thing I knew, Sergi 

was holding a gun on him and then I woke up in the 

emergency room.” 

“I can’t believe Kane fired Sergi,” Mary sighed. 

“We are going to talk about that,” I growled.  

“Kane had no right to fire him.  If I have to, then I will 

hire him back on and pay him myself.” 

“Now you and I both know that Kane wouldn’t 

let you pay for anything as long as you are with him,” 

she laughed.  “I learned that a long time ago.  These 

guys are pretty protective.” 

“I’ve noticed,” I giggled.   

Mary was right.  Kane would flip out if I hired 

Sergi on as my personal bodyguard.  Not because of his 

anger at what happened, but because Kane felt the need 

to provide for me and that meant in every way possible. 

Ash came in with a tray of sandwiches.  Our 

conversation about the guys was cut short.  Mary and I 

shared a knowing glance and then laughed, shaking our 

heads.  Ash looked between the two of us, but didn’t ask 

any questions. 

By the time we had finished lunch, my arm and 

head were starting to hurt, but I didn’t want to go to 

sleep.  I was tired of sleeping and laying around.  My hip 

bothered me when I laid down too much, so I picked up 

the tray and walked into the kitchen.   



257 

 

My phone rang out, and I silenced my 

father…again.  He usually wasn’t this persistent.  

Mostly, he’d call and if he didn’t get an answer, he’d 

wait a few days before trying again.  I’m sure he needed 

something.   

“Was that your father,” Ash asked from the 

doorway to the kitchen.  I gasped and spun around, 

getting dizzy in the process.  Ash rushed to my side, his 

hand wrapping around my elbow.  “I’m sorry, Delilah.  I 

didn’t mean to scare you.” 

“It’s okay,” I said, squinting my eyes.  Ash led 

me over to the bar stool so I could sit down. 

“Are you okay,” Mary asked from the door. 

“Dizzy,” I admitted, tucking my head between 

my knees. 

“Maybe we should call Kane,” Mary worried 

aloud. 

“No,” I mumbled.  “I think I overdid it.  I’m just 

going to go lay down, if you don’t mind.” 

“Come on,” Ash said, helping me up.  His 

strength was the only thing that kept me upright as he 

helped me to the bedroom.  Mary was on the phone with 

Kane, telling him to come home.   

“He said he’ll be here soon,” she said, sliding 

the phone in her back pocket. 

Ash grabbed an extra pillow and told me to rest 

my cast on it as Mary covered me with the blanket.  I 

didn’t take any pain medicine, but closed my eyes and 

fell asleep before they left the room.   

 

Kane 
 

“Is she okay,” I demanded as I walked through 

the door.   

“She’s asleep, Kane,” Mary said, placing her 

hand on my arm, stilling my panic.  My heart raced all 

the way home.  My anxiety about leaving her was 
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ramped up to maximum levels.  I had to get over this 

fear of leaving her alone.  

“What happened?” 

“She just got tired.  It’s okay, man,” Ash said, 

standing in front of me, his arms crossed over his broad 

chest.  He was wearing a new Pop Evil t-shirt and a pair 

of ripped up jeans.  Ivy was asleep in his arms, her 

blonde curls were almost long enough to reach her waist 

now.  

“Did you get it,” Mary smiled.   

“Yeah,” I sighed.  

“Well…let me see it!”  Mary’s eyes sparkled 

and she held out her hand.  I fished the black, velvet box 

out of my pocket and placed it in the center of her hand.  

She cracked open the box and gasped in surprise.   

Ash scowled, “You just had to outdo me, didn’t 

you?” 

“It’s beautiful,” Mary said, her eyes moist with 

tears.  

“Thank you,” I said, taking the box from her and 

placing it in the very top of one of my kitchen cabinets.  

That insured that Delilah couldn’t reach it, and she 

wouldn’t notice it in my pocket when I went in the 

bedroom.  

“When are you going to do it,” Ash asked. 

“I’m not sure yet,” I shrugged.  “It will happen, 

but I have to figure out when will be the best time.” 

“I’m sure you’ll make it perfect,” Mary leaned 

up and kissed my cheek.  I hugged her tightly and 

watched as they left.  Mary was yawning and Ash kept 

telling her she could go lay down in one of my spare 

rooms, but she said she’d wait until she returned home.  

I walked quietly to my bedroom door.  Delilah 

was deep asleep in our bed.  Her dark hair was pulled up 

in a ponytail.  She was wearing her favorite Glory Days 

shirt and a pair of gray cotton shorts.  She looked so 

beautiful there, even with her cast propped up on a 

pillow, she was asleep on her side. 
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Just her having her here was the answer to my 

prayers.  Delilah…my poor Delilah had been through so 

much, and now she’d been struck again with an attack 

she didn’t ask for.  How much more could she handle?  

No person could suffer the way she had over the years 

and come out in one piece.   

Dakota’s next court date was coming up, and I 

refused to go, or even watch any reports on the bastard.  

I couldn’t let her see them either.  Any reminder of what 

happened, caused memories of the separation between 

us, and I just couldn’t handle those memories.  They 

were just too painful.  All of those nights I tossed and 

turned in my bunk, I prayed she was getting the care she 

needed while at Glory’s Place.  It was stupid of me to 

even wonder about that.  Liana assured me Delilah was 

being watched by the best doctors in the state.  I even 

offered to send in doctors, but Liana denied me.  She 

said it wasn’t fair to show special treatment to one 

woman over the others.  I understood her logic, but I 

didn’t like it.  It was my job to take care of the woman I 

loved, not some strangers.  Why she left me, I still don’t 

understand. 

I could’ve been the one to heal her.  Delilah 

didn’t even let me try to help her.  Why?  Why didn’t 

she open up to me?  Was I not good enough for her?  If I 

wasn’t good enough while we were dating, then how 

was I going to be a good enough husband to her?  Could 

I even be a good enough father to our children?   

My hands shook as I stood there rambling off a 

list of questions I didn’t even have answers for.  

Running my hands through my hair, I groaned quietly at 

the hundreds of questions filling up my scattered brain.  

Every time I got into focus lately, my fucked up 

head always threw me out again.  Something was going 

to have to be done soon.  I had to find a way to get it 

together. 
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Chapter 10 
 

Delilah 
 

Two weeks had passed and I was finally getting 

used to the cast.  I still needed help showering, but Kane 

had my cleanliness down to a science.  I’d never been so 

clean in my life!   

My father had taken to calling several times this 

week and I pretty much ignored every phone call.  Kane 

worried that maybe I should just answer it, but I assured 

him it was better to just let the voice mail get it.  My 

father was a headache I didn’t want to deal with right 

now. 

Kane was bored.  Mary told me that he had to 

always be doing something, or he’d become a ball of 

hyperactivity.  Today was no exception.  We were out 

for a walk on the beach, and Kane was running circles 

around me.  I’d basically started ignoring him about 

fifteen minutes ago.   

Eric was along for the ride today, both men were 

dressed in running shorts and ribbed tank tops.  Kane’s 

was black and Eric’s was white.  Kane’s tattoos stood 

out so brightly that I’d caught myself more than once 

staring at his beauty.  Kane Maddox was just…beautiful.  

His arms were ripped and corded with muscles on top of 

muscles.  Every time I traced them with my eyes, my 

mouth would suddenly become moist and I had to 

swallow so I wouldn’t look like a fool and drool all over 

myself. 

Eric was different today, not only in his clothes, 

but his demeanor.  The man was always so military-like, 

but today he was laughing and cutting up with Kane.  

Both men took turns sprinting up the beach and back 

again.  I caught myself laughing at them more than once 

when Eric teased Kane about his long hair.  
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Eric’s hair was the same color as Kane’s, but 

Eric’s was cut close to his scalp.  His blue eyes sparkled 

in the sun.  He had no tattoos, that I could see, and if you 

looked at them side by side, you’d almost think they 

were related. 

Kane and I had started hanging on the beach last 

week when I was feeling better.  The walk helped with 

the ache in my hip, and it got me out of the house.  We’d 

already made the front page of the tabloids.  The press 

was having a heyday trying to figure out who I was to 

Kane.  I didn’t say anything to Kane, but I’m sure the 

increased phone calls from my father were because of 

the headlines.  It wouldn’t be long before he’d be quoted 

in some paper, saying things about me that he had no 

business telling the world. 

Dakota had gone to his first court appearance.  

Kane didn’t know that I knew, but I did.  I checked the 

internet when he was in the shower, or down in the 

basement painting, or playing his drums.  Dakota was 

denied bail, and he was told to have no contact with me 

whatsoever.  The asshole had even broken down and 

cried in court.   

I was stronger now.  I’d only had that one 

nightmare while I was in the hospital after being 

mugged.  The therapist at Glory’s Place, Katrina, helped 

me in so many ways.  Coming to terms with the fact that 

my past was just that…my past.  The things that were 

done to me were over.  I had a new life and a new 

beginning.  With Kane, I was safe and taken care of.  

That’s all I ever wanted in a relationship, a man to love 

me and cherish me.  Kane did that on such a high level 

that I was drunk on it.   

I finally stopped walking when they had run 

ahead.  Kane kept one eye on me at all times, and when I 

sat on a packed down spot of sand he ran back over. 

“Are you hurting,” he worried.  Kane always 

worried. 
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“Yes,” I smiled up at him.  “But I don’t want to 

leave.  You guys can play around here.  I’ll just take in 

the view.”  I raised a brow and Kane frowned for a 

moment, before he finally smiled at my joke.  He kissed 

me on the lips, before standing up to run down the 

beach.  Eric was already back, but he was now in 

bodyguard mode, looking around for anyone that might 

be our enemy.  I usually laughed at all of the security 

they kept with them when they were home.  Fans didn’t 

bother them much, but I’d quickly learned that the 

paparazzi could be even worse than the crazed crowd of 

their fans. 

Kane and Eric jogged down the beach a bit, 

Kane sloshed through the water, kicking it up behind 

him.  Eric stayed away from Kane and the water, 

keeping himself dry. 

It was a little overcast today, so when I saw a 

flash of light, I turned to see a photographer about thirty 

feet behind me, snapping pictures of both Kane and 

myself.  I stood up and brushed off my shorts, very 

carefully.  I could just imagine my first tabloid picture 

being my hand in a precarious spot on my butt. 

Smiling as I walked, other people stared as I 

moved at a leisurely pace down the beach.  Kane’s back 

was still to me as he continued to run, but Eric was 

already heading my way. 

“Did they say anything to you,” Eric demanded, 

his chiseled jaw clenched tight.  I looked past Eric and 

saw Kane running back in our direction.  His hands were 

clenched at his sides. 

“Just smile and keep walking,” I whispered.  

“Keep Kane from freaking out.  I’m ready to go home.” 

Eric intercepted Kane, whispering to him that I 

was fine and ready to leave.  Kane took my hand with 

his and glued himself to my side.  Eric chatted as if it 

was just another day.  We finally reached the SUV and 

Kane pushed me inside, climbing in behind me quickly. 
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“We’ll be on the internet by the time we get 

home,” Kane finally growled about halfway back to the 

house.  “I’m so sorry, Delilah.  I did not want you to get 

pulled into this life.  I didn’t want you to have to live 

with them following you.” 

“It was bound to happen, Kane,” I sighed.  “My 

only worry now, is my dad.  He’s going to want to know 

what happened.” 

“If he knows what’s best for him, he’ll stay the 

hell away from us,” he growled.  Kane growled a lot!  

I’d gotten so used to it that sometimes I just rolled my 

eyes and ignored him.  Now, this growl was different, 

like he meant that he would harm my father if he so 

much as breathed on me wrong.  That was the Kane that 

scared the hell out of me. 

 

Kane 
 

“Fuck,” Eric growled as we turned onto my 

street.  The sidewalk in front of my house was full of 

reporters.  They all turned at once, the flash from their 

cameras was like millions of tiny fireflies blinking in the 

night.  Only this was late afternoon, and these assholes 

were stalking my house. 

I pulled Delilah over toward my chest, covering 

her face from the cameras.  Eric was on the phone with 

the Los Angeles police department telling them to come 

remove the crowd from the front of my house.  

Thankfully, my yard was gated so they wouldn’t be 

peaking in any windows while we slept. 

We slid through the gate and parked in the 

garage that sat behind the house.  Unless they were on 

the side of the mountain behind the house, we were 

completely hidden from their view.   

Delilah’s phone rang, she silenced it and 

frowned, “I need to change my number.” 

“That can be arranged,” I said with a raised 

brow. 
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“No,” she shook her head and sighed.  “I’m 

going to have to talk to him eventually.  I’m sure he’s 

going to say something stupid to the press, and I’ll need 

to get in touch with him.” 

“I’d prefer that you don’t,” I growled.  I didn’t 

want that man anywhere near her.   

My phone rang right as we entered the house, 

Delilah set her bag down at the table and walked through 

the living room.  She was probably going to shower.  I 

watched as her thick hips swished as she walked away.  I 

had to adjust my cock, it had a mind of its own.  The 

phone rang again bringing my wayward thoughts back in 

line. 

“You made the news,” Ash said into my ear.  

“I’ll send you a link.  You’re not going to like what it 

reads.” 

“What does it say,” I asked, sitting down hard on 

the couch.  This wasn’t going to be good. 

“Just read it first, then call me,” he advised. 

Hanging up, it only took a few seconds before 

his text came through.  I opened the link and read what it 

said: 

 

Glory Days Drummer seen with Tattoo Model 

 

Glory Days drummer, Kane Maddox, was spotted today 

with the sultry tattoo model, Delilah Ford.  The two were 

seen walking and playing on the beach, just outside of 

Santa Monica.  They were accompanied by the bands 

long time bodyguard.   

 

Delilah Ford dropped off the radar several months ago, 

reappearing today with her new beau.  Only now, she’s 

sporting a cast on one arm.  No reports had been filed as 

to how she was injured.  Speculation is circling due to 

her previous boyfriend’s arrest for attempted murder.  

Can we assume that Delilah Ford was the woman that 
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Dakota Hyde allegedly attacked in New Orleans back in 

December? 

 

 

   

Gripping the phone, I wanted to throw the damn 

thing across the room, but Eric chose that moment to 

walk into the room.  The look on his face stern. 

“I heard,” he scowled.  “We couldn’t keep her 

out of it for long, Kane. Did you read it?” 

“I read a part of it,” I said, tossing him the 

phone.  “I read enough to know that now they’ll stalk 

her, and look into her life.  Her father will talk and say 

shit just for money.” 

“What about my father,” Delilah growled from 

the door.  “What did he do?” 

“Come here,” I said, patting the couch.  Delilah 

had changed into a pair of gray yoga pants and a loose t-

shirt.  The bright red cast was like a blinking beacon as 

to what had been done to her recently.  They speculated 

that it was from the attack by Dakota, but if they did the 

math, they’d see that it wasn’t. 

“The tabloids have already figured us out.  The 

cast makes them think that Dakota attacked you in New 

Orleans,” I said, honestly.  I wasn’t going to hide 

anything else from her.  I couldn’t do that.  No more 

secrets. 

Eric walked over and handed Delilah my phone.  

I watched her face as she read the short story underneath 

the picture of us holding hands on the beach.  She 

laughed once and handed me back the phone. 

“What the hell is so funny,” I asked. 

“This,” she said, holding up the cast.  “Someone 

will realize that the attack was over four months ago.  

I’ll have this off in the next two to four weeks.  Someone 

will point out that they’re wrong and drop it.  The only 

thing I have to do now is talk to my father and see if he 
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is going to the press.  Hopefully, he’ll be too drunk to 

get online and see this.” 

“Aren’t you upset,” I asked, a little confused.   

“Of course I am,” she sighed.  “I’m just glad that 

my first tabloid wasn’t something stupid.  If I was going 

to be in the news, I’d rather it be the picture was of you 

and I holding hands and not the leaked pictures from that 

night in New Orleans.  This, I can handle.” 

“Do you want to make a statement,” Eric asked.  

“Because, I’m getting text from your publicity people, 

Ash, and David.” 

“Let me think about it,” I said, following Delilah 

into our room.  She had her phone out and was dialing.   

Her father was a loose cannon, and I really 

didn’t want him showing his ass all over the news.  

Hopefully, Delilah would be able to keep him from 

talking. 

 

Delilah 
 

“So, my baby girl has found her a new man,” my 

father said as a way of answering. 

“This really isn’t any of your business or 

concern, pops,” I said.  “I just wanted to call and tell you 

that you need to leave this alone.” 

“I have no plans on saying anything that would 

hurt my daughter,” he sighed.  “I didn’t know it was you, 

Delilah.  Why didn’t you tell me?” 

I pulled the phone away from my ear and looked 

at it, wondering if I was really talking to my father.  

Billy Ford wasn’t a man who showed concern toward his 

daughter without some payback. 

“I just want you to know that I’m fine.  What 

they are saying isn’t true.  I took a fall after leaving a 

photo shoot a few weeks ago and I am fine.  The cast 

will be off hopefully soon.” 
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“So, Dakota didn’t do that,” he asked.  I heard 

the crack of a beer can and realized that my dad was 

about to step back into character. 

“No, pops,” I admitted.  “Dakota didn’t do this 

to me.  I have to go.” 

I didn’t wait for a reply.  I set the quick plan that 

I’d come up with into motion.  No one had come up with 

the excuse that I’d fallen after the shoot.  If it came out 

in the press, then we’d know that my father was a rat.   

I looked up at the doorway to the bedroom.  

Kane was standing there with a slight grin on his face, “I 

like the way you think.” 

“I love my dad, because he is my father, but if 

he sells me out because of money, I will cut him out of 

my life for good.  I hate that I had to do it that way, but 

he’s going to have to learn.” 

“I’m sorry you had to do that, too,” Kane said, 

sitting down beside me.  

“Me too,” I leaned my head on his shoulder.  “I 

have a feeling that you’re going to have to come through 

on that promise to change my phone number.” 
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Chapter 11 
 

Delilah 
 

It’d been just over three weeks and my father 

hadn’t gone to the tabloids with the little bit of 

information I’d given him.  I checked the internet daily 

and still there was nothing. 

Today, I was eagerly awaiting my cast removal.  

Kane was pacing the floor outside the room while they 

prepared to saw away the hardened, red cast around my 

wrist.  Eric had to pull him from the room when the 

technician came in with the little cutting tool.  

Kane’s worry was brought on by the stress of all 

the press we’d been getting lately.  All of the bullshit 

speculation they’d been putting on the internet caused 

him to be on edge.  I loved Kane with every fiber of my 

being, but he was quickly starting to irritate me. 

The door suddenly burst open and I jumped, 

“Dammit Kane!  What the hell is wrong with you?” 

“Liana’s in labor,” he said, his eyes bouncing 

back and forth, from me, to the cast and back to the 

clock. 

“Calm down,” I said.  “Is she at the hospital 

yet?” 

“No,” he paused.  “It just started.” 

“Do you want to go to the house,” I asked, 

carefully.  I needed to get his focus back. 

“Not without you,” he scowled.  “But I need to 

go.  Reed’s big ass might faint.  Gabe is on his way back 

from out of town.” 

“Okay,” I smiled.  “Go help Reed.  Eric will 

bring me over.  I shouldn’t be too long.”  I looked at the 

woman who what attempting to rid me of the cast.  After 

her nod, Kane came over and kissed me gently. 

“Be careful,” he demanded. 

“Always,” I replied. 
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I breathed a sigh of relief when he left, causing 

Eric to snicker from the chair across the tiny room.  

Kane’s inability to sit still was funny, but the fact that he 

was losing focus again wasn’t. 

I was taken back for a quick x-ray and then was 

given the all clear.  I rubbed my wrist and gave it a slight 

roll, smiling when there was no pain.  It felt weird, but 

finally, at one point in my life, I was complete.  I didn’t 

have scars to hide, bruises to cover, or casts to remove.  I 

was Delilah Ford…I was me. 

 

We met Kane and everyone else at the hospital.  

Kane pulled me into his arms the moment we stepped 

into the waiting room.  He took both of my hands into 

his one and kissed them.  I let him hold me for the 

longest time.  I think he realized, as well, that I was 

whole.  I wasn’t scarred anymore.   

Liana was in active labor, and we were asked to 

hang outside the room for a bit while she received her 

epidural.  Eventually, we were allowed in the room.  She 

was trying her best to sleep, Reed was pacing, and Mary 

was actively snapping pictures of the whole thing.   

We were there for hours, waiting on the little 

guy to show up.  Reed never did pass out, as everyone 

had placed bets on, and thirteen hours later, we all got to 

meet Hunter Alexander Sullivan.  He was beautiful, just 

like his parents.  We all shed tears of happiness at the 

new addition to the Glory Days family.  We left them 

alone after that, promising to be back at a moment’s 

notice if needed.   

“I’m an uncle, again,” Kane smiled when we 

walked into the house. 

“You’re really good with kids,” I shrugged.  It 

wasn’t anything new.  I’d seen him with Ivy and he was 

great. 

“I want to be a dad someday, but I’m scared,” he 

admitted with a frown.   
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“Being a new parent is scary,” I agreed.  Kane 

walked with me into the living room, and sat on the 

couch.  The look on his face worried me.  He was deep 

in thought, and I was about to ask him what was wrong 

when he finally spoke. 

“I don’t want my kids to be like me,” he 

whispered.  “I don’t want them to have…problems.” 

“Oh,” I gasped in surprise.  “Kane, you don’t 

know that.” 

“But what if they do,” he pleaded, almost child-

like. 

“What if they do,” I repeated his question back 

at him. 

“I’d feel guilty,” he said. 

“Never feel guilty,” I said.  “If your child is like 

you, then you will love it, and teach him or her how to 

live.  It will be hard, but I guarantee any child of yours 

will be an amazing person.  You are smart and talented, 

Kane.  The things you’ve been through to get you where 

you are today, make you strong.  So, if your child is like 

you, you already have the knowledge on how to help 

him.  You will know how to raise them.” 

I thought I had said something wrong when he 

suddenly stood up and walked into the kitchen.  I 

replayed the speech I’d just given him, in my head, and I 

bit my lip, wondering what I’d said to upset him.  My 

heart pounded in my chest and I almost went after him, 

but I was too scared. 

The sound of cabinets opening and closing in the 

kitchen made me frown. What the hell is he doing? 

He rounded the corner fast.  I gasped when he 

walked right up to me and dropped down to one knee. 

“Delilah Ford,” he said, producing a velvet box.  

“I have never loved you more than I do in this moment.  

Please love me as I love you.  Make babies with me and 

grow old with me.  Kick my ass when I’m being a jerk.  

Let me tie you to the bed and have my wicked way with 

you for the rest of our lives.” 
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“Kane,” I growled.  He was losing focus.  “Just 

ask me the damn question already!” 

“Delilah Ford, Will you marry me?”  He took 

my hand and slipped on the biggest diamond ring in the 

history of engagement rings on my hand. 

“Yes,” I cried.  “Yes, Kane Maddox.  I will 

marry you.” 

We kissed for what seemed like hours.  His 

tongue pressed to my lips demanding entrance.  I pressed 

my lips to his harder, pouring all of my love for him into 

the kiss, telling him yes over and over again to his 

proposal.  Kane Maddox wanted me to be his wife! 

“When,” he panted, once he finally released my 

lips.  “When do you want to get married?” 

“I’d do it right now, if we had a minister here,” I 

laughed and pecked him once more on the lips. 

“Then let’s go to Vegas,” he blurted out. 

“Do what,” I asked, confused. 

“What are we waiting for,” he shrugged.  “Let’s 

go now.  We can be married tomorrow.” 

“You really want to do that,” I raised a brow.  

“What about your family?” 

“My family knows I do things differently,” he 

laughed.  “I bet they’re wondering why I haven’t gotten 

you hitched yet.” 

“Ok,” I smiled at my soon, very soon, to be 

husband, “Let’s go!” 

 

Kane 
 

Delilah’s hands were shaking as we boarded the 

plane to Las Vegas.  We were seated in First Class, and 

as incognito as we could possibly be.  Luckily, we made 

it through security and onto the plane without any 

problems. 

Delilah had her hair down and dark tinted 

sunglasses on her face.  She’d have to remove them by 

the time we got to Vegas, because it would already be 
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dark.  I was wearing a ball cap, and my own shades.  We 

wore thin, long sleeved shirts and jeans to hide most of 

our ink.   

Delilah pulled the shade on her window and 

snuggled into my side as the plane departed LAX.  We 

didn’t talk much on the flight, only held each other as 

tight as we could.  Eric was seated in the row across 

from us, looking like he didn’t belong in our little group.  

He was back in his black suit, looking like he was here 

on business for some Fortune 500 company. 

Eric was to secure our marriage license in secret 

while we prepared for our wedding at noon the 

following day.  Delilah already warned me that tonight, 

she wouldn’t succumb to my advances for sex.  She 

wanted to wait until we were actually married to 

consummate everything.  Whatever the hell her crazy 

plan was, I didn’t care, as long as we did it as a married 

couple.   

She did let me hold her while we slept, and that 

was good enough for me.  The next morning we stood in 

our suite looking at each other with wide grins. 

“What the hell are we going to wear,” she 

gasped.  “I didn’t even think about a dress.” 

“No dress,” I growled. 

“Kane,” she scoffed.  “I can’t get married 

naked.” 

“I meant, we should just be us. Wear whatever 

we want.  I don’t want to be uncomfortable, and I hate 

wearing suits.”   

“Let’s see what we can wear then,” she smiled. 

I pulled out two outfits from our bag.  We’d 

packed for at least a three day trip so there was enough 

to choose from.  For myself, I grabbed my favorite 

leather pants, and a Glory Days shirt that’d seen better 

days. 

For Delilah, I grabbed her black skinny jeans 

and her favorite Glory Days shirt, “I figure, if they aren’t 

here in person, at least we can represent our family.” 
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“Sounds good to me,” she smiled and took her 

clothes into the bathroom where she locked the door, 

silently telling me she didn’t want me in there helping. 

I really liked to help. 

A text from Eric said he had the license in hand.  

I sat on the bed and waited for her to finish.  I was just 

about to fall asleep when the door opened and she 

stepped out.   

My eyes blinked several times when I saw my 

bride-to-be.  “We must be breaking some rule, because 

you are too beautiful for me to be seeing before the 

wedding.” 

Delilah smiled, her hair was curled at the ends, 

and full.  I’d never seen her hair as full as it was in this 

moment.  Whatever she’d done to it, she looked sexy as 

hell!   

Since she’d returned to me, she’d worn her hair 

up, or with a bandana over the spot they shaved to do 

surgery.  The hair had grown back in, mostly, but she 

still had to style it differently to hide the evidence. 

Her makeup was dark and sultry, her lashes 

black and thick.  She’d tied the Glory Days shirt in a 

knot at her back, causing her hips to be the second 

attraction to her body, next to her face.  Her feet were 

bare, her toenails were painted a deep, bloody red to 

match the tips of her fingers.  

I blindly reached for the bag, missing it on the 

first few tries, and pulled out her black stilettos.  “Put 

these on.  I’ll be ready in five minutes.  Don’t…Oh!  

Dear God, we need to get married…quick!”  I heard 

Delilah laughing loudly as I rushed to get ready to leave. 

The shower was fast and the ride over to the 

little chapel took forever.  I kept looking at her, because 

she was so beautiful.  I was afraid…that if I looked 

away, she’d disappear.  Delilah was smiling and shaking 

her head at me as we rode to the place where we would 

exchange vows.   
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“I’m not going anywhere, Kane,” she said, when 

I squeezed her hand. 

“I’m not letting you go until…well, never,” I 

admitted.  She was mine and soon, she’d be mine 

forever. 
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Chapter 12 
 

Delilah 
 

Eric parked around the back of the chapel, so 

that we could enter through the service door.  A tiny 

office sat off to our left and a closet was open on my 

right with several mops and brooms stacked neatly in the 

corner.  The smell of bleach tickled my nose as we 

drifted by, only stopping when we reached another 

office, this one a little smaller. 

Behind the desk sat an elderly woman, possibly 

in her seventies.  She dressed as if she was getting ready 

to step on stage with Elvis.  Her white pantsuit was 

bedazzled with rhinestones from the collar of her jacket, 

to the cuffs of her pants.  She had her tiny feet in a pair 

of shiny white shoes that looked like they were from 

forty years ago. 

“So,” she said in a sweet, southern accent.  “You 

two youngin’s ready?”   

Kane and I simply nodded, waiting on our cue 

what to do, or where to go.  Eric handed her the marriage 

license, and she grabbed my hand, “You boys go wait in 

there with Elvis, and I’ll bring this young lady out in a 

moment.”  She pointed to a closed door while she was 

speaking, the air of authority in her voice said that her 

word was law, and I smiled at Kane as his eyes widened 

in fright of us being separated. 

“I’ll be right out,” I whispered and kissed him 

on the cheek.  “Promise.” 

“Save it for the honeymoon,” she laughed, and 

closed the door in Eric and Kane’s faces, blocking out 

our view of each other. 

“Alright, sugar,” the lady said.  “Name’s 

Clarice.  I’m supposed to get you some flowers.  Do you 

want a veil?”  
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“I didn’t think about a veil,” I blushed and 

touched the top of my head.  “I don’t think white would 

look very good on me though.”   

“No problem there,” Clarice smiled and patted 

my leg.  Behind her desk, she had a cabinet that was 

stocked with every color of veil imaginable, as well as 

matching fake flower bouquets.  She placed her thumb 

under her wrinkly chin, and tapped her forefinger on her 

puckered lips.  “Red.  Yes, dear.  You wear the color red 

fabulously, I bet.” 

“I love the color red,” I assured her, then rolled 

my eyes when her back was turned.  

When Clarice turned around, she fluffed out the 

lace of the veil, “Sit down, and let’s try this on.”  I did as 

I was told, because she was sweet, but at the same time, 

a little creepy. 

I let her arrange the veil, and pull the lace over 

my face, causing my view to be obstructed, only slightly.  

She placed the bouquet in my hand and pushed my 

shoulders. 

I guess that meant it was time. 

We walked down the hall and stopped in front of 

a set of wooden double doors.  Clarice slipped between 

them, leaving me standing in the hallway alone.  She 

quickly retuned with Eric in hand. 

“Are you going to walk me down the aisle,” I 

asked, as he held out his crooked elbow toward me. 

“Yes,” he smiled.  “It would be my honor, Ms. 

Ford.” 

“It’s about to be Mrs. Maddox,” I grinned, 

hooking my arm through his.  Clarice reached over to a 

music player on the table and pressed a button.  

Wagner’s March played though the speakers.   

Clarice pulled the doors open wide, revealing a 

small sanctuary.  Four rows of chairs sat empty, each 

one draped in white satin material, little bouquets of 

flowers were attached on their sides.  The carpet was 

multicolored and didn’t match at all.  It looked like 
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something I’d seen in the casino only hours ago when 

we’d arrived. 

Eric squeezed my hand, causing my eyes to 

connect with his.  He looked concerned, and I didn’t 

want to give him any inclination that I was unsure, so I 

made the first step.  My first step toward the rest of my 

life.   

My new life. 

We were halfway down the aisle before I looked 

up.  I wanted to be close enough to Kane that when I 

finally laid eyes on my fiancé, it wouldn’t be marred by 

the damn veil.   

Kane was smiling, a big goofy grin on his 

handsome face.  His hair had grown out, and he kept it 

layered, so that if he wanted to spike it, then he could.  I 

really didn’t care what he, or I for that matter, looked 

like, as long as we were married.  Linked together until 

the day we parted from this world. 

My heart fluttered in my chest at that thought.  

Not being here, on this Earth, was truly a fear of my 

past, but not my future.  My future with Kane looked so 

much brighter. 

The scars of yesterday were only that…scars, 

not the open wounds of today.  I had scars, because I 

healed from the things that were done to me.  The scars 

on the inside were still there though, still fresh some 

days.  Those nights when I awoke, not from a nightmare, 

but from the feeling that Dakota was there…watching 

me, stalking me…waiting for me, I fought the demons 

away. 

I clamped my eyes closed, faltering in my steps.  

Eric’s arm squeezed my elbow closer to his body, his 

right hand came up to hold on to my forearm, “You 

okay?” 

“Just a little light headed,” I lied.  Left to my 

own thoughts, I’d almost thrown myself into a panic 

attack on my wedding day.  The last thing I needed to do 

was freak out on Kane, hell, or even, in front of Kane.  
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He’d only seen one true panic attack since we’d been 

together.  He did not know of the ones I’d suffered with 

while I lived at Glory’s Place, and I hoped to hell he 

never did.  It wasn’t quite my best moments of the stay 

at the shelter. 

“Okay,” he said as we reached Kane. 

Kane’s hazel eyes darkened when he looked into 

mine, through the veil. 

“Who gives away this woman,” Elvis said, in his 

Elvis voice. 

“I do,” Eric said, turning me toward Kane, 

placing my hands into his.  Eric flipped the veil over my 

head, exposing my face.  I breathed in a cool sip of air to 

help with the impending attack.  “I’m right behind you.”  

I turned my head and looked up at Eric.  He nodded, 

telling me he wasn’t fooled.   

“Dearly beloved,” Elvis began.  I turned back 

toward Kane, rubbing my thumbs softly over the back of 

his knuckles, as we were still connected by hand.  “We 

are gathered here today, in the presence of the man 

above, our God, and these two witnesses, to join Kane 

Maddox and Delilah Ford in the Holy state of burning 

love…until death do they part.” 

Kane was busy trying to keep from laughing at 

the absurdity of what we were doing.  I bit my lip to 

keep from doing the same.  From where I was standing, I 

couldn’t see Eric’s face, but I was a hundred percent sure 

that the bodyguard could win a year-long staring contest 

with the amount of self-control he had. 

“Do you, Kane Maddox,” Elvis asked.  “Have 

Delilah, as your wedded wife? To live together in holy 

matrimony, to love her, comfort her, protect her, honor 

her, and keep her in sickness and in health, until death 

do you part?” 

“I do,” Kane answered, his voice thick with 

emotion.  I didn’t miss the quick flare of his right nostril 

when Elvis said, “Protect her”.  Kane had his own issues 

with my protection.  He felt that he was somehow 
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partially at fault for not being with me when I was 

attacked by Dakota, or the mugger.   

“Do you, Delilah Ford, take Kane Maddox to be 

your wedded husband?  To live together in holy 

matrimony.  Will you submit to him, love, honor, and 

keep him so long as you both shall live?” 

“I do,” I blurted out the second he said his last 

word, putting in every ounce of love I had into my 

answer. 

Elvis turned to the table behind him and 

retrieved a white satin pillow with neat little bows tied to 

the end, its tips almost touching the floor.  I heard Kane 

gasp as Elvis turned around.   

“Kitten,” he whispered and looked up at me 

confused. 

“Kane,” I said his name, smiling at my secret 

surprise. 

“When,” he asked in awe as Elvis let him look 

fully upon the pillow for the first time.  On the pillow sat 

my elegant wedding ring, recently changed from just an 

engagement ring, to a full-fledged wedding ring.  The 

sparkle, from the exuberant diamond Kane had 

purchased, twinkled as Elvis held the little pillow across 

his open palms. 

Next to my ring sat another ring, only this one 

was less sparkly.  The golden band was simple, but the 

three diamonds that were imbedded in the band matched 

almost perfectly to the same cut as the ones on my ring. 

“When…how,” Kane stuttered, running his hand 

through his hair.  “You didn’t have to get me a ring.” 

“I’ve had it for awhile,” I admitted.   

“When,” he repeated his question, looking at the 

ring, squinting his brow, then looking at me.  “I’m 

confused.”   

“I know you’re confused, baby.  I got it while 

out on a shopping trip with Mary,” I admitted, the blush 

on my cheeks were like fire from the embarrassment of 
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what I was telling him.  “I figured you wouldn’t let me 

buy it if you knew.” 

“But…,” he paused when I shook my head. 

“No ‘buts’,” I whispered, calming his anxiety 

and confusion.  “Let’s finish.” 

“Okay, kitten,” he nodded.  “Okay.”   

And then he smiled. 

 

Kane 
 

I didn’t know if I wanted to be mad, or proud.  

Delilah wasn’t a gold digger.  She didn’t love me for my 

money.  Of course, I’d known that from the beginning, 

but the fact that she took it upon herself to get my 

wedding band caused my heart to soar.  She was gaining 

independence.  

The fact that she loved me and thought to 

provide a token for our wedding, caused my eyes to get 

moist.  Everything in my peripheral vision was blurry 

when Elvis continued with the vows.   I did my best to 

repeat after him, but it was hard, because all I wanted to 

do was take her back to the hotel that instant and bury 

myself deep inside her, showing her all the ways I truly 

love her. 

“This ring I give you is a token and pledge, of 

my constant faithfulness and abiding love,” I said, not 

once loosing focus. 

Delilah repeated the same vow as she slid the 

ring on my finger, where it would stay for eternity, 

because I was never taking it off! 

“By the power invested in me, by the State of 

Nevada,” Elvis smiled.  “I now pronounce you man and 

wife.  You may kiss your beautiful bride.” 

My eyes locked with hers, as if I was seeing 

Delilah in a new light.  In that moment…when Elvis said 

‘man and wife’, I swear something clicked in my chest.  

No...it clicked in my heart.  Delilah was mine now.  She 

would never belong to another. 
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I got to keep her. 

Forever. 

There was no slow action wedding kiss.  I 

quickly grabbed her face, one hand on each cheek, and 

pulled her to my lips, eating up her gasp of surprise in 

the process.  My tongue demanded entrance, marking 

her as my own.  She sighed heavily into my mouth as I 

devoured her lips. 

“Mine,” I growled, as I reluctantly released her 

from my hold. 

Elvis turned us to the face the room.  Eric was 

blushing, and the lady from the office was using a piece 

of paper to fan herself.  “I give to you Mr. and Mrs. 

Kane Marcus Maddox.” 

The two witnesses clapped loudly as I took her 

hand into mine and walked down the aisle, receiving 

congratulatory hugs in the process.  We had to sign the 

marriage certificate before we could leave.  Eric took a 

few post-wedding pictures with Delilah’s phone.  We’d 

asked ahead of time that there be no photos taken during 

the ceremony, unless it was done by our bodyguard. 

It only took about fifteen minutes before were 

back in the car and on our way to the honeymoon suite at 

Caesar’s Palace Casino on The Strip.  Eric and I watched 

for any signs of the paparazzi and found none.  Word 

would get out soon enough.  When they got a look at the 

rock on her finger and the stunning band on mine, we’d 

be front page news. 

I wasn’t sure how I felt about that. 

 

We were escorted through the casino by Eric 

and the security staff at the casino.  Eric sighed heavily 

as we stood on the elevator, “I really wish you’d give 

Sergi another chance, Kane.  I could really use him on 

days like today.” 

“Hmm,” I growled.   

“He’s right,” Delilah whispered from my side.  

“He knew me, Kane.  Sergi is the only other man in my 
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life, besides you, that truly gets me.  I mean, yeah, he’s 

all big and brooding, but the man is good at his job.  

What happened with me was nothing more than an 

accident.  It was my…” 

“Don’t say it was your fault,” I growled.  For 

months, I tried and get her to realize none of the things 

done to her were actually her fault.  She’d gotten better 

at not taking the blame during her stay at Glory’s Place, 

but now she’d started doing it again.   

“It is, Kane,” she said, snuggling up to me and 

used her sweet, innocent voice.  I was starting to learn 

that was her way of getting what she wanted, and by no 

means was I going to give in.   

So, when she slid her hands down the front of 

my pants, grabbed my cock, pushed me into the wall, 

and said, “Hire Sergi back, baby.  Please.”  I couldn’t 

think a coherent thought.  All I wanted to do was 

consummate this marriage.  Like immediately!   

“Okay, he can come back,” were the words that 

slipped out of my mouth just as the bell dinged, 

announcing our arrival in our suite. 
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Chapter 13 
 

Delilah 
 

I was officially Kane’s. 

The heavy rock on my finger and the paperwork 

in my hands made it official.  The moment we locked 

ourselves in the room, Kane was on me. 

My back was pressed to the door, his hands 

roamed my body, and I felt myself melt into his touch.  

His lips were hot as he kissed a trail across my chin and 

onto my neck, mindful of the recently healed tattoo.  

Goose bumps puckered my flesh when he traced my 

collarbone with his tongue. 

“You taste amazing,” he groaned.  “I just want 

to lay you out on the bed and bathe you with my 

tongue.” 

I giggled when his hands skimmed up my sides 

causing a tickling sensation.  My bra was unclipped and 

in one swoop, Kane had my shirt over my head, leaving 

me bare from the waist up.  I didn’t wait for his 

command to divest myself of my heels.  Kicking them 

off, I pulled on his shirt in a silent demand that I wanted 

it off.  His hazel eyes darkened as he licked his lips, a 

wicked smile taunted me.  The silent promise of sex 

floated through the air as he stood there taking me in 

with just his eyes, his arms were resting at his sides. 

“What,” I finally asked, when he’d become still 

for a few minutes, our breathing the only sound in the 

room. 

“You really are mine,” he finally stated, his 

voice nothing more than a whisper.  He spoke as if he 

was in awe at his own words.  

“Yes, baby,” I nodded.  “I’m yours.” 

“Thank you,” he muttered.  “Thank you.”  I 

wasn’t sure if he was talking to me, or saying a prayer 

out loud. 
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Kane pressed his lips to mine in a slow show of 

his love.  He paused there, just frozen, with our lips 

touching, nothing else.  The room was only lit from the 

small amount of light coming through the drapes along 

the back wall of the hotel room. 

I giggled when he scooped me up into his arms, 

carrying me toward the bedroom.  Kane used one hand 

to open the double doors leading into the master suite.  

The bed was huge, with a white down comforter that 

looked like a bunch of pillows sewn together.   

“I want to be inside of you,” he admitted as he 

dropped his pants to the floor.   

“You have to undress me first,” I teased and 

pointed to the button on my pants, hoping he would be 

creative and remove them with his teeth. 

But Kane was too anxious to do anything slow.  

His beefy hand fumbled a few times with the closure.  

He was able to divest me of my pants with only minimal 

swearing.   

“Beautiful,” he whispered as he stretched his 

body out on my left, his chest was against my side.  He 

drew lazy circles over my stomach, and traced the owl 

tattoo on my side before taking my nipple between his 

fingers. 

Wetness pooled between my legs when he 

plucked at the hardened peeks.  He alternated between 

the two, giving each one the same amount of attention.  

When Kane would use his fingers to roll them, I almost 

came from the contact.  He wasn’t the best drummer in 

the world for nothing.  He twirled my nipples expertly, 

just like he did his drumsticks. 

“I love you, kitten,” he said with a slight hitch to 

his voice. 

“I love you,” I replied, my brow furrowing with 

worry.  “What’s wrong, baby?”’ 

“I don’t ever want to lose you again,” he rasped, 

leaning over and resting his head between my breasts.  
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“You never lost me,” I said, sternly.  “I’ve 

always been yours, Kane.  It’s just that I needed to 

concentrate on me for a little while.”  I stroked his silky 

hair.  He hummed his approval of my attentions. 

“I’m such a selfish bastard,” he began.  “I 

could’ve been the one to care for you, Delilah.”   

“No,” I shook my head.  “I needed help, 

professional help.  I had to work through the things that 

had been done to me.  I couldn’t just let you love me 

back to health, Kane.  That would’ve done nothing more 

than put a Band-Aid over the problem, not fix it.” 

“I know,” he said, raising up on one elbow.  

“And you’re right, but it hurts that I wasn’t allowed to 

do anything for you.” 

“But you can take care of me now,” I smiled, 

hoping it would change the subject.  Kane had beaten 

himself up over the fact that I went to Glory’s Place and 

left him, but he also knew that was the place I could get 

real help.   

“Yeah, kitten,” he smiled.  “I can do that.” 

Kane leaned in, capturing my lips in a heated 

kiss that seared my skin.  His scent enveloped me, 

marking my senses.  He smelled of home and love.   

He kicked my knees apart so that he could nestle 

himself there between my legs.  The broad head of his 

cock nudged my entrance, demanding to be inside.  I 

locked my heels against his ass and pulled him closer, 

feeling him penetrate me instantly.  We both cursed from 

the rightness of him buried deep in my sex. 

Kane rotated his hips, lodging himself even 

deeper than he’d ever been before.  The erotic slide of 

his cock through my tender folds, had me panting with 

each thrust.  The sound of our flesh slapping together 

echoed throughout the room.  Kane’s eyes never closed, 

never looked away from my own. 

“More,” I begged.  “Harder, Kane.  Please!” 

He answered my request with four deep, hard 

thrusts against my womb, causing tremors to roll out of 
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my body, starting at my shoulders and ending at my 

hips.  Kane was tender, loving.  The dominate side he 

showed almost every time we made love was 

nonexistent.  There was no demands made upon my 

body.  Whatever happened between us, happened 

naturally, no planning involved.  We made love.  The 

slow motion of our bodies sliding together as we stared 

into each other’s eyes was the best part of the whole 

wedding, having him here inside me like this.  Kane 

kissed me softly and whispered his love for me several 

times for what seemed like hours.  

I shifted my hip and pushed him over with my 

hand, never loosing connection as I righted myself 

astride his hips.  Kane smiled as I placed my hands on 

his stomach.  The ripple of his six-pack abs sat under my 

fingertips.   

Leaning over, I licked his nipple with the flat of 

my tongue, catching the tiny tip of it with my teeth, 

giving it a little sting of pain.  His cock jumped inside 

me, and I had to smile, because he liked what I was 

doing.  My hips rotated several times before his hands 

clamped down on my hips. 

“You have to stop that for a second,” he said 

through gritted teeth.  “I won’t last another damn 

minute.” 

“Mmm,” I moaned. 

“Come, kitten.  I want to feel you,” he smiled, 

the corner of his mouth kicked up in a wicked grin.  

Kane slid his hand slowly down his tight muscled chest, 

only stopping when he reached the bundle of nerves at 

my sex.  He used his thumb to roll my clit until I was 

groaning with the need to reach my release. 

The hurried grunts of need coming from the both 

of us caused my body to react.  Sparks shot through my 

vision as I cried out with my climax.  A need like no 

other spiked in my womb, and I slammed myself down 

on Kane’s massive erection, smiling when he bumped 

that spot that made me lose my mind with lust. 
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Suddenly, Kane flipped me over, my ass 

presented to him.  On a primal growl, he buried himself 

to the hilt, leaning over me in the process.  “I want you 

every way I can have you today…tonight.” 

Kane didn’t find his release as soon as I’d 

thought.  No, he was determined to stay inside me for 

the rest of the night, and possibly into the early hours of 

the morning.  The last thing I wanted to do was to stop.  

I needed him as much as he needed me. 

“Mine,” he growled as he pushed deep into my 

sex, repeating the word with each thrust.   

Kane rutted into me like a wild beast, the 

pleasure from it had the insides of my thighs soaked 

from the way he owned me in this moment.  With one 

arm on the bed for balance, Kane wrapped his other arm 

around my waist while he leaned over my back.  He 

buried his face in the hair at the back of my neck and 

inhaled loudly, memorizing my scent. 

Fireworks blossomed behind my eyelids, and I 

called out his name as if it was a prayer.  I could feel him 

everywhere inside me.  Each drag of his cock against the 

walls of my sex caused my body to ripple with need.  I 

didn’t want him to stop.  I wanted him to give me more. 

“Don’t stop, Kane,” I begged.  “Please…don’t 

stop!” 

“Never,” he said as he commanded my body, 

another orgasm shooting through my system. 

When my arms gave out, he held me up with his 

strength.  Kisses landed on my shoulder and I shivered 

when he used his teeth to nip at the skin there.  Tears 

pricked my eyes as he continued the glorious assault on 

my body.  At no time did he hurt me with the way he 

was fucking me.  No, Kane was everything that Dakota 

wasn’t.   

Kane love me. 
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Kane 
 

I loved her. 

As she let me find my pleasure in her body, 

Delilah gave me so much more than words.  She was 

every dream I ever had come true.   

And she was mine, forever. 

For the rest of my life, she was mine to love and 

protect.  My poor Delilah had been through so much in 

her life.  For the rest of her time on Earth, I’ll make it 

my duty to make sure she wants for nothing. 

My vision suddenly blurred.  I had to bite the 

inside of my cheek to keep from bawling like a little 

boy.  Instead, I kissed her shoulder again, following up 

with a little love bite to the back of her neck. 

Without a word, from either of us, I rolled her 

onto her back, and entered her slowly.  Those hazel eyes, 

that matched my own, were hazy and content.  The little 

crease in the corner of her left eye, when she was 

stressed, was nonexistent.   

“You have no idea how much I love you,” I 

stated before taking her lips with mine.  My thrusts 

slowed as I made love to my wife.   

“I think I do,” she smiled and grabbed a handful 

of my hair, pulling me back to her lips.  She tasted of all 

the things I loved in this world.  Delilah was my world. 

“Come with me, kitten,” I purred and kissed her 

neck, nuzzling her there with my nose. 

“Touch me, Kane,” she begged.  Delilah should 

know, she doesn’t have to beg me to do anything for her. 

I reached between us and used my thumb to 

rotate her clit.  The moment I touched her, I felt her 

pussy clamp down on my dick.  The sensations caused 

my balls to tighten, my climax ached in my body. 

“Oh,” she groaned.  “Fuck me, please.  Kane! 

Harder!” 

I slammed my hips into her and felt my own 

release hit so hard that I was almost paralyzed from it.  
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The depth of our lovemaking caused a lone tear to leak 

from the corner of my eye, and I really didn’t care if I 

looked like a lovesick fool, because I was. 

“Love you,” I said as I slipped free of her warm 

body.  Delilah immediately rolled where she was 

splayed out across my chest. 

“Love you more,” she said, kissing my nipple. 

“Don’t think so,” I replied. 

“Hmmm,” she moaned and then let out a small 

little yawn.  “Tired.” 

“I know,” I said, kissing her forehead.  “Let me 

clean us up and then you can sleep.” 

She didn’t reply because she was fast asleep on 

my chest.  I moved her carefully and slid out of the bed.  

I returned with a warm cloth and cleaned my seed from 

between her legs.  

Suddenly, I had this overwhelming urge to not 

clean my come from her.  I wanted it to stay there.  My 

mind fought a war against my heart.  My hands shook as 

I continued cleaning her, but in the back of my mind, I 

wanted it to stay.  I wanted her to be the mother of my 

child.  I sat there and wondered if she would want to 

have children right away, or wait.   

Imagining her round with my child caused a 

need in my mind that I never thought would be there.  

I’d always told myself that I didn’t want to bring a child 

into this world who would have to go through the things 

I did.  But with Delilah by my side, I wanted it more 

than I ever thought.   

I tossed the rag toward the bedroom door, not 

really caring where it landed, and pulled her into my 

arms where I fell asleep with the woman of my dreams. 

 

Delilah’s scream tore me out of a deep sleep.  I 

automatically reached for her, and found the bed empty. 

“Delilah,” I called out for her, my eyes hazy as 

they focused on the room.  She was nowhere to be 
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found.  Jumping from the bed, I blinked rapidly at what I 

found. 

“Kane,” she cried.  “My hip!” 

“Oh God!” I said falling to the floor. 

My brain took a few minutes to realize what had 

happened. 

And guilt flooded my mind. 

“I tripped,” she said, holding pressure to her hip. 

“I wasn’t thinking,” I cried.  “Oh, kitten!  Can I 

pick you up?  I don’t want you on the floor.” 

“Please,” she cried.  “It hurts so bad.” 

“I know,” I said, scooping her up in my arms, 

careful of her bad hip.  I placed her on the bed and went 

into the small kitchenette to grab a bag and some ice 

from the refrigerator.  When I returned and placed the 

pack on her hip, she clinched her eyes closed. 

“It’s okay,” she panted.  “I’ll be alright, Kane.” 

“I threw that damn rag and didn’t think that it 

may trip you up!” I cursed and felt my heart rate 

increase.  “You’ve only been mine for less than a day 

and I already hurt you.” 

“It was an accident,” she said, taking my hand 

into hers.  She kissed the back of my knuckles and 

nuzzled her face into my palm. 

I felt like the biggest jackass in the world.  How 

was I going to take care of her, when I couldn’t even 

take care of myself?  If I had any fucking sense, I’d have 

thought ahead and not tossed the rag where she’d trip if 

she got up in the middle of the night. 

I removed the ice pack and saw where the red 

spot was starting to darken.  She was going to have an 

angry looking bruise in the next few hours. 

“Do you need to go to the doctor?” I asked, my 

hands still shaking as I roamed my hands carefully over 

her body, looking for other injuries. 

“I have some pain pills in my bag,” she sighed.  

“I’m sorry, Kane.  I didn’t want to turn on a light and 
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wake you.  I was trying to go to the bathroom and didn’t 

see the rag in the floor.” 

“I’m such a dumbass,” I growled.   

“No,” she said with gritted teeth.  “You better 

not blame yourself for this.” 

“I already am,” I admitted.  My thoughts 

scrambled, and I couldn’t focus as I chastised myself for 

hurting my bride.   

Clinching my fist, I tried to regain my focus on 

everything, but then everything started jumbling up my 

thoughts.  I clinched my hands at my temples and 

squeezed my eyes closed.  My heart beat so hard against 

my ribs that I felt every one like a punch to my chest. 

The urge to feel the burn of leather against my 

skin was at the front of all the bullshit raging in my 

head.  My back tingled from remembering the kiss of 

pain I’d come to need when I wasn’t at my best.   

Things were about to spiral out of control, just 

from some stupid mistake I’d made, and I was afraid that 

I’d end up begging Delilah to give me what I needed 

most. 
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Chapter 14 

 

Delilah 
 

“Where the hell are you,” Cora said into the 

phone.  “I’ve been by Kane’s place twice in the past two 

days and there’s no one there.” 

“We’re in Vegas,” I admitted shyly into the 

phone. 

“Um,” she said.  I could hear the gears clicking 

in her head, and Cora was a smart girl.  So I wasn’t 

surprised when she figured it out immediately.  “Did you 

two get married?” 

“Maybe,” I hedged, giggling in the process. 

“You did get married!”  Cora made some 

whooping noise, and I imagined her fist pumping the air 

in rejoice over our nuptials. 

“Yesterday,” I smiled into the phone where she 

couldn’t see me. 

“Congrats,” she laughed.  “And welcome to the 

family, Mrs. Maddox!” 

“Thanks,” I replied. 

Cora and I talked for a few more minutes, before 

promising to call her when we got home and were settled 

from our honeymoon.  I told her not to tell the band yet, 

that we were going to do that once we were home.   

I found Kane sitting in the living room of the 

suite, his hands were clasped tight around his head. 

“Kane,” I frowned. “What’s wrong?” 

“What are you doing out of bed,” he asked, 

coming up to take my hand to help me limp over to the 

couch. 

“It looks worse than it actually is, baby,” I 

kissed his cheek.  He sat me on the couch as I protested 

his help. 

“I’m sorry,” he sighed.  “I’m an idiot.” 
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“You’ve got to stop beating yourself up over 

this,” I said, taking his hand into mine.   

“Can’t get it out of here,” he growled, pointing 

to his temple. 

“What can I do,” I asked, hoping something 

would help him. 

He raised a brow at me and I frowned in 

confusion.  What the hell was he thinking?  He wouldn’t 

have sex with me to refocus when I was hurting.  That 

wasn’t Kane.  He’d never do anything to intentionally 

hurt me.  The accident was hard enough on him. 

Last night, I feigned sleep.  Kane tossed and 

turned all night.  I felt him growl at his thoughts.  I knew 

then that my getting hurt caused his delicate mind to 

replay my fall repeatedly.  He got out of the bed several 

times to check for objects in the floor, or loose carpet 

that may become a tripping hazard. His needless worry 

was cute at first, but after the third time checking things 

he’d already checked before, I began to worry myself. 

Kane was losing his control over things, and I 

didn’t like what I saw. 

“I need,” he paused, catching my attention.  He 

rolled his shoulders, and I gasped.  My head shook 

violently, no words would come from my mouth.  I 

knew what he was saying, and in my heart I knew he 

knew it, but my mind wouldn’t put that picture in my 

head.  That was until he said the words, “I need…I want 

you to strike me.  Please Delilah.  Just once.  I need to 

focus.  My mind is going crazy.” 

“No…no…no, no, no,” I repeated over and over 

again, until he pulled me into his chest.  That little word 

kept pouring from my lips.  I couldn’t…wouldn’t strike 

him the way Sadie used to.  It’s violent, and I would 

never hurt him.  Never! 

“Please,” he begged.  Kane begged like a little 

child.  His voice took on a need like a parent begging for 

the life of their only child.  The tears rushed from my 
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eyes, and I tried to pull away from him, but Kane 

wouldn’t let me go. 

“No,” I sniffed.  “I can’t do that.  Kane, please, 

let’s find another way.”  I did my own begging for him 

to do something, anything, to get his head back on 

straight.  I just didn’t think taking a leather strap to his 

back was the answer. 

“There is no other way,” he sighed.  “The 

medicine makes me mellow.  I can’t function.  I can’t 

play when I’m on that stuff!”  Kane flinched his fists 

against the side of his head again and squeezed his eyes 

closed.   

“Is there anything else we can do,” I asked. 

“The only other thing that helped, in the past, 

was smoking weed.  It mellowed me out, but not as 

much as the medicine.  But I won’t do that.”  He leaned 

back on the couch and looked up at the ceiling, his knee 

started bouncing instantly. 

“Maybe we could see a doctor,” I suggested.  

“You know, find out some options.  There has to be 

something out there to help you.” 

“I don’t need help!” he yelled and stood up off 

the couch.  I gasped from the anger in his voice.  I’d 

never seen Kane so upset.  “What I need?  I need you to 

force me to my knees!  I need you to take control!  

Dammit, Delilah!  I need you to beat the shit out of me, 

so that my fucked up head will screw on straight!” 

Kane picked up a glass from the bar and tossed 

it at the wall as hard as he could, the glass shattered into 

a million little pieces on the floor. 

Tears leaked from my eyes, and I looked at the 

ring on my hand, wondering what I’d gotten myself into.  

When I raised my eyes, Kane was standing there with a 

frantic look on his face, his hands were out in front of 

him as if he was surrendering. 

“Oh my God, kitten,” he gasped, tears leaking 

from his eyes.  “I’m sorry.  I’m sorry.  I didn’t mean to 

scare you!  What have I done?” 
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I backed away, keeping him in my sight, just 

like I did with Dakota.  If I turned my back, he would 

pounce.  He would come after me.  If I could just lock 

myself in my room, I’d be okay. 

“I’m sorry,” Kane cried out and sunk to his 

knees when I closed the door to the bedroom, throwing 

the latch in the process. 

 

 
Kane 

 
Delilah falling. 

Me throwing glass against the wall. 

Her bloody body by a dumpster. 

Feeling the leather kissing my skin. 

Needing release from the images, the thoughts. 

Dakota taking Delilah against her will. 

The things she endured. 

The scars. 

The tears. 

 

The thoughts keep rolling through my head like 

a bad movie on replay.  Some of the thoughts were 

things I’d actually seen, others were images of things I 

knew had happened. 

“Delilah,” I whispered at the crack of the door.  

“Kitten, I love you and I’m sorry.  Open the door.”   

She didn’t speak, but I could hear the faint 

sounds of her crying.  She was trying to keep her voice 

low.  She’d regressed back to when that mother fucker 

Dakota used to abuse her.  

I was no better. 

“I’m going to call Ash and Mary,” I said, sliding 

down to lean on the door.  “Delilah, I know you can hear 

me.  I wasn’t mad at you.  I was mad at myself, and I 

didn’t mean to scare you.  I’ll be right here, by this door, 

until you are okay.  Please come to me.” 
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She didn’t answer, because I was not much 

better than Dakota.  At least I owned up to my mistakes.  

He never hurt her then apologized.   

I waited what seemed like hours, and Delilah 

finally quieted, but never came out.  She must’ve fallen 

asleep.  I searched for my phone and found it on a table 

by the door.  I had it to my ear in a second. 

“Hey man,” Ash said as a way of greeting.  

“What’s going on?” 

“I need you,” I paused, not sure how to tell him 

this.  “I need you and Mary to come to Las Vegas.  I’ve 

done something bad.” 

“What the hell are you talking about?” he asked, 

his voice full of concern.  “Wait?  Why are you in 

Vegas?” 

“We got married,” I admitted with a heavy sigh. 

“Well, congrats,” he started, then paused.  

“What did you do?” 

“I’m losing it,” I admitted.  

I replayed the entire morning to him and what 

I’d done.  Ash assured me that it wasn’t my fault, and 

that he was sure that Delilah would be okay, after I 

calmed down.  I sat by the door to the bedroom the 

entire time I had Ash on the phone.  I wanted her to hear 

what I was saying.  I didn’t want any secrets between us.  

“I never meant to scare her,” I told him for the 

fifth time. 

“Can you slide the phone under the door?  If you 

can, tell her I want to talk to her.”  Ash said something 

to Mary in the background and I heard another male 

voice, which I assumed was David, their bodyguard. 

“Kitten,” I said.  “Ash wants to talk to you.  I’m 

going to slide the phone under the door.  Please talk to 

him.” 

It took a minute, but I finally heard the sheets 

rustle and her voice cracked as she spoke, “O…okay.” 

I slid the phone under the door and listened to 

her side of the conversation.  Regret sounded in her 
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voice, and that just made the fucked up part of my brain 

get even more fucked up than it already was. 

The last thing I ever wanted to do was to scare 

her.  If she ever forgave me, I’d get help.  I couldn’t let 

this happen again. 

Ever. 

“Hello,” Delilah said into the phone. 

“I’m okay.” 

“No, I’m not hurt.” 

“You don’t have to come.” 

“No,” she sniffed.  “Don’t call Glory’s Place.  

I’m fine, Ash.  I just got a little scared.” 

“I know he would never hurt me, but his anger 

just brought back too many bad memories.  It’s like I 

regressed back to…to him.” 

I gritted my teeth, cursing myself for my 

stupidity.  She was comparing me to that asshole who’d 

tried to kill her.  I was no better than Dakota. 

“Okay.  I’ll be here.  I’m not going anywhere.  I 

want to help him, Ash, but I don’t know how.  He is 

asking things of me that I cannot bring myself to do.” 

“Okay.  I’ll see you in a few hours.” 

She sighed heavily, and I heard the lock click on 

the door. Delilah eased the door open so that I didn’t fall 

into the room.  I sat on the floor looking up into her tear 

soaked face.  Quickly, I climbed to my knees and sat 

back on my heels. 

“I’m so sorry,” I said, my voice cracked a little.  

“Please forgive me.” 

“I don’t like the anger,” she hesitated for a 

minute, as if she was weighing her words before she 

spoke.  “My counselor at Glory’s Place taught me that 

it’s okay to voice my disapproval.  I’m going to say 

something that I want you to hear.” 

“I’ll listen,” I begged.  “I’ll do anything.” 

“I understand that you are having problems with 

your concentration, Kane, but I cannot…I won’t stay 

around for the anger.  I’ve come too far to go back to 
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that life now.  I love you, and I know that you didn’t 

direct your anger at me, but it was still anger all the 

same.” 

“I’ll get help,” I admitted.  “I’ll go to a doctor, a 

counselor…anything, just please, don’t leave me.” 

“Oh, baby,” she said, sinking down to her knees 

in front of me, my heart rate kicked up at her being on 

her knees.  That was my place.  I should be on my knees 

in front of her.  “I love you and I’m not leaving.” 

“Thank you,” I said, standing up and pulling her 

carefully to her feet.  I scooped her up in my arms and 

took her to the couch.   

“I can walk,” she gasped. 

“No,” I shook my head.  “I don’t know where all 

of the glass went and I don’t want you getting cut.” 

“But your feet are bare, Kane.  You could cut 

yourself.” 

“I’d welcome the pain,” I admitted on a whisper. 

“What are we going to do with you,” she said, 

stroking my hair.  I laid my head in her lap and closed 

my eyes, letting the gentle petting lull me into a peaceful 

sleep.  I was tired, my mind finally shutting down.  I just 

wanted my head to be quiet. 

Just for a little while. 
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Chapter 15 
 

Delilah 
 

I didn’t move.  

Kane slept on my lap for almost two hours.  My 

hip was screaming from being in this position, but I 

wasn’t about to move and disturb him.  He looked like a 

little boy, his face peaceful for the first time in days.   

Absently, I continued to stroke his hair, even 

though he’d been asleep.  His breathing was deep and 

relaxed.  The last thing I wanted to do was to wake him.  

At least in sleep, he wouldn’t have so many wayward 

thoughts, his head would be quiet.  He’d told me once 

that he didn’t dream, that he hadn’t remembered having 

dreams since he was a small boy, until he met me.  He 

said that he would occasionally dream about me in his 

bed asleep and at ease, peaceful.  

A light knock sounded on the door, and Kane’s 

eyes fluttered open.  He looked around the room as if he 

wasn’t sure where he was, before looking up at me. 

“Ash is here, baby,” I whispered, still stroking 

his hair. 

“I’ll get it,” he said, standing up and scratching 

his chest.  

Mary came out of the foyer to the suite, 

determination in her eyes.  Kane was hugged quickly, 

and she whispered something into his ear.  Her beautiful 

blue eyes were filled with worry, and I smiled as best as 

I could so that she would know I was okay. 

“Hey,” I said, my eyes filled with tears.  “I’m 

okay, really.  You didn’t have to come.” 

“Yeah,” she sighed.  “We did.” 

I looked up and found Ash and Kane talking to a 

man I’d never met.  He was wearing dress pants and an 

expensive looking shirt.  His gray hair was perfectly 
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styled, a set of wire rimmed glasses sat low on his nose 

so that he could look over the top as he talked to Kane.   

“Who’s that,” I asked. 

“Dr. Michaels,” Mary smiled.  “He’s the band’s 

physician, and Ash asked him to come.” 

“Kane doesn’t want meds,” I reminded her. 

Kane gritted his teeth at something the doctor 

said, before shaking his head in denial.  Whatever the 

doctor was asking him made him feel uncomfortable, 

and my protective side wanted to go over there and 

intervene, but I didn’t.  Kane needed help, and it wasn’t 

this need to be hit.   

His desire of being struck and then having a 

sexual release was only a Band-Aid, and not the solution 

to his problem.  Maybe this doctor could help him, really 

help him.  

“Kitten,” Kane said, coming up to me, his arms 

open hesitantly.  I immediately went into his embrace, 

letting him kiss the top of my head.  If I didn’t let him 

hold me, then he’d lose it all over again.  As worried as I 

was about his anger, I still loved him, and I still needed 

his touch.  “The doc and I are going to go into the 

bedroom so he can check me over.  Stay with Ash and 

Mary.  I’ll be back soon.” 

“Okay,” I said, hugging him tighter.  “I love 

you, Kane.” 

“I love you too, Mrs. Maddox,” he smiled, but it 

didn’t reach his eyes.  It was his sad smile, and one I was 

beginning to dislike.  He didn’t fake smiles well at all.  

Kane wasn’t happy with himself and that made me want 

to cry.  He had too much light inside him to be down.  I 

just hoped that Doctor Michaels could do something to 

get his head straight. 

I watched as they closed the doors to the 

bedroom.  Kane’s head was slumped forward in shame 

at the outburst he’d had hours ago.  I turned toward the 

kitchen area, but was quickly stopped by Ash’s hand on 

my shoulder. 
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“There’s glass everywhere,” he said, pushing me 

toward the couch.  “Sit down with Mary and I’ll clean 

this up.” 

“I can get it,” I protested.   

“Couch,” Ash said, his voice demanding and 

final.   

Mary’s eyes sparkled when he gave the 

command, my cheeks flamed from the look on her face.  

I wasn’t going to say anything, but I think Mary liked it 

when Ash was all demanding. 

“Are you hurt,” she asked, pulling me from my 

assessment. 

“I’m fine,” I said, still giving my body a quick 

look, just to make sure I wasn’t cut somewhere that I 

hadn’t noticed.  “He didn’t throw the glass at me.  He 

turned and threw it at that wall.”  I pointed to where Ash 

could see the tiny sparkles of glass that had imbedded 

themselves into the sheetrock from the impact of the 

glass. 

“Let me just check you over,” she smiled.  “It’ll 

make me feel better.” 

“Okay,” I said, holding my hands out in front of 

me.  She worked quickly and checked my body, but 

found no cuts. She sucked in a breath at the bruise that 

had formed on my hip.  I assured her it was from the fall 

and nothing else.  Her thumb traced several scars I’d 

hidden underneath tattoos.  When I looked up into her 

eyes, they were wet with tears. 

“Oh, Delilah.  I’m so sorry this happened to 

you.”  She pulled me into her arms and held me tight.  

Mary had become a great friend of mine over the past 

months.  Without her, Liana, and Coraline, I don’t think 

I could’ve gotten through all of the healing I did while at 

Glory’s Place and after. 

“I’m much better now,” I admitted.  “It’s over.  

Those days are over, Mary.” 

“Yes they are,” she rasped, a lone tear fell from 

her eye, but she quickly wiped it away.   
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Ash rounded the corner, “Everything okay.” 

“I never can get anything past that man,” she 

chuckled, her voice still raspy.  Well, more than it 

already was.  “I’m fine, Ash.” 

“You sound rough,” he scowled.  “I don’t like it 

when you sound raspy.” 

“My voice is fine,” she laughed.  “I just got a 

little emotional.  It’s the pregnancy.” 

“Okay,” he nodded, still not sure of his wife’s 

voice. 

Mary had her own demons with her past.  Her 

foster father had choked her so badly that her voice was 

permanently altered from the damage he’d inflicted on 

her as a young woman.  Modern medicine and tons of 

voice therapy brought her back.  She’d even toured with 

the band on the album before this last one.  She said it 

was a dream come true, but now that they’d started a 

family, she’d continue as a photographer, not a singer.  

I’d heard their song, “My Kind of Whiskey” and could 

honestly say that she could’ve made one hell of a career 

with the singing.  She was just that good.  Mary Martin 

was loved by her fans and her husband.  There was no 

doubt about that.  The way Ash looked at Mary was the 

same way Kane looked at me. 

The door opened and the doctor stepped out.  He 

smiled at me, and I looked around him, but didn’t see 

Kane.  “Mrs. Maddox,” he began.  “It’s very nice to 

finally meet you.” 

“Nice to meet you,” I replied.  “How is he?” 

“He’s sleeping,” he frowned.  “I gave him a 

sedative to relax him.  He needs to be on some medicine 

for the anxiety, Delilah, but he doesn’t want to take it.” 

“He’s afraid it will interfere with his music,” I 

confessed. 

“I want you to at least fill the prescription,” he 

said, handing me the tiny little piece of paper with his 

scribble across the middle.  The doctor’s name was 

embossed across the top.  “Keep it on hand at all times. 
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This medicine will help with sudden anxiety.  It will 

make him sleepy, but at least it’s something.  He doesn’t 

want to stay on anything he has to take daily.  Please 

urge him to take these when he’s not at his best, so to 

say.” 

“I’ll make sure he takes it,” I said, shaking the 

doctor’s hand.  “Thank you for coming here.” 

“I wouldn’t be anywhere else,” he laughed.  

“I’ve been with these boys for a long time.  I’ve known 

Ash for many years, and all of them are like family to 

me.  I’m honored that I was able to bring Ms. Ivy into 

the world.  Maybe I can do the same for you and Kane 

someday.”  He raised a questioning brow and I laughed, 

shaking my head at the good doctor. 

“No,” I replied.  “Not anytime soon.  We are 

going to wait.” 

The doctor told us that he’d be staying in the 

hotel, but he was taking the night off and to only call if 

he was needed.  He had the sudden desire to hit the 

Blackjack tables down in the casino.  Mary and Ash left 

us to go to their room just down the hall.  The three of 

them would be leaving on the private jet tomorrow night 

and asked if we wanted to come back to Los Angeles 

with them.  After a few minutes of thought, I agreed to 

get Kane on that plane and take him home.   

Our honeymoon didn’t turn out as well as we’d 

hoped for, and I’m sure that Kane would insist on 

making it up to me somehow.  All I wanted to do was to 

go home, and help Kane make sense of what was going 

on in his head.   

We had to get him better. 

 

 

Kane 
 

I cursed when I tried to open my eyes, but they 

fell back in place, making the room dark.  My head felt a 

little foggy, but at least the random worries and thoughts 
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weren’t playing on constant loop in my head.  I tried to 

pry one eye open, and frowned when I noticed the world 

was dark outside the window to the bedroom.  I reached 

blindly for Delilah and she wasn’t there. 

“Delilah,” I gasped and sat straight up in the 

bed.  I had to blink a few times to push away the sleepy 

feeling and make my eyes cooperate with my head.  That 

medicine the doctor gave me put me out for three hours, 

and I was worried where my wife was. 

My wife. 

I smiled like a fool when I thought of those 

words.  I also smiled like a fool when I would say her 

new name in my head. 

Delilah Maddox. 

Delilah Maddox. 

Delilah Maddox. 

I shook my head to stop the repetitive happiness 

going on in my brain.  I hadn’t been awake five minutes 

and my thoughts were creeping back up on me.  I 

couldn’t let her see me like this, after I was supposed to 

be set straight by the sedative.  Well, I guess the 

medicine wasn’t to correct my fucked up brain, just to 

calm it from exploding with all the shit packed up there. 

I found her asleep on the couch in the living area 

of the suite, the television was turned down to a whisper.  

I stood there watching her sleep for the longest time, the 

flicker from the TV the only light in the room.  She wore 

my beat up Glory Days shirt, the one I was married in, 

and nothing else.   

The curve of her luscious hips called to me as 

they peeked out below the hem of the shirt.  I traced that 

hem several times with my eyes before I walked over 

and scooped her up into my arms and took her to bed.  It 

took a lot of willpower, but I didn’t wake her up with my 

cock between her legs.  I just wanted to hold her 

close…forever.  I didn’t want to let her go.   

She was mine. 
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The private jet was used only for business, or 

emergencies.  I’m guessing Ash thought my situation 

was an emergency, because we were flying back to Los 

Angeles on the Glory Days jet.  I sat by the window and 

watched the clouds below, trying to sort out the shit in 

my head.  I didn’t feel my usually goofy self as we flew 

home.   

Delilah slept curled up on the couch, her head 

rested on my lap.  I stroked her hair, as she’d done mine 

the day before.  She must’ve been dreaming, because 

every so often her body would jerk as if she was startled 

by whatever she was seeing in her sleep.  I frowned at 

her when she jerked again, her brow furrowed.  When 

she sucked in a sudden breath and came completely 

awake, I pulled her to my chest and stroked her back. 

“It’s okay, kitten,” I whispered.  “Just a dream.” 

“Yeah,” she blinked.  “Okay.”  I pulled her back 

down on my lap and didn’t ask what the dream was 

about, because I knew.  She was replaying my outburst 

in her dreams.   

Guilt assaulted my mind, and I then replayed 

what I’d done in my head.  Gritting my teeth, my leg 

started to bounce.  I yelled at her…begged her to force 

me to my knees…to give me the release I needed.   

Just once. 

Just once, I needed to feel the sting. 

“Kane!” 

Just once, I wanted to let go.   

“Kane!” 

Just once, I begged for someone to take the 

control away. 

“KANE!” Delilah screamed at me, bringing me 

back from my thoughts.  It was happening again.  This 

was becoming too much.  Something had to be done. 

“I’m sorry,” I said, pulling her close and burying 

my face in her hair.  “I’m…sorry.” 

And I really and truly was…sorry. 
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Chapter 16 
 

Delilah 
 

My Kane.  My sweet, lovable Kane was hurting 

so bad for the one thing he swore would make him 

better.  I couldn’t do it.   

“Here, baby,” I said, holding a pill up to his lips.  

“Take this and by the time we get home, everything 

should be okay.” 

“I don’t want to be sedated,” he growled.  “I’m 

fine.” 

“No,” I shook my head.  “You’re not.”   

I guess the pleading look on my face was 

enough to get him to take the meds, because he finally 

sighed and opened his mouth.  I dropped the tiny pill 

onto his tongue and handed him the water bottle. 

Eric drove us to the house.  The ride from the 

airport took about half an hour.  By the time we arrived, 

Kane was droopy eyed and almost asleep.  Eric helped 

Kane into the house and straight to bed.  While I 

undressed my husband, making him comfortable, Eric 

retrieved our bags from the SUV.   

“Where do you want these,” he asked quietly as 

I closed the bedroom door. 

“By the laundry room is fine,” I said, pointing 

toward the kitchen. 

“Are you going to be alright here,” he said with 

a raised brow. 

“We will be fine,” I admitted.  Kane was out for 

the night, and I needed some quiet time to process what 

all was going on with him.  I had to find something to 

occupy his mind, other than what he thought would give 

him focus. 

Eric left after asking me again if I needed him to 

stay overnight.  I shooed him out of the house with a 



307 

 

fake smile plastered on my face.  The man wasn’t fooled 

and looked past my poker face with a twist to his lips 

that told me he didn’t believe me.   

“I’m not far away,” he said as he slid into the 

driver’s seat of the SUV and backed out of the garage. 

Grabbing the remote, I flipped through the 

hundreds of channels Kane had on his television, finding 

nothing to hold my interest.  My mind was a mess.  I 

could only imagine what Kane went through daily with 

his scattered thoughts.   

I kept replaying the past few weeks over and 

over in my head.  How everyday he was getting worse; 

little by little, until he finally snapped the day after our 

wedding.  He begged me to strike him.  Something I 

couldn’t bring myself to do. 

For years I’d been the punching bag to Dakota.  

In the bedroom, he would beat me until I laid still so he 

could take liberties with my body.  If I cried, he’d strike 

me harder, prolonging my torture.  Even when I would 

sit still, watching TV, if he felt the need to strike out, I 

was his release.  He’d drag me by my hair and slam me 

into walls when he was drunk.  Every day I lived as if I 

was the underdog in a championship fight.  Always the 

smaller, weaker one.  So, if I said I couldn’t strike Kane, 

then that was my reason why. 

The other part of my brain replayed his need in 

my head.  The way he begged and pleaded for release.  

He just wanted his thoughts to be straight, for once. 

I chewed on my lip, wondering what we could 

do to break him of his need to be struck.  How did his 

need to feel the whip on his back and the sexual release 

fit into his twisted form of therapy?  I had no answer for 

that. 

My mind kept tossing over an idea that I refused 

to accept, but eventually knew it was the only way.  

Kane’s way.  I had to do it.  I couldn’t let him continue 

to be sedated or in the constant state of confusion. 



308 

 

Before I could change my mind, I slipped into 

the bedroom, grabbing his phone.  I sat on the couch for 

several minutes staring at the screen.  I finally closed my 

eyes and hit the send button, waiting on the call to 

connect. 

When I heard her voice over the phone, I said 

the words I so hated to admit, “Sadie, this is Delilah.  I 

need your help.” 

 

Kane 
 

I stood in the shower, just letting the scalding 

hot spray drench my body.  My head was down, the 

water poured over my tired muscles.  Delilah had been 

quiet most of the evening.  She slept in until after noon.  

I spent most of the morning down in the gym beating the 

hell out of the bag, hoping it would help.  I tried to write 

new music, that didn’t help either. 

I didn’t want to be sedated again, so I tried my 

hardest to be normal for once.  Delilah was cautious 

around me, and I hated it.  I hated that my mind 

wandered, that my thoughts were fucked up.  I hated that 

I was fucked up. 

The water ran cold, and I turned off the spray, 

grabbing a clean towel off the rack outside the shower.  I 

rubbed my hair until it was somewhat dry, not bothering 

with a brush, and wrapped the towel around my waist. 

I turned the corner and gasped when I looked up, 

not into the eyes of my beautiful wife, but of my ex sex 

partner, Sadie.  She stood there in her leather corset and 

pants, stroking her fingers through a red, braided 

flogger.  I knew that flogger well.  It had nine individual 

braded leather tails that kissed my skin exactly as I liked 

it.  I immediately started shaking my head. 

“What…what are you doing here,” I demanded.  

“Get out!” 

“On your knees,” she demanded in that sultry 

tone that used to have me crying with joy, but now it 
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made my balls want to suck back into my body.  I felt 

dirty looking at Sadie.  I loved Delilah. 

“No,” I growled.  “Where’s my wife?  Where’s 

Delilah?”  I backed up, my back hitting the wall next to 

my bed…our bed. 

“I’m right here Kane,” Delilah said from the 

doorway, behind the red haired vixen.  “I asked her to 

come.” 

“No,” I stared at her wide eyed.  I had to be 

dreaming.  This was a bad dream.  My Delilah wouldn’t 

let this woman touch me. 

“She’s only here to give you what I can’t,” 

Delilah said, her eyes pleading with me. 

“I won’t touch her,” I cursed.  “I refuse to have 

sex with her.  Why are you doing this?” 

“Kane,” Sadie said with her air of authority.  

“On your knees and then you will know the rules to 

this.” 

“Kane,” Delilah pleaded.  “Just do as she says, 

baby.  Please.” 

“On.  Your.  Knees,” Sadie growled, slapping 

her palm with the leather.  My back tingled from the 

sound, remembering what it did to my flesh…my mind. 

Reluctantly, I walked to the end of the bed, 

keeping the towel around my hips as a barrier to Sadie’s 

eyes.  Yes, she’d seen me without my clothes on many 

times before, but I was Delilah’s now.  I was Delilah’s, 

not Sadie’s.  Dropping to my knees, I sat back on my 

heels and lowered my head. 

“Your wife asked me to come,” Sadie began.  

“She says you have gotten out of control, and she refuses 

to strike you.  We talked Kane.  I understand her past 

and why she cannot do this.  I am not going to please 

you.  That is for your wife.” 

“Yes ma’am,” I replied, just as she wanted me to 

do in the past. 

“Delilah,” Sadie addressed my wife.  “I want 

you on your knees in front of Kane, so that he may look 
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upon you and see that you are to be his outlet once his 

punishment is over.  He will become aroused by what I 

am doing, but not by who I am.  You are the one he 

loves, and will find his release upon at the end.  When I 

am done, I will leave a bottle of lotion on the dresser for 

you to tend to his back.  I will leave your home as I 

found it and not return unless called upon.  Do you have 

any questions?” 

“What do I do?” Delilah asked, her voice shaky 

from her uncertainty of what was about to happen. 

“You love him, sweet Delilah.  Let him love 

you.  Hold him when he is done.  Hold on for the ride, 

girl.  You’ve never seen Kane like this, but you have to 

let him find his release.  I promise you that you will 

thank me in the end.” 

“Okay,” Delilah whispered.  “Okay.” 

“Look upon your wife,” Sadie began.  I raised 

my eyes and stared into the beauty that was Delilah 

Maddox, my wife. 

The first lash caused me to stiffen.  It’d been so 

long since I felt the leather, that I was unprepared for the 

first bite.  Delilah’s eyes widened only for a moment, 

because when the second lash kissed my back, I moaned 

from the pleasure from it. 

My mind clicked, it opened slightly.  The clouds 

started to part.  I heard the music that had been locked up 

in my head start to play.  New sounds I’d never played 

before rang out.  I smiled as the third lash hit low, the 

sting welcomed. 

“Open your mind, Kane,” Sadie demanded.  

“How many lashes do you need?” 

“Six,” I said, quickly.  “Six more.” 

On the fourth, I smiled at my wife.  She looked 

horrified, but she needed to see me when I was straight.  

When I was me.   

“Reassure your wife that you are hers and only 

hers Kane,” Sadie demanded. 
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“I love you,” I began.  Sadie paused in the 

punishment.  “Ever since the day I found you standing 

by the rig behind the warehouse, I have been in love 

with you.  It just took me some time to realize it myself.  

My heart opened up the day I was blinded by you, your 

beauty.  Delilah, you complete me.” 

“Oh, Kane,” she said, her eyes filling with tears. 

“Again,” I asked.  Sadie struck me, harder this 

time.  My head shot up, my mind was in control.  The 

clouds were completely gone.  I sighed heavily, a smile 

lit up my face. 

The next lash was no longer about myself.  It 

was for the woman in front of me.  I growled low in my 

throat and pulled Delilah closer.  Sadie hit me again, and 

I crushed my mouth down on my wife, demanding that 

she open for me, my tongue forcing entrance.  The hot 

press of her lips to mine had me melting at what she was 

allowing to happen here in our bedroom.  Being 

punished, in front of my wife, did things to my body.  

The need to release my pent up sexual desires pulsed 

through my veins.  My muscles clenched as my hands 

roamed Delilah’s body.  The feel of her soft flesh under 

my calloused hands caused bumps to raise on my skin. 

I felt primal.  My cock flared to life, straining 

hard against the towel.  As bad as I wanted to remove it 

and demanded Delilah place her lips around my cock, I 

knew Sadie was there, and I didn’t want her to look at 

me bare. 

“Two more and I am done,” Sadie said, more for 

Delilah than to me.  “Kane, cherish your wife.  Love her 

every day and thank her for allowing me into your home.  

I have seen how much this woman loves you.  Not many 

women would allow me into their bedroom to strike 

their husband while they watch, let alone a woman who 

fears violence as she does.  Never strike out against her.  

Love her, forever.” 

“Always,” I panted, needing this to end.  I 

needed Delilah.  “Forever.” 
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The eighth strike was across my shoulders.  The 

ninth was the final one, just below my shoulder blades.  

One for each tail on the whip.  I always chose the 

number nine. 

Sadie slipped from the bedroom.  It wasn’t until 

I heard the front door close that I let my beast out.  “Did 

she tell you what to expect from me?” 

“That you’d rock my world,” Delilah smiled.  It 

was faked, but at least she understood. 

I ripped the towel from my hips, the clothes 

from her body were next.  I heard the fabric tear as I 

pulled her yoga pants with my fists, the tank top was 

nothing but mangled material at her waist. 

My cock was so hard that I was afraid I’d hurt 

Delilah when I entered her.  I was surprised to find her 

wet and hot when I touched her sex.  I didn’t comment 

on it, because I wasn’t sure why she was so turned on.  

We were still kneeling at the foot of the bed.  I picked 

her up and tossed her on the bed.  I stalked her like a 

beast and she took me like a mate. 

I slammed into her on the first thrust, 

swallowing up her curse from my intrusion with a kiss.  

Her lips were hard against mine.  She let me pound my 

hard flesh into the sweetness of her body, never 

complaining once.  She was careful of the marks on my 

back.  She kept her hands on my ass, pulling me deeper 

as I lost myself in her heat. 

My mind was my own, and I smiled into the 

darkness.  My back stung from the punishment, but it 

was welcomed.  I could finally be myself again. 

“My head is straight,” I whispered.  “Thank you, 

my love.” 

She didn’t respond and allowed me to take her 

over and over again.  She came three times that night, 

telling me she loved me over and over again.  I was 

rough with her, taking her until I was sure she wouldn’t 

want me inside her for at least a month, but every time I 

came at her over the next few hours, my wife, my love, 
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let me inside her body.  She let me find the release I so 

desperately needed.  She’d given me a gift that I’d never 

thought she’d be able to give. 

She gave me her trust.   

She’d given me back my thoughts. 

 

Delilah 
 

Kane finally stilled well into the morning hours.  

He’d collapsed on my chest, immediately falling asleep.  

Sadie had told me what to expect.  So, I reached blindly 

for the cream she’d left on the table, squeezing some into 

my palm.  I rubbed it around so that it wouldn’t be too 

cold on his skin. 

His breathing had evened out and I could feel his 

hot breath on my breast as he slept nestled between 

them.  I rubbed the lotion on his back, still in shock at 

what I’d seen, not sure if I liked what was done.  Kane 

was better, so much better than before. 

When I tried to close my eyes, I saw her hitting 

him over and over with the flogger, and I cringed from 

the sound.  Then I would see Dakota hitting me, and 

hearing that sound as well.  Although the sounds were 

different, the result was still the same.  Violence and 

pain. 

Kane’s brain may be straight, but I was quickly 

loosing mine.  My thoughts were waging war against 

what I saw and what I knew.  I knew that Kane needed 

that release, but what I saw was violent, even for sexual 

play.   

My heart clinched in my chest.  Kane’s back 

was whelped, the tattoos were raised in the places she’d 

struck him.  I’d let another woman into our bedroom.  

One that had been his release at one point and time. 

A lone tear trailed out of the corner of my eye, 

soaking into the pillow beneath my head.  I had no will 

to even wipe it away.  I had to find a way to break Kane 
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from this need.  I had to show him that he didn’t need 

violence to set him straight. 

How the hell was I going to do that? 

I had no idea. 

 

Until next time… 
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Chapter 1 
 

Delilah 
 

“Delilah,” Kane yelled from the stairs leading to 

the basement.  “Come here!  You have to hear this!” 

“I’m coming,” I said, for the fifth time today.  

Kane had been in that basement writing songs all day.  

Every time he came up with something he liked, I was 

expected to come down there and hear what he’d done 

with his part on the drums. 

I’d already taken my daily limit of Tylenol. 

When I reached the top of the stairs, I found him 

standing at the bottom with a big goofy grin on his 

handsome face, his hair was a matted, sweaty mess.  I 

shook my head and descended the stairs, avoiding his 

roaming hands in the process.  We’d already made love 

on the floor, the bar, and on the bottom steps today, and 

it was only noon!  Whenever Kane got excited about his 

work, he also became horny.  Very, very horny. 

“Alright baby,” I smiled.  “Show me what you 

got!”   

My enthusiasm was true, because Kane was, well 

Kane.  In the weeks that followed Sadie’s visit, Kane 

was back to his normal self.  Well, as normal as Kane 

Maddox could be when he was focused.  It still bothered 

me that he needed that much violence to set his mind 

straight.  There had to be a way to make Kane focus 

without the leather strap across his back.  What that 

was?  I had no idea.  For the moment, I would leave it 

alone, but I’d be watching him to make sure he stayed in 

the mood he was currently in. 

The album was starting to come together, even 

though it was behind schedule.  The guys were working 

together most nights, either here or at Ash’s place.  

Tonight we would be hosting the band as they sat down 

to add music to the existing lyrics they’d written.  Some 

songs had been changed entirely during these little 
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sessions, and I honestly thought they were better than the 

original ideas. 

I took my seat and listened to what he’d come up 

with, showing interest in every second of his 

performance.  I smiled when he finished, “I like that 

one!” 

“Come here,” he said with the wave of his sticks.  

The sticks he had me sign my name to, were hanging 

above his head and formed an X on the wall.  My blush 

caused him to smile wickedly.  

When he went to reach for them, I laughed, “Oh 

no!  Mr. Maddox, you have company arriving any 

minute!” 

“Yeah, but…,” he paused when we heard voices 

carrying down the stairs.  Everyone had arrived exactly 

when they said they would.  Kane pouted and said, “We 

will continue this later.” 

  Ash, Reed, and Gabe filed down the stairs, each 

with their own instruments in hand.  Ash and Reed 

stopped to give me a one armed hug, Gabe set his case 

down completely and wrapped both arms around my 

neck. 

“How is he,” he whispered into my ear.  Gabe 

knew about Sadie’s visit.  He was the only one who did, 

because I had confided in him recently.  I’m not sure if 

Kane had mentioned it to Ash or not, but knowing Kane, 

I’m sure the subject was brought up the last time he and 

Ash were alone. 

“Like night and day,” I admitted on a whisper. 

“Good,” he smiled, poking me in the ribs.  

“That’s good, D.” 

Gabe looked happy today, just as he’d been the 

past few days.  I took it upon myself to ask the question 

that the other guys were too scared to approach. 

“Who is she,” I whispered, where no one else 

could hear me. 
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He blushed deep red, all the way to the roots of 

his hair, “She’ll come around.  I hope.  Just…just give 

me some time, okay?”  

“Yeah, well, I want to meet her before Liana 

does.  Maybe it will lessen the baby-sister-protective-

explosion that is sure to occur.”   

Gabe shook his head and walked over to where 

the guys were setting up.  Kane talked loudly about a 

song he’d come up with, his enthusiasm was back, and I 

smiled again to myself. 

A baby’s cry from the hallway had me pivoting 

around, Liana was walking into the room holding her 

handsome son, Hunter.  The little guy had turned a 

month old the day before, and Liana was still 

complaining about when he’d sleep through the night.  

“Give me that handsome man,” I giggled. 

“He’s all yours,” she sighed, happily.  

I reached for the little bundle and held him 

carefully in my arms.  He looked like his father, but had 

the most amazing blue eyes, just like his mother and 

uncle.  I kissed his head and let the big guy tug on my 

hair for a minute before inhaling his yummy baby smell.   

“Lila,” another voice called from the hallway.  

“Lila!”  I peeked out of the room and saw Ivy, Ash and 

Mary’s toddler, coming toward me with her arms raised.  

The little girl was beautiful, just like her mother.  Her 

hair curled naturally, the blonde was so light that in the 

sun it almost looked white.  She hugged my leg before 

she heard Kane tap out something on his drums.  I was 

all but forgotten.  Ivy left the room screaming, “Unka-

Kane!” 

“How are you,” Mary asked, pulling me toward 

the media room.  We sat down in the dimly lit room, and 

I breathed a sigh of relief when the pressure on my hip 

eased a bit.  Mary noticed my discomfort, but I waved 

off her concern. 

I’d never tell Kane that I was hurting.  Since the 

fall I’d taken in Las Vegas, after our wedding, my 
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discomfort caused a tremendous amount of guilt to 

assault him.  I didn’t want him to worry about me 

unnecessarily. 

Kane had three rows of connected recliners that 

made a quarter circle, so that it gave a movie theater feel 

to the room.  The floor of the room was sloped up so that 

every seat would have an unobstructed view.  Each chair 

had two cup holders.  The custom built furniture would 

even convert to a sofa by lifting the armrest, so that you 

could snuggle with your husband when necessary. 

“I’m great,” I smiled.  “I’m really great, Mary.”  I 

stroked Hunter’s brow with my thumb, causing the baby 

to yawn.  His pouty lips stuck out when he finally fell 

into his sleep.  I kissed his forehead and smiled at him.   

“I was thinking about a shopping trip to pick out 

a few things for the new baby,” she admitted on a 

whisper so she wouldn’t disturb the baby in my arms.  

“Ash is freaking out, but I need to get out of the house.” 

“Wonder if Liana will go?” I asked, hoping that 

she would.  It wasn’t every day that the three of us had a 

chance to get out alone, without the guys and the 

children. 

“Will go where,” Liana asked from the door, 

obviously hearing my question. 

She sat down beside us, and we talked about a 

shopping trip.  We laughed together as we griped about 

our menfolk and how they’d probably bust a vein in their 

foreheads if we all were gone at the same time.  It wasn’t 

that they didn’t want us going out.  It was the fact that 

they worried, a lot! 

“They’ll worry,” Liana laughed. 

“They’ll whine,” Mary rolled her eyes. 

“They’ll get over it,” I said, leaning in to bump 

shoulders with Liana.  We had to bite our tongues to 

keep from laughing so loud it woke Hunter, or brought 

attention to our devious plan.  I’m sure the three of us 

would be able to sweet talk our husbands into letting us 

out of their sight for one whole day. 
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Geez, listen to me.  I’m talking like I’ve been 

married for years, let alone months!  I just felt right here 

with him.  This was my new life, and even though I had 

days that I ached from my injuries, I was still gloriously 

happy with the future with Kane.  I had made some 

wonderful friends, and they were even more than 

that…they were family. 

Mary eventually got Ivy out of the room so that 

the guys could work.  The little girl crawled up into our 

bed after I turned on a cartoon channel for her.  She was 

asleep in fifteen minutes.  We stayed in the living room 

where Hunter could sleep in his mother’s arms while the 

guys did their magic in the basement.   

He woke up shortly after for a feeding.  Watching 

Liana nurse him, it caused an emptiness in my womb 

that I’d never noticed before.   

“So,” Liana grinned.  “Have the two of you 

talked about children?” 

“Oh,” I blushed.  “Only a little.  I think we are 

going to wait.”  I didn’t expect that question, but 

understood their curiosity.  I loved children, but wasn’t 

quite ready to cook a little replica of myself and Kane 

for nine months.  At least that’s what I kept telling 

myself!  I’d just found my new life, and I wanted to live 

it to the fullest before becoming a family plus one. 

I wanted to model more, and I wanted to travel to 

Europe with Kane.  I’d only been overseas once before, 

and I didn’t get to see many sites while there.  The 

thought of Kane and I spending time in Paris, or some 

other amazing location, sent shivers of pure bliss up my 

spine.   

“No hurry,” Liana laughed.  “You two have 

plenty of time.” 

“Yeah, we do,” I smiled.  She was right, we did 

have time. 
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Kane 
 

Things were better.  I was back to normal, or as 

normal as I could be.  The anxiety was gone, the random 

thoughts nothing but a fleeting memory.  Delilah had 

done the unthinkable.  She’d given me what I’d needed.  

At first, when Sadie had shown up at my home, I was 

confused.  I didn’t understand why that woman had 

come barging into my house, after I’d told her to stay 

away.   

Delilah had contacted Sadie, and brought her to 

me.  It was one of the most confusing nights of my life, 

but also the most wonderful.  My wife had sacrificed her 

fears and aversions to violence to give me the gift of 

allowing me to have one night to be submissive.  The 

fact that she’d trusted Sadie to do the dominance thing 

was mind blowing.  How she sat there and watched me 

being beaten, without running away, was beyond me.  

She wasn’t totally okay with what happened, I knew that 

for sure. 

I knew that my wife cried that night as I slept.  I 

wasn’t so far gone that I didn’t notice the sadness in the 

way she cared for me.  The slow methodical way she 

applied the lotion to my back, to soothe me, was done 

with love.  Would she do it again?  Bring Sadie in to 

give me what I needed?  Was Sadie going to be on speed 

dial for when I got bad again? 

“Fuck,” I growled, gaining me three pairs of 

raised eyebrows from my bandmates.  I just shook my 

head and started playing.  Ash and Gabe knew what 

happened that night.  Ash figured it out, and I talked to 

Gabe because he noticed I was completely different 

practically overnight.  Reed more than likely knew 

something was up, because I was so different, more 

focused, but he kept his opinions to himself.  Something 

I was a little grateful for.  These guys are my brothers, 

and they love me despite my flaws, but sometimes I’d 

rather not share everything with them. 
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Reed passed around his notebook of lyrics, letting 

us take a look at what he’d come up with.  Writing came 

easier for the guys than it did me.  I had written songs 

before, but not very many.  I could look at the words and 

make the music appear out of thin air, but I mostly left 

the lyric writing to them.  I think that was one of the 

reasons why we worked so well together over the years. 

“Is Liana okay with this,” Gabe growled at a 

particular song he was looking at.  I’d already seen it.  

Reed had written a song about how cutting was wrong 

and that although it felt right at the time, in the end 

you’d suffer from the new scars of what you’d done.  

“She knows,” Reed cleared his throat.  Ash and I 

didn’t miss the protective glare those two gave each 

other.  When it came to Liana, Reed and Gabe were both 

protective of her to the maximum, and I didn’t blame 

them one bit.  “She helped me write it.  Liana actually 

said that we should name the song Scars, and leave it at 

that.  The title alone will get attention.”   

“I agree,” I admitted.   

Liana had cut herself after her attack.  It was 

Reed who discovered it and got her help.  She’d come a 

very long way since that time, and we’ve supported her 

every step of the way.  Opening the shelter, Glory’s 

Place, was a great idea.  It held a special place in my life 

as well. 

Delilah had stayed there for about three months 

while she was healing from the attack that almost killed 

her.  She still had problems with her hip that was 

fractured by that asshole’s boot kicking her repeatedly.  

Just like today.   

She tried to hide the soreness she was feeling, but 

I saw it.  I knew that she was hurting.  I could tell by the 

way she walked.  The slight limp was a dead giveaway 

for me.  I knew her body better than she knew it herself.  

To anyone else, she’d look as if she was fine.  I still 

would kill Dakota, if I ever got my hands on him, prison 

be dammed. 
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I had to shake myself back to the present, or I’d 

be an anxious mess in seconds.  It was no use dwelling 

on him, because the bastard was going to be put away 

for a very long time.  Dakota Hyde wasn’t going to be a 

problem anymore.  His trail was coming in the next few 

months and he’d be out of our lives forever. 

I held my hand out for the notebook, so I could 

look over the lyrics again.  When the music played in my 

head, I grabbed my sticks and beat out what I was 

hearing, letting the guys listen to what I wanted to say 

with music.   

Mary stuck her head in the room a few hours 

later, her hand rested on the baby bump, which was now 

more like a soccer ball (but I’d never say that to her 

face) on her belly, “What do y’all want for dinner?”  I 

loved her southern accent.   

“Chinese!” We all yelled.  On Mary’s cringe, we 

laughed and went back to work.  The poor girl was 

probably tired of eating it, but it was something that we 

all loved.   

“Let’s break,” Ash announced after he watched 

his wife walk up the stairs.  I used to cringe at the way 

he looked at his Mary, but now I totally understand the 

allure of having that one woman who tied you up into 

knots.  Delilah did that for me.  Every night, when I 

climbed into bed and into her arms, I felt that sense of 

being complete.  It was the best feeling in the universe! 

“Sounds good to me,” Reed said, stretching to his 

giant height.   

I didn’t say anything to the guys as I left the room 

in the basement and made my way upstairs.  Reed and 

Gabe were joking around, teasing Ash that he was 

probably going to have another girl.  Ash disagreed and 

said he thought this one was going to be a boy.   

I knew there was something wrong the moment I 

turned into the kitchen.  The girls were gathered around 

Delilah, who was sitting still as stone, her face was 

bleached white. 
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“What’s wrong,” I demanded as I knelt down 

beside her. 

“My father,” she whispered. 

“What about him,” I growled.  I’d never met the 

man, and I already knew I didn’t like him.  Billy Ford 

was the worst sort of parent, abandoning his wife and 

child, leaving them to fend for themselves.  He only 

contacted Delilah when he needed something.  Most of 

the time he was drunk, or damn near on his way. 

“He’s in the hospital,” she said, her face still set 

in shock.  “They called and said that…that he’s here, in 

Los Angeles.” 

“What,” I asked, confused. 

“I really don’t know, Kane,” she shook her head 

and straightened her back.  “All I know is that he was 

admitted to the hospital earlier today, and now, he’s in 

intensive care.  The nurse said that he’s not going to 

make it, that his stomach is bleeding.” 

“What do you want to do, kitten,” I asked, 

turning her so that I could look into her eyes.  I was on 

my knees in front of the chair she was sitting in.  I 

scooted between her legs and took her face with my 

hands.  “Whatever it is you need to do, I’ll do it.” 

“I need to see him,” she paused, a light sheen of 

tears welled up in her eyes.  “He’s my father.” 

“I know,” I replied. 

“Ms. Delilah,” Sergi said from somewhere 

behind me.  “The car is ready when you are.” 

“Thank you, Sergi,” she smiled. 

Sergi and I had made peace a few days prior, and 

he was now back on staff full time.  I’d admit that I did 

step out of line when I fired him, but the fact that Delilah 

had been hurt caused an anger inside me that I didn’t 

like.  

“I need to change,” she whispered, almost 

robotically.   

I took her hand and pulled her into the bedroom, 

helping her out of the yoga pants she wore around the 
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house and the matching black tank top.  The shower was 

quick and needed.  I was covered in about four hours of 

sweat and didn’t want to go to the hospital looking like I 

just stepped off stage. 

  After we dressed, I held her hand on the ride 

over to the hospital.  My wife was quiet, her thoughts 

were a million miles away as she stared out of the 

window all the way there.  I had no idea what to expect 

when we reached the hospital.  Delilah would need my 

strength over the next few days.  Good thing I was 

finally in a state of mind that I could help her.  I’m just 

glad we didn’t get this news a few weeks ago, because I 

didn’t know if I could’ve been the man she needed. 
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Chapter 2 
 

Delilah 
 

“Mrs. Maddox,” the doctor began.  “Your father 

collapsed at the bus station right after he arrived in Los 

Angeles.  The years of heavy drinking have caused his 

liver to become cirrhotic.  The veins in the lining of his 

stomach have ruptured, and he is bleeding internally.  

There is nothing we can do but keep him comfortable for 

however long he will be with us.” 

I sat heavily on the chair behind me, not even 

looking to see if I was going to land in it properly.  We 

were in a private room with the doctor who was treating 

my father.  The older female doctor pulled a seat up and 

waited for me to say something. 

“Has he known that he’s going to die,” I finally 

asked. 

“There is no way that he didn’t know something 

was wrong with his health. You’re father has had this 

problem for at least a few months, or more, to be at the 

stage he is at now.” 

“Okay,” I said, taking a deep breath.  “May I see 

him now?” 

“Yes,” the doctor said, standing up and walking 

toward the door.  “He wakes up periodically, and when 

he does he is coherent enough to hold a conversation.  

I’d advise you to speak to him when he wakes up.  Say 

what you need to say to him.” 

“When…how much time does he have,” I asked, 

almost too scared to hear the answer. 

“Hours,” she sighed.  “Maybe a day or two.  You 

never really can pinpoint when someone will pass.” 

“I understand,” I choked.  He was my pops, and a 

bad one at that, but he was still my father.  The only 

living relative I had left was about to die.  As much as I 

hated him at times, the thought of losing another parent 
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hurt.  The tears were real, because I loved my father, 

even if he was a complete deadbeat. 

Kane tucked me into his side as we followed the 

doctor down the hall.  When we passed the nurses 

station, the two nurses there gave me looks of sadness.  I 

felt like I was going to my own funeral, and the words 

started tumbling over in my head. 

Alcoholic 

Here in Los Angeles 

Bleeding 

Pops 

Cirrhotic  

Death 

Gone 

Daddy 

Why? 

I felt my hands tremor.  The breath in my lungs 

came out in short spurts.  I knew a panic attack was 

coming, and I reached for my purse.  The pills that I 

hadn’t needed in over six months were at the bottom.  

Kane released me, but was quickly in my line of sight.  

His mouth was moving, but I couldn’t understand what 

he was saying.  His face was a mask of horror, worry. 

My eyes were open wide, as I looked from Kane, 

to the doctor who was saying something over her 

shoulder, to the doors of the rooms where people lay in 

beds, sick…and dying.  My mother was dead.  She was 

in pain when she took her last breath.  She just died. 

I’d been there, too.  Almost killed by Dakota.  

His boots kicking me.  His hands around my throat, so 

that I couldn’t breathe.  Waking up in a hospital with a 

breathing tube.  Doctors asking who did this.  Bandages 

on my head.  Concussions to the point they almost killed 

me. 

My father was dying. 

I can’t breathe. 

Soon…the doctor said it would be soon. 

I can’t breathe. 
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Kane crying at my bedside, and I couldn’t hold 

him and tell him it was going to be okay. 

I can’t breathe. 

Leaving for Glory’s Place without Kane. 

I can’t breathe. 

My heart raced so hard and fast that I felt like my 

chest was going to explode.  My hand clenched over my 

heart automatically, like I could hold it in place.  My 

vision blurred, and my head felt light, like I was about to 

faint.  Beads of sweat appeared on my arms, and I could 

feel it rolling down my neck.  I couldn’t breathe.  My 

lungs felt as if they were closing in on me. 

I can’t breathe! 

My head was pushed between my knees, Kane’s 

hand was on the back of my neck.  I felt another hand 

rubbing my back and then Kane’s hand was replaced 

with a cold rag.  The shock of cold on my heated skin 

caused me to snap out of my panic attack, jerking my 

head upright. 

“Delilah,” Kane growled.  “You scared the hell 

out of me!” 

“Sorry,” I chanted.  “Sorry…sorry!” 

A nurse appeared with a syringe, and I scowled at 

the doctor.  She glanced over her shoulder, before 

holding up her hand. 

“We were about to give you a sedative,” she said.  

“Are you feeling okay now?” 

“I’m fine,” I lied, using the fake voice I used 

when I lied to Cora about my panic attacks.  Kane 

wasn’t fooled.  Just like his cousin, he knew I was lying.  

I gave him a pleading look to please just let it go.  

Thankfully, he sat back on his heels and sighed heavily.  

Standing up, he held his hand out, helping me up from 

the chair.  Seeing his hand, knowing I was going to see 

my father dying caused it all to come rushing back. 

 

I can’t breathe…… 

 



330 

 

I can’t breathe…… 

 

I wobbled, the room spun, and Kane pushed me 

back into the chair.  He squatted down so that we were 

on eye level.  The doctor said something to him that I 

didn’t hear.  My eyes were locked on his.  I felt a prick 

on my arm, and I jerked my head around to see the 

doctor placing the cap back on the syringe. 

“No,” I cried, as the medicine rushed through my 

veins.  “I want to see him.” 

“I’m taking you to a family room,” Kane said.  

“We will be close.” 

Kane scooped me up in his arms as I felt my body 

relax.  My eyes closed, and I drifted off to sleep. 

 

 

Kane 
 

I held her in my arms as she slept.  My Delilah 

suffered from her own anxiety, and I couldn’t do 

anything to save her.  The fear in her eyes, the 

suffocating sounds coming from her lungs, and the death 

grip she had on her chest, out in that hallway, scared the 

living hell out of me.   

The doctor said she’d be out for about an hour 

and to let her sleep on the sofa.  I never let her go once I 

picked her up and carried her into the private family area 

down the hall from her father’s room.   

He was dying.  She was about to lose another 

parent.  Billy Ford, the man who’d done nothing but 

treat her as if she was a scrap of dirty paper on his shoe, 

was in a bed down the hall waiting to die so that he 

could chip away more of the goodness in my wife.   

I’d heard the things he’d said to her.  I’d seen the 

way she reacted to his drunken rages.  Why she wanted 

to see this man was beyond me.  Delilah’s heart was 

entirely too big, and I had a feeling that her father dying 

was going to break her strong will for good.   
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The door cracked open, and I sighed in relief.  

Liana stood in the doorway with Dallas at her back.  I 

knew Reed wouldn’t let her leave the house alone, even 

if it was to come to my aide. 

“Hey,” Liana whispered and took a seat next to 

me.  She pushed a stray strand of hair off Delilah’s 

forehead.  “Has she woken up at all?” 

“No,” I replied.  “Thanks for coming.” 

“Mary is on her way,” Liana said, leaning over to 

kiss me on the cheek. 

“She didn’t have to come,” I frowned.  I’d called 

Liana and asked that she come sit with me at the 

hospital.  She’d know how to handle Delilah if she broke 

down again.  Coraline was the person who’d been 

through these panic attacks with Delilah for years, but 

she was out of the country.  I needed family around, and 

Liana was the best choice at the time.  It was only fitting 

that Mary help out as well.  She wouldn’t let me be 

alone, either. 

“Oh, she’s coming,” Liana smiled. 

The door opened almost immediately, and Mary 

entered ahead of David, her bodyguard.  She had one 

hand on the door handle, the other on her baby bump.  

The guys stayed home after my insistence that I only 

wanted Liana here.  I just didn’t think Delilah would 

appreciate everyone in the room when she woke up. 

Mary took the seat on the other side of me and 

frowned, “Kane, you can’t be comfortable.  Do you want 

to lay her down on the couch?  Give your arms some 

rest?” 

“No,” I stated with a snarl.  David stepped 

forward protectively, like he was going to pull her away 

if I lost my shit.  I’d never hurt Mary, or any of them.  

“I’m not letting her go.” 

“Okay,” Mary said, holding her hands in the air.   

“Kane,” Liana said, placing a hand on my arm.  

“Do you think you can wake her?  It’s been over an 

hour.” 
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I stared at my wife, there in my arms, and I took a 

second to just to look at her beautiful face.  “She was so 

scared,” I whispered as I stroked her brow.  A tear I 

didn’t even know I’d produced slipped out of my eye 

and trailed down my face. 

“I’m sure she was,” Mary replied, wiping it away. 

“Delilah,” I said, shaking her slightly.  “Wake up, 

kitten.” 

“Kane,” she said groggily.  She snuggled back 

into my chest after a slight protest.   

“You have to wake up,” I said, shaking her again. 

It took several moments to wake Delilah.  Once 

she finally roused, Liana and Mary fussed over her and 

wouldn’t allow me to console my wife.  It was very 

frustrating and a little welcomed, because I didn’t know 

what the hell I was doing being the shoulder to cry on, 

when it came to watching someone die.  Especially 

someone I’d never met and already knew I despised.   

  The girls stayed in the waiting room while I held 

my wife’s hand and walked her the short distance to her 

father’s room.  The door was slightly ajar, but we still 

couldn’t see inside.  The sound of the machines fluttered 

out of the room as we pushed the door open. 

“Wait,” I said, nervously pulling Delilah to a halt. 

“What,” she replied, her voice cracked with 

emotion. 

“Before you go in,” I said, kissing the back of her 

knuckles.  “I want you to know that I love you, more 

than anything.” 

“I love you, too,” she cried.  A tear she’d been 

holding fell, and I used the back of my finger to wipe it 

away.  Those hazel eyes I loved were in pain.  The fear 

of the unknown, of losing yet another parent, caused 

them to dull.  I didn’t like when my girl was hurting, 

physically or emotionally. 

Delilah’s knees buckled when she approached the 

bed.  I quickly wrapped my arm around her waist and 

held her up while she cried at her father’s bedside.   
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Billy Ford already looked like a corpse.  His skin 

was devoid of color, his cheeks were sunken in on his 

face.  His hair was salt and pepper gray, the texture was 

close to his daughter’s thick mass. 

Once she regained her composure, I pulled a 

chair over and made a silent demand that she sit.  Delilah 

grasped his hand and kissed the backs of his knuckles.   

“Oh, pops,” she sighed, squeezing his boney 

hands as she held them to her cheek. 

“Delilah,” he croaked, his eyes batted several 

times before they opened completely.  His brown eyes 

were glazed and unfocused, like maybe his sight had 

already taken a turn for the worse. 

“I’m here,” she cried.  “Pops?  Can you hear me?  

Pops?”  

“I’m sorry,” he whispered.  “I’m sorry.” 

“It’s okay,” she replied.  My hand automatically 

when to her back.  I made small, soothing circles there 

so that she’d gain some sort of comfort from me.   

“No,” he whispered as he fell back into his 

comatose state.  Delilah sighed heavily and turned her 

face so that she could bury it into my side.  All I could 

do was stand there, holding my wife, while I looked over 

her at the man who caused so much grief in her world.  

Was it bad of me to hope that the man suffered for the 

things he’d done in his miserable life?  Because, my 

Delilah was nothing like him and didn’t deserve the pain 

the man had put her through.  She deserved 

everything…she deserved the world. 
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Chapter 3 
 

Delilah 
 

Kane stayed with me for hours while I held my 

vigil at his bedside.  The man who’d given me the last 

name, and the DNA to define who I was, slept in the 

hospital bed, his color getting worse by the minute. 

The doctor came by an hour ago and told us that 

it was only a matter of time.  My father still had not 

regained consciousness since we arrived.  He was 

sedated with a drip of medicine that kept him from being 

in pain.   

The loss, only a few years after my mother, was a 

hard thing to take.  They were too young.  I shouldn’t 

have to be burying one, let alone both, of my parents this 

early in my life.  My mother would never see her 

grandchildren.  My father would never apologize for his 

actions.  It was too late now. 

“Delilah,” Kane said, bringing me back from my 

thoughts. 

“Huh,” I mumbled, still watching my father’s 

chest move up and down as a signal he was still alive.  

My hands trembled, and no matter how hard I clinched 

them, they wouldn’t still. 

“Look at me, kitten,” he urged.  I took my eyes 

off of my father and looked into my husband’s beautiful 

eyes.  “You’re panicking.” 

“I’m trying not to,” I admitted with a sigh.   

“We should get you something to eat,” he said, 

standing up from the chair that was pulled up next to 

mine.   

“You go ahead,” I motioned toward the door. 

“No,” he demanded.  “You will go eat with me.” 

“I don’t want to leave, Kane,” I growled. 

“Delilah, he’s not going to open his eyes anytime 

soon.  The nurse just changed out his medicine.  He’s 
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not going to wake up for at least an hour.  Let me care 

for you.” 

I took a moment to look between the two of them, 

my past and my future.  Kane was everything my father 

was not.  My husband had already proved himself a 

million times over that he was my soul mate, my life. 

“Will you make sure they call me,” I said, my 

voice cracking with emotion. 

“Already done,” Kane nodded toward the door. 

“Okay,” I said in defeat.  Kane was right.  I 

needed to take care of myself.  There was nothing I 

could do for my father to keep him alive.  This was the 

end.  Just like with my mom, I kept her comfortable until 

she died.  At least with her, I had closure. 

Why I was here, with my dad, was nothing but a 

sad attempt to catch him coherent enough to tell me he 

was wrong, that he was wrong for the way he treated me 

since I was born.  That was what I was here doing, 

wasn’t it?  A small part of me hoped that he’d see the 

way he’d acted all of these years and finally tell me he 

loved me.   

I didn’t even realize that Sergi was here until I 

blinked a few times and we were back in the private 

family room next to my dad’s room.  Mary and Liana 

had left a few hours prior, and I didn’t even have the 

chance to thank them for coming to sit with Kane while I 

was sedated.   

My bodyguard was holding a white plastic bag 

with three Styrofoam containers in it.  Kane sat me at the 

round table in the corner and placed a container in front 

of me.  When I stared at it blankly, he opened it and 

unwrapped the plastic fork that was laid inside.  It took 

me a moment to realize that I should eat when the smell 

of chicken Caesar salad hit my senses. 

I ate quietly, while Kane and Sergi talked in the 

corner.  Kane’s eyes were always on me, even as he held 

a conversation with the big German.  The food was 

edible, but I didn’t taste anything I ate.  
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My mind kept asking itself why the hell I was 

here.  Why was my father in Los Angeles?  He was 

obviously looking for me.  But why?  I needed answers.  

I wanted to walk in that room and shake him until he 

woke up, to tell me what the hell was going on.  I 

wanted to know why he left my mom, why he hated her 

so much.  I wanted answers! 

Before I realized what I was doing, my feet 

moved, carrying me toward the door.  I brushed off 

Kane’s steady hands, growling at both of them to leave 

me alone as I pulled the door open. 

I didn’t have to shake him when I barreled back 

into that room.  He was awake, and although he was 

highly medicated, my father was bright eyed and his 

mouth opened to speak, but my hand in the air silenced 

whatever he was going to say. 

“Why,” I demanded.  I didn’t need to elaborate 

on my request, Billy Ford knew what I wanted. 

“I did love your mother,” he began.  His voice 

was gritty, but I understood every single word that came 

out of his mouth.  “But I loved the drugs and the drink 

more.  When you came along, I was scared and didn’t 

want any part of being a responsible parent, so I left.  

The demons that owned my soul made me into the man I 

was, I am.  Delilah, in my own weird way, I love you.  

You’re my daughter.  I came here to tell you I was 

dying, but I guess you found out the hard way.  Now, 

I’m assuming this man means something to you, seeing 

as he is the one that you are with in all of those tabloids.  

So, I’m going to ask him to take you away.  I don’t want 

you to see me die.  It was hard enough on you when your 

mother passed.  I want you to go on and live your life to 

the fullest, baby.  Don’t let anyone ever take your 

sunshine.” 

“Pops,” I cried.  “Please don’t tell me to leave.” 

“Son,” my dad said, looking past me at Kane. 



337 

 

“Mr. Ford,” Kane said, stepping beside me.  “My 

name is Kane Maddox, and I love your daughter.  She is 

now my wife.” 

“Good,” my dad coughed.  “That’s good.  Take 

care of her.” 

“I already do,” Kane growled, protectively. 

“Take her away,” my dad growled, his hand 

going to his stomach.  “Have my body donated to 

science.  I don’t want you to have to do anything for me, 

Delilah, because I never did anything for you.” 

“Daddy,” I begged, using the name I very rarely 

used for him. 

“Son,” my father looked at Kane meaningfully.   

“Delilah,” Kane said at my side, wrapping a 

protective arm around my waist. 

“Daddy,” I repeated.  I had to say something to 

him.  I didn’t want him dying alone.  “I’ve loved you 

since the day I knew you were my father.  No matter 

what has happened, daddy.  I’ve always loved you.” 

“Take care of her,” were the last words my father 

spoke as he closed his eyes and fell back into the coma 

that was going to claim his life. 

Kane and Sergi had to take me back into that 

room, the one for the families.  I cried for a long time, 

just processing what he’d said.  It was his own demons 

that made him the way he was.  Not me…not my 

mother.  The devil owned my father’s soul, and it was a 

choice he’d made.  It was a choice he was going to have 

to live with for the rest of eternity.   

 

Kane 
 

Delilah cried for days after the incident at the 

hospital.  The news came three days after he’d told her 

what he had to say.  The hospital called early that 

morning and told Delilah that her father had passed 

away.  We did what he asked and donated his body to 

science.   
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Delilah bought a final resting spot for his remains 

to go once the medical field was done with him.  She 

asked that he be cremated and his ashes go in a vault 

she’d paid for in advance.  We didn’t have any services 

for him, because the man didn’t have any family or 

friends that would make the journey to Los Angeles for a 

memorial. 

I didn’t know how to console her, or even what to 

say.  So, the entire day was spent with her curled up on 

my chest crying for all she was worth.  By the next 

morning, she’d cried herself out, and I did the only thing 

I knew to do. 

I called my father. 

Joshua and Karen Maddox were at my house 

before lunch.  My mother was the one to envelope 

Delilah in her arms, stroking her hair in the most 

motherly fashion.   

“Oh, sweetheart,” my mother cooed to my wife.  

“Thank you for coming,” Delilah said, as if on 

autopilot. 

“We wouldn’t be anywhere else,” my father said, 

pulling her into a fatherly hug.   

My mother wrapped me in her arms, I sighed 

heavily into her shoulder, “Thanks for coming, Ma.” 

“Anytime, son,” she whispered.  As much as my 

parents and I didn’t see eye to eye, my parents were at 

least loving and caring.  Delilah’s father only cared, or at 

least was brutally honest, on his deathbed.  I didn’t know 

what was worse.  The drunken phone calls, or the 

honesty. 

“I’m sorry you guys had to come over here,” 

Delilah began.  “I’ll be fine in a few days, promise.” 

“Don’t ever be sorry,” my father shook his head.  

I’d inherited his dark hair and hazel eyes.  My mother’s 

features were in my pouty lips and high cheekbones.   

“I’m just confused,” Delilah scowled.  “I’m glad 

I got closure with him, but somehow it hurts worse 

knowing that in his own strange way, he loved me.” 
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“We will never know what goes through a 

person’s mind,” my father began.  “You need to let your 

grief pass.  It could take days, weeks, or even years, but 

know that you have to go on.  God doesn’t want us to 

dwell on the grief.  No matter what a person’s judgment 

may be, it’s not our job to worry about that.  What’s 

done is done, Delilah.  You are young and have a long 

life ahead of you.  Maybe even some children?”  When 

my father raised a questioning eyebrow, Delilah and I 

burst into a much needed laughter. 

“Not right now,” I smiled and wiped a stray tear 

from my wife’s cheek.   

“Okay, son,” my father said, patting me on the 

shoulder.  “I’ll hold off on the questions, but I’m not 

getting any younger.” 

“We’ll be sure to keep you posted, dad,” I said, 

nudging him in the shoulder as he went in search of my 

mother, who was making lunch in the kitchen. 

My dad had said his peace about God and death, 

but ended it on a lighter note.  I was thankful that he 

stopped when he did.  I didn’t like it when Delilah was 

upset. 

Lunch passed with not many words from her.  

She ate slowly, her mind was a million miles away, but 

she answered when spoken too and nodded at the right 

times.  All of which fooled my parents, but not me.  It 

wasn’t until they were out of the house before I 

mentioned her mental absence. 

“Can you come back to me now,” I asked, as she 

changed out of her clothes.  My chest swelled as she 

grabbed one of my shirts from the closet.  This could 

only mean one thing, she needed me.   

“I’m sorry, Kane,” she whispered. 

“I wish you’d talk to me,” I admitted.   

“I’m still in a state of shock,” she swallowed 

hard.  “I don’t even know what to think.” 

“We’ll get through this,” I told her.   

“I know,” she sighed.  
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For the rest of the night, I held her in my arms.  It 

was the only thing I could do to give her comfort.  

Delilah hurting for any reason was a sore spot I didn’t 

like irritated.  The fact that she’d had a full blown panic 

attack at the hospital was still weighing on my mind.   

There had to be some way to get her out of this 

depression, and I had no clue how to make her happy 

again, back to her old self.  That little box inside my 

head, that liked to keep me confused, rattled slightly and 

I all but beat the damn thing back into submission.  

Right now was not the time to lose my shit. 
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Chapter 4 
 

Delilah 
 

Shopping was therapy.   

At least that’s what Liana and Mary kept telling 

me.  We were out, without our husbands, and having the 

time of our lives.  The paparazzi followed us everywhere 

we went, and we’d already mimicked the guys and what 

they’d say when the pictures released on the internet.   

“Ash is probably checking all of the websites as 

we speak,” Mary giggled as she let David help her into 

the SUV.  Mary was still three months away from the birth 

of their next child. No one knew what they were having, 

because the little bugger wouldn’t show the doctors 

anything when the ultrasound was administered. 

“Reed is pacing the floor,” Liana snorted.  “I can 

picture him now, mumbling under his breath, calling Ash 

to see if he’d heard from us, and Kane cursing a blue 

streak because we haven’t come home yet.” 

I didn’t comment on what I thought they were 

doing, I already knew.  Kane had texted me several times 

over the past few hours.  He asked where we were, what 

we were doing, and if we were okay.   

It’d finally sent him back a text in all caps saying 

‘OMG! KANE! WE ARE FINE!’. 

We let David and Dallas take us on to the next 

store while Sergi stayed in the SUV.  We parked out the 

back entrance, and I secretly longed for the days that I 

could use the front door like a normal, everyday person, 

but I’d deal with all of the media and all of the 

precautions…because I loved Kane. 

My life was falling back into place after the death 

of my deadbeat father.  Yes, it saddened me that he was 

gone, but I knew that sitting around moping and being 

utterly depressed wasn’t going to make my life any better.  
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He wasn’t a man to honor, or even pass on his legacy.  

Hell, the man had no legacy. 

As we passed through the store, I stopped next to 

the jewelry counter and saw a bracelet that would look 

amazing on Kane.  It wasn’t anything flashy, and it was a 

little pricey, but it was perfect for my Kane.  I still had the 

money from when I worked for Glory Days, and I wanted 

to use that to get his this extravagant gift.   

The bracelet was made of some sort of titanium, 

and it wasn’t overly bulky.  I’m sure it would probably 

hinder his playing, but I didn’t expect him to wear it all 

the time.  The inlay of the design were two old school 

sparrows with their noses touching as if they were in love.  

They were carved in black against the silvery metal. 

“Oh,” Liana smiled.  “I think that would look good 

on Kane.” 

“Do you think it’s too much,” I asked, crinkling 

my nose.  “He doesn’t wear a lot of jewelry.” 

“He wears that wedding band every single day,” 

Mary pointed out.  “Does he wear it to bed?” 

“Yes,” I blushed, turning the humongous rock 

around on my own married finger. 

“Get it for him,” Mary said, nudging me with her 

elbow.   

I didn’t hesitate when I asked the saleslady to wrap 

it up for me, because if I waited too long, I’d talk myself 

out of it.   

We left that store and found a little Mexican 

restaurant not far from Malibu.  The place was authentic 

and completely secluded.  The girls and I were treated like 

celebrities, when all we wanted was a little peace and 

quiet to ourselves.  Dallas and David took care of the 

sweet Hispanic waitress and asked her to give us some 

space.   

They served the best chicken enchiladas I’d ever 

tasted.  Mary was grateful that it wasn’t Chinese, and 

Liana said she missed the food in Phoenix.  Mary fidgeted 

several times in her seat as we ate.   
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“Are you alright,” I finally asked when her face 

pulled down into a frown. 

“I think I may be having a few contractions,” she 

scowled. 

“Oh, no, no, no,” Liana said with wide eyes.  She 

motioned over to David who rushed to her side. 

“Mary, talk to me,” he demanded in that fatherly 

tone. 

“I’m fine really,” she sighed.  “I think maybe I 

overdid it today.  Can you have them bring me some 

water?  I think I’m a little dehydrated.” 

“Okay,” David nodded and walked off to do as 

Mary asked.  He returned shortly with two large glasses 

filled with ice cold water.  Mary downed one glass, and 

then half of the other.   

David was reaching for his phone when Mary’s 

hand shot out and wrapped around his wrist, “If you call 

him, so help me God!  I will kick your ass!  I’m fine, 

really.” 

“Sorry, Mary,” he frowned.  “But your health and 

that of the baby is Ash’s concern, and I don’t want to be 

on the angry end of him if something really is wrong.” 

“Fine,” she growled.  “I’ll call Doc Michaels and 

see if he can meet us at the house.  You call the 

overprotective husband.” 

“Okay,” he replied as the call connected to Ash 

Martin. 

“Sorry, girls, but David is right,” she sighed.  “We 

had a scare last time, and Ash will be freaking out.  Can 

we call it a day?” 

“I think that’s for the best, Mary,” I said, reaching 

out to squeeze her hand.  She looked a little green around 

the gills.  I didn’t know if it was from fear, or if she really 

was in labor. 

We rounded up the SUV and escaped out the back 

entrance of the building, because the damn paparazzi had 

found us.  The drive to Ash’s place only took ten minutes.  

He was a stewing basket of worry when we arrived, 
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meeting the SUV before it came to a complete stop.  Ash 

pulled her into his arms and rushed her inside the house, 

with a promise to call once the doctor came by to look her 

over. 

Sergi and Dallas drove us home, and because I 

lived closer, they dropped me off first.  Liana and I said 

our goodbyes before I walked into the house.  Kane was 

nowhere to be found in the main living quarters of the 

house.  After a quick search of his band room, I heard the 

sound of music coming from the private room where he 

painted.  I didn’t stick my nose in there to tell him I was 

home.  That was his sanctuary, and I had no place in there 

while he worked. 

That was the first time he’d been in there since 

Sadie’s visit, and a little part of my brain worried with 

questions of issues about his anxiety.  I’d given him 

enough reasons over the past two weeks, since my father 

died, to lose his hold on his thoughts.  I just hoped that 

whatever he was doing in there was because he wanted to 

and not because he needed to occupy his mind. 

   

Kane 
 

I heard the garage door open and close from my 

painting room in the basement.  Delilah was home, 

finally.  I hurried to hide the evidence of my afternoon 

activity.  I’d been working on the design for my next 

tattoo, the one to complete my chest…the one that 

belonged over my heart.   

Delilah was the one I’d been waiting for.  I’d 

purposely kept that part of my body free of any design 

so that the rightful person would own that spot.   

I’d written her name in elegant scroll, with tiny 

purple stars intertwined in the design.  I wanted it to 

match the tattoo on her neck, and mix with the 

scrollwork on my neck.  She had her freedom, and I had 

mine.  
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I’d been worried that her depression on her 

father’s death would send me back to that place I hated 

being.  The last thing I wanted was to beg her to get 

Sadie for me when she was dealing with her own 

problems.   

I wouldn’t say that I was healed from the need to 

be struck.  That idea was always there in the recesses of 

my brain stored away for when I needed that control.  

The need was gone, almost vanished from my here and 

now, and that was the best feeling in the world. 

Breaking me of the need to be struck couldn’t be 

that easy.  My greatest fear was that I’d slip back into 

my old ways, and Delilah and I would be back at square 

one.  Only this time, she’d know what I really needed, 

even if she refused to be the one to do it. 

I closed my sketchbook and flipped of the lamp 

over my drawing table.  When I topped the stairs, I heard 

her talking into the phone.  It seemed that my long lost 

cousin finally called to check in and her first call was my 

wife. 

“Tell her she needs to be back in Los Angeles in 

two months,” I said as I rounded the corner into the 

kitchen. 

“She’s arriving in the morning,” Delilah said, 

covering the phone.  “Sergi?  Can you pick her up at the 

airport and take her home?” 

“Sure thing,” he nodded.  “Just tell me when.” 

“Thank you,” Delilah smiled, and finished up the 

call with my cousin and her best friend. 

Sergi was at the kitchen table, a crossword puzzle 

opened to the first page.  The man liked his brain games 

as much as I liked painting.  He said it helped with his 

English language, but he spoke his second language 

better than most Americans.  Sergi was a closet nerd, but 

I never teased him about it to his face.  Have you seen 

this guy?  He’d clobber me into next week if I made fun 

of him! 
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“How was your day,” I asked, pulling Delilah 

into my arms.   

“Mary started having some contractions,” she 

sighed.  “I’m worried about her, Kane.” 

My head shot up on my spine and my heart 

pounded in my chest, “We need to go over there.” 

“Let’s give it some time,” Delilah said softly, 

placing a calming hand on my arm.  “Doc Michaels is on 

his way over.  Ash will call us once they know 

something.” 

The stillness of her actions and the calmness of 

her voice had my anxiety slow down to a normal pace.  I 

was momentarily struck dumb with the fact that with just 

her touch, my anxiety corrected itself.  My sister and 

best friend’s wife was having contractions, and I should 

be a ball of nerves, but I just….dealt.   

“Did you paint today,” she asked, changing the 

subject. 

“No,” I shook my head.  “I sketched a little.”  

Sergi carried bags into the bedroom and after the second 

trip he sighed heavily before sitting down at the table, 

again.  Delilah poured him a drink and returned to my 

side. 

“Do you mind if I look,” she smiled.   

“It’s a surprise,” I blurted.  “You can’t look at it 

yet.”  I wanted it to be a surprise.  When the time was 

right, I’d show her. 

“Okay,” she smiled.  “I’ll wait.” 

I excused us from the kitchen and pulled Delilah 

by the hand.  We ended up in the bedroom and that was 

exactly where I wanted her to be. 

“I missed you today,” I admitted, kissing the spot 

just below her ear. 

“You did,” she giggled. 

“Yes,” I replied, as I unlatched those damn black 

high heels she was wearing.  Her legs looked killer in 

them, because she was wearing a pair of black short-

shorts, and her favorite ripped up Deadly Doves shirt.   
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I skimmed my fingers up the inside of her legs, 

slowly moving toward the hem of her shorts.  Delilah 

leaned back on her elbows and moaned as her head fell 

back even further.  She didn’t protest when I unbuttoned 

the shorts and pulled them off her body, along with her 

black lace panties. 

The concert shirt and tank top came off next.  She 

returned to the position on her elbows and gave me a 

heated look, desire filled her beautiful hazel eyes.  I 

climbed on the bed, my knees were together between her 

legs.  The bra she was wearing unlatched at the front, 

and my cock jumped inside my jeans when I imagined 

her breasts springing free when I opened up her bra. 

So, when they did as I’d thought, I had to squeeze 

my legs together to keep from coming in my pants.  Her 

breasts were right there on display for me.  I rolled the 

stiff peaks around my fingers, like I would a pair of 

sticks. 

Her chest flushed red, and I knew if I touched her 

core, she’d be wet for me.  Instead, I leaned in and 

placed another soft kiss right underneath her ear, 

eliciting a shiver from her.  Bumps beaded the skin on 

her arms, and Delilah sighed blissfully when I pressed 

my lips to the pulse point on her neck.   

Nibbling my way down to her breasts, I ignored 

her pleas for me to hurry up and take her.  I smiled 

around one perfectly pointed nipple.  It was a deep rosy 

color and tasted like heaven.  I had to make the other one 

just as aroused as the first.  Taking it with my teeth, I 

flicked my tongue over the tip at the same time I touched 

her soaking wet sex. 

“Jesus Christ, kitten,” I growled, smiled around 

her nipple.  “So ready for me.” 

I had barely grazed her clit when she exploded 

underneath me.  Delilah grabbed my hand and pressed 

my palm to her sex, my fingers were not even inside her, 

and she rode out her orgasm on my hand. 
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That was the hottest fucking thing I had ever 

seen! 

“Kane,” she cried out.  “Please, baby.  I…I 

need…” 

“I got you,” I replied to her desperation. 

All I had time to do was unbutton my jeans and 

throw the zipper down, before my cock sprang free and 

was inside her pussy.  The walls felt like they were 

collapsing around me as they pulsed and demanded my 

seed inside her body. 

I had not lost my control since I was a teenager, 

but that score was reset as I felt myself let release after 

only one thrust into my wife. 

“Yessss,” she hissed as I pumped deep, giving 

her all of myself. 

My lips crashed down on hers, my tongue 

demanded entrance as I kissed her as if I was a drowning 

man.  Her tiny hands roamed my body.  They sank 

below the waistband of my jeans and her nails dug into 

my ass as she pulled me even deeper inside her body.  

My cock was completely spent, and eventually Delilah’s 

arms fell out to her sides in defeat.   

 “Thank you,” she sighed and pushed me over 

where I was on my back, my jeans still around my ass 

and my cock peeking out into the darkness of our room.  

My eyes blinked, and I totally felt like I’d been used as 

an outlet for her pleasure. 

The fist-pump was completely uncalled for, but 

holy fuck!  That was amazing! 
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Chapter 5 
 

Kane 
 

Songs were complete for the next album, and it 

was time to record.  I’d been in the studio working on 

laying down the tracks for four songs while Ash and 

Gabe went over some last minute details with the cover 

art for the album.   

Delilah was with Mary and Liana at the house.  

David, Sergi and Dallas were there with them while we 

were working.  Delilah had been working with Gabe and 

Malcom, our stage guy, to plan the next tour.   

It was time to start preparing.  Mary was due 

before we were to leave, and Ash was having a hard time 

with the idea of them being home alone.  Liana would be 

there to help, and that made Ash a little less freaked out.  

David and Dallas would be staying behind with them, 

but Delilah would be on the road with us. 

She would be working alongside Coraline again, 

and I smiled to myself when I thought about having her 

with me for the whole tour this time.   

Coraline had returned to Los Angeles last week, 

and she was acting strange.  I wasn’t sure what had 

happened while she was on vacation.  When I mentioned 

something to Delilah, she’d just smile and said to leave 

it alone.   

I was very protective of my favorite cousin.  

She’d been with the band for as long as I could 

remember, and even in her early teens, she’d known she 

wanted to work for us as our all-around tour 

manager/light tech/ass-kicker extraordinaire.  She was 

damn good at her job. 

The only thing holding me back from demanding 

what was going on with her, was the fact that she had 

this constant smile on her face, and that told me one 

thing. 

She’d met a guy. 
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My cousin / brotherly duty to rough the guy up 

was already brewing.  In my mind, no one was good 

enough for Coraline Maddox.  She was a firecracker, 

with the devil’s tongue, and if anyone fucked with her, 

I’d be all over them in a heartbeat.  To say I was 

protective of her was the understatement of the year. 

“Alright, Kane,” Ash said from the door.  “We’re 

done for the day.  Let’s go home.” 

“Sounds good to me,” I said, rubbing my hands.  

I wasn’t getting any younger, and playing for as long as I 

did, sometimes made my hands ache.   

We were in such a secluded place and since the 

girls were not with us, we’d driven ourselves to the 

studio that morning.  Gabe drove his truck, and Ash and 

I took the Audi.  Reed had already done most of his stuff 

the day before and was spending time with his dad and 

baby Hunter.   

When we arrived home, the girls were camped 

out in front of the huge theater screen in my basement, 

watching some chick flick, eating popcorn, and bawling 

their eyes out.  When we tried to console them, we were 

told to get out and leave them alone.  Mary sniffled and 

said, “Best m…movie ever.”  Dallas and Sergi laughed 

hysterically at our backs as we almost ran from the 

house. 

Ash and I shook our heads, headed upstairs, and 

turned on a baseball game to drown out all of the 

hormones coming from downstairs.  Ash grabbed four 

beers and we sank back on the couch with a weary sigh.  

Dallas took the floor and I took the recliner, leaving Ash 

and David to sit on each end of the couch. 

It was nearing dinner when Ash pulled out his 

phone and ordered Chinese food for everyone.  I raised a 

brow at him, because I knew Mary wasn’t feeling our 

favorite food since she became pregnant with baby 

number two.  He quickly called the pizza place she loved 

and ordered a chicken pizza with extra, extra cheese.   
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The girls emerged from the basement about the 

same time Reed showed up with Hunter in his car seat.  

The big guy was already taking after his father on the 

size department.  Ivy was asleep in my bed, but quickly 

woke up when she heard Hunter crying for his mother. 

Ivy bypassed her dad and climbed up in my lap.  I 

kissed the soft, blonde curls on top of her head and 

smiled when she said, “Wuv ew, Unka Kane.” 

“Love you too, precious,” I replied.   

Both delivery guys showed at the same time.  

Mary looked a little spooked at all of the Chinese food, 

but relaxed when the pizza man came into view.  While 

we ate, Gabe and Delilah talked about the laser light 

show he wanted to plan for the tour.  When they started 

talking technical terms, my mind fuzzed out, and I 

ignored the rest of their conversation.  I wasn’t a 

designer, and listening to them was like trying to 

decipher a foreign language.  

My eyes shifted toward my wife.  My soul was 

aware of her on a level I didn’t understand and probably 

never would.  Delilah was my…everything.  

If she were ever taken away from me, no longer 

existing, I would fall dead where I stood, because 

without Delilah…I was not worth the life I was given at 

birth.  We, as a unit, were meant to be where we were at 

this very point in time.  A greater being brought her into 

my life when she needed me, and I didn’t even realize it 

in the beginning.  I was drawn to her like moths to a 

flame.  The brightness in her pulled at my heart.  She 

was the light to my day…the full moon on a cloudless 

night, paving my path even in the darkness. 

If she wasn’t here, my world would collapse in 

on itself.  What would I do if she was gone?  My heart 

ached at the thought, my breathing shortened, and I felt 

my world tilt. 

Until soft hands touched the side of my face, 

bringing me back. 
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“Kane,” Delilah whispered, her face so close that 

our noses were touching.  “Talk to me.” 

“I’m fine,” I said, but betrayed my words when I 

closed my eyes and sighed heavily. 

“What can I do,” she asked. 

“Nothing,” I inhaled her scent, calming myself.  

“It’s really nothing, kitten.  I let my mind get away from 

me for just a moment.” 

“When everyone leaves,” she said, stroking the 

hair out of my eyes.  “We need to relax.  Maybe you can 

join me in that big tub?” 

“I like that idea,” I laughed softly at her raised 

brow.  “I love you, kitten.” 

“I love you too,” she replied, kissing the tip of 

my nose. 

I’d almost lost my shit sitting right there in my 

kitchen, for the whole Glory Days family to see.  I 

looked toward Mary who thankfully wasn’t watching me 

with that ‘mom’ look she got when she was worried 

about me.  Liana and Ash were laughing about some 

topic I’d totally missed out on when I was a world away 

in my head.  Gabe and Reed were cleaning their plates 

off, and Delilah was focused on me.  Just like she always 

was.  My Delilah was always there when I needed her.   

 

Delilah 
 

He’d thrown himself into the beginnings of a 

panic attack.   

As he walked everyone out to their vehicles, I 

quickly excused myself to start water in the pool sized 

tub in the master bathroom.  I sat on the edge and turned 

the water on as hot as it would go.  I wanted it scalding 

hot so that we could stay in it longer.  If I drained the 

entire hot water tank, then so be it.   

Kane had bought me some honeysuckle body 

wash a few weeks ago, and I found that if you squeeze 

some into the water, then turn on the jets, it worked just 
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as well as any bubble bath.  I quickly shimmied out of 

my pants and top.  My bra and panties went in the dirty 

clothes hamper by the door, along with my clothes. 

I had just situated myself in the tub, the bubbles 

up to my neck, when he entered the room.  I didn’t know 

if it was from the steam in the room, or heated thoughts 

as he looked at me, but Kane’s cheeks flushed the 

prettiest shade of red. 

I held out a bubbled hand and said, “Come.”  It 

was a simple command, and one I didn’t mind 

delivering.  Usually, I let Kane do all of the commanding 

and pampering, but tonight I wanted to take care of him. 

I watched as he divested himself of his shirt.  The 

old Joan Jett shirt had lost its sleeves years ago, and the 

print was warn into just a shadow of its former self.  The 

muscles in his shoulders flexed as his arms shifted above 

his head to remove the shirt.  His jeans hung low on his 

hips.  The defined muscles that ran over his hips always 

made my mind blank out and my mouth water with the 

need to lick them. 

I studied the bubbles as he stripped out of his 

pants, knowing that if my eyes fell upon his completely 

naked form, I would be begging for sex, and tonight 

wasn’t about sex.  Tonight was about Kane. 

I scooted up as he stepped in the water, his skin 

was cooler than mine, and the temperature difference 

caused bumps to raise on my skin.  As I leaned back 

onto his chest, Kane’s hands skimmed up my arms, 

pulling warm water over them to control the chill.   

“This is nice,” he sighed heavily and tightened 

his hold around my naked body. 

“I thought you’d like to relax,” I shrugged, as I 

used my finger to trace the melting clock tattoo on his 

forearm.   

“Thank you,” he said, leaning his head on the 

back of the tub and letting out a weary sigh.  “I’m 

sorry…” 

“Stop,” I demanded.  “It happens, okay?” 
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“I know,” he said, pulling me where I was on my 

side and my head rested under his chin.  “My mind just 

started thinking all of these horrible things, and I kind of 

lost it.” 

“What kind of horrible things,” I asked. 

“If something were to happen to you,” he 

admitted while he tightened his hold on my body.  The 

water was still warm, and we had the entire night to talk, 

or snuggle, or whatever we wanted to do. 

“What if something happens to me,” I asked.  

Then I realized that I said the wrong thing.  Kane’s 

nostrils flared and his hands began to shake, his eyes 

were as wide as they’d go.  

“I couldn’t take it,” he shook his head.  “I’d lose 

my mind, kitten.  I really would.” 

“Kane,” I said, softly.  “Baby, we are all going to 

die someday.  It could be tomorrow or sixty years down 

the road.  I learned that the hard way.  Both of my 

parents died at a young age.  They never got to see 

grandchildren, or even meet my husband.  So, you have 

to understand, that one day, I may not be here.” 

“Being without you doesn’t work so well for 

me,” he closed his eyes and sighed.  “Haven’t we 

already experienced that?  Once was enough.” 

“I know,” I whispered and rubbed my hands up 

and down his arms.  It didn’t take long for my touch to 

soothe him back to his normal self.  I turned around and 

rested my back against his chest.  Rolling my head to 

one side, I rested my cheek over his heart.  Kane kissed 

the top of my head and relaxed further into the warmth 

of the water. 

Things had been nice the past few weeks since 

Sadie’s visit.  Kane and I had become closer than ever 

and even with my father’s death, I could see the 

brightest future ahead for me. 

My phone rang and I reached out of the tub to dry 

my hands.  It took a second to fumble for the phone.  
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The number was unlisted, and I really didn’t think 

anything of it when I answered it on the third ring.  

“Hello,” I answered. 

“Bitch, you thought you could get rid of me that 

easily?  I’m out, and I’m coming for you.” 

And just like all perfect things in my world….it 

had to come to an end with just one phone call. 
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Chapter 6 
 

Kane 
 

Delilah’s hands shook as the phone dropped from 

her hand.  My heart fluttered in my chest, the blood 

roared through my ears.  Her face was white as snow as I 

turned her in my arms.  Despite the heat of the water, her 

body was cold. 

“Delilah,” I gasped, as a screeching sound ripped 

from her chest.  The screams were loud, and I heard 

Sergi pounding on the door, but I ignored him, turning 

her into my chest.  “Who the fuck was that?”  But I 

knew. 

“Him,” she cried.  “D…Dakota!  Kane he’s out of 

jail!  He said…he said he’s c…coming for m…me!” 

“Dammit,” I roared, grabbing for the towel to 

cover her naked body.  “Sergi!”  Our bodyguard came 

barreling into the bathroom with his weapon drawn.  He 

didn’t look at Delilah in the tub, but his eyes bore into 

mine in confusion. 

“Kane,” he growled.  “What the fuck is going 

on?” 

“Dakota has been release from jail!  Get on the 

fucking phone and call Eric!  Get him over here!  NOW!  

Call Ash and get Doc Michaels over here!  Just…just get 

everyone over here!  Now!” 

Grabbing another towel, I hastily dried her off, 

not caring for my own self.  Delilah was shaking terribly 

in my arms, it was all I could do to keep my tight grip on 

her wet skin.  She mumbled random words, her eyes 

were vacant, and she was well into the depths of a full 

blown panic attack.   

Quickly, I placed her on the center of the bed and 

tossed the sheets over her naked body.  I searched the 

room and found her purse.  I knew she kept a bottle of 

pills in there, just for panic attacks.  I upended the bag 

and a million things tumbled out onto the floor.  
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I found what I was looking for and shook out two 

pills into my hand, hoping I didn’t overdose her on the 

medication.  Thankfully, there was a glass of water 

already in the bathroom, where she’d set it down before 

our bath. 

“Delilah, kitten,” I cried.  “Baby, you have to 

drink.  Take the medicine.” 

My voice calmed her slightly, and she opened her 

mouth to allow a fraction of space for me to place the 

pills on her tongue.  I held the glass to her lips and 

breathed a sigh of relief when she swallowed them on 

the first try.  I really wished that I had that injection that 

the doctor gave her at the hospital. 

“Kane,” Sergi called from the door. 

“What,” I growled. 

“Everyone’s coming,” he said, his phone was still 

stuck to his ear.  I had no idea who he was speaking to, 

and I really didn’t care.  Right now, my only worry was 

Delilah. 

She was trembling like an earthquake was beating 

the inside of her body.  Silent tears escaped her eyes as 

they looked blankly at the ceiling.  She was nothing but 

a shell.  Delilah had completely checked out.  It was her 

mind’s way of processing the terrible memories running 

through her mind.  My hand grazed her neck, and I felt 

the puckered skin of the last scar he’d left on her body, 

and I cursed loudly. 

My own anxiety rattle inside my head, but I 

tamped that down, because right now was not about me.  

It was about her…Delilah, my wife, my fucking world.  

That portion of my brain wanted to randomly scatter a 

million questions and thoughts on instinct, but I had to 

hold together for her.  My Delilah needed me to be 

strong. 

I kissed her lips as they relaxed, the pills finally 

taking effect.  As her body slumped, I carefully removed 

my arms, so that I could find some clothes to cover her 
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naked body, just in case the doctor wanted to check her 

over when he arrived. 

I bypassed her dresser and grabbed a Glory Days 

concert shirt from a few years ago. This one was in 

better shape than most of my other ones.  She didn’t 

move when I dressed her as if she was nothing more 

than a doll.  I heard voices coming from the front room, 

and I knew that my family was arriving. 

“Kane,” Mary spoke softly from the door.  I 

turned to see her standing there, one hand on the door 

frame and the other on her huge baby bump.  Ash was 

standing behind her protectively, and I didn’t blame him.  

“Somehow Dakota is out of jail,” I admitted, my 

eyes stung with tears of fear.   

“We are going to find out why,” Ash said in that 

fatherly tone he used. 

“Okay,” I replied.   

“Eric is on the phone with your lawyers,” Ash 

growled.  “We are not leaving until he is behind bars, 

Kane.  No one is leaving your side.” 

“Okay,” I repeated, because I didn’t know what 

to say. 

Voices spoke to me for a long time, and all I 

could say was, “Okay.”  I kept my arms around her and 

my eyes on her face.  I was afraid to look away from her, 

because I might throw myself into a panic attack as well.  

Wouldn’t that just be the icing on the fucking cake? 

Another ruckus sounded and it wasn’t long before 

Liana strolled in to my bedroom, determination on her 

face.  I didn’t have to ask her, because I could see the 

demand in her eyes. 

“No,” I growled and gathered Delilah tighter in 

my arms.  “She’s not going!” 

“Kane,” Liana sighed.  “It’s the safest…” 

“NO,” I yelled.  “She’s not leaving me again!” 

“Kane,” she began, determination in her eyes.  

“We can keep her safe.” 
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“Goddammit, Li!  I.  Said.  NO!” I growled and 

gave everyone a look that said they would not be taking 

her this time.  I would fight them.  I wouldn’t let her go.  

She was mine to care for and keep safe this time around 

with that son of a bitch!  Delilah was mine!  Mine! 

“Okay,” Liana held out her hands in defense.  

Reed was there behind his wife, the look on his face said 

he didn’t like the way I was talking to her, but I really 

didn’t care.  Delilah was not leaving me again.  Not even 

to go to Glory’s Place. 

It wasn’t long before Eric entered my room, the 

look on his face was not something I wanted to see. 

“Kane,” he swallowed hard.  “I need to speak 

with you.” 

My eyes searched the faces of the people around 

me; Liana’s was strong, Reed’s was concerned, Mary’s 

was tearful, and Ash’s was hopeful.   

“I’ll stay,” Mary said, touching my hand. 

I kissed Delilah several times, my lips fused to 

her forehead for a few heartbeats before I reluctantly slid 

out of the bed.  Mary took my place and wrapped an arm 

over Delilah.  That gave me enough peace to follow Eric 

into the living room, where everyone had gathered.  Doc 

Michaels was just entering the front door.  Sergi escorted 

him back to the bedroom, but quickly returned. 

“Dakota posted bail,” Eric began.  “Best we 

know, he was allowed to leave Louisiana, but not the 

country.  He’s home in Seattle, that we at least have 

assurance on.” 

“Thank God he’s not here,” I said, sinking into 

the couch.  Relief spread through me that they knew 

where the hell he was. 

“Your lawyers are working overtime to make 

sure he is watched around the clock,” Eric continued.  

“As for right now, we have no legal standing to put him 

back in jail.  We just have to wait for the trail.” 

“Fuck,” I groaned and pulled at my hair.  “What 

about the phone call?” 
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“We are working on tracing the call and getting 

together the evidence to send to the judge, but honestly 

Kane, the call was blocked.  There’s not much we can 

do,” Eric admitted.  “It could take a few days. Hell, 

Kane.  He could’ve been using a burner phone for all we 

know.” 

“I don’t want her leaving this house,” I 

demanded. 

“You will have security here at the house and 

with her every second of the day,” Sergi announced.  “I 

have a team on their way now.” 

What else could we do?  The good news was that 

Dakota wasn’t in Los Angeles.  Delilah was safe.  That’s 

all that mattered at the moment, but what if he was able 

to get away?  What if he came here? 

“Kane,” Ash’s hard hand landed on my shoulder.  

“Right now isn’t the time to lose your shit.” 

“I know,” I cleared my throat. 

“Now, go in there and check on the doc and 

Delilah,” Ash said, removing his hand.  “Be with your 

wife.” 

I nodded and hurried to her side.  Thankfully, she 

was just opening her eyes as I walked through the door. 

 

Delilah 
 

My head felt heavy, like a million rocks were 

weighing it down.  My eyes were covered in cobwebs, 

and my brain just didn’t quite want to work.  Murmured 

voices were around me, and I had a bad feeling I was in 

another hospital.   

“Delilah,” a vaguely familiar voice said next to 

me.  I blinked rapidly and a small part of my brain 

registered it was Doc Michaels, but the other half just 

wanted to go back to sleep.   

“Kitten,” Kane said from somewhere far away.  I 

smiled lazily at the nickname he gave me when we first 

met.  I really liked that name. 
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Something cold touched my chest, and I tried to 

bat it away with my hand, but my fingers felt like they 

were also heavy with rocks.  Warm hands touched my 

body in various places, and, while I knew that it was for 

my own good, my protective instincts kicked in when I 

felt fingertips touch the bare skin at my waist. 

“No,” I yelled and opened my eyes at the same 

time, pulling my knees up to my chest.  My gasp was 

short lived when Kane lurched in front of me, like a 

mate protecting his female.  Doc Michaels immediately 

held his hands in the air and stood from the bed.  Mary 

slid carefully away from my side. 

“Kane,” Doc spoke softly.  “I need to check her 

over.” 

“Kane,” I rasped.  “It’s okay.”  I touched his 

shoulder, the muscles there were tight as stones.  

Knowing he was worried and needed some reassurance I 

was okay, I ran my fingers over the shaved spot above 

his ear.   Turning my hand over, I used the back of my 

knuckles to brush lightly over his cheek.  It took a 

moment, but he finally turned his head toward me, his 

eyes had taken on a darker color.  The stress caused his 

normally full lips to be pulled into a fine, thin line. 

“Are you okay,” he whispered, for my ears only. 

Memories returned, and I started to shake.  

Dakota was out of jail, and he said he was coming for 

me. 

“No,” I shook my head.  There was no hiding it, I 

was fucking scared shitless.  I wouldn’t, couldn’t, be 

strong with this.  This was serious, and I didn’t want 

anywhere near Dakota Hyde. 

Dakota Hyde was an asshole on a good day.  The 

fact that I put his ass in jail for attempted murder would 

make him seek revenge.   

And revenge, this time, meant he would kill me 

and make it long and painful. 

Eric entered the room and told me everything 

they knew.  The more he talked, the more relaxed I 
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became.  Sergi wouldn’t be alone.  He’d have help.  My 

protection was first and foremost.  

“You have an album to record,” I reminded them. 

“It will get done,” Ash said, his arms were around 

his wife.   

“What about the tour,” I asked.  “I’m not sitting 

this one out.” 

“We don’t expect you to stay home,” Ash began, 

but stopped to raise a brow at Kane who’d suddenly 

growled next to me. 

“She’s not leaving my side,” he cursed.  “Where I 

go, Delilah goes and where Delilah goes, I go.” 

“That’s right,” Gabe said from the corner.  He 

shifted nervously, the long black hair covering his eyes 

blocked out any emotion he may have been showing, but 

I knew what he was thinking.  Liana had been left alone 

and Mary’s stalker had gone after his sister.  Dakota was 

out to kill me, not to send a message. 

“I think it’s best to stay with someone,” I said, 

looking at Gabe.   

“I’ll stay here with her on the days you need to 

record,” Gabe offered.   

“Thank you, Gabe,” I answered for Kane.  He 

was too quiet, and I didn’t like the way he held me in his 

iron grip.  “Can you all give us a moment?” 

“Sure,” Eric said, leading everyone out of the 

room. 

Once everyone cleared out, I took Kane’s hand 

and kissed the back of his knuckles, “Kane, I’ll admit, 

I’m scared to death, but I’m not going to hide.  I don’t 

want to go to Glory’s Place.  I want to stay here with 

you.” 

“Good,” he swallowed hard.  “I promise I will 

keep you safe.” 

“I know you will,” I admitted. 

I pressed my lips to his, soft as a feather at first, 

but his tongue snaked out in a demanding plea for more.  

I closed my eyes and let Kane take the lead with the kiss, 
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just like I was placing my safety in his hands.  That was 

what he’d begged for me to do since we first met. 

“I’m letting you take care of me,” I admitted after 

he pulled away from the heated kiss that made my toes 

curl. 

“And I promise you, I will not let you down,” he 

sighed, before pressing his forehead to mine.   

This was some serious shit.  Dakota Hyde wanted 

me dead.  Why?  I do not know.  

And I hope that I never find out why, because 

that would mean that I was already dead. 
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Chapter 7 
 

Kane 
 

The studio was quiet as I finished up the last song 

for the day on my portion of the new tracks for the 

upcoming album.  Ash was there with me while Gabe 

was at my house with Sergi keeping an eye on Delilah.  

Two new bodyguards arrived this morning, and they 

were scarier than Sergi on his worst day.  Fortunately, 

they were to keep an eye on the perimeter of my house 

while we all slept.  Delilah had voiced her concern that 

the house was now a fortress, but I soothed her worries 

by telling her it was what we needed until Dakota’s trail 

was over. 

“Alright Kane.  We’re ready to go when you are,” 

Ash said from the door to the booth. 

This album was going to be a long one, with 

fifteen songs.  Even I’d admit, it was a little overboard, 

but we loved all of the songs that we’d written and 

decided to put them all on this album.  Today, I recorded 

seven of those. 

“I’m ready to head home,” I said wearily.  I was 

tired and wanted to crawl into bed with Delilah after a 

long day in the studio.  My hair was a sweaty matted 

mess and I added a long shower to that list.  My hands 

were sore, but Delilah would take care of them when I 

arrived home. 

She always did. 

Eric dropped me at my house at dusk and took 

Ash on to his place.  I walked into the kitchen to find 

Delilah there cleaning a plate.  She was dressed in a t-

shirt that barely covered her luscious hips.  The tiny 

cotton shorts that peeked out didn’t cover the round part 

of her ass.  The bottom of her ass cheeks were on 

display, teasing me. 

“I’m hungry,” I spoke as I walked toward her, 

stalking like a crazed animal.  When she looked over her 



365 

 

shoulder with those beautiful hazel eyes, my knees 

threatened to buckle. 

“Are you now,” she asked with a smile. 

“I’ve been playing all day.  My hands are sore, 

I’m sweaty, and I want inside you,” I admitted as I 

pulled her to my chest. 

“Kane,” she whispered, as I took her lips with 

mine.  The kitchen was empty as I picked her up and 

wrapped her legs around my waist.  The press of her 

lips, to my own, set my blood on fire.  My cock swelled 

in the leather pants I wore as I tossed her on the bed.  “I 

need you now.  I can’t wait for the shower.” 

“Okay,” she smiled and opened her arms. 

With one hand, I yanked the tiny scrap of 

material she called shorts off her body, the t-shirt was 

next.  The bra and thong were nothing but ripped 

material by the time they landed on the floor.   

My adrenaline was at its peak, and I needed 

release.  Delilah was my vessel as I straddled her thighs.  

My hands wrapped possessively around her breasts.  Her 

dark nipples beaded under my gaze alone.  Her eyes 

were heavy with desire.  Her fingernails dug into the 

tops of my thighs as I touched her.  Hair fanned out on 

the pillow under her head, Delilah watched me as I ran 

my eyes over her body, zoning in on her large breasts. 

I leaned over and took one nipple with my 

tongue, lapping and tasting the natural essence of her 

skin.  God, her breasts were large and mine!  I sucked 

greedily on each nipple, causing the already dark skin 

there to turn even darker.  She moaned and writhed 

beneath me, but I didn’t stop.  I licked a wet path 

between them, before placing my cock there and 

pressing her breasts around my aching dick.  I fucked 

her breasts forcefully, not caring that the path I’d licked 

was drying up.   

“I’m not done with you,” I growled as my release 

spurted on her chest, her throat. 
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Delilah sighed when I leaned in and took her 

mouth with my own.  She let me devour her lips in a 

way that should’ve been illegal.  My tongue fucked her 

mouth with a promise of what my still hard cock was 

about to do.  I felt like an animal, I touched her like an 

animal, and wanted to fuck her like an animal.  The high 

of working today, playing for hours, caused my libido to 

hit a fever pitch.  I licked my dry lips, my eyes landing 

on the sweetest piece of heaven I’d ever tasted. 

Sliding down her body, I kicked her legs apart 

with my knees and pushed her arms above her head.  

“You look beautiful with my seed all over you.  I may 

do this more often.” 

“Kane, please,” she begged, her breasts pushed 

up with my come dotted all over them. 

Her core was soaking wet when I pushed inside.  

We both moaned on a curse as I seated myself deep 

inside her heat.  Delilah automatically wrapped her legs 

over my hips and pulled me close, digging her heels into 

my ass.  I fucked her like a starved man, over and over 

again, and she took every punishing thrust I demanded 

on her body. 

I wanted to mark her, claim her body, so that no 

man would ever look at her.  Delilah was mine in every 

way.  She was the woman who held my heart.  She’d 

done the unthinkable to help me with my thoughts.  

She’d given me back my mind. 

“I’m sorry,” I growled.  “I just need you.” 

“Don’t ever stop,” she breathed in my ear.  

“Yours, Kane.  Always yours.” 

Sitting back on my knees, I ran my hands through 

my seed that was left on her skin, spreading it down 

between her breasts and onto her stomach.  “Beautiful,” I 

growled. 

Shifting our bodies, I rolled her onto her stomach 

and pulled her ass up where I could mount her from 

behind.  My hand went to her clit and massaged it in 

time with my thrusts.  She cried out my name, her pussy 
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milked my cock, and I finally released myself inside her 

sex. 

We collapsed in a heap on the bed.  I didn’t lay 

there long before I slid off the bed and started the 

shower.  The last thing I wanted to do was wash my 

come from her body, but I forced back my alpha male 

tendencies and scooped her up in my arms. 

“I’m so sorry,” I apologized, again.   

“Never be sorry for that,” she sighed with a 

smile. 

“You liked that,” I asked and kissed her head, 

before setting her down on her feet. 

“Loved it,” she smiled.  “I missed you today.” 

“I missed you, too,” I admitted.  “Where is 

everyone?” 

“Gabe was in the media room watching a movie 

with me, and I’m sure he’s wondering where I am.  I 

hope those new guards don’t think I ran away.” 

“I’ll go talk to them,” he laughed.  “Unless they 

heard you and knew exactly what we were doing in 

here.” 

“I really don’t care if they heard me,” she 

giggled.  “It was worth the discovery.  You can come 

home to me like that every night.” 

“I may take you up on that tomorrow,” I said, 

running the soapy cloth over her skin.   

After reluctantly cleaning my mark from her 

body, I dried Delilah off and tucked her into bed.  I 

found Gabe sitting in the media room, the sound turned 

up to obnoxious levels. 

“Hey,” I yelled over the speakers.  Gabe reached 

for the remote and turned it down with a scowl. 

“Geez,” he rolled his eyes.  “Are you two ever 

quiet?” 

“Usually, not,” I shrugged. 

“I’ll remember that next time,” he scowled.  

“How did recording go?” 



368 

 

“Great,” I said, cracking open a beer.  “Few more 

songs to do tomorrow, then I’m done.” 

“Good,” he nodded, keeping his bangs low over 

his eyes.  I’d noticed he started keeping his hair longer in 

the front, to shield himself, ever since his sister had been 

attacked.  Something was going on with Gabe, but I had 

no idea what was going on in his head.  “That’s good.” 

“Everything alright with you,” I asked, because I 

felt the need to open the conversation.  If he told me 

what was going on, then that was great, but I doubt he’d 

tell me everything. 

“Yeah,” he shrugged.  “I’m so happy for you, 

man.” 

“Thanks,” I nodded.  “I’m happy, too.” 

“Delilah is an amazing woman,” he began.  “You 

are good to her, Kane.  She fits you perfectly.” 

“Yes she does,” I smiled around my beer.  “So, 

what’s with all the lovey-dovey shit, Gabe?”  He was 

really confusing me. Gabe Miller used to be the wild-

spirited hyper one of the bunch.  There were times when 

he and his sister were compared to jumping beans.  I 

could remember when those two would see each other 

for the first time in months.  Gabe and Liana would 

scream and run into each other’s arms.  Now?  Nothing.  

Both of them had changed so much since Liana was 

attacked, raped at the hands of her attacker.  She’d paid 

the ultimate price for being best friends with Mary, the 

asshole’s intended target.  

“Nothing,” he said, uncomfortably.   

“Really,” I raised a brow.  “Are you having girl 

trouble?” 

“No,” he scoffed.  “Well, yes.  Maybe?  Hell, I 

don’t know!  I can’t even get the girl to talk to me!  How 

the hell can that be girl trouble if she won’t give me the 

time of day?” 

“Ahh,” I laughed, relieved it wasn’t anything 

worse.  “That’s bad, Gabe.  Did my name tattooed on 

your ass scare her off?” 
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“Fuck you, man,” he growled and tossed the 

remote at my head.  I grabbed it and set it down on the 

table beside me. 

“Wait,” I laughed, as he started to get up and 

walk away, but flopped back in his original spot.  “I’m 

sorry, really.  What the hell is going on?” 

“I’ve been going to this restaurant for several 

months now,” he cursed and leaned back on the couch, 

wiping his hands down his face in frustration.  “She 

owns the joint.  Most beautiful woman I’ve ever laid my 

eyes on.  I try to talk the waiter into getting her to come 

to meet me, but she’s always too busy, or just left for the 

night.  I don’t get it.” 

“Keep trying, Prince Charming,” I encouraged 

him with a salute with the top of my beer.  “She’ll come 

around.” 

“I sure hope so,” he shook his head.  “I’m going 

to head out.  I’ll be back in the morning.” 

“You can always crash here,” I offered. 

“No,” he smiled.  “I think I’m going to go wallow 

in my own sorrows for awhile.” 

I slapped him on the back as I walked him to the 

door.  Poor Gabe would get the girl, he always did. 

Except for that one time, at that club.  I laughed 

all the way back to the bedroom, only quieting when I 

reached the door. 

 

Delilah 
 

Hot lips surrounded my nipple and I moaned into 

the darkness.  My eyes were closed, my mind just 

coming back online after a deep night’s sleep.  The 

mouth that engulfed my tightened nipple was Kane’s.  

I’d know his touch anywhere. 

“Are you enjoying yourself,” I laughed, my eyes 

still closed. 

“I need you before I have to go to work,” he 

moaned and took my other nipple into his mouth.  His 



370 

 

hand trailed down my stomach and over the mound of 

my sex, only stopping right before my entrance. 

My hips arched up on their own, his calloused 

fingers parted the lips of my sex, but refused to push 

inside, where I needed him the most.  Kane didn’t stop 

his assault on my breasts as he rolled the bundle of 

nerves at my core.  My hand tightened into his hair, my 

thumb rubbed over the shaved side of his head.   

“Kiss me, Kane,” I begged. 

I gasped into his mouth as his hazel eyes met 

mine in the dim light coming from the early morning 

sunshine peeking through the curtains.  Kane’s eyes 

darkened with his need for me, my body.   

The kiss was demanding and the fire in his touch 

was welcomed.  He smiled as he pulled back from the 

assault on my mouth.  Being with Kane, yeah, well that 

was the most rewarding part of my existence.  Letting 

him take over my pleasure was like winning the lottery. 

Those long fingers pushed inside my body, 

rotating against the slick walls of my sex.  Whatever 

thought I had, it quickly vanished when he found that 

spot that sent me into a spiraling bliss of sexual release. 

“Kane,” I begged…pleaded.  His name fell like a 

prayer off my lips.  “More!” 

My head rolled from side to side as he brought 

me down from my climax. 

My eyes opened when I felt his cock nudge my 

entrance. I didn’t even realize he’d moved over me as I 

came.  This was what Kane Maddox did to me.  I let him 

think for me when he controlled my pleasure.  My 

worries fled when he made love to me. 

“I want you to get pregnant,” he admitted as he 

thrust inside my body.  “Seeing you pregnant with our 

child…yeah, I really want that, kitten.” 

“You do,” I panted as he thrust slowly inside me. 

“No more birth control,” he said.  “I want to be a 

father.” 
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He was serious.  Kane Maddox hovered over me, 

his face a mask of a man who was determined.  His hazel 

eyes sparkled in the light filtering in through the drawn 

curtains. 

Staring at him, I was a little confused for a 

moment.  Kane had always voiced his concern about his 

anxiety passing on to his children.  This was a 

development I’d secretly hoped for, because I wanted it, 

more than I ever realized.  

“I’d like that too,” I said, honestly.  The thought 

of giving him a son, a daughter, caused my emotions to 

rise.  A tear of happiness built in the corner of my eye, 

but did not spill, because I wouldn’t let it.   

“Good,” he smiled and took my lips with his 

own.   

We spent another hour connected, whispering to 

each other about making a child together.  My arms 

stayed around his back as he promised me that he’d love 

and care for our child forever.  That it didn’t matter what 

the child was, boy or girl, he’d love it as he did me. 

Our climax hit simultaneously.  We locked eyes 

and lips as he emptied himself into my womb.  The act 

was so pure and sweet that I cried when he pulled out of 

my body. 

“No more pills,” he said, sternly. 

“No more pills,” I promised.   

“Perfect,” he smiled.  “I don’t want to leave you, 

but I have to get ready for work.” 

“I know,” I said, as he rolled off the bed and 

started looking for something to wear for the day.  The 

angel wings, that covered most of his back, flexed as he 

reached for a shirt from the dresser drawer.  My mouth 

watered as I imagined myself tracing the feathers with 

my lips, tongue.   

“I want to go see Spike tonight,” he said with a 

smirk to his lip, when he turned around.   

“Why,” I asked, trying not to blush at the 

wayward thoughts I was just having. 
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“I want to finish this,” he said, pointing to the 

bare spot over his heart. 

“I’ve always wondered why that spot was bare on 

your chest,” I admitted, sitting up in bed, not bothering 

to cover my breasts. 

“I’ve saved it for you,” he blushed, and placed 

the flat of his hand over his heart. 

“For me,” I questioned with a confused look on 

my face. 

“I kept it blank, because I wanted to save it for 

the woman who I gave my heart to,” he admitted, 

leaning over and kissing me on the forehead.  “I worked 

on a design I want.” 

“Really,” I gasped.  “When?” 

“A few weeks ago,” he shrugged.  “Do you want 

to go with me?” 

“Of course,” I said.  “I want your name on me as 

well, Kane.” 

“Where,” he smiled, like I was giving him an 

early birthday present. 

“I want your name across my knuckles,” I smiled, 

wiggling my fingers in the air.  “Like Spike has, but I 

want mine to say “LOVE KANE”.” 

“Really,” his smiled, widely.  The child-like 

Kane was back.  I could see it in the way his hazel eyes 

lightened and sparkled naturally.   

“Yes,” I nodded.  “Go to work and I’ll call Spike 

today while you are gone.” 

“Awesome,” he laughed.  Kane was happy and 

focused, something I loved seeing.  

Kane left me in the bed to hit the shower.  It was 

still early, and I found myself falling back in the bed 

with a huge smile on my face.  My life was perfect.  My 

husband was the man of my dreams.   

If I could just get the monsters of my past to stay 

there…in my past. 
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Chapter 8 
 

Delilah 
 

“It’s beautiful, Kane,” I cried as Spike cleaned 

the space over Kane’s heart with the paper towel.  

It’d ended up being two weeks before we could 

get in to have our new tattoos done, because of the 

album.  Spike smiled at his friend as he applied the 

lotion to his skin.  The intricate scrollwork matched the 

existing artwork around his throat.  My name was bright 

and vivid across his heart.  The intricate scrollwork that 

he’d incorporated into the existing tattoo caused the 

word ‘LOVE’, across his collar bone, to blend into my 

name.  It was the most amazing gift anyone had ever 

bestowed on me. 

“You’re beautiful,” he blushed and held his hand 

out for mine, but was careful of the new tattoo I was 

sporting across my fingers.   

“You two are just so cute,” Spike laughed, and 

pushed at Kane, after he paid the artist for his work.  

“Get outta here, and call me when you’re ready for 

more.” 

Kane slid his shirt on, mindful of his new tattoo.  

Sergi met us at the back of the parlor with the back door 

to the SUV open for us, waiting.  The new guy Paul was 

in the driver’s seat with the vehicle already set to roll.  

The other new guy, Rafe, was in the passenger seat with 

eyes scanning our surroundings, looking for trouble.   

Trouble meaning Dakota Hyde.   

A shiver rolled up my spine as I crawled into the 

middle seat, Kane on my right and Sergi on my left.  

Dakota was still a problem and one I was ready to put 

behind me.  Kane wrapped his arm around my shoulders 

and tucked me securely against his side.  He knew what 

was bothering me without me even saying anything. 

“How about a movie tonight,” he said, pulling me 

from my thoughts. 
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“Which one,” I asked, making my voice sound 

like I was truly interested in what he was saying. 

“Ahhh,” he smiled, tapping his chin.  “I think 

maybe an Underworld marathon.  You know that 

Kate....” 

I smacked him in the stomach, causing a round of 

laughter to come from the other men in the vehicle. 

“Not funny,” I pouted. 

“She has nothing on you, kitten,” he admitted and 

kissed me on the lips, lingering for a moment. 

“Liar,” I laughed.   

Once home, we settled in the media room, Kane 

started the popcorn, while I fired up the first movie.  We 

snuggled onto the couch with a blanket thrown over our 

laps.  By the time we were well into the second movie, 

my head was resting on his lap, and Kane was drawing 

lazy circles on my bad hip.   

“Are you going to be able to work this tour,” he 

asked as the credits rolled. 

“Yes,” I answered him with a confused look.  

“Why?” 

“I just worry about you,” he shrugged, laying his 

warm hand on my hip.  I bit the inside of my cheek to 

keep from moaning from the relief his touch did to my 

injury.  “Your hip. I want to make sure you’ll be 

alright.” 

“Kane,” I swallowed hard, remembering things I 

didn’t care to remember.  “I’ve set up in worse 

conditions.  I have medicine if I need it, and I promise to 

tell you if I’m having problems.” 

“Well,” he smiled. “We are going to have a CD 

launch party at Rosie’s Saturday after next, and will need 

you to work.  God, I hate saying that.  It makes me think 

of you as a slave.” 

“I’m an employee, Kane,” I laughed.  “I’m only 

your slave in the bedroom.” 

“How about here in the media room?”  Even 

though he asked, Kane’s hands were already moving 



375 

 

toward my body.  My sex instantly warmed at the look 

on his face.  Fuck!  He was my sex-on-a-stick!   

“Depends on the punishment I guess,” I said, my 

voice sounded deeper, lustier. 

The blanket was suddenly tossed away, and I 

giggled as he divested me of my pants.  His anxious 

hands pushed my shirt and bra up around my neck, but 

not away from my body.  

Kane’s lips were on my stomach in a matter of 

seconds.  “I need to taste you.”  He growled low in his 

throat and pushed my legs apart, so that his shoulders 

could fit in the space between my thighs. 

The man was just as talented with his tongue as 

he was with his hands.  He licked at my folds, bypassing 

my clit each time.  I moaned with need as he kissed the 

inside of my thighs.  My hands dug into his hair and my 

thumb scratched on the slight stubble on the side of his 

head where he kept it shaved for his Mohawk.    

“Did you stop the pills?” he asked between licks.  

I sucked in a deep breath when he bit the folds of my 

sex, and pushed his fingers deep inside.  My mind was a 

complete blissed out blur, and it took me a minute to 

reply. 

“Y…yes,” I admitted on a moan.  Damn he was 

good with his tongue! 

Kane kissed a slow…very slow path up my 

stomach, taking a moment to swirl his tongue around my 

navel.  The owl on my side was traced a few times 

before he used the flat of his tongue on the underside of 

my breasts, my nipples tightened to hardened points.  

The painful ache in my core was almost unbearable. 

“Kane, please,” I begged.  I’d begged more if he 

didn’t get with the program! 

“You’re beautiful, kitten,” he whispered, looking 

at me as if I was the most valuable painting in the best 

gallery in the world, like a treasure.  “I can’t help but 

cherish you, love you.” 
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“Then love me, Kane,” I breathed, when he 

kissed the tender spot below my ear.  “Love me.” 

 

Kane 
 

“My beautiful bride,” I panted as I thrust inside 

the soaking wet depths of my wife.  I didn’t know if I 

would plant my seed this early after she stopped taking 

her birth control pills, but I sure as hell hoped it would. 

Delilah round with our child, those tattoos 

wrapped around our son or daughter, caused an 

excitement inside me that I didn’t know existed.  I 

suddenly realized, I may just have a thing for pregnant 

women, my pregnant woman to be exact.  Man, that 

brand was even better than her name tattooed over my 

heart, or my name on her knuckles. 

She groaned in a way that told me she was 

enjoying the way my cock rubbed her inner walls, 

slowly dragging myself in and out of her weeping sex.  

Meaningful words of love tumbled through my mind, 

but I really didn’t want to talk.  I wanted to show her 

how much I loved her, and that I’d be a great father to 

our children.  Yes, I said children…meaning plural.  I 

wanted at least two, maybe four.  Six? 

My cock twitched inside her, as Delilah sunk her 

nails into the flesh of my arms.  I didn’t care, because 

she was branding me in her own way.  I leaned down 

and inhaled her sweet scent and found peace with my 

wife. 

“Kane, I’m coming,” she panted, the walls of her 

sex clamped so tight on my cock, that I lost my breath 

for a split second.  Thankfully, I recovered quickly and 

slammed my cock as deep as possible, hitting that spot 

she needed to fall completely over the edge.  I followed 

soon after. 

I took my wife to bed and didn’t clean my seed 

from between her legs, because I wanted it to stay 

there…to make a perfect little replica of us both. 
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We spent the week tangled up in the sheets.  If 

she wasn’t pregnant by next month, I’d probably think 

there was something wrong with me.  There was no way 

that at least one of my little men hadn’t made it to 

wherever it needed to go to make me a son, or daughter. 

The thought of a daughter actually didn’t scare 

me that much.  I’d been so smitten with Coraline when 

she was born, that raising little girls didn’t worry me.  It 

was the horny teenage boys that would be coming 

around when she was grown that bothered me.   

I groaned and ran a hand through my hair, but 

stopped and laughed quietly to myself.  Any teenage boy 

who was standing at the door, when I answered, would 

probably run the hell away when they got a look at me 

covered in all of this ink. 

 

Today, Mary, Delilah, and Liana were working 

on the photo for our album cover.  Delilah and Liana had 

volunteered to be the women we wanted draped across a 

kickass motorcycle painted up like an American Flag.   

I was okay with it, sort of.   

Paul, Sergi, and Rafe were all with us at the 

studio as the guy from the custom bike shop set up the 

motorcycle for the photo shoot.  I hated her working for 

those motorcycle magazines, but somehow I was okay 

with her working on this.  Most likely, because I 

demanded it be a closed set.  Just Mary, Delilah, Liana, 

Reed, and I were in the room, security was outside 

watching the building waiting for us to finish. 

“Alright, Kane, Reed,” Mary smiled.  “Come 

look at these and tell me what you think.” 

Mary had taken several photos, with Delilah and 

Liana in different positions on the bike.  Sometimes they 

were snuggled up together.  Reed and I arched brows at 

each other at the visual.  Then shivered and said, ‘No 

way!’  That was just not as cool as it used to be.    
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My cock flared to life and I pointed to the third 

one in the file, “That one…yeah, that one.” 

“Oh, yes,” Reed smiled widely, nudging me with 

his elbow.  I swear we both looked like fucking 

teenagers panting over the picture, like some porn 

magazine. 

“Are you sure this was a good idea,” Reed 

worried. 

“Teenage boys are going to lust over our wives,” 

I scowled. 

“But they’re ours,” Reed growled, as a reminded. 

“At least my Delilah has my name tattooed on her 

hand,” I said, pointing to her fingers on the screen.  Reed 

scowled, again, and I could see the idea forming in his 

head.  I’m sure Liana’s next tattoo would be his name, 

across her forehead.    

Mary giggled and shook her head at our love for 

the photo.  It was everything we’d hoped it to be.  She 

sent the girls off to change, so that we could go home. 

I thought, once we arrived home, we’d need to try 

for a baby again.  I even asked Delilah to wear the heels 

home.  She laughed at me as she sauntered out the door 

to the awaiting SUV. 

She was wearing the heels. 

Oh yes! 
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Chapter 9 
 

Kane 
 

The album release party was tonight at Rosie’s.  

Our good friend who owned the place had shut down 

and given Glory Days the building for the night.  It was 

invitation only.  Coraline and Delilah had been working 

their magic with the place since ten o’clock that 

morning.   

The guys and I had been at the satellite radio rock 

station doing a takeover that afternoon, and I just wanted 

to get back over to the club to check on my girl.  We’d 

texted several times already, and she promised that 

security was tighter than if the President of the United 

States would be in attendance.   

As we pulled in the alley behind Rosie’s, I sighed 

in relief at the amount of security that cased the place.  

The new guys, Rafe and Paul were standing like 

sentinels at the back entrance, only nodding as we 

stepped out of the SUV.  We’d be striking out on tour in 

two months, and there was still no word from Dakota.  

He hadn’t called again since the first time, and I had a 

feeling that Delilah was becoming too relaxed with her 

security.   

We’d stopped using birth control several weeks 

ago, and were saddened when she got her cycle a few 

days ago.  We were not pregnant…yet.  That didn’t 

mean that I wasn’t going to stop trying.  I’d picked up a 

small calendar two weeks ago and had her fertility 

planned out to the day.  I wanted to be thorough. 

As we pulled the door open at the back entrance, 

my cock flared painfully to life as my first sight was 

Delilah bent over the soundboard.  She was up on her 

toes, reaching for something that I didn’t care to find out 

what it was. 

“Don’t move,” I growled, as I walked up behind 

her.  She froze, knowing it was me, and gave a little 
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giggle when I rubbed my dick against the seam of her 

ass.  “Fuck, kitten.  See what you do to me?” 

“I think you are perpetually horny,” she laughed. 

“Around you, my cock is always open for 

business,” I waggled my eyebrows at her. 

“I have to work,” she laughed, looking back at 

toward the stage and sighed.  “I’m sorry, baby, but I 

have to go.” 

“I know,” I pouted, but took her hands into mine.  

I kissed my name on the backs of her fingers and pushed 

her toward the stage where Coraline was standing there 

rolling her eyes at us.  I still hadn’t ever asked her why 

she thought to set the two of us up.  She never admitted 

to it, but I swear she had an ulterior motive when she 

asked me to hire Delilah on the crew. 

Lola was setting up our merchandise table, with 

the new CD’s. I picked one up and smiled at the cover.  

The album was titled, “All American Women”, and there 

on the front was my wife laid out on her back, resting on 

a fucking motorcycle like a buffet for the world to see.  

The bike was a custom job.  The tank and fenders looked 

like the American flag was waving in the wind.   

Delilah was wearing a Glory Days shirt that was 

cropped so short that the bottom swell of her breasts 

peeked out, she wasn’t wearing a bra.  The leather pants 

she wore were black and looked like a second skin.  

Those red fuck-me heels, that I loved so much, adorned 

her feet, her lips matched the shoes.  The kicker?  Her 

hand fell lazily off the bike, and my name was right 

there on her damn fingers.  It was like a brand, and I 

smiled to myself knowing everyone would see it. 

Liana was there as well, standing next to the bike, 

her forearm resting on the handlebar, wearing the same 

outfit, her hibiscus tat faced the camera.  Reed loved that 

damn picture, and so did I.  We both had a blown up 

picture, without the album art, hanging in our homes, 

mine was in my painting room.  Reed’s was in his living 

room.   
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Mary refused to even be in the photo, because of 

her pregnancy.  She said she didn’t need to be on the 

cover, she was more comfortable behind the lens, than in 

front of it. 

“She looks great,” Lola smiled as she folded 

shirts, stacking them on the table behind her. 

“Yes, she does,” I smiled and set the CD back on 

the table. 

“Food’s going to be ready in about an hour,” Lola 

announced.  “We’re all going to break in about forty-five 

and wash up.” 

“Have you seen Taylor or any of the guys from 

Fatal Cross, yet,” I asked Lola.  We had two other local 

bands opening for us, so the night was going to be pretty 

epic.  Four bands and all of our friends.  Yeah…pretty 

freaking awesome night, if you ask me. 

“Ace is in the back,” she hooked a thumb over 

her shoulder without looking up from a stack of posters 

she was laying out on the table.  “Not sure about the rest 

of them.” 

“Okay,” I patted the table.  “Thanks.” 

Lola nodded and went back to work.  She’d been 

with us for several years, and although she was older, to 

look at her, you would think she was barely a teenager.   

A commotion to my left had me turning rapidly.  

My cousin was squaring off with Taylor Vaughn, the 

guitarist for Fatal Cross.  He towered over Coraline, but 

she was up on the tips of her toes, giving him hell for 

something.  My protective side flared and I felt my 

hands clench at my sides as my feet moved swiftly to her 

side. 

“What the fuck, Taylor,” I growled, pushing him 

back from the personal space in front of my favorite 

person, besides Delilah. 

“Stay out of this, Kane,” Coraline yelled. 

“Taylor,” I said his name in warning.  People 

were gathering.  Eric was marching toward us.  He 

stilled when I held out a hand, saying I had this covered.  
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“I’d advise you to step back…about ten fucking feet, my 

man.”   

“This isn’t over,” he demanded, looking over my 

shoulder at my cousin. 

“Asshole,” Coraline muttered as he walked away. 

“Want to fill me in on why I’m about to kick his 

ass?”  Thankfully, Delilah was in the back somewhere, 

and wouldn’t see me pound him into the ground.  The 

only thing that kept me from losing my shit, was the fact 

that he hadn’t laid a hand on Coraline. 

“Don’t you dare touch him, Kane,” she roared, 

like a protective mate.  Whatever was going on with 

them confused the hell out of me. 

“I thought you hated him,” I asked, looking over 

my shoulder to see him push past a few roadies in a 

pissed off rage. 

“I do,” she blew out a frustrated breath, folding 

her arms across her chest, just the way I do it.  That’s 

kind of creepy. 

“All I want to know is,” I began.  “Did he hurt 

you?  Touch you in any way that you felt threatened?  

And don’t you dare lie to me, Coraline Marie Maddox!  

I’ll know if you are!” 

“No, no,” she shook her head.  “Nothing like that.  

He’s just so…frustrating!  Don’t worry, Kane.  If he lays 

a hand on me, I’ll have you beat the fuck out of him, if I 

don’t do it myself.” 

“Ok, that’s my girl,” I leaned in and kissed the 

top of her head, because she was telling me the truth.  “I 

worry.” 

“You shouldn’t,” she rolled her eyes and tagged 

my stomach with her tiny fists.  I grunted a little, 

because she could pack one hell of a punch.  I knew that, 

because I taught her how to throw a fist when she was 

ten. 

“Always have, little cuz.  Always will,” I laughed 

as I walked away.  The catering company was just 

coming in with the tables to set up for our dinner.  It was 



383 

 

getting close to four o’clock, which gave us a few hours 

to finish getting things ready before the doors opened at 

seven.  Maybe I could get Delilah away from her duties 

for a little alone time.  I suddenly had the urge to just 

hold her in my arms. 

 

Delilah 
 

I seriously felt like a failure. 

Kane had been devastated when I didn’t end up 

pregnant this month.  As much as we’d had sex over the 

past several weeks, I should’ve been pregnant.  The 

logical side to my brain slapped me in the back of the 

head, reminding me that it could take a few months for 

the medicine to get out of my system. 

It still hurt all the same. 

On the outside, I didn’t appear to be the least bit 

distressed over it.  I just didn’t want to throw Kane back 

into his anxiety.  Any stress I showed, bothered him 

even more than it should.  We’d come so far in the past 

few months, that I didn’t want anything to change his 

behavior.   

I didn’t want to have to call in Sadie again. 

She hadn’t called, or messaged either one of us, 

since the night she left our home.  Thankfully, Kane was 

still focused.  Oh, he had times where I could tell he 

struggled with his thoughts, but working on the album 

helped him stay on the straight line, at least for the past 

few weeks. 

The album, wow!  There are no words for how 

amazing this new one was going to be.  I’d say it would 

be their best work yet, but I am a little biased.  Things 

were looking up for these guys.  They truly deserved 

every award and accomplishment they achieved, because 

they worked their asses off day after day, night after 

night, and stage after stage to give their fans what they 

wanted.  
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“Son of a bitch!” Coraline yelled and tossed a 

beer can into the trash, well, after it pinged off the wall 

with a thud.  Somehow it still made it into the industrial 

sized can.   

“What the hell is wrong with you,” I scowled, as 

I straightened and organized cases against the wall of the 

empty room in the back.  

“Taylor fucking Vaughn,” she rolled her eyes.  

“He has not one romantic bone in his body!” 

“Oh,” I said with raised eyebrows.  “I didn’t 

know you two were getting that personal.” 

“Fuck no,” she growled.  “He is a Neanderthal!  

He thinks asking a girl out is, ‘Hey babe! You. Me.  

Dinner.’  I mean, really!” 

“Don’t let him get under your skin,” I laughed.  

“Move on, girl.” 

“That’s the problem,” she admitted.  “I seriously 

want to jump his bones and show him who the fucking 

boss is, and damn sure it isn’t him!” 

“Hello, dominatrix,” I exaggerated.   

“Fuck you, too,” she laughed and then growled, 

before cursing a few times.  “I’m going to go find 

something to do with my hands so I don’t strangle the 

man.” 

“You do that,” I snickered, watching my best 

friend and now cousin-in-law storm out of the room.  

Whatever was with them, I’m sure Cora would put him 

in his place one way or another.  She just had that way 

with people. 

The door to the back room burst open and I 

gasped from the sudden noise.  Sergi stood there in a 

panic looking around the room and then his eyes finally 

rested on mine, “Jesus, Ms. Delilah.  You scared the hell 

out of me!” 

“Me,” I growled, throwing my hands in the air.  

“You’re the one busting through doors like the fucking 

Hulk!” 
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“You can’t go wandering off on your own,” he 

declared.  

“I’m working,” I cursed.   

“Kane was freaking out,” he admitted.  “He 

almost had my head.  I thought you were in the room 

with everyone eating and then you weren’t.  I thought he 

was going to fire me again.” 

There was a small dimple that formed in his left 

cheek, and I took that as he was being funny, which was 

strange for the big Russian. 

“I’m really not hungry,” I frowned, crinkling my 

nose at the thought of food.  I was too damn busy to be 

worrying about eating. 

“Uh,” Sergi shook his head.  “You going to 

explain that to your husband?” 

“Dammit,” I sighed heavily and pushed the last 

case against the wall.  Kane would be furious.  “Okay, 

you win.” 

Sergi escorted me two doors down to a room that 

was used as Rosie’s ‘Green Room’, which surprisingly 

was actually green.  Kane was holding two plates and 

the look on his face relaxed when our eyes met.   

We sat in the corner of the room at a small pub 

table and ate the grilled chicken someone with major 

talent had made for our crew and the bands.  The local 

bands were just starting to trickle in and unload their 

equipment.  Since I was fairly new to Los Angeles, and 

they were local, I hadn’t heard of them. 

Fallen Soldiers were a group of Iraqi war 

veterans who’d started the band while stationed together 

overseas.  They played whenever they weren’t out 

protecting us from the evils that threaten our American 

way of life.  They’d obviously been released from their 

duties for awhile because two of them sported long 

beards and the other two had hair that reached their 

shoulders.  One of the guys with the beard, he kept his 

head shaved clean, while the other kept his to military 

standards. 
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Witch’s Spawn surprised me.  The lead singer 

was female, not something you see with the heavier rock 

bands.  Although women rockers were starting to push 

their way into the market, I was still a little stunned at 

her presence, because I knew her. 

“Presley Pittman,” I said in disbelief. 

“Delilah,” she squealed, and I jumped up from 

my seat as she approached, engulfing each other in a 

hug. 

“You know each other,” Kane asked in 

confusion. 

“Yes,” I said, reaching for his hand.  “Presley 

was the lead singer for Deadly Doves.  I helped them out 

for awhile.” 

“Helped out,” Presley rolled her green eyes, and 

tossed her reddish brown hair over her shoulder.  The 

locks were still so long they touched her ass and her 

body was banging, still to this day. She was meant for 

this life, and I was honestly happy to see she was still 

singing.  “If it wasn’t for this girl right here, we 

wouldn’t have been able to find our asses with both 

hands.  Damn, girl.  You look amazing!” 

“So do you,” I replied.  It really was nice to see 

her.   

“How do you know Glory Days?  You working 

for them now,” she asked, nodding toward Kane. 

“Actually,” I blushed.  “Kane’s my husband, and 

I work for them.” 

“Oh my God,” Presley squealed again.  “I’m so 

happy for you!”   

Presley didn’t look like she’d aged much over the 

years.  She was pushing thirty, but you’d never know it.  

If it wasn’t for a horrible falling out between their 

guitarist and drummer, Deadly Doves would still be 

around and probably making millions.   

Kane left us to talk while Presley and I finished 

our meals.  We exchanged phone numbers and promised 

to get away for lunch once they got back off the road.  It 
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seems that they were heading out with Fatal Cross for a 

few months, and she wouldn’t be back in town for some 

time. 

We had just less than two hours before the doors 

opened, and I was done with what I needed to do for 

Glory Days, so I buckled down and helped out her new 

band set up their equipment.  It was like old times, and I 

was more than happy to help out and old friend. 
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Chapter 10 
 

Kane 
 

Delilah’s friend’s band, Witch’s Spawn kicked 

some major ass.  Our guest list included people from the 

record labels and I hoped that they weren’t so sloshed 

that they didn’t notice the awesomeness of the unsigned 

band that blew the roof off of the place.  Delilah’s friend 

Presley had some killer vocals.  Their drummer could 

almost give me a run for my money.   

Almost! 

Ash and Mary spent most of their time up in the 

private balcony Rosie reserved for special guest, like 

famous rock bands that came to hang out when they 

were in town.  Mary was about to pop with their second 

child and would rather sit than be down with the 

rambunctious crowd.   

She’d brought a special lens for her camera, so 

that she could get some shots for what she was doing on 

the website.  I never got on the thing, just left it in her 

hands to make sure everything was up-to-date.  I did 

have some social media sites that I frequented, to keep in 

touch with some friends who were in other bands.  I 

think I had over a million followers at last check.   

I found them resting at one of the tables.  Ash 

was sitting in a chair opposite his wife, his large hands 

wrapped protectively around their child.  He stroked his 

son or daughter (we still didn’t know), through the soft 

material of her top. 

“Hey,” I announced as I walked up.  “You okay?” 

“Two more weeks,” Mary growled.  “Two more 

miserable freaking weeks, Kane.” 

“I know, beautiful,” I said, leaning over to kiss 

the top of her blonde head.  “It’ll be here before you 

know it.” 
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“I think you said that last time,” she sighed as 

Ash rubbed the expanse of her stomach, which caused a 

satisfied moan to escape Mary’s lips. 

“And I think I was right,” I announced proudly.  

“I’m taking bets.  I give you eight more days…and it’s a 

boy.” 

“Really,” Ash raised a brow.  “How much?” 

“Hundred bucks,” I held out my hand, ignoring 

Mary’s gasp of disbelief. 

“You’re on,” he nodded. 

“I can’t believe you two,” she growled. 

“We need to write this down and find Gabe and 

Reed,” I shrugged and pulled up the Notes app on my 

phone.   

Just as Delilah’s friend’s band hit the stage, I had 

several bets on what the baby was going to be and the 

day it came into the world.  Ace also put in his bet, 

saying it would be another girl, just because Ash would 

go nuts having to deal with two girls and boys knocking 

on the door.  Ash just groaned and gave Ace a one finger 

salute. 

I watched as Delilah stood on the side of the 

stage, in case she was needed for anything during the 

performance. It’s nice to know that my wife had friends 

outside of our little circle that she could see every so 

often.  The happiness she was showing tonight caused 

my heart to swell in my chest. 

“You look so pussy-whipped,” Gabe chuckled 

next to me. 

“I am, man.  I soooo am,” I growled, then tried to 

adjust myself so that my hardening cock wouldn’t be 

pinched so tight in my pants.   

“Hey boys,” Rosie said from behind us.  She 

looked like a million bucks as she flitted around her club 

making sure our party went off without a hitch. 

“Rosie,” Gabe said, bringing her into a crushing 

hug.  He kissed her dead on the lips and she smiled, but 

pushed him away. 
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“If my husband sees you doing that, he may kick 

your ass,” she laughed.  “Or, he may just make you keep 

me.”  She was teasing, and we all knew it.  Her husband 

was an awesome man to let her run this place alone.  He 

was a doctor, or something.  Total opposite from the 

woman who ran the number one club in the city.  Hell, 

Rosie was the one who got us our first show at this little 

venue. Rosie’s would always be home to us.   

She’d allowed us to practice here after we’d 

played our first show.  No charge for using the building.  

She promised to charge us double for our drinks, but she 

never did.  I didn’t know if Glory Days would’ve ever 

made it without her constant support and love.  Damn, 

she was one hell of a person.   

“I may keep you, Ms. Rosie,” Gabe waggled his 

brows at her.  “You’re my kinda woman!”  Rosie was 

about ten years older than us, curly blonde hair, beautiful 

blue eyes that told a long-life journey, and a sleeve of 

musical tattoos. 

“Oh, hush, Gabe Miller,” she rolled her eyes.  

That woman had the biggest heart and supported bands 

young, old, established, or brand stinking new, but you 

didn’t fuck with Rosie.  She’d tear your ass up if you 

ever crossed her.  She was a force, and we did truly all 

love her.  Rosie pretty much birthed us into this life.  

This crazy ass dream was made real by the woman in 

front of us.  “Don’t ever call me ‘Ms.’ anything!  I’m not 

that much older than you.” 

She said her final goodbyes and looped of 

downstairs to do whatever she needed to do.  The 

waitress came over and took our orders.  Mary sighed 

and asked for water, while we all ordered a round of 

beers. 

Delilah met us after her friend’s band exited the 

stage.  Fatal Cross had their own crew, so I grabbed my 

wife a soda and brought her over to my lap. 

“You okay, kitten,” I asked when she slumped 

into my chest. 
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“Whew,” she laughed.  “Just a little tired, but 

otherwise good.” 

“Your hip?” I asked, reaching for her.  I just had 

to touch her, to feel that she was okay.   

“Sore, but okay,” she rolled her eyes.  “Don’t get 

that look, baby.  I took something already.  I promise to 

take it easy while they’re playing.” 

“Good,” I nodded. 

“You ready for me to rub your hands,” she asked. 

“I’m ready for you to rub something,” I grinned 

wickedly. 

“Give me your hands,” she said in exasperation.  

I held my hand out with a weary sigh for good measure.  

Delilah took my hand and once she dug her thumb into 

my finger, I was lost.   

I wasn’t going to whine that she was rubbing my 

hands and not my cock.  I did pout though, when she 

refused to give me just a little bit more.  I guess the more 

was going to have to wait. 

I hated waiting. 

 

Delilah 
 

I hated lying to Kane.  I didn’t want anything to 

hinder his performance tonight, but my hip was 

screaming in pain.  I did take something for it, but it was 

half of a prescribed pain pill.  Thankfully, it worked like 

a charm.  He didn’t need to worry about me, because this 

show was a big deal.  Glory Days would be doing nine 

songs off the new album for their friends and family.  

Speaking of family, Kane’s parents were not 

here, and I could also tell that it bothered him that they 

denied his invitation, again.  He’d said it didn’t bother 

him, when he’d hung up the phone with his mother, but 

when he disappeared into the band room in the 

basement, I knew it did. 

That’s why I took it upon myself to insert my 

feelings on the subject. 
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The call didn’t go as I thought it would. 

 

“Karen,” I said into the phone when she 

answered. 

“Delilah, dear,” she gasped, politely. “What’s 

wrong?” 

“What’s wrong is,” I took a deep breath.  “Your 

son is devastated that you never come to one of his 

shows!” 

“He knows how we feel,” she sighed.  “It’s no 

offense to Kane.  We love him so much, but we just don’t 

approve of his music.” 

“But it’s his career,” I spoke sweetly, putting my 

anger at the situation behind me.  “This is something 

that he has worked on with blood, sweat, and tears to 

achieve the highest goals that a musician can achieve, 

Karen.  Do you even realize that your son is said to be 

one of the best drummers in recent history?  That’s a 

huge deal!” 

There was silence on the phone for so long that I 

thought maybe she had hung up, but I heard it, a small, 

delicate sniffle, and I knew I had her. 

“Kane and all of the boys are good men, Karen.  

They don’t worship the devil. Their music, if you’d ever 

listen to it, encourages people to be their best, defeat 

and overcome odds, and for… they speak out against 

abuse.  Abuse toward women and children.  Your son is 

a good man, Karen, and all he’s ever wanted was for 

you and Joshua to be proud of him, to see what a great 

thing he has done with his life.  And Karen, Kane loves 

you and Joshua so much, and he understands your 

difference of opinions, but he’d like, just for once, for 

you to come see him play.” 

More silence. 

I was about to give up when I heard another 

sniffle, but it was much deeper than the other one.   
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“You’re right Delilah,” she cried into the phone.  

“Tell me when and where to be and I promise you, his 

father and I will be there.” 

 

I smiled to myself remembering the call.  Did I 

guilt them into coming?  You better believe your ass I 

did!  Someone needed to tell them that Kane hurt when 

they denied the invites.  He’d usually tease them with 

jokes about mosh pits and guys with colored hair, but he 

did that as a way to protect his heart from breaking every 

time they said, ‘No’. 

“Everything ready, kitten,” Kane asked as he 

walked into the room I was dropping a few last cases off 

in. 

“Sure thing,” I smiled, knowing my little secret 

was about to rock his world. 

Sergi had been sent off to ‘run an errand’ for me, 

Paul and Rafe were hanging back to keep an eye on 

things as I worked.  Mostly I ignored the new guys when 

I was busy, but I sort of liked them.   

“We’re on in ten,” he kissed my forehead.  “If I 

go anywhere near your lips right now, we may never get 

this show started.” 

“Go, get,” I shooed him from the room.   

My phone beeped in my pocket, and I quickly 

read the text, Sergi was back. 

Mr. and Mrs. Maddox were out back in the SUV 

waiting for my signal to come inside.  I sent him a quick 

message to send them in exactly five minutes from then 

and I’d be waiting by the back door.  One last check and 

Kane was seated at his kit, the black curtain was in 

place.  The place was humming with people, ready to see 

their Glory Days perform their much awaited release.  

There were record label executives, media, and friends 

in attendance, but the most important guest were just 

about to walk through the doors. 

Turning the corner, I met them as they walked in 

the back entrance.  “You ready,” I asked. 
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After a deep, nervous breath, Karen and Joshua 

nodded. 

They were dressed conservative, but casual.  Mrs. 

Maddox had on a pair of her signature slacks, and a short 

sleeved solid red top.  Mr. Maddox was in soft jeans and 

a black golf shirt.  I smiled at my plan.   

Sergi and Paul made a spot for them to stand just 

to stage left.  The curtain went down and the music 

started.  I stood with my in-laws, and our bodyguards. 

Now, Kane only needed to look into the crowd 

and see the surprise I’d brought for him.  I hope he 

didn’t lose focus of what the hell he was supposed to be 

doing up on the stage. 
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Chapter 11 
 

Kane 
 

The sheet dropped and we went straight into the 

hardest, heaviest song off the new album.  It only took 

about two minutes before I started to sweat and I was 

loving every second of it.  My eyes were closed as I 

played.  Ash belted out the first verse and everyone in 

the crowd went wild.  I was in my element and nothing 

could top the overwhelming joy I was experiencing.   

After that first song, Ash spoke into the 

microphone, “Hello, family and friends!  Thank you so 

much for coming out tonight for the release of our 

newest album, “All American Women”.  I’m not going to 

talk too much, because we have a lot in store for you 

tonight.” 

My eyes scanned the crowd, before I tapped out 

the opening to the next song on the set list, but my mind 

faltered for about half a second.  I could feel Ash’s eyes 

on me in worry.  The face splitting grin that plastered my 

face was probably the most epic yet.  I sure hoped to hell 

that someone got a picture of this, because I couldn’t 

believe what I was seeing with my own eyes. 

My parents were standing right in front of me 

with my beautiful wife.  Mom’s eyes were wide, like she 

was in disbelief, my father stood still, but had a slight 

uplift to the corner of his mouth, that told me he 

approved of me. 

I stood up and tapped my sticks together yelling, 

“1..2..3,” and then I played every fucking song as if my 

life depended on it.  They were here!  My parents were 

here and they were standing in the crowd. 

How in the hell did she do it?  I had no idea, but I 

knew for damn sure that, however she did it, I fucking 

loved her more than I ever did.  
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Ash turned to me and gave me a fatherly thumbs 

up.  Gabe leaned over the kit and said, “Fuck yes, man!”  

Reed nodded his approval and continued to play. 

Holy. Shit.  My freaking parents had come, and 

from the smug grin on Delilah’s face, I’m pretty damn 

sure she planned it to the minute to make sure I didn’t 

see them.  Sneaky little minx! 

We were well into the fourth song, and I laughed 

out loud, because my mom and dad were actually 

smiling and swaying to the music.  Just a little, but they 

were almost dancing!  Being floored was the 

understatement of the century!   

Delilah stood beside them with Paul and Sergi at 

her back, keeping an eye on things.  Mary was off to the 

side of the stage, Liana was in the crowd with Reed’s 

parents, and Rosie was back at the bar.  She raised a 

toast to me as our eyes met.   

My fucking life was perfect!  I blew Delilah a 

kiss when I had one hand free, raising my eyebrows, 

wanting one in return.  She replied with a sultry wink, 

and my cock instantly hardened against the fly of my 

pants. 

Now, all I needed to do was to get my wife 

pregnant and everything would be complete. 

 

As the last song ended, I stood and tossed my 

sticks to the crowd, one being caught by the daughter of 

one of our guys at the record label, the other by my 

mother.  Screw tradition.  I didn’t wait for the lights to 

go down to announce we were through.  I leapt off the 

stage and engulfed my parents in the biggest hug 

imaginable. 

“You came!”  I pulled back and watched as my 

mom delicately wiped my sweat from her cheek.   

She reached her hand up and touched my chin, 

“I’m so sorry, son.  We never understood.  Delilah made 

all of this happen.  You should be thanking her.” 
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I turned and wrapped my arms around my wife, 

my lips captured hers, and I bent her over backwards 

with the kiss that seared our blood.  My father cleared 

his throat, and I reluctantly released Delilah.  “Thank 

you, kitten.” 

“It was time,” she whispered, stroking the shaved 

spot above my ear. 

“Son,” my father began, sorry marring his 

features.  “We were wrong.  Now, it was as loud as I 

thought, but Delilah was right.  You do have a message 

in your music, and I’m so proud of you.” 

“Thanks, dad,” I blushed.  Hearing those words 

were like music to my ears. 

“Are you hungry,” my mom asked. 

“Starving,” I admitted, feeling like a kid at 

Christmas.  “I burn a lot of energy up there.” 

“I can imagine so,” my dad said.  “I don’t see 

how you do that night after night.” 

“It’s my life, dad.  I love my job.”  I wrapped a 

sweaty arm around Delilah and pulled her in so I could 

kiss her temple.  “Are you hungry, kitten?”  My mom 

blushed as my endearment.  

“I could eat,” she frowned.  “But I have to tear 

down.  Why don’t you guys go on?  Bring me back 

something.  We should be done by the time you get 

back.” 

“I don’t want to leave you,” I pouted.  “Plus, you 

don’t have to stay and help.” 

“Yes, I do,” she growled.  “Just because I’m 

married to the boss, doesn’t mean I slack on my duties.  

Go! Visit with your parents.” 

“If you’re sure,” I asked, giving her body a once-

over with my eyes.  She had been limping earlier, and 

she thought I didn’t notice, but I did.  In fact, I knew she 

must’ve taken something to help, because about half an 

hour after I found her limping, she was pretty much back 

to normal. 



398 

 

“Totally,” she smiled and kissed the corner of my 

mouth, before turning to my parents.  “Thank you for 

coming.” 

“No,” my mom sniffled, almost in tears.  “Thank 

you, Delilah.  For loving our son, and making us see 

reason.  We love you sweetheart.” 

They hugged for a moment, my father smiled at 

me as we watched the two women get closer over this 

whole event.   

I gave Sergi, Paul, and Rafe strict instructions to 

watch over her and left to shower.  It only took a few 

minutes to clean up and then I was off with my parents 

to a little hole in the wall restaurant, for a meal and some 

much needed time to reacquaint myself with the people 

who loved me more than I ever thought they did. 

 

Delilah 
 

“I don’t know how the hell you did it,” Cora said 

as she handed me a bundle of wires. 

“I’d had enough of the sadness whenever they 

denied his invitations,” I shrugged.  “I took it upon 

myself to shed some light on what he did and how it hurt 

his feelings that they never came to any of the shows,” I 

admitted. 

“I would’ve never believed it,” she said, wide-

eyed.  “If I hadn’t of seen it!” 

“I made them feel guilty,” I admitted, feeling a 

little bad for doing so. 

“Good,” she nodded.  “They needed to be kicked 

in the ass.  I’m glad you did it.” 

We were almost finished with the tear down, all 

of the guys had left for the evening.  Mary was looking 

like she was about to fall over from exhaustion.  I’m no 

fortune teller, but I had a feeling we’d be having another 

baby added to the family in the next few days. 

Which brought me back to my own worries about 

getting pregnant.  I’d already beat myself up over the 
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fact that I didn’t get pregnant this month, then chastised 

myself for being dumb.  The pills would get out of my 

system soon enough. 

“What’s wrong,” Cora asked as she stopped in 

front of me. 

“Just having a war with my thoughts,” I admitted.  

She was my best friend and knew if I was lying, so it 

was just better to be honest. 

“About Karen and Joshua?” 

“No,” I grinned.  “About babies.” 

“Do what,” she gasped, her eyes widening, 

looking from my face to my stomach and back up again. 

“No,” I held out my hands.  “I’m not pregnant!  

Well, not yet at least.  We are trying, and it didn’t work 

this month.” 

“Oh,” she hugged me.  “Kane will be beside 

himself when you do get pregnant, D.  Oh, if you think 

he’s overprotective now, boy, just you wait.” 

“Ugh,” I rolled my eyes and laughed.  “Don’t 

remind me.” 

“This is so exciting,” she giggled.  “You’ll tell 

me as soon as you find out, right?” 

“Of course,” I nodded.  “Let’s get this put away.  

I’m ready to go home.” 

“Me too,” she sighed.  “Two and a half more 

months, and we are at it again!” 

“Hell yes,” I laughed.   

Back on the road, and back to work.  It was the 

story of our lives, but a damn good one at that.  I’d 

found my home working with Cora, and I found love 

with Kane.  My life was awesome.  I wouldn’t trade it 

for anything in the world! 

Until, something changed my way of thought. 

My phone rang in my pocket, and I silenced the 

private number.  I knew who it was, but I wasn’t about 

to ruin the night by answering it.  There was no one that 

ever called me by blocking their number.   
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It was probably him, Dakota.  That bastard just 

didn’t quit, did he?  How many times was he going to 

hurt me?  How many times was I going to have to watch 

over my back?  How many bodyguards would I need to 

keep me safe?  

What would happen when we went on tour?  I 

mean, come on!  Kane would not be able to wrap me in a 

bubble for the rest of my life.  Shit!  He damn sure 

would try!   

Fuck! 

Going to Glory’s Place was not an option.  I 

didn’t need to go back there, nor did I want to.  I needed 

to be with my husband, in my own home!  Working was 

my way of getting away from the painful shit I’d dealt 

with my entire life. 

My mother and father were gone.  I ran from an 

abusive ex-boyfriend, who was now my stalker.  The 

kicker?  Dakota knew how and where to find me!  It 

didn’t matter where I was in this world.  As long as I 

was with Kane Maddox, Dakota Hyde would know 

exactly where I was.   

Looking over my shoulder, I cursed to myself at 

the three, not one, but three men, who were hired to 

babysit me, to keep me safe.  I hated it!  Hated the fact 

that I was being watched. 

Being watched by another person, I felt like a 

poor helpless child, who couldn’t get further away than a 

few feet from the overprotective eyes of the people who 

were hired to care for her. 

Rafe, Sergi, and Paul….my babysitters. 

When would the torture be over?   

Would the torture ever be over?  That was the 

question of the century. 
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Chapter 12 
 

Delilah 
 

“He called,” I admitted to Sergi.  This time, he 

didn’t block the number.  Kane was away doing 

interviews for the album and I was home alone with my 

bodyguards.  I knew the drill, so I handed the phone 

over.  Sergi would run the number and see if this one 

went to a burner phone, just like the last one. 

Surprisingly, I was not freaking the hell out, 

which scared me a little, because I should be.  I think 

more than anything, I was tired.  Tired of Dakota ruining 

my life.  The fact that I had more protection, than the 

freaking President, also helped.  Kane had taught me to 

give up some of my worry to let the other guys handle 

my protection.  When I had them with me, it was easier 

to not look over my shoulder so much. 

“What did he say,” Sergi demanded. 

“That ‘it’s almost time’,” I admitted. 

“You’re safe, Ms. Delilah,” Sergi announced. 

“I know,” I sighed.  “Just ready for this to be 

over.” 

“You know that Kane will want to know,” he said 

with a raised brow, and pulling out his phone.   

Every time something upset me, it chipped away 

at Kane’s calm a little at a time.  This was another sliver 

off the statue that was my husband.  He’d been so happy 

since his parents showed up at the concert, and I didn’t 

want to spoil his mood, with the call from Dakota.   

I ignored Sergi’s conversation with Kane and 

went down to the basement.  I never was one for 

working out, but that punching bag seemed like the 

perfect way to burn off some of my anger.   

I strapped on the gloves that Kane usually wore.  

They were loose on me because Kane’s hands were so 

much larger than my own.  I was able to get the Velcro 

adjusted tight, using my teeth on the second one. 
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I held my hands up to my face, and stared at the 

bag like I knew what the hell I was doing.  Swinging out 

with my right hand, I connected with the heavy weight, a 

small tinge of discomfort snaked up my wrists, but I 

ignored it and continued. 

I hated Dakota Hyde.  There was not one 

redeeming quality about the man…no, the monster.  The 

side, his true side, that the world saw was not as 

glamorous as people would think.  Yes, there were 

parties, and lots of them.  I never did care for the 

constant people that passed through his house every 

night. 

Since being with Glory Days, I’d learned that not 

all rockstars are partying, coke-heads.  Kane and the 

guys were…normal.  They ran the band like a business 

and they’d much rather spend their nights with a good 

meal and even better conversation; just them and their 

families as their guests.  Close friends were all they had.  

Cora had told me in the beginning that Kane didn’t like 

to be around people much, but I realized now that he just 

likes his inner circle, people he could trust.   

Sweat streaked down my cheek and it tickled as it 

trailed over my neck, but I didn’t wipe it away.  Hitting 

that bag helped to relieve the stress.  Now, I saw why 

Kane and the guys loved to come down here and beat the 

shit out of these bags when they weren’t quite 

themselves. 

Dakota’s words and actions played through my 

head over and over.  How I was nothing…a slut…his 

toy. 

“Hold still, you little bitch.” 

“How dare you talk back to me!” 

“Going to fuck you until you beg me to stop!” 

“No one will ever want you!” 

“It’s your fault.” 

“I should kill you.” 

“You bitch…” 

“……………” 
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“……” 

With each punch to the bag, his voice faded in 

my head, until it was nothing.  Dakota’s voice was 

finally silent. 

Exhaustion caused my legs to weaken as I fell to 

the floor, my knees were protected by the soft mat under 

the bag.  I let my tears mix with the sweat that was 

pouring from my skin.  It took all I had to use my teeth 

to tear at the Velcro to remove the gloves, slinging them 

away.   

I only had a second to wipe away the sweat and 

tears from my face before I was enveloped in Kane’s 

arms. 

“Oh, kitten,” he whispered as he picked me up 

and held me tight to his chest, letting me cry until my 

eyes were dry. 

“I feel better,” I laughed, through the tears that 

were pouring down my face.  “Now, I know why you 

come down here.” 

“It does help,” he smiled, wiping away more 

sweat and tears from my face.  “Are you okay?  Really?” 

“Yeah,” I admitted.  “Promise.” 

Kane carried me to our room and held me for the 

longest time while sitting on the bed.  I slid off his lap 

and peeled the sweaty clothes from my body so that I 

could start the shower.  It took me several minutes of 

just letting the hot water soothe my aching bones before 

I washed my hair and scrubbed the workout off my skin. 

When I returned to the bedroom, he was still in 

the same position, but with his knees drawn up, and he 

was using them as drums.  His hands were beating 

against the tops of his thighs, his eyes were closed.  

Kane was in another world, his mind was on something 

else.  I stood there for the longest time watching him. 

He wore a simple pair of tight, black denim jeans, 

his feet were bare.  On top of his feet were two clown 

masks that were right in the middle of scary and 

something out of a child’s circus.  Black hair was tossed 
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to his left side, covering his ears.  The end had grown 

out over the past year, it was now a few inches below his 

shoulders, and damn, it was sexy as hell.  My name 

stood out in stark contrast to the mural of art on his 

chest, sides, and arms.  It was a branding.  Everyone 

would know who held his heart, forever. 

“Come here, kitten,” he said, bringing me back 

from my thoughts.  I blushed slightly at getting caught 

staring at him, but he was just…beautiful. 

The fluffy, white towel was pulled from my body 

as he stopped me next to the bed.  He stared into my 

eyes, and ran his calloused hands from my neck, slowly, 

down and over my shoulders.  Framing the swells of my 

breasts, Kane purred as he continued his path down my 

sides, stopping to trace the owl tattoo on my side. 

“I’m ready to see you round, here,” he said in 

awe, rubbing his hand over my stomach. I was holding 

together fine, until he leaned in and kissed my flat belly 

softly.  “I want a little girl who looks just like you.” 

“I want a little boy who is as beautiful as his 

father,” I admitted, my eyes pricked with the onslaught 

of new tears, but I held them back.  The room was only 

lit by the bedside lamp, our voices were barely over a 

whisper.  Kane still looked at me with eyes that told me 

he was completely in love, and wanted a child with his 

entire soul.  

“You complete me,” he swallowed hard, still 

touching my belly.  “A child would just…just make my 

life goals go from a dream to reality, kitten.  You don’t 

know how scared I am, but completely ready to be a 

father.  I want hot, nekkid time, and you to be my baby 

mama.” 

“Kane Maddox,” I gasped, slapping his shoulder.  

“Really?” 

“What,” he looked at me confused.   

“You were being so romantic, then you say, 

‘baby mama’ and ‘nekkid time’ and ruined it!  You big 

dork!”  My poor Kane.  He just said whatever popped 
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into his head, and I loved him regardless.  That’s the 

way Kane Maddox ticked.  He was just a little different 

from everyone else. 

“Yeah,” he said, with a smirk to the corner of his 

lip.  “I’ll be the baby daddy!” 

“Yes,” I laughed and wrapped my arms around 

him.  “Yes Kane, you’ll be my baby daddy.” 

 

 

Kane 
 

It was time for us to start rehearsing for the 

upcoming tour.  We’d be at the old warehouse three days 

a week, until the week before, then we’d spend pretty 

much the whole week over there prepping to depart.  

Delilah would not be on the roadie’s bus this time.  

We’d get the big bedroom in the back.  It was our turn to 

burn up the sheets as we toured across the country.  The 

European tour would be immediately after we finished in 

the States.  

What if Delilah became pregnant while we were 

on the road?  She wouldn’t be able to work and that 

would probably drive her crazy.  There was no way I 

was going to let her work.  A cold shiver crawled up my 

spine when I imagined all of the horrible ways she could 

get hurt with our child in her belly. 

“If you get pregnant, you’re fired,” I growled, 

speaking my thoughts aloud.   

“What,” she asked, with a scowl on her face. 

“You heard me,” I said, walking over to where 

she was putting clothes away in the dresser.  “I don’t 

want you hanging from the rafters if you’re pregnant, so 

I’m firing you.” 

“Just like that,” she laughed.  “I don’t have the 

option to negotiate my contract?” 

“Nope,” I teased.  “It’s null and void.” 
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“I think there are laws against that,” she rolled 

her eyes.  “But lucky for you, I agree.  As soon as I find 

out we’re pregnant, then I quit.” 

“Two weeks from now, we get to lock ourselves 

in the house for a few days? Right?” I asked. 

“Yes, baby,” she winked.  “We sure will.” 

I pulled her to me, kissing her softly on the lips.  

“Can I just hold you tonight?”  I needed her soft curves 

in my arms. 

“Get the sheets warm,” she smiled.  “I’ll be right 

back.” 

Hoping in the bed, I straightened the pillows, 

fluffing them, and drawing back the sheets on her side of 

the bed.  I flicked the television on and found some 

reruns of Supernatural for us to watch. 

“Oh,” she cooed.  “I love this one!  But first I 

have something for you.” 

“What is it,” I asked. 

She pulled a box out from behind her back.  It 

was square, with no wrapping.  When I opened it up, I 

gasped in surprise.  On a bed of cotton was a silver 

bracelet, two old school sparrows with their noses 

touching.   

“You got this for me,” I asked in disbelief.  “I 

love it!  It’s us!” 

“I saw it and thought you’d like it,” she began.  

“I’ve had it for awhile and thought I’d give it to you as a 

good luck charm for the tour.  I know you probably 

won’t be able to wear it when you’re on stage, but if 

you’d like it, you can wear it whenever you want.” 

“I’ll never take it off,” I kissed her nose.  “Except 

for when I’m performing.  I could probably play with it 

on, but I don’t want to scratch it.  Will you wear it when 

I’m on stage?” 

“Sure,” she blushed. 

“Thank you, kitten,” I smiled, pressing a chaste 

kiss to her lips. 
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Delilah slid in the bed and fell into my open 

arms.  Her body plastered to my side, molding as if she 

was made to fit me.  I smiled as I kissed the top of her 

head that was resting on my chest, opposite of my heart.  

Delilah Maddox - man I loved hearing her name - was 

my wife, my perfect half, and I knew, beyond a shadow 

of a doubt, that I was the luckiest son of a bitch alive. 

“If we have a girl,” she said, as a commercial 

about laundry soap flashed across the screen.  I really 

wasn’t paying to the show, or the commercials, because 

I had the sexiest woman in my arms.  “I want to name 

her Bella Marie.” 

“Bella Marie Maddox,” I smiled. “I like that.” 

“It was my mother’s name,” she whispered, her 

voice becoming tight. 

“Oh, kitten,” I said pulling her to my lips.  “It 

would be an honor to have her named after your 

mother.” 

“Thank you,” she cried.  

We spent the rest of the night holding each other, 

watching television, and just being together.  Delilah 

eventually fell asleep in my arms, but I didn’t follow 

behind her.  No, I held her.  Watched her sleep.  

Delilah’s lashes rested on the tops of her cheeks, her lips 

pushed out into a soft pout.  Damn, she was 

just…beautiful. 

I didn’t know how long I watched her.  I had no 

desire to close my eyes for a very long time.  I think the 

sun was just peeking over the horizon when I finally 

succumbed to a long needed rest.  The last thing I heard 

was Delilah say my name in her sleep, my name fell off 

her lips full of love. 

 

 

 

 

 



408 

 

Chapter 13 
 

Delilah 
 

“Are you sore,” Kane asked, his eyes closed in 

rest. We’d been locked in the bedroom of the bus having 

hot, monkey sex for the past two days.  I was currently 

laid out across his chest, exhausted.  We were in Las 

Vegas and instead of getting a room, like everyone else, 

we chose to stay by the arena. 

We still were not pregnant.  It’d been three 

months since I’d stopped the birth control.  I was 

frustrated with myself, thinking it was me who wasn’t 

doing my job, because Kane was so intent on tracking 

my fertile time.  He knew exactly when I dropped an 

egg.  He’d busted out a thermometer once, and I had to 

tell him to let nature take its course, but damn.  It 

should’ve happened by now. 

He’d been on the internet researching fertility, 

and I didn’t want to discourage him, but I just didn’t 

think it was our time.  We were on tour, and right now 

wasn’t the time to get pregnant.  In all honestly, I think 

that maybe, maybe we should wait.  Telling Kane that 

would devastate him, so I kept my opinion to myself. 

“Fine,” I yawned.  “Just fine.”  The words were 

mostly jumbled and I felt Kane’s chest rumble in a 

sound of approval.  He was feeling proud of himself for 

the amount of times he gave me his seed, both of us 

hoping that we were actually making a baby.  The man 

was just shy of beating his chest like a fucking caveman. 

“Do you want to sleep or eat,” he asked, his own 

yawn breaking through his words. 

“Eat,” I admitted.  “Then sleep.” 

“Okay,” he groaned as he hefted himself out of 

the bed.  I rolled on my side as watched as he pulled on a 

pair of red basketball shorts and nothing else.  He went 

commando.  Holy hell!  My husband is HOT! 
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Kane returned soon with a bowl of reheated 

leftover chicken fried rice for each of us. 

“You know,” I laughed.  “We really need to learn 

to cook, if we are going to have kids.” 

“For the first year,” he grinned wickedly.  “I only 

have to feed you, and you will feed the baby.”  Kane 

stared at my bare breasts and smiled with his thoughts. 

“True,” I smiled.   

“You know,” he said.  “We have to actually work 

tonight.”  It was Saturday night and the first night of the 

two night shows they did in the city that Glory Days 

loved like a second home.  This was the place where 

Mary and Ash met and fell head over heels in love, and 

the place that we were married.  It felt nostalgic in a 

way. 

“I have two hours,” I grumped.   

“I can always make someone do your job and you 

can stay here with me,” he raised a brow. 

“It sounds very tempting,” I sighed, handing him 

my empty bowl.  “But I have to work.  Don’t want the 

boss to think I’m slacking.” 

“You may get fired,” he laughed. 

“That would just suck,” I returned my own laugh.   

I was able to shower and dress within a 

reasonable amount of time.  Kane pouted as I left him on 

the bus, Sergi and Rafe on either side of me, Paul at the 

back entrance to the building.  Coraline stretched when 

she came off of the roadie bus, meeting us halfway to the 

door. 

“Ready to do this,” I asked. 

“Fuck no,” she shook her head.  “I’m fucking 

tired.”  Just like Cora.  She spoke her mind, and didn’t 

care if she dropped several F-bombs in the process. 

“You alright,” I asked, concerned for my friend. 

“Fine,” she said, with a twist to her nose.  I had a 

good feeling she was lying. 

“If you’re sure,” I pressed.  “You know you can 

talk to me.  I promise I won’t tell Kane.” 
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“Good answer,” she laughed.  “I’m grateful for 

your loyalty, but I am fine.” 

“Ok, but,” I stopped when Cora placed her hand 

over my mouth. 

“I promise,” she growled. 

“Okay,” I mumbled around her fingers.  

Whatever was going on with her, I’m sure it had to do 

with one sexy-ass guitarist, named Taylor. 

We got to work quickly, and I cursed Kane as I 

slid around on my bottom, connecting lights around his 

raised platform.  I didn’t realize just how sore I was until 

I had to do actual work.  It was easy to tell him 

everything was okay, when I was laid out across his 

chest.  Resting and working were like stop and go in 

heavy traffic.  My body was deliciously sore, in all the 

right places. 

I was just starting to slide out when something 

sharp caught me arm, “Dammit!”  Looking down into a 

gaping hole in my forearm, I slid out and met the eyes of 

two of my three guards, Paul and Sergi.  They didn’t 

look happy. 

“Oh, shut it,” I growled and headed to the green 

room for a medical kit. 

“Just let me see it,” Sergi growled. 

“It’s just a hole in my arm,” I assured him.  “Not 

broken, or requiring stiches.  It’s part of the job.” 

My argument died as I entered the green room, 

and found Kane there, talking quietly with one of the 

Fallen Angels band, Lojo.  It was a nickname, and I 

never did catch anyone calling him by anything else.  He 

was shorter than myself, kind of thick in a way that 

could be muscular, or heavy-set, and he was the lead 

singer.   

“What the hell happened, kitten,” Kane growled, 

rushing to my side. 

“Caught something coming out from under your 

platform,” I shrugged.  “Just need one of those oversized 

Band-Aids, or several small ones.  I’ll be fine,” 
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“Are you sure,” Kane whispered as he turned my 

forearm from side to side.  “It looks bad, deep.” 

“I’d know if I needed stitches, Kane,” I sighed, 

heavily.  “Been through enough to know when to cover 

it or go see a doc.” 

Whatever I was going to say died on my lips as 

the look on Kane’s face distorted.  This wasn’t the first 

time since Sadie, but this out-of-focus Kane was like the 

old Kane, not the new one.  I could almost taste his 

anxiety on my tongue. 

“You’re hurt,” he mumbled, but looked into my 

eyes.  I made sure to smile. 

“Naaa,” I laughed.  “Flesh would.  Looks worse 

than it is.” 

It was very hard, but I pushed Kane away and 

tended to the wound myself, because Kane was teetering 

on that edge again.  My being hurt, or an in any 

condition other than one-hundred percent, caused him 

great stress. 

How was it going to be when I became pregnant?  

Would he lock me in our room?  I laughed to myself, 

because I already knew the answer.  Yes, Kane would do 

it, if it kept me safe. 

 

Kane 
 

I had to bite my tongue as I released my hold on 

her arm to go bandage the wound on her forearm.  

Damn, it looked bad, but a little part of me said, she 

knew what the hell she was doing. 

The other part of my head was freaking the hell 

out.   

Delilah’s pain caused that stupid box that held all 

of my self-control to rattle.  Biting down on my cheek, 

until I tasted blood, I let her go alone to fix her injury. 

Fuck, I really, really want to fire her, so that she 

could be by my side every hour of the day and night.  
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That wasn’t fair to her, she was still trying to find her 

way in the world.   

Delilah returned quickly with a fresh bandage on 

her arm.  I relaxed minutely, before pulling her into my 

arms, “All good?” 

“Yep,” she smiled.  “Now back to work.” 

I watched as she looped off to the stage, Paul and 

Rafe on her heels.  It took everything I had not to follow 

her and demand she stop working, to be with me all of 

the time, but my wife loved her job.  

“Who kicked your cat,” Ash ask, walking up 

beside me.  I didn’t realize I was standing there with a 

frown on my face, and my arms folded.  I was pouting, 

and I fucking got caught. 

“I don’t want her working,” I admitted. 

“Whoa,” Ash said, holding out his hands.  “You 

sure you want to tell her to quit her job?  Kane, that’s 

what makes Delilah tick.  You can’t take that away from 

her.” 

“I know,” I sighed, very heavily.  “She’s going to 

quit, if she gets pregnant.” 

“We’ll cross that bridge when we get to it, 

brother,” he laughed.  

“Hopefully, sooner than later,” I growled. 

“Come on,” Ash urged.  “Let’s have a beer.  I 

was just out there and they are almost done.  You can 

have a drink with me.  Delilah will be in here before you 

know it, and I’m sure I can talk Gabe and Reed into 

staying off the bus for an hour.” 

“Thanks,” I blushed. 

“No problem,” he smiled, handing me that beer 

he promised. 

We sat quietly for almost thirty minutes before 

Delilah entered the room, and I swear my mood lifted a 

thousand percent when my eyes met hers.  How the hell 

did I get so lucky?  I still woke up at night and reached 

for her, just to make sure she was real. 
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Sergi was frowning and looking at his phone.  He 

jerked his head to the side, behind Delilah’s back, telling 

me he wanted to speak to me in private.  This couldn’t 

be good.   

“Be right back, kitten,” I kissed her head and 

bolted out of the room before she could ask me where I 

was going. 

“Kane,” Sergi began, his accent thick with 

emotion.  “Dakota has gone missing.” 

“Are you fucking serious,” I growled.   

“I just got word from a friend on the Seattle 

Police,” he admitted.  “He’s been watching for anything 

out of Dakota.  I also received a text from one of your 

lawyers.  They couldn’t get ahold of you, so they texted 

me.  He’s been gone for over twenty-four hours.” 

Pulling my phone out of my pocket, I cursed 

when I saw that it was dead.  Delilah and I were too 

wrapped up in each other earlier, and I didn’t think to 

charge it. 

“That’s fucking great,” I cursed.  “Dammit, get 

me a fucking charger!  Don’t you dare leave her side!  I 

mean it, Sergi!” 

“Not going to happen,” he promised.  I swear to 

all that is holy, if he fails her again, I’ll kill him with my 

bare hands! 

Turning on my booted feet, I stormed back into 

the room, Delilah’s eyes fell on mine, and I couldn’t 

hide the storm that was brewing in them. Ash noticed a 

change in the air, and I saw him out of the corner of my 

eye, get up to intercept me. 

“What the fuck is going on,” he demanded. 

“Dakota’s gone,” I announced, to everyone.  

“Dakota Hyde, from Private Breed, is missing from his 

home.  Please, please, everyone.  I need you to help me 

watch over Delilah.” 

A round of promises lit the air like a million 

voices.  Delilah stood there stunned, at both my news 

and my demand for help.  We couldn’t do this alone.  
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Everyone needed to be on the lookout, because he may 

be looking for her.  Hell, he was looking for her.  I knew 

it deep in my bones.   

He wouldn’t touch her this time. 

I’d be the one to save her this time.  Dakota Hyde 

would not break me.  He would not take her from me. 

Delilah was mine! 
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Chapter 14 
 

Delilah 
 

Every fucking town we’d been through, I was 

followed, stalked, and stuck like glue to at least two 

guards.  I’d just about had enough with all of this 

security bullshit.  It’s been two fucking months and 

nothing!  Not one word from him.  No one knew where 

he was, because his bank accounts were unused.  So, 

where was he?  Was he dead? 

“Delilah,” Sergi said from the bathroom door.  

“Talk to me.” 

“Jesus H. Christ,” I yelled.  “I’m fine!  Back the 

fuck off and give me a moment.” 

I was in the ladies room at a venue in New 

Jersey, a single fucking room, mind you, and he was 

bugging the hell out of me.  Currently, I was just 

standing at the sink, letting the water run, to make it 

sound like I was washing up.  If I was not out of the 

bathroom within five minutes, they’d start to come in 

looking for me.  It wasn’t fun.  At all! 

We had three American dates left, before we 

went overseas.  I couldn’t wait!  Dakota surely wouldn’t 

come looking for me there?  Would he?   

I stormed out of the tiny room, ignoring Rafe and 

Sergi, as I hurried toward the stage.  My glare froze them 

as I mounted the stairs to go back to work.  It told them 

to back off.  I threw my hands in the air when Sergi 

followed me, but stayed by the stairs, Rafe flanked him. 

Getting lost in my work was easy.  It was 

definitely a tedious job, but one I loved.  I’d really 

thought that I was going to be pregnant by now.  We’d 

consulted Doc Michaels, who said that it sometimes just 

took time, or maybe my cycle didn’t quite go by the 

norm.  We agreed to wait until we got home before 

going to a specialist. 
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What if all of those kicks to my abdomen, from 

Dakota, hurt my insides?  Wouldn’t the doctors have 

told me this in advance?  What if my infertility was not 

because of my little eggs, but because there was some 

type of scar tissue, or damage?  What if it didn’t work 

anymore? 

“D…,” Sergi stopped when I turned and growled 

at him. 

“Leave me alone,” I cursed and jerked on a 

stubborn wire. 

“We just want you safe,” he spoke anyway.  I 

wanted to throw things.  

“Get the hell away from me,” I cursed and 

pointed toward the side of the stage.  “Just leave me 

alone!” 

I’d expressed my hatred toward having them so 

close, but Kane usually panicked.  That was horrible, 

trying to bring him back down.  My own mind was 

good.  I hadn’t had any more panic attacks, but I knew 

damn good and well that I was on my way to having one 

soon.  That was, if these guys didn’t give me room to 

breathe. 

Kane had been great, a rock of strength.  Sadie 

wasn’t needed.  He was…normal.  I laughed quietly to 

myself, hiding it from the bodyguards.  Kane normal 

was like a circus clown on a cotton candy sugar high.  

Large, warm hands enveloped me, and I sighed 

from the contact.  “Kane,” I whispered.  I’d know his 

hands anywhere.  They were as familiar to me as my 

own. 

“Don’t be so mean to the guys,” he pleaded.  “It’s 

for your safety.”  I turned in his arms, my argument died 

on my tongue when I looked into his eyes. 

The worry caused a slight crinkle in his left eye.  

It was a sign that he was holding on by a wire as well.  

He reminded me of a predator, at times, but his worry 

was almost…cute?  Because he reminded me of an 
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animal when they try to see what you’re doing and their 

forehead would crease with thoughts. 

“You need leopard spots,” I said, stroking his 

hairline next to that twitchy eye.  Why did I say that?  

He might think I was nuts, but obviously my 

subconscious was tired of arguing.   

“Spike’s always trying to get me to go above the 

neck,” he admitted, the crease disappeared immediately. 

“Well,” I shrugged.  “You’re running out of 

room, baby.  I think the spots, or whatever you want, 

would look amazing right there.” 

“That’s something to keep in mind when we get 

home,” he smiled, then put the subject back on the 

board.  “Seriously, don’t yell at them so much.” 

Kane turned, quickly walking away from me, so 

that I didn’t have a chance to yell or argue with him.  He 

was in charge, and dammit, I really wanted to fight with 

him at the moment. 

Because, making up was so much fun. 

 

Kane 
 

“She’s spoiling for a fight,” Ash laughed. 

“That’s why I got the hell out of there,” I 

admitted.  “When the wife ain’t happy, the hubby 

gets…well, nothing!” 

Gabe and Reed fell over in a fit of laughter.  Ash 

just shook his head and reached for his beer.  Reed’s 

phone rang and he couldn’t answer it right away, 

because the giant couldn’t press the answer button, he 

was laughing so hard. 

I deserved it though. I’d given them shit about the 

girls while they were dating.  The only one left was 

Gabe, and he was still trying to impress the owner and 

chef of that little Cajun restaurant in L.A., but wasn’t 

able to score a date. 

I still believed it was because my name was 

tattooed on his ass. 
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Giving Delilah a reprieve, I swapped places with 

Sergi about half an hour later.  Delilah relaxed 

marginally when I sent him away.  She was so irritated 

with them being around that her temper was at a high I’d 

never seen, but she was in danger.  She needed 

protecting. 

“Thanks,” she wrinkled her nose, holding up a 

slim, black bag.  “I was about to throw your drumsticks 

at him.” 

“Really,” I asked in disbelief.  Delilah wasn’t a 

violent person.  It just wasn’t in her nature. 

“Seriously,” she growled.  “I really was going to 

do it.” 

The laugh I was holding, well, it didn’t stay 

behind my lips, and I let out a huge stupid sounding 

laugh.  That got Delilah laughing, then Lola, and 

everyone else on the stage.   

That was a good thing.  It kept Delilah from 

having an anxiety attack, and my own demons stored in 

the past.  Where they belonged. 

With everything that was going on, I was 

surprised that I was the one in control.  Ever since 

Sadie’s visit, I’d been different.  I didn’t know if it was 

having Delilah there when Sadie belted me with the 

straps, or if the idea of Delilah knowing what I needed 

caused my mind to change.  Hell, my whole world had 

shifted since I’d met her.  My priorities where not only 

to the band, but to a woman that owned me.  I didn’t 

know Delilah.  She loved me despite my strange ways.  

She didn’t look down on me when I was at my worst.  

No, Delilah pulled me out of my panic more times than 

not.   

It still bothered me that I’d lost my control while 

on our wedding weekend.  I could’ve hurt her.  

Throwing that glass into the wall, to relieve some of the 

anxiety was one of the dumbest things I’d ever done.  

Showing a violent side of me, in front of a woman that 

had been abused for years, was not the way to handle my 
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own problems.  What needed to be done?  We needed to 

keep an eye on the man who hurt her and keep him from 

doing it again. 

No matter what Dakota had planned, we were 

ready.  There wasn’t a person in the bands, crews, or 

security that didn’t have his face recognized.  He 

wouldn’t get in.  I sure as hell was not going to take her 

off site, unless we were heading to another location. 

Delilah stood off to my left when I sat down at 

my kit.  They’d already hooked everything up, but I 

wanted to play.  I tapped the petal twice, hitting the bass 

drum, causing the sound to echo throughout the empty 

building.   

Delilah turned and smiled.  She spoke into the 

microphone, “Run that one more time for me,” she asked 

Trevor.  Once she was done, I played, just closing my 

eyes.  Whatever I was playing had caught the attention 

of everyone, because when I looked up from what I was 

playing, everyone was staring at me.  The lights were 

moving around, laser beams bounced from odd points on 

the stage.   

“What,” I blushed, because everyone was looking 

at me like I’d grown a set of horns. 

“That was really amazing, Kane,” Lola clapped.  

“And that’s why you are the number one drummer, 

playing for the number one rock band, in this decade!” 

“Thanks,” I blushed, again.  Talking about the 

things I’ve accomplished always made me a little 

embarrassed.  I only liked to play my part in the band.  

All of the press, well, that got old after the first year we 

made it big.  The whole, best-drummer-in-the-world 

phrase always amazed me, because playing just came 

naturally.  It was a nice bonus that I was able to live my 

dream out here on the stage, and not in some corporate 

office, wearing a stiff suit. 

“Alright, we’re done,” Coraline announced, 

pulling the attention away from me.  I gave her a 

thankful smile.  “Meet back here at six-thirty.” 
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Delilah tucked easily into my side, as I walked 

her toward the bus.  She was dead on her feet, and I 

wanted to spend some time with her.  Her mind was 

probably drained from all of the work and memories. 

She needed to get her mind off of Dakota.  The 

bastard still was on the loose, and we were getting antsy, 

because it was like he fell off the face of the Earth.  No 

credit cards had been used.  His bank account hadn’t 

been touched either.  For all we knew, he had a Swiss 

bank account he was using under a false name.  

Something wasn’t right about the whole situation, and 

that worried me. 

He was coming for her, but we didn’t know 

when. 
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Chapter 15 
 

Delilah 
 

“Go on to the bus,” Kane began.  He wiped a 

towel over his sweaty face and hair.  “I’ll be right there.  

Let me just grab some water.” 

“Okay,” I smiled.  “But you better hurry, we 

don’t have much time!”  I laughed as I bolted out the 

back door and headed for the bus.  We’d been so busy 

over the past few days that this quickie was probably 

going to turn into an all-nighter.  Ash, Gabe, and Reed 

were getting a hotel for the night, so that Kane and I had 

the bus to ourselves.  They knew that we were trying to 

get pregnant and this was their way of giving us some 

space to do what we needed to do. 

I made my way toward the back of the bus still 

giggling to myself.  I kicked my shoes off and reached 

for the hem of my top.  My body was suddenly airborne, 

and I gasped in surprise at Kane’s forcefulness.  When I 

rolled over on my back, I screamed in fear at the man 

standing at the end of the bed.  His eyes were bloodshot, 

and that long black hair was a matted mess on his head. 

It wasn’t Kane. 

“So, you little whore!  You are fucking Kane 

Maddox,” Dakota spat.  He smelled of vodka, a scent I 

never wanted to be around again.  “I’m going to teach 

you a lesson you won’t ever forget.  Did you think I 

wouldn’t find you!” 

“No,” I screamed and kicked out with my leg, but 

it was not use.  Dakota grabbed my foot and drug me to 

the end of the bed.  I flailed around, but he was just too 

strong.  He tore at my clothes, pulling my shirt into 

pieces at my side.  His hand went to his fly, fumbling for 

his hardening cock.  When I realized what he was about 

to do I screamed again, but he backhanded me before I 

could get wings behind my voice.  Blood pooled in my 
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mouth, I swallowed quickly so that I didn’t choke on my 

own blood. 

“I’ve been following you for weeks!  Waiting for 

you to get away from those fucking guards, or that 

mother-fucker you married!” 

“D...Dakota,” I begged.  “Please…Please don’t 

do this.” 

“You’ll file for divorce from that bastard, baby,” 

he smiled. He was calm and that was worse than the full 

out anger he had just used.  Like a crazy light switch, 

Dakota turned off the anger.  “We will go home and 

have this whole case dropped.  You’ll tell them it was an 

accident.  That I didn’t mean to hurt you.  You know, 

I’ve never hurt you.  Right?  Right!” 

“N…No,” I growled, when he shook me.  “I’m 

not yours anymore!” 

“Shut up,” he punched me again.  “You always 

were a stupid bitch!  Lay still, dammit!” 

Bile rose in my throat as he pushed his pants 

down and reached for his erection.  Just seeing him like 

that brought back memories.  Every scar that he’d given 

me warmed on my body, like they knew he was here to 

add to the collection.  My legs squeezed together 

automatically.  I had to fight. 

Scrambling backward on the bed I tried to find 

something…anything to hit him with.  Dakota snatched 

my leg again, the pain radiated up to my hip when he 

dragged my body back toward him at the end of the bed.  

He landed another punch to my face, and I instantly felt 

my eye swell from the hit.  Stars danced in my vision, 

and I swayed where I laid, knowing I had to fight. 

I bucked and flailed around as best as I could, but 

Dakota was just too strong.  I couldn’t stop him when he 

held both of my wrists in his huge hand above my head, 

and I couldn’t stop him when he pressed his body 

against mine. 

Dakota was here to finally finish me off.  I 

wouldn’t give up this time.  I wouldn’t let him kill me.  
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When he pulled out the knife and held it to my face, my 

throat…I knew it was over.   

I love you, Kane. 

Thank you for loving me. 

 

Kane 
 

I pushed the bar to the back exit of the venue and 

headed for the bus.  Before I made it one step out the 

door, I heard her scream.  That scream was not one I’d 

heard before and I knew….I just knew what that meant.  

Fear skittered down my spine at the blood curdling 

scream that sounded in the air. 

“Sergi,” I called over my shoulder as I took off at 

a dead run for the bus. 

My legs ate up the distance quicker than I ever 

thought I could run.  Sergi and I reached the bus at the 

same time, but I was first to see what I feared. 

Dakota was punching Delilah while she was laid 

out on the bed, a knife was in the hand he had wrapped 

around her hair as he held her down.  Her shirt was 

ripped and torn, her breasts were exposed to his view.  

He’d pulled her pants down to her knees and his zipper 

was down, his hardened cock close to her sex. 

He was going to rape her. 

Dakota’s body dropped flush against my wife.  

Blood boiled in my veins, my hands turned into fists, 

and death was my best friend as I saw what I’d feared 

most from this man.  He’d come to kill her. 

An unhuman sound fell from my lips as I grabbed 

him by the shoulder and spun him around.  My fist 

connected with his face.  Once, twice, three times in a 

row, I punched him until he fell onto his back in the aisle 

between the bunks.  At that moment, I wanted his blood.  

I wanted him to die! 

Not waiting for him to move, I grabbed him by 

the collar and unleashed the anger for him, for what he’d 

done to my Delilah.  Something broke in his face when I 
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hit him, holding his hair, giving him exactly what he had 

done to her.   

I laughed demonically as I watched him flush 

with anger, his cock deflated instantly, as he fell in a 

heap on the floor.  I hoped it caused him severe pain.  In 

fact, I reared back and kicked him square in his dick.  

The man screamed like a little bitch.  I went after him 

again, my body pinning his to the floor of the bus. 

Sergi flew past us and guarded Delilah as I heard 

her crying, screaming.  I didn’t stop hitting Dakota.  As 

long as I was on top of him, I would continue to pound 

on him.  He finally wiggled an arm free and his fist 

caught me in my jaw.  I laughed at the monster, knowing 

he would never harm her again.  Not after I was done 

with him.  

“You want to fight dirty, Kane,” he growled.  

“That bitch is mine!  Let me up!” 

“Oh yeah,” I asked, sarcastically.  Pulling him up 

by his shirt again, I set him upright and threw the next 

punch.  “That ring on her finger guarantees that she is 

mine!  You will never touch her again!” 

“I. Just. Did,” he smiled around the stream of 

blood pouring out of his nose.  He spit blood on the 

ground at my feet, as if he was laying down a challenge 

to the death.  I smiled, knowing damn good and well, 

this man would not win.  Not when it came to my 

Delilah. 

There were many things that happened at that 

moment. I heard Delilah gasp, and Sergi yell out, at the 

same time I saw Dakota swing wide with the knife.  He 

lunged for me, and almost missed, but the pain of the 

knife slicing into my side was nothing compared to the 

anger that I was experiencing.  

I didn’t know what got into me, but the need to 

protect her…the need to keep this man from hurting me 

to get to Delilah, caused my mind to focus for once in 

my life.  Everything was in slow motion.  Everything 
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was clear, like clouds parting after a century long storm, 

bathing the Earth in light.   

The moment he lunged for me again, I put all of 

my hate for this man, and what he’d done to my wife, 

into the punch to the side of his head that knocked him 

unconscious before he could finish what he came to do. 

I staggered back as he fell.  Sergi pulled me by 

my shirt and put his body between mine and Dakota’s.  

The guy wasn’t moving, he was either dead or out cold. 

“Kane,” Delilah cried and lunged for me, I caught 

her around the waist.  She was trembling and crying.  

“You’re bleeding!  Oh, God!  Kane!” 

Immediately, I pried her arms from around my 

neck and searched her body for any wounds, ignoring 

my own.  She wanted to, but I didn’t let her, bury her 

face in my neck.  “Delilah, oh God!  Did…did he hurt 

you?  Did he touch you?” 

“Kane,” she croaked out, her eyes were wide as 

she started vacantly into mine.  My poor Delilah was in 

shock.  “He t…touched m…me!  Oh, God…,” she 

screamed.  I had to hold both of her hands in my own, 

because she was shaking so terribly. 

“Never,” I chanted.  “Never again will he touch 

you.  I swear to you, Delilah.” 

“You s…saved m…me,” she said as I wrapped a 

sheet around her exposed body.   

It was then that I slammed the door to the room, 

so that I could check her over for myself.  Delilah didn’t 

protest when I unfolded the blanket carefully from her 

body.  I didn’t find any marks on her, or any blood 

coming from a knife wound.  Her eye was swollen and 

blood trickled out of the corner of her mouth.  She had a 

bruise on her ankle. 

“Jesus Christ,” I growled as I looked at the 

bruises that were quickly forming on her wrists where 

the monster had held her down. 

“Kane,” Ash called from the front of the bus.  

“Delilah!” 
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“She’s fine,” I announced, opening the door.  I 

still kept Delilah covered, because I didn’t want anyone 

looking at her. 

“Kane’s not,” Delilah called out.  I took a chance 

to look down at my side.  Blood soaked through the 

white shirt I wore.  I really couldn’t feel the pain.  I was 

too worked up. “Kane!” 

“I’m fine, kitten.  It’s just a scratch,” I whispered, 

as I kept my face close to hers.  “Just a scratch, Delilah.  

I’m okay, kitten.  I’m okay.”  She needed me to be her 

strength, and that was what I was going to be.  She 

would be fine, because I wouldn’t let her be anything 

else. 

Police rushed on the bus and Dakota screamed in 

frustration as he came awake, “I should’ve killed you 

when I had the chance!  You bitch!” 

My anger snapped.  I pushed Delilah into Sergi’s 

arms, with a strength I didn’t even know I possessed, to 

keep her safe.  Delilah screamed as I launched myself at 

Dakota.  I only landed one solid punch to his gut before 

the officers pulled me off of him, and threw me in Ash’s 

direction. 

“Kane,” Ash yelled as he grabbed me by the shirt.  

“Enough!” 

Footsteps pounded on the stairs, Reed and Gabe 

were third to reach the interior of the bus, just behind 

Eric.  I turned and let Ash deal with the explanations.  

Delilah was still staring straight ahead as the police took 

Dakota off of the bus.   

“Kitten,” I whispered, falling to my knees in front 

of her. 

“Kane,” she cried.  “Are you okay?” 

Out of all of the things that could’ve happened to 

me, the sight of my wife being violated by that monster 

was the worst, most terrifying thing I have ever been 

through in my life.  Grabbing her, I wrapped my long 

arms around her body and pulled her tight against me 
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again.  I breathed in the scent of her love for me and 

something inside my head clicked together. 

“Kane,” Ash cursed behind me.  “You’re still 

bleeding.” 

The fog lifted.  The questions and worries weren’t 

there.  Delilah was my focus.  Delilah was my end game.  

I’d saved her, protected her.  

“I know,” I whispered into Delilah’s hair. 

She was bruised, but otherwise okay.  Granted, 

he’d been seconds away from raping her, but I saved her.  

I was the one to protect her, not her guards, but me. 

“Are you alright,” Sergi asked.  I could tell the 

uncertainty in his voice, but he had nothing to fear from 

me.  The anxiety was gone, washed away like a 

cleansing.   

My mind was clear!  Every aspect of my life was 

set in there as it should be.  I don’t ever remember a time 

in my life where my mind was my own, even after the 

submission with Sadie.  I felt better than when I was on 

the medicine, the drugs. 

“I’m good,” I sighed.   

“Are you,” Delilah sniffled.  “Are you okay, 

Kane?” 

“Kitten,” I spoke around the lump in my throat.  

“Whatever just happened here, I think it broke 

something inside me.  I…My mind is focused for once.  

Seeing you almost taken from me…something inside me 

changed.  I don’t ever want that to happen again, ever.” 

“Oh, Kane,” she sank into my arms, and we both 

cried. 
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Chapter 16 
 

Kane 
 

We were both taken to the hospital, where we 

were checked out by doctors.  Delilah had to be sedated 

while they did an exam on her to make sure she hadn’t 

been raped.  I refused to let them perform the test 

without me there, so they waited until a doctor could 

come into the room to exam me, because I wasn’t 

leaving her side.  

Delilah wasn’t knocked completely out during 

the exam, but she was loopy from the drugs they gave 

her to calm her own panic attack.  We kept eye contact 

as the doctors did their exam.   

She was in shock.  I didn’t need to doctor’s 

diagnosis to see that.  My Delilah was beyond okay right 

now, mentally.  This was my time to heal her and that’s 

exactly what I did.  At no time did I leave her side, or let 

anyone touch her without my permission.  Delilah was 

mine to care for and mine to love.  The doctor even had 

to take care of my injuries while I sat in a chair at her 

bedside. 

The gash in my side had to be stitched up.  I was 

told to not irritate it for a couple of weeks.  We had a 

few days off before the next show, and I didn’t know 

how that was going to work, but if I had to, then I’d play 

regardless of what the doctor’s said about these damn 

stitches. 

“I think the two of you are very lucky,” the 

doctor began.  “Mrs. Maddox, please keep some ice on 

that eye.  I’ll write you both a prescription for something 

to help with the aches and pains.  Mr. Maddox, I really 

hope you will reconsider and not perform with those 

stitches in.  They could tear and they’ll have to be 

replaced.” 

“I’ll be fine,” I nodded toward my wife.  “As 

long as she is okay, I’ll be perfect.” 
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“I’m going to get your paperwork, and you can 

be on your way,” he smiled.   

When he left, I texted Coraline and asked that she 

bring back the new set of clothes I’d requested from the 

bus a few hours prior, when we were whisked away in 

the back of the ambulance.  It didn’t take long before she 

pushed herself inside our room in the E.R. 

“What did they say,” she demanded.  My little 

cousin was fuming mad, cursing everyone in the hospital 

for not letting her back sooner. 

“Calm down,” I smiled.  “We’re fine.  Delilah’s 

going to be alright.  She’s going to be just fine.” 

“What about you?  You scared the living shit out 

of me!”  Cora crossed her arms across her chest and gave 

me the look that said she was about two seconds from 

kicking my ass.   

“Stitches,” I smiled and removed my bloody 

shirt.  “See! Twenty-three!” 

“You are making jokes,” she growled.   

“Yes, I am,” I glared at her.  “It’s better than 

losing my shit, isn’t it?” 

“Why aren’t you losing your shit,” she 

demanded, with a raised brow.  “Are you okay?”  The 

last question was more on a concerned whisper. 

“Seeing Delilah almost raped and killed was 

enough to break me of my fucked up issues.  I guess,” I 

shrugged and took my new shirt from Coraline’s hands.  

“I’m going to be alright, little cuz.” 

“We are going to be fine,” Delilah spoke up from 

my side.  When I turned my head and our eyes met, I 

knew right then and there, that yes, we were going to be 

just fine. 

 

Delilah 
 

Kane sat on the floor next to the humongous 

Jacuzzi tub at the hotel we’d gotten for the night, well 

day.  It was almost three in the morning when we were 
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released from the hospital.  He couldn’t soak with the 

stitches, and he was chomping at the bit to get in the 

water with me. 

“Are you sure you don’t want me to hold you,” 

he asked for the tenth time.  

“You can when I’m done,” I whispered. 

“Lean back, kitten,” he demanded softly.  “I’m 

going to wash your hair, then we can get some rest.” 

“I don’t know if I can close my eyes,” I admitted. 

“I’ll chase away the nightmares,” he promised. 

I leaned my head back and let him run water over 

the strands.  Kane was gentle as he washed away the 

filth of the man who had tried to kill me, again.  We 

hadn’t heard much from the police about Dakota, other 

than he’d be in jail until the end of his trail.  With all of 

the new charges, Dakota Hyde didn’t stand a snowballs 

chance in hell of getting out of jail in the next twenty-

plus years, if at all.  

Kane shielded me from the things that Eric was 

saying earlier when we arrived at the hotel, and I let him.  

When Eric arrived, Kane left me sitting on the couch and 

stood in the hallway with Eric to hear what he had to 

say.  Kane kept the door to the suite open and one eye on 

me at all times.  I didn’t want to know what was going 

on, I just wanted peace.  Kane had saved me from the 

monster, and that’s all that mattered at the moment.   

“Kitten,” Kane whispered and ran his hand down 

the side of my face to get my attention.  “Let me get you 

out.”  He winced slightly as he reached down to pick me 

up out of the tub. 

“Your stitches,” I protested. 

“They will be fine,” he said, pulling me up slowly 

from the water.  “Let me take care of you.” 

“Okay,” I said, my voice barely a whisper.  I was 

still in shock from everything that had happened.  

Dakota knew how to sweet talk his way onto the back lot 

of a damn venue, because he wasn’t just any person.  He 

was a rockstar and looked like he belonged.  I just hoped 
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that they didn’t fire Eric, or even Sergi, for the slip in 

security.  I’d mention that to Kane later, if it was brought 

up.  I was just too tired to worry about anything other 

than healing at the moment. 

“Come on, kitten,” Kane said as he pulled one of 

his shirts over my head.  “Let me hold you while you 

sleep.”   

I let him tuck me in to bed, as if I was a child, 

because I needed him so much.  I just wanted to hide 

under my husband’s skin for the next few days and let 

him take care of me…of everything. 

“It’s over,” I whispered into his chest. 

“Yeah, kitten,” he sighed.  “It’s over.  You can let 

go now.” 

As the first tears spilled over my lashes, Kane 

held me tight against his chest.  His love and warmth 

bled into my body.  I cried well after the sun came up.  It 

wasn’t until my body couldn’t hold up any longer, that I 

succumb to a much needed rest.  

It was finally over.  
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Chapter 17 

 

Kane 
 

We’d been home from the tour for a week and 

it’d been two and a half months since Delilah was almost 

killed.  Things were better than before.  I still hadn’t had 

any problems with my issues, and Delilah was as radiant 

as ever. 

Mary and Ash welcomed a second child before 

the tour, a boy.  He looked more and more like his father 

every day.  Elliot David Martin was the apple of his 

mother’s eye and Ivy was still on the fence about her 

younger brother.  Delilah and I had kept them just the 

weekend before, so that my two best friends could have 

a weekend away to themselves. 

Delilah and I were still unsure if she became 

pregnant this month or not.  Last month was very 

upsetting, for the both of us, when she came to me 

saying that she didn’t conceive.  I was so ready to be a 

father that I caught myself praying on the nights we 

made love.  I only asked that if the time was right, to 

please let us be blessed with a child of our own.   

Delilah was at a photo shoot today.  I bit my 

tongue and didn’t say anything about the motorcycle 

magazine that had her draped half naked across those 

bikes.  This was something she loved to do, and I didn’t 

want to stop her from that.  Then again, I had no room to 

judge, because we’d put her and Liana across one for our 

album cover.  I guess, since it was our cover, and even 

though everyone in the world would see it, I guess a 

little part of me thought that picture was for me alone. 

The front door opened and she walked in, the 

smile that lit up her face was like sunshine. 

“Hey kitten,” I said, holding out my hand for her 

to join me on the couch.  Sergi nodded to me and left us 

alone to go into the kitchen.  He looked a little…off.  

“What’s wrong with him?” 
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“He’s creeped out by baby talk,” she laughed. 

“He actually talked about baby stuff,” I laughed.  

“Why’s that?” 

“Well,” she reached into her bag and produced a 

box I was all too familiar with.  “I think we should try 

this one last time.” 

“Really,” I said in wonder. 

“I’m five days late, Kane,” she smiled.   

“W…wait,” I stuttered.  “What…why didn’t you 

tell me?” 

“I wanted to surprise you,” she giggled.   

“Come on,” I said, jumping off the couch and 

pulling her by the hand.  “Check now!” 

“Okay,” she laughed.  “Give me a second!” 

Delilah shut herself in the bathroom, and I stood 

outside of the door bouncing on my feet.  This could be 

it! She could be baking a little baby in her belly.  A baby 

we made from our love for each other.   

My knees wobbled and I had to grab the counter 

for support.  She’d need the best doctors, the best care in 

the world for our little boy or girl.  I could know in the 

next five minutes if I was going to be a father!  My eyes 

felt hazy for a second, but I shook my head and cleared 

my vision. 

“Kane,” Delilah said from the door.  “We can’t 

look for a few minutes.”  

She opened the door and walked out to place the 

box on the counter.  We quietly stared at it as I pulled 

her into my arms.   

“No matter what that test says, kitten,” I 

swallowed around the lump in my throat.  “No matter 

what it says, I love you.  We will keep trying until we 

get a positive result.” 

“I think we did it already,” she sighed and 

pressed her lips to mine.  “I don’t know, Kane.  I just 

feel it!” 

“Well,” I took a deep breath.  “There’s only one 

way to find out.” 
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“We look at it together,” she nodded toward the 

box. 

I carefully picked up the box as if our unborn 

child rested inside it already.  This was the moment we’d 

been talking about for months.   

Delilah reached inside and slid the stick out of the 

package.  The moment the plus sign came into view we 

both gasped in surprise. 

“Oh my God,” she cried.  “We did it!” 

“We did it,” I yelled, and scooped her up into my 

arms.  “I’m going to be a father!” 

My lips crashed down on hers as I poured my 

thanks and gratitude into what she was giving me.  “I 

love you, kitten!” 

“I love you, Kane,” she sighed, as I set her back 

on the floor.  “More than I can ever show you, or tell 

you.” 

“This,” I said, placing my hand over the flat of 

her belly in awe.  “This is all I’ll ever need.  You and our 

baby.” 

We’d overcome so much together in the time that 

we’d known each other.  I had grown and learned to 

control the things in my head.  Delilah learned to trust 

and give herself to me, to love with every part of her 

soul.   

She was mine! 

…..And I was going to be a father! 

“Kane!  Don’t you dare faint………” 
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Epilogue 
 

Delilah 
 

“I don’t understand why I’m so big,” I growled, 

rubbing the small baby bump that had just started to 

form.  Mary and Liana were just as puzzled as I was.  

Yes, I was eating more than usual, but didn’t all 

pregnant women get hungry?  “Look at my boobs!” 

“You’re not big,” he assured me with a lazy grin.  

“But the boobs are definitely a perk.” 

“Still doesn’t explain my baby bump,” I pointed 

out, looking a tad bit afraid.  “Maybe I’m further along 

than I thought.”  Could be?  Right?   

“Let the doctor tell us why,” Kane said, standing 

beside me as I sat on the table in the doctor’s office.  

Kane had been perfectly focused since we found out that 

we were going to be parents, only fainting when we 

found out. 

Doc Michaels entered the room with a little box 

that reminded me of a Walkman, and attached to it was a 

small microphone.  I was officially twelve weeks and it 

was time to hear the heartbeat of our child. 

“Delilah,” Doc Michaels smiled.  “How have you 

been feeling?” 

“Just a little sick,” I shrugged, but sighed heavily 

when Kane growled.  “Okay, fine!  I’ve been puking my 

guts up the past two weeks and now my stomach is big.  

I have no idea what’s going on!  Maybe I’m having an 

alien!” 

“I doubt you’re having an alien,” the good doctor 

laughed.  I liked the man, so I didn’t bite his head off.  

“Alright, let’s do some measurements and then we will 

listen to the baby’s heartbeat.” 

I let him measure my stomach and he scowled as 

he wrote something down on his chart.  I didn’t ask what 

he was making that face for, because I’m sure he’d tell 

me once he thoroughly checked me over. 
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“This gel will be a little cool,” he said, as he 

asked me to pull up my shirt. 

The gel was cool and make me squeak.  The little 

microphone moved around, searching for our baby.  

After a few seconds, and we didn’t hear anything, my 

face must’ve shown fear, because Doc Michaels said, 

“Sometimes, it may take a little longer before we can 

hear a heartbeat, let me try again.” 

Just then a strange noise sounded over the 

speaker, a flutter of sorts.  Now, I knew nothing of 

babies or heartbeats in the womb, but I knew that was 

our little one in there.   

Kane and I looked at each other as we heard our 

little munchkin’s heartbeat for the first time.  His eyes 

were just as moist as my own.  That was our son or 

daughter in there, all snug and warm inside my belly. 

Doc moved the wand around and the noise 

changed again, almost like the sound was doubling over 

itself. 

“Oh,” Doc Michaels gasped. 

“Oh, what,” Kane growled.  “Doc?” 

“Doc,” I repeated the question.  Something 

was…wrong? 

“Delilah,” Doc Michaels swallowed hard.  

“Kane.” 

“What the hell is going on,” Kane demanded, his 

face going pale. 

“We need to have an ultrasound to verify it,” he 

smiled.  “But I think you may be having twins.” 

And that was the second time Kane passed out 

cold since I found out I was pregnant. 

 

 

 

The End! 
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