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  LEVI


  "Wake up dipshit!" A loud voice roared before something wet hit my face. What the hell? I pried open my bloodshot eyes and stared at Chance, where he stood beside my bed with a water gun in his hand. My head felt as if the top was going to blow off at any moment and my mouth was like the Sahara desert. I rolled over, covered my head with one of the extra pillows on the bed, and growled at him the best I could without making my head explode.


  "Suck me," I snarled.


  "You're not my type and you know it. I like mine a little curvier and with bigger tits, man," he chuckled. I could barely move, which meant that I had really tied one on last night, if I could only remember exactly what that entailed. All of a sudden, it was coming back to me—twins. I'd picked up twins in the casino bar and brought them back to my room! My head popped up and I scanned the room for any signs that they lingered this morning. No such luck.


  "You looking for the blonds?" I nodded and rubbed my hands vigorously over my face, trying to wake myself up. "You're lucky I walked in when I did. One of them was going through your wallet, while the other one was digging around in your bag, man. I told them to get the hell out and they'd be lucky if we didn't press charges. They were going to rob you blind. You gotta be . . ."


  "Yeah, yeah, blah, blah, fucking blah," I said and pointed to the door. "Don't you have someone else to annoy? Get out of my room, and if you shoot me with that damn water gun again, I’m kicking your ass!" I said.


  "Meeting in Jinx's room in fifteen," he announced and kicked the bed with his damn foot. Again, I felt as if my head would fall off. I lie there a little longer once Chance walked out, until I heard the sound of the door close behind him. I forced myself from the bed, stretched my arms above my head, and my entire body ached—either from the marathon of sex with the twins, or the after effects from all the alcohol. I guessed it was a combination of both. Either way, everyone had a good time.


  I was definitely gonna have to be more careful. That wasn’t the first time someone had tried to steal from me. I walked over to the dresser where I'd tossed my wallet last night and thumbed through the contents. Fuck! Every damn dollar I had in it was gone. I didn't bother going through my duffel bag because the only thing I kept in it were clothes. I wasn’t like Linc used to be. That guy carried around a shit-ton of pharmaceuticals with him.


  After showering and dressing in a pair of faded jeans and a wrinkled t-shirt, I padded down the carpeted hall of our hotel to where the guys were waiting for me in Jinx's room. I stepped through the door, grabbed a bottle of water from the counter, and turned to face the group. They all looked as hung over as I felt, that was, except for Jinx. I wasn’t sure what that guy did to get his rocks off, but he wasn’t much of a partier. He stood in the middle of the room and his gaze traveled over each one of us before he spoke.


  "Guys, there's something I need to talk to you about and I've been putting it off for a while now. You know we've been without our manager, Court, for a while now," Jinx said.


  "That guy was a fucking no good . . ." Jinx interrupted Chance before he could finish that statement.


  "Yes. We all know what he was. I didn't get you all together to discuss that piece of shit. What I'm trying to tell you; is that I can't be a member of this band and handle everything else, too. There is just too much to consider. There's booking venues, finances, public relations, fund raisers, and so much more that I just can't do," he explained.


  "So, hire someone to help us out. I don't know about the other guys, but I say go for it, man." I looked at Chance and Honor, who nodded in agreement.


  "See? Easy peasy," I said. Jinx narrowed his eyes at me and replied . . .


  "It's not as easy to find someone who can handle all of this as you think. I've been doing my own research before bringing this up to you guys. I was hoping to already have someone in mind, just in case you guys were okay with it."


  "How fucking hard can it be? You ask around, put an ad in the paper, and pick somebody from there!" I explained. I was beginning to think from the scowl on Jinx's face, that I'd definitely pushed one of his buttons, and not a good one. Because, the next words out of his mouth made me want to bang my head against the fucking wall.


  "Who in this room would like to nominate Levi, to go forward with the interview and hiring process of our band assistant? Let's see a show of hands." Three sets of hands shot up in the air. Fucking, traitors!


  "Wait a minute! What about Linc? I know he's not traveling with us right now, but shouldn't he have a say in this? After all, he does still write music for us." I tried to reason, in hopes Linc would vote to help me out.


  "I'm way ahead of you," Jinx smirked.


  “Of course you are," I muttered under my breath. That's why he'd been so good at handling all of the other shit.


  "Linc said that right now his main concern, is writing music and taking care of his wife. I think Honesty is keeping him busy when he's not in the studio, writing. You know we're getting ready to take a few months off to record a new album; which means we'll be home for a while. I think it would be a good time to bring someone in. They could see what goes into putting an album together, scheduling events with the label, and we have your fundraiser coming up in a few months. Isn't that right, Levi? They could help put that together," Jinx stressed.


  He was right. I, with the help of the other guys, put together some kind of fundraiser every year for families of police officers who died in the line of duty. It was my way of honoring my dad. I was hoping to make this year's event, more substantial than last year’s.


  "Okay. I accept your challenge, and I don't want to hear shit about shit if you don't like how I've handled something. You all feel me? I'll hire whomever I feel is best for the job and the rest of you can keep your two-cents to yourselves."


  They all nodded in agreement, except for Jinx. He opened his mouth to say something but decided against it. He had such a hard time giving up control, so I knew it was killing him to have to ask for this, but after all, he shouldn't have to worry about all this other shit. Producing good music for the band should be top priority. We had one more show in Vegas, and then we'd be headed home for a few months to write and record. I decided to wait until we got back to LA to advertise the job. It'd probably be best to hire someone local.


  "There's one more thing I need to discuss," he announced. "I've got a couple of promotional gigs lined up for when we get back to LA. Chance, Honor, and I will sit in on a radio interview at WRMQ and, Levi," he paused and looked me in the eye. "I know you don't like doing one-on-one's but, you're the front man for the group, so you'll be appearing on WKDG's talk show. Before you get your dick in a knot," he held up his hand, because he could see the fire building in me. I fucking hated one-on-one interviews. "They've promised to submit a list of questions that may be asked by the host, and if there are any that you're not comfortable with, we'll take care of it," he explained. The option to veto questions made me feel somewhat better, but not a lot. Fuck me.
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  Las Vegas Venue


  Levi


  We were all in the dressing room back stage, waiting for our cover band, Nuclear Disaster, to finish their set. Everything was pretty much as it was every show; we all had our own ways of getting ready and in the zone. Jinx pounded out a beat with his sticks against his thighs. I found a place in a corner usually, to run through my lyrics. Honor and Chance played Halo on the Xbox, and fucking shouted every time they killed one of their opponents. How that prepared them to play guitar, I'll never know, but somehow it worked. I guess, don't fuck with what wasn’t broken.


  It was a killer show. We couldn't have asked for a more responsive crowd, but now that it was over, we were all ready to celebrate. For once, I'd have liked to just crawl under the covers and pass out until morning. Instead, I decided to do what I always did, grabbed one of the groupies and headed to her hotel room for a little playtime.
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  "I want to have your baby." The blond beneath me moaned as I thrust into her. Wait. What?


  "What did you just say?" I stopped moving altogether causing her to grind her clit against me. I glanced down to where we were joined together to confirm, that yes; I was wearing a condom. I always wrapped it. Looking back up into her glassy blue eyes, I asked the question again. "What did you just say?"


  "I said . . . I want to have your baby," she reiterated. Whoa, this chick was serious. I pushed up on my knees, letting my dick slip out of her, and then almost fell off the bed trying to get to my jeans.


  "You’re leaving?" she asked, scrambling up onto her knees. The action caused her fake breasts to bounce, and then her arm reached for me, desperately.


  "Fuck yeah, I'm leaving! You're just a way to pass the time, sweetheart. What did you think this was? You hang out back stage, half-dressed, throwing yourself at a group of guys for sex. You probably thought that once I'd slept with you that you'd be different, huh? You'd be different from all the rest and that I'd fall for you. We'd get married and live happily ever after. Am I right?" I was almost shouting now. I watched her twist the cotton sheet between her fingers, tears brimming in her eyes. I knew I was being an ass, but . . . what the fuck! I was suddenly thankful that we came to her room, instead of fucking in mine. I didn't even bother putting on my t-shirt or shoes before storming out the door and heading for the elevator, to take me to my room. This shit was starting to get old. Thank god, we left for home tomorrow.
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  Los Angeles- WKDG


  Levi


  I stepped into the WKDG network and was immediately greeted by a tall redhead, with luscious curves, and fake tits that bounced as she walked toward me. She had a blindingly white smile and big, green eyes, which were openly fucking me. If it weren't for being so hung over, I might have taken her up on it.


  "You're Levi Cross," she stated a little breathy, after licking her full lips. Some people had no shame.


  "The one and only," I said, cocking my head to the side. She stared at me a moment longer, as if she were struggling to form words in her lustful brain. I decided to take pity on her and broke the silence.


  "I'm meeting with Melissa Jones." I arched my brow and pinned her with my knowing gaze. A nervous giggle escaped her mouth.


  "Yes. Of course! I'm so sorry." Her cheeks flushed. "I'm such a big fan."


  "No problem, sweetheart," I told her.


  "I'll take you back to the green room." She turned on her high heels and wobbled a little. This chick was definitely flustered by me. I reached out and wrapped my arm around her small waist to keep her from hitting the marble floor. Her face turned pink and a nervous laugh escaped her lips. She was tiny and warm and I liked the feel of her body against mine. "T-Thank you," she stammered. Her heels clicked on the marble floors as I followed along behind, admiring her fine ass along the way. I followed her into the green room, which was not green by the way, and took a bottle of water from the table full of snacks, before taking a seat on the black leather sofa. There was a large flat screen on the wall with a live feed of the show in progress.


  I waited thirty minutes before a nerdy guy with thick-rimmed glasses and a headset entered the room to announce that it was time. I followed him down a narrow hallway, where we stopped just out of sight of the large audience. He didn't try to make small talk or go all; fan-crazy on me and I was thankful. I gripped the bottle of water in my hands and tried to steady my nerves.


  I didn't know why Jinx sent me to do this alone. I wasn’t normally good with one-on-one interviews. I could sing before thousands of people all day long and not have a problem, but put me up against a single person, and I lost my shit. The questions they asked were too personal and there were just some things, which were off limits. I wiped my sweaty palms down the legs of my jeans, while people scurried in all directions during the short commercial break. A short, stocky man behind one of the cameras held up his hand and counted down—three, two, one, before pointing at the skinny, blond talk show host. Then, she opened her mouth. Her voice was like fingernails on a chalkboard.


  "Everyone put your hands together for Dirty Affliction's front man, Levi Cross." She stood from her blue, suede chair and began to dance around the set as I made my way onto the floor. Our latest single played in the background. The crowd went nuts, standing on their feet, cheering, and whistling. A few women in the crowd even shouted, "I love you, Levi! Marry me, Levi!" I turned, waved to the enthusiastic crowd, and then blew a kiss, before Melissa wrapped me in a polite hug. She was skinny as a rail and it felt like hugging a bag of bones.


  I lowered myself into the blue chair opposite of hers. Suddenly, I regretted not having a drink before this interview, to calm my nerves. Why did I feel like I was in front of a firing squad?


  "I have to say, you're even sexier in person," she gushed. "I'm also a big fan! I've followed the band since the beginning. I heard you play for the first time at the "Wally's in LA."


  Wow! That was two years ago, when we were playing bars. I sat back in my chair, crossing my ankle over my knee. She shifted in her seat, looking a little nervous. I wondered if I'd slept with this woman. Something about her looked familiar, but after a while, a groupie was a groupie.


  "A true groupie," I said with a wink. That was probably inappropriate, but I didn't really give a fuck. I obviously affected her. I could tell by the way she was clenching her thighs together on live TV. I gave her a knowing smirk and she blushed a bright red, before she flipped through her note cards and began with the questions.


  One: "I'm going to go ahead and put this question out there. I know it's what's on everyone's mind. Are all you guys single? Well, we all know that Linc is married now. What about the rest of you guys? Is there anyone special in your life, Levi? Perhaps, a special lady out there?" She asked, arching a brow that probably didn’t move, due to all the Botox in her plastic face. I leaned back in my chair and drummed my fingers on the blue suede as I turned to face the crowd.


  "They're all special ladies, Melissa." A round of applause followed my response. "But, as far as having that one special person, that answer would be no."


  Two: "Don't you ever think about settling down at some point? Finding that someone to share your life with?" She asked, with a smile on her full, red lips. She crossed her legs, which caused her skirt to ride up her tanned thigh, and I couldn't help that my eyes went there. She cleared her throat after a moment, getting my attention. I'd been caught ogling her on national TV. Her faced blushed a deep red again and she repeated her question.


  "That's just it, Melissa. There's no room in our lives right now. Travel, appearances, tabloids, already take up every minute of every day, it wouldn’t be fair bringing someone else into this life. There's no time left in a day for us. Just the days of walking down the street without security, are long gone." And, those days were gone. "When we first started out and the bus would stop for gas, we'd all pile out. The band would go into whatever station, just so we could stretch our legs or grab a bag of chips. We can't even do that shit anymore, because there's always someone there with cameras, or smartphones taking pictures or videoing us, so that they can post it on social media. So . . . you see the simple things in life no longer exist for us. I wouldn't dream of dragging someone into that kind of life." She gave a polite nod with a look of sympathy in her eyes.


  The thing was, she had no idea how much I'd love to have that special someone—someone to share my days and nights with, to cuddle up to after a show, instead of empty groupie pussy. I wanted someone in my life that loved me for me, and not for who I was or what I could give her. I wanted someone who could live with the good, the bad, and the ugly of me.


  Three: "We’ve all read about Linc's struggle with drugs and alcohol. What about the rest of you? Do any of you struggle with addiction?" she asked, red lips pulled into a thin line, waiting for my answer.


  "Well, first of all, I'd like to say that Linc is doing great in his recovery and we couldn't be prouder of him. As for me, I drink a little but, nothing in excess. I've spent some time in rehab, everyone knows this, but it's all under control. We're rock stars, so it's always available everywhere we go. It's just something we have to work hard to control. We all have our own demons, and as for the other members of the band, that's not really my story to tell." I could tell by the look on her face that she expected more of an answer from me, but she wasn’t getting it. Rock stars partied. Everyone knew that. Did we take it to extremes sometimes? Yes. That was a given.


  Four: "I know all the girls are dying to know . . . boxers or briefs?” She arched her perfectly sculpted brow and leaned in closer to me. I couldn't believe she just asked that damned corny question.


  "Commando." I looked at the crowd and wiggled my brows suggestively, while they cheered. I snickered to myself and thought about how Linc would have answered that question. He would have said, "Free Ballin’," and not been the least bit ashamed of it. He was a PR nightmare, but the ladies’ loved him for it. Me, on the other hand, my mother would be calling me the minute I walked off the set, for being what she would call ‘disrespectful’ on national TV in front of thousands of people.


  Five: “What’s your most memorable rock star moment?" She asked, glancing up from her stack of note cards in her lap.


  "That would be Star and Shar, the kinky twins I met last month in Atlanta. That was a fucking good time. Literally." I laughed and shook my head. Yeah, I could expect a call from my mom after that one. "Hello, ladies." I said, looking into the camera.


  "Nah . . . I’m just kidding." Not really. "That would have to be getting nominated for Best Album. It just doesn't get any better than that," I said.


  "I love you, Levi!" A scream came from the crowd. I shifted in my chair so that I was facing them, instead of the host.


  "I love you, too," I said with a wink. I ran my damp palms over the knees of my jeans.


  Six: “What's the most memorable place you've played as a band?"


  "That would have to be the time we were asked to play at Star Side. We thought it was probably a cool bar and with us just starting out, we were hungry for exposure. Therefore, we didn't ask many questions, and keep in mind, it was also before our band's name became Dirty Affliction. Imagine our surprise when we showed up at the Star Side assisted living facility." She placed her hand over her mouth in shock.


  "I can honestly say that groupies come from all ages, if you know what I mean." I threw my head back and laughed, but cringed on the inside when I thought about how arthritic fingers grabbed at my clothing.


  "Oh my!" She tucked her chin and giggled. "Why didn't you guys just leave once you realized it wasn't a bar?"


  "Well, we were starving artists. We needed the money for expenses and a gig’s a gig," I explained and she giggled.


  Seven: "What's it like living on a tour bus with three other people? What do you do in between venues?"


  "When Linc was traveling with us, he and I'd write lyrics." That was if he wasn’t too drunk or stoned, which happened to be more likely, than not. "We watch TV or play Xbox. Chance seems to be obsessed with Halo. Honor Collins is touring with us while Linc is on break. She usually fills her time by reading or playing video games with Chance.”


  Eight: "What's the most embarrassing song you have on your smartphone?"


  "I can't tell you. They'd revoke my man card.” I loved John Mayer's song, 'Say What You Need to Say.'


  Nine: "On a more serious note, if you weren't a rock star, what would you be doing?" It was the more personal questions like these, which I wished I didn't have to answer. It might seem like an innocent question that the fans were interested in, but they didn't realize the emotional turmoil it opened up inside of me.


  "I'd probably be in law enforcement of some type." I replied shortly, not wanting to go any further with this topic. It hurt too much.


  "That's interesting. Wasn't your father a police officer?" she asked curiously.


  "Yes, he was. He was a well respected officer." I felt the knot begin to form in the pit of my stomach. I desperately wanted to change the subject and I thought she could tell, because she ended the conversation on that note. Thank God.


  Ten: "One final question. If you could describe each member of the band in just a few short words, what would they be?"


  "Well . . . Let's see. Linc has always loved the women. Sorry about that, Honesty," I said to the camera. "Chance is a jokester. He's forever pulling some shit on everybody. Jinx is the warden. He's the one trying to keep us all in line these days. I haven't really known Honor long enough to put a label on her, but Chance calls her sparkles, so I'll go with that one."


  "What about you?" she asked, cocking her head to the side, anxiously waiting for my answer. That was just it. With me, what you saw was what you got.


  "I'm just me," I said. She laughed with slight irritation, wanting more of an response than I was willing to give, yet again.


  "I think you're so much more that what you're willing to say, but I'll let it go at that. What are the plans for Dirty Affliction over the next few months?" She shuffled her note cards before laying them flat in her lap.


  "We're getting ready to record a new album, so we'll be in the studio for at least three months. Depending on how things go, it could be longer. Our label is working on a few things that I can't really discuss right now, but will be announced as soon as things become final. The fans need to check our website, follow us on Facebook, and on Twitter, for what's up," I said. Melissa plastered on her perfect smile and turned to face the camera.


  "We have a surprise for everyone, so listen closely. WKDG and Dirty Affliction have two tickets, along with back stage passes, and invitations to the after party, for Friday night's show." People jumped to their feet screaming with their hands in the air, hoping to be chosen. It was insane.


  "For the people at home, all you have to do is be the twenty-third caller, starting now. For those of you in the audience today, we have a special surprise just for you coming up right after the show!" she said, smiling for the camera. After a few more embarrassing questions and a few inquiries about the tour, the interview was over. Once I had the meet and greet over with, I got the hell out of there.
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  Peyton


  "He's so frickin’ hot!" Jules said from her spot on the sofa.


  "Who?" I asked, not looking up from the book I was reading on the opposite end of the sofa.


  "Gah! You're not even listening to me, are you? I've been talking up a storm and your only response up until now has been, "Uh huh." I'm talking about Levi Cross, of Dirty Affliction! He's so frickin’ hot!" she said, dragging it out this time.


  "He's okay," I replied, not glancing at the TV. Rock stars could be arrogant and spoiled. They were also cheaters. They’d screw anyone and everyone who was willing, and in their line of business, there wasn’t any shortage of vagina. No thank you!


  "He's okay? He's okay! Are you blind? I mean look at those deep pools of blue. I'd drown in those babies any day. If you tossed me a life preserver, I'd throw it back. And those lips! I love a man with full lips," she said, licking her own.


  "Uh huh." After everything I went through with my last boyfriend, I'd made the decision to only have fake relationships. You know, the book boyfriend type. They wouldn't break my heart. "Yeah, yeah. Hot," I said, rolling my eyes at her, before wrapping myself back up in my no heartbreak, book boyfriend.


  "WKDG and Dirty Affliction have two tickets to give away. This includes the show, meet, greet, and after party this Friday night, where you'll have the opportunity to hang out with the band, along with other musical guests. All you have to do is be the twenty-third caller at . . ." The Barbie look-alike rambled off a number, and immediately Jules began punching it in on her cell with trembling fingers. Good grief! She was going to have a stroke she's so excited.


  "Damn! Why do my fingers have to be so fat?” she growled, and rekeyed the number. If she won, I would have to call nine-one one, judging by how animated she was currently acting.


  "Oh. My. God!" She screamed, bouncing on her toes. We're going to see mother frickin’ Dirty Affliction!" She screamed again. Nope that was not good for me. I let out a big sigh and before I could even protest, she spoke again.


  "Don't even say you're not going, because you are. It's my birthday on Friday and I want you there with me!" Well, hell. That made me feel like shit for even thinking about saying no. "I know how you feel about musicians, but if you'll just do this for me, I'll never ask you to do anything else as long as I live! Ever. Ever. Ever." She finally breathed. Jules knew I disliked rock stars, because of my last boyfriend.


  Teake’s band was offered a deal with Uptown Records. Then he dropped his friends and me, like we had the plague. We were no longer good enough for him. He ripped out my heart and took a big shit where it used to beat. It didn't seem to matter that we'd dated for almost a year and confessed our undying love to each other. Once it was announced that they had a record deal, women were coming out of the woodwork. What a fucking jerk.


  "Fine. I'm going to hold you to that. So when Brad Paisley is in town next time . . . We're going!" She stopped her victory dance, turned around, and looked at me.


  "Um . . . Okay. I love me some cute country boy." She rolled her eyes, laughed, and continued with her victory dance. "You do know he's married though, right?"


  "Yes, I know Brad Paisley's married, and even if he wasn't, I told you, I'm not looking for a boyfriend."
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  "Get dressed, we're going shopping," Jules said, walking into the kitchen, looking beautiful in a pair of cut-off shorts and a pink fitted t-shirt. It was ten in the morning, and I was just now having my first cup of coffee. I really needed my coffee before any human interaction. She knew that already.


  "For what?" I grumbled, while staring into the steaming mug.


  "We need something to wear to the concert. You know, something that screams Rock N’ Roll groupie."


  "I'm no groupie," I said, taking a healthy sip of my steaming coffee.


  "Humor me, will ya! I intend to be in full-on groupie mode at that concert and you're going to be right there with me, even if it kills you!" She pulled her long, auburn hair back into a ponytail.


  "Can I at least get a cup of coffee in me? Why you gotta be so perky so early in the morning anyway?" I didn't ever remember a time when Jules woke up grumpy, not even with a hangover. Ugh.


  "Fine. But hurry!" She turned on her heel and walked back down the hall toward her bedroom, her ponytail swishing from side to side. I finished my cup of coffee, grabbed another one when she wasn't looking, and took it to the bathroom with me. I turned on the water in the shower and stepped in, letting the hot water wake me up. After showering, I pulled my hair into a ponytail and dressed in a pale blue sundress with my silver flats. If I was going to be forced to shop, I was going to be comfortable doing it.


  We ended up shopping for four hours. Then we went to lunch at Big Tom's Fat Burger. Finally, we headed home, exhausted. I was ready for another shower and a glass of wine, not to mention, some more of that steamy romance novel I'd been reading. Yum.
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  Friday Night Concert


  Peyton


  I decided to leave my hair down. I ran the flat iron through it, letting it fall in silky strands over the top of my shoulders. I applied smoky gray eye shadow to make my light gray eyes pop. When I finished my hair and makeup, I slipped on my new denim skirt with rhinestones on the back pockets, a black fitted t-shirt, and a pair of black flats adorned with rhinestones sprinkled across the toes. I grabbed my black Coach wristlet and went in search of Jules. She was standing at the kitchen counter with a bottle of Patron and two shot glasses. She looked me over from head to toe with a confused look.


  Eying my outfit she said, "This is a rock concert. I said to dress like a groupie. Nothing about you looks slutty." Thank God. I rolled my eyes and ignored her comment.


  "Breaking out the good stuff, huh?" I pointed to the bottle and grinned. "Happy Birthday!" I sat the small gift bag on the table in front of her.


  "You shouldn't have!" She squealed and pulled the pink tissue paper from the black bag. "I'm so glad you did, though!" She laughed as she hung the shot glass necklace around her neck. "Oh-my-god,” she laughed, staring down at the little pink penis that was made into the bottom of the glass. “I haven't even left the house yet and I've already gotten cock!" She poured her shot of tequila into the glass and another for me, before sliding it across the counter in front of me.


  "It's not every day that I get you to lay down your book boyfriend and go out. Besides, it's been months since the breakup. It'll be good for you to go out and have some fun. Live a little. You have to come out of hiding some time. How many batteries have you and B.O.B gone through? I bet you've forgotten what a real cock feels like." She smirked.


  "It hasn't been that long, and no I haven't forgotten what a real one feels like. I just don't need a real one right now. B.O.B and I are doing just fine, thank you. He's never let me down!" I said, jokingly. "And, he knows just what I like."


  "We'll see." She grinned and slid another shot in front of me. "Here's to one of us getting lucky tonight, and that you have fresh batteries for B.O.B!" she said, throwing her head back and laughing. I rolled my eyes and tossed back the shot, enjoying the warmth of the liquid as it spread through my veins. "Let's get going. Our cab should be pulling up any minute now." Right on cue, the blare of a horn sounded from outside.


  "Promise me one thing." Jules paused with her hand on the doorknob and looked over her shoulder at me. "Promise me that I'm not going to have to bail your ass out of jail because you grabbed some guy’s dick." She rolled her eyes this time and giggled.


  "I make no promises." That was what I thought.


  "Oh. My. God! Oh-my-god! We're here. I can't believe we're here!” Jules practically flung the door open on the cab before it ever rolled to a stop.


  People were lined up halfway around the brick wall of the large building. There were half-naked women; some were holding signs professing their love. One woman with extremely huge boobs held a sign that read, "These boobs are for Chance!" in red glitter. When we finally reached the front of the VIP line, Jules gave the security guy her name. He flipped through a couple of pages on his clipboard before pulling out a couple of lanyards and handing them over to us.


  "Follow me ladies," he said, and lifted the rope so that we could step through. A crowd of women behind us began to hurl insults as we walked off.


  "That's right, bitches! We're going to party with the band, while you're out here, sweating your asses off!" Jules taunted them, while flipping her long, auburn hair over her shoulder.


  "Really, Jules? You're gonna get our asses kicked before we ever get back stage." We followed the big guy down a long hallway and into the backstage area, where we weaved our way through techs, roadies, and tons of wires and equipment. We walked until we came to a door at the end of the hall that had a sign with the band's name on it.


  "This is it, Peyton! This is it!" Jules dug her fingers into the flesh of my arm, hard.


  "Shit, Jules!" I rubbed my arm where her fingers had been.


  "Would you please just calm down. They're going to think you're some crazy person who has escaped the psych ward if you keep this up," I scolded.


  I could understand her excitement for being so close to someone as famous as these guys. Except, all the fame did for them was ruin them. Reality became distorted and soon they were handed everything that was once beyond their reach—all because of who they had become. They gained access into places they wouldn't normally have been able to go. There were expensive gifts, multi-million dollar endorsement deals, the drugs, and alcohol, even the endless parade of women, who threw themselves at band. Being a rock star not only ruined the guys themselves, but also the people closest to them. I, for one, would know. The big beefy security guy lifted his arm and knocked twice, before the door swung open to the meet and greet room.


  "Holy Shit. This is it. I'm actually going to meet the guys from Dirty Affliction!" Jules took a deep breath and turned to face me. "What are you doing?" She paused when she noticed I wasn't following her. "Aren't you coming in?" she questioned. There was no way I was going into that room.


  "I'll wait out here." I took a step back against the wall. "Go ahead and get your autographs, I'll be here when you're done." She opened her mouth to say something, but I cut her off. "Go. Have fun." I gave her a little shove. She turned to look at the crowd of people in the room and a huge grin spread across her adorable face, before she disappeared into the crowd. I pulled out my cell and began to scroll through my text messages, when a deep voice sounded near my ear, sending a vibration of pleasure straight to my core.


  "You're not going in?" I jerked in surprise and was met by the most beautiful blue eyes. They reminded me of the sky on a warm summer day. His blond hair looked messy, but in a sexy kind of way. The musky scent of his cologne tickled my nose and sent a surge of warmth all the way to my toes. My eyes traveled across his broad chest and down his tattooed arms. Holy shit, he was hot. He must be one of the roadies. I suddenly wanted to climb him like a tree.


  "I'm just waiting on my friend." I nodded toward the door, swallowing the huge lump in my throat.


  "So, why aren't you in there?"


  "It's not exactly my thing," I said, looking down at my phone, trying to ignore the sparks flying between us.


  "You don't like the band? Wait, let me guess, you're here for your friend." He cocked his head to the side, and a sexy smirk appeared on his too handsome face—blond hair falling over his right brow.


  "It's not that I don't like the band. I don't like rock stars, period. They're arrogant assholes who think they're God's gift to the universe," I replied. A guy with a headset and a clipboard walked past and gave a quick what's up nod, which blue eyes returned. His brows pinched together as if he were considering what I'd just said.


  "They kind of are, aren’t they?" He responded, sighed, and then laughed.


  He placed his hand on the doorknob and looked back at me over his shoulder. It was almost as if he wanted to say something and changed his mind.


  "You're going in?" I asked, cocking my brow this time.


  "Yeah. I guess I am. Wish me luck." He flashed me a sexy grin, before stepping inside, and letting the door close behind him.


  "Good luck with that," I mumbled to the wooden door, watching it close behind his muscular back.
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  Thirty minutes later and one very excited friend, we were ushered to our assigned area near the front of the stage. We were in the middle of a sea of half-naked women. Some staggered, obviously already drunk. It was frickin’ hot in there, women were pushing and shoving to get closer to the stage, and the cover band hadn't even finished yet.


  "You should have gone in there with me. They are so unbelievably hot. I mean sex on a stick, even that Honor chick. She's beautiful. If I were a lesbian, I'd totally hit on her!" Jules giggled. "Did I show you the signatures?" She asked again for the tenth time, pulling down the low V of her t-shirt, to reveal the band’s autographs on her breasts.


  "Yes, Jules. I've seen them. You do know; those will wash off when you shower. Right?" Her smile dropped as if she'd just realized there was no Santa Claus or Easter bunny, but recovered just as quickly.


  "I'll have them tattooed on my skin!" My mouth dropped open, and I stared at her with sheer horror that she'd even consider inking their names on her skin, let alone her breasts. I couldn't imagine being intimate with someone, them sucking on my breast that bore another man's name. What the hell?


  "You're obviously not thinking straight right now because that's nuts! We'll talk about it tomorrow when your head isn't so screwed up."


  "Okay. You can talk, but I'm not promising I'll listen. I mean, after all, it's like when you sign your name on the bathroom wall. Jules wuz here! It's kind of a reminder that Levi Cross had his hands on my boobs! Wait, that didn't come out right. You know what I mean." She chewed her bottom lip, trying to come up with a better example than comparing herself to a dirty bathroom wall.


  "Yeah. I get it."


  Everyone around us screamed a high-pitched, ear-splitting scream, as the lights went down and the soft back glow of Dirty Affliction's purple guitar, lit up on the backdrop. The steady beat of a drum began, soon the sounds of a guitar and bass blended in, and the lights came up on the stage.


  There was a guy on the left side of the stage, playing guitar. He was covered in tattoos from his fingertips to his neck. He had a blue Mohawk and was wearing a pair of long, black denim shorts that stopped just below the knee, which revealed tattooed legs.


  There was a beautiful girl on the right side of the stage, playing bass. She had long, blond hair with pink streaks running through it. She was wearing a purple tank top and black skinny jeans. Her arms were also covered in tattoos.


  The drummer was at the back of the stage. He had dark hair, almost black. He lifted his tattooed arms, twirled his drumsticks between his fingers, and counted in time, just as the lead singer rose from a lift beneath the stage. Holy. Shit. It's him! It was blue eyes!


  "That's him! That's him!" Jules squealed and dug her fingers into my arm again. My heart rate sped up as I looked at him, I mean really looked at him up on that stage. His blond hair messier than before, probably from all the groupies running their fingers through it at the meet and greet. His muscles strained beneath his tight, white t-shirt with the band logo stretched across his broad chest. The colorful ink on his arms stood out underneath the stage lights like a beautiful painting on his skin. He was bigger than life and commanded the stage. I just thought it was hot in here before, but when he opened his mouth to sing and his beautiful voice floated through the crowd, a shiver ran down my spine all the way to my damp panties.


  "Hold what ya got LA, because we're gonna burn this mother fucker down! Damn, it's good to be home!" He growled into the microphone. The crowd exploded as he thrust his crotch toward the women in the front row. Hands shot up, groping, grabbing, touching anything, and every part of him, they could reach. Part of me was so turned on by wishing that I was close enough to touch him, but another part of me was disgusted just thinking about it.


  This was just one of the reasons my ex and me broke up. He started the whole groupie thing before the ink was dry on the contract. He, on the other hand, was perfectly okay with it. The proof was in the tabloids every time I went to the grocery store. New pictures, different women on the front pages grabbing some guys junk, just because they could.


  "I bet that Rock God could fuck you six-ways to Saturday," Jules shouted from beside me.


  "I believe the phrase is, 'Seven-ways to Sunday.'"


  "Nah . . . I'm pretty sure with him, you'd need a day of rest," she nodded. Now that I'd gotten a really, good look at him, I thought she was probably right, and even after the seventh day, you'd probably still have issues walking. Oh God, how I'd like to find out. I still hadn't told her that I met him backstage before the show. I thought I’d keep that tidbit for myself.
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  After party


  Peyton


  The after party was at a very swanky hotel in downtown LA. It was known for catering to the who's, who in the entertainment industry. When we stepped inside, I was in awe at what I'd seen. It was what I imagined a party at the playboy mansion would be like. There were more half-naked women, walking around with trays filled with shot glasses containing some kind of blue, glowing drinks. Jules snatched a couple of them for us as one of the women weaved her way through the crowd.


  "Wow," Jules commented, as she grabbed my elbow and pulled me through the crowd, toward the bar across the room.


  "You can say that again." I answered, giggling nervously. I'd never in my life, been in a room with a famous person, but there must have been hundreds of them there. Not just musicians, but models, actors¸ and reality stars. "Is that Adam Levine?" My mouth dropped open, when I saw him walk through the crowd and head toward the bar on the far side of the room.


  "Where?"


  "There." I pointed across the room, where I could only see the back of his head now.


  "Come on. Let's go say hello. Maybe I can get another signature. I still have room on my right boob!"


  "Jules! Have a little respect and class. This is a label party, not some sleazy bar," I told her.


  "Peyton, You know I love you, right?"


  "Yes, and I love you too, but . . ."


  "No buts! You may choose to live under a rock, but not me. You can either walk over there with me or stay here and blend into the ugly wallpaper."


  I took a seat at the bar. "I'll wait here. Knock yourself out, but when he slaps a restraining order on your ass and you need bail money, I'm going to pretend that I don't even know you." She rolled her eyes at me, hurried across the room, and disappeared into the crowd.


  "What can I get for you, sweetheart?" The guy behind the bar asked, flashing his bright smile, which revealed two adorable dimples. I gave him a warm smile of my own.


  "I’d like a Jack and Coke, please."


  "Make that two. Hold the Coke on one of those." My whole body flushed with heat and the hairs on the back of my neck stood up, at the sound of his husky voice near my ear. A tattooed arm pressed against the bar, before he lowered himself onto the vacant stool next to me.


  "How'd you like the show?" His blue eyes danced with amusement. Damn. He just screamed sex!


  "It was okay." I said, trying to hide my smile. There's no way in hell that I'd ever admit that I’d just become a huge fan.


  "I see, you're just here for your friend, right?" He looked at the surrounding area and people around us. "Your invisible friend? Let me guess, you had imaginary friends when you were a child and it followed you into adult hood." He laughed. "You know, there are therapist for that sort of thing. I'm sure it's some kind of disorder, I just can't think of what it is at the moment." He grinned and I couldn't help but laugh.


  "I really am here with my friend and she just happens to have your name written on a very intimate area of her body," I responded with a smirk.


  "Well now, that could be any number of women in this room. You'd be surprised at the areas on the body we're asked to sign," he admitted, with no shame and a devilish smile on his too handsome face.


  "Why didn't you tell me who you were in the hallway earlier? I feel so stupid for not recognizing you. I thought you were just a fan about to enter the pits of hell in that room." I laughed and he scrunched up his nose.


  "It's kind of nice sometimes, to meet someone who doesn't recognize me. I could have stood in that crowded dark hallway and talked to you for hours about nothing. Don't get me wrong, I love . . . we love our fans, but sometimes they can get a bit crazy. Don’t even get me started on trying to walk down the street. I swear to God, that if I picked my nose right now, it'd be on social media within seconds!"


  "Ewe! I did not need that image in my brain. But, wait, let me get out my phone just in case," I laughed, and pointed my phone in his direction.


  "Peyton! That was not Adam Levine, but guess who it . . ." Jules froze mid-sentence when she recognized the sexy, tattooed man sitting next to me at the bar.


  "You're Levi Cross!" She stated, only in a high pitch voice, before placing her hand on his bicep. His blue eyes moved to her hand and then back up to her excited green ones. He smiled.


  "Yes, I am, and you are the friend, I take it." He looked at me and winked. I mouthed the word ‘sorry.’


  "Yes, I'm Peyton's friend, Jules. Not Julie, just Jules."


  "Well, just Jules. It's been awesome meeting you." He looked at her hand on his bicep again and she took the hint, dropping her hand to her side.


  "So . . . if that wasn't Adam Levine, who was it?" I asked, trying to pull her attention from Levi.


  "That's what I came over here to tell you. It was Marcus Little from 'Satan's Fire! And look . . ." She pulled down the neck of her shirt to reveal, sure enough, another name scrawled onto her right breast. Levi snorted from beside me, but Jules was too wasted to notice. "Anyway, he asked me to hang out with him, so I'm gonna do that. I just didn't want you to worry."


  "Are you sure that's such a good idea? You don't know these people, or the kinds of things they're into." I leaned in close, so that only she could hear. "Do you really want to hang out with Marcus, when Levi Cross is sitting right here? Isn't he the whole reason you wanted to be here?" She looked over to where Levi was twisting his glass of Jack on the bar top. "Nah . . . you can have him. Marcus is way more fun!" And, with that, she disappeared into the crowd.


  "Well, I can honestly say that I've never heard that one before," he responded, and quirked a brow.


  "What?" I asked.


  "That I'm no fun. That hurts you know? Right here." He placed a tattooed hand over his heart.


  "Don't pay any attention to my friend. She's drunk and besides, the whole reason she wanted to come tonight was you. After she won those tickets, she hasn't stopped talking about you for days. I'm sure she'll be back around shortly, so don't say I didn't warn you," I explained.


  "I’m not interested in your friend," he responded, and I flushed when he pinned me with those deep pools of blue.


  "Well . . . just tell her that you've got a girlfriend and she'll leave you alone. That's one thing about . . ." He placed his finger over my lips to silence me, and leaned a little closer into my space.


  "I'm interested in you, Peyton." A slow smile curled his lips, as he continued pin me with his gaze.


  I swallowed hard and said, "I don't date rock stars. Been there, and done that; didn’t work out well." I still had the scars to prove it.


  "You can't really compare us all to whoever the douche bag was that you dated. Some of us are good guys, you know." Something like hurt flashed in his eyes, and for a moment, I almost felt sorry for him.


  "Like I said, I don't date people in the music industry." He watched me intently, as if he was rolling something over in his mind, and then he smiled, those blue eyes sparkling.


  "What about friends? Is there anything in your little rule book that says you can't be my friend?" A lock of blond hair fell onto his forehead and my fingers itched to reach out and brush it away.


  "What exactly would being your friend consist of? Because, if we were to do things as friends, I have a few rules of my own."


  "I see." He lifted two fingers to the bartender, a signal for two more drinks. When they were delivered, he said . . .


  "Why don't we go sit outside on the patio, so we can discuss the friend rules." He winked at me, and a tingle traveled down my spine.


  I didn't know if I was capable of being just a friend, but then I reminded myself of what happened in my last relationship. My stomach bunched into a painful knot. I definitely had to keep him in the friend zone.


  We grabbed our drinks from the counter and he wrapped his warm fingers around my elbow, leading me toward the back wall of windows. A tall blond, with big, blue eyes, and too much pink lip-gloss stopped us.


  "Levi, I've been looking everywhere for you." I tried to take a step back, but he only tightened his grip on my arm to keep me at his side.


  "I'm not very hard to find, Nina. What do you want?" His lips pulled into a tight line that told me, this was not a conversation, which I really wanted to hear.


  "Well, I haven't seen you since Vegas and I was really hoping to speak to you.”


  "We really don't have anything to talk about. We slept together for a while, but that's it," he declared.


  I, on the other hand, was feeling increasingly uncomfortable by the moment. We'd only known each other for a whole ten minutes. I didn't think that was enough time to declare someone your friend.


  She huffed at his response and straightened her spine. "Okay, then. Have it your way."


  She turned to walk away before Levi spoke again. "I'll give you two minutes and that's it,” he said, before turning to me.


  "Peyton, I need to speak with Nina. If you'll please wait for me at the bar, I'm sure this won't take long." He looked at me with uneasiness in his eyes. All I could do was nod. The moment the two of them walked away, I went in search of Jules. There was no way; I was hanging around for this. What the hell, was I thinking?


  I found Jules holed up in a corner of the room with Marcus Little. No wonder she abandoned me for him. He did look like Adam Levine, tattoos, and all. Her lips were at his ear and I had to clear my throat a couple of times to get her attention. She jumped to her feet and stood in front of me with worry on her face.


  "Peyton, is everything all right? Did something happen?"


  "No, no, it’s nothing like that. I'm not feeling well, so I just wanted to let you know that I'm headed home." She turned her gaze back to Marcus, who looked to be stoned, by the glazed over expression on his face.


  "I can go with you." She was hesitantly letting me know that it wasn’t really okay, and what she actually wanted to do. And why should she go with me? This was more her speed than it was mine.


  "No, don't do that! You stay. I promise I'll be fine. I just need to go home and lie down. A little ibuprofen, and I'll be just fine. I swear." I gave her a weak smile.


  "If you're sure."


  "I'm sure. Go back to what you were doing." I lifted my hand toward where Marcus sat smiling up at Jules.


  She grinned at me and said, "If you insist." Jules giggled, lowered herself back onto his lap, and resumed their previous play. I pushed my way through the crowd and out to the street, where I jumped into a waiting taxi and headed for our apartment.


  Once inside, I removed my makeup and brushed my teeth, before putting on my favorite Blake Shelton t-shirt—one that I'd gotten on his last tour. I slid beneath the cool sheets and thought about how sexy Levi was. His lips were full and the perfect shade of pink. I wondered if they were as soft to touch as they looked. His blond hair was shiny, with just a little bit of curl to it and after the show, it was a complete mess, but that didn't stop me from wanting to run my fingers through it. My body felt wound tighter than a rubber band and needed some major relief.


  I ran my fingers over my already beaded nipples and lightly pinched them between my fingertips, sending a flood of heat straight to my already pulsing core. I reached into my nightstand drawer and pulled out my no fail boyfriend, B.O.B., twisting the base to turn him on. Nothing happened. Dead! Holy hell! This couldn’t be happening to me right now.


  I jumped out of bed, ran into the kitchen, and opened the junk drawer to find every size battery known to man, except the size I needed for B.O.B. I braced my hands on the counter and stared down into the drawer, hoping that somehow the double-A batteries would appear, when a knock sounded on the door. I looked at the clock on the microwave. It was after two in the morning. Jules must have been drunk off her ass and couldn't find her keys again. I opened the door expecting my friend, and came face to face with one, very, sexy rock god. His hands braced either side of the door.


  "I asked you to wait at the bar. Do you have any idea how long I looked for you?" He demanded. I had a pretty, good idea considering that I'd been home for over an hour now. "I finally remembered that your friend was with Marcus, so I took a chance in finding him, and it paid off. She gave me your address once I explained to her, that I just wanted to make sure you made it home safely."


  His eyes trailed down my body, starting at my blond hair, stopping briefly on my bare thighs, before landing on my pink toes. When his eyes met mine, they were a dark, smoldering blue. I could feel myself blushing from head to toe, remembering that I was only wearing a t-shirt. Also, because, moments ago, I was looking for fresh batteries to put in my vibrator.


  I crossed my arms over my chest, which only thrust my breasts higher, catching his attention. "As you can see I made it home safe and sound." I reached for the doorknob, but he stepped in my way, blocking me from closing the door.


  "I asked you to wait. Why did you leave?"


  "It looked like you had better things to do and besides, I told you, that's not really my thing, anyway." Something ghosted across his face, but disappeared just as fast.


  "Would you be surprised if I told you, that's not really my thing, either? Don't get me wrong, I love performing, I love meeting fans, but there are times when I just want to find a quiet place to chill, you know? Read a book or watch a movie. Talk to a friend. Besides, your friend told me you weren't feeling well. You look more than fine to me." He narrowed his eyes in a playful way. Damn, he was cute.


  "You think you can tell that from what? The whole five minutes we spoke at the bar? I'm that transparent huh?" I laughed. "You really should've been a doctor," I joked.


  "If you remember correctly, we spoke in the hallway outside the meet and greet room, so you better make that at least ten minutes." It was his turn to laugh and when he did, good God, a dimple appeared in his cheek that made me want to lick it. He just got hotter by the minute.


  "So, are you going to invite me in or kick me out? Cause, I can honestly say that Levi Cross has never been kicked out of a girls place before." He grinned at me, as if he knew there was no way in hell he would be kicked out. I grinned really, big and reached around him for the doorknob, bumping his hip as I did. I pulled on the door, forcing him to step aside. He looked at me confused.


  "If you don't mind," I said, nodding my head toward the door. "It's getting kind of late and well . . . I was headed to bed." I gently pushed his shoulder and he stepped just outside my door. His eyes traveled backwards, from my bare feet and thighs, and then up to meet my eyes. He winked playfully.


  "Oh, darlin’, I don't mind." He flashed his perfectly white teeth and winked again.


  "Good, because there's a first time for everything," I said, and closed the door in his face. I stood with my back to the door, grinning like a fool, and wondering what had just happened. Was this all a dream? Levi Cross, was just at my apartment? And, I just shut the door in his face.


  "This is not exactly what I had in mind." I heard him say through the door. I could almost hear the smile in his voice.


  "Goodnight, Mr. Cross."


  "It's Levi." I heard him correct through the wooden door, as I walked down the hall toward my bedroom. I stepped into my room and stared at my hot-pink vibrator lying on the bed. Dead batteries. My battery-operated boyfriend really had let me down this time. Damn him!
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  Peyton


  I stepped into the kitchen to grab a cup of coffee, only to find Jules, sitting at the kitchen table with a cup of coffee and a smirk on her face.


  "What?" I asked, reaching for my favorite coffee mug in the drying rack.


  "Rough night?" She giggled, while tapping her red manicured nails on the old laminate table.


  "I'm sure I should be asking you that. I'm not the one with a hangover and I slept just fine, thank you." I blew at the steam billowing over the top of my coffee mug.


  "Are you sure about that? Because when I came home earlier this morning, there was quite the mess in the kitchen," the corner of her mouth quirked up, into an almost evil grin. I was in such a state after I closed the door in Levi's face last night; I'd forgotten to clean up my mess in the kitchen. Shit!


  "Wait just a minute!" I slapped my palm down on the counter. "You wicked bitch! You hid all the double A batteries, didn’t you?" It was all perfectly clear to me now. My friend was evil. She laughed hysterically, while I couldn't help but glower at her.


  "Oh. My. God! When Levi found Marcus and me on the patio, he asked if I knew where my friend was. I told him that you went home sick. He seemed genuinely worried, so when he asked for the address, I gave it to him. I thought, "BAM!" Peyton will be getting laid tonight! What the hell, is wrong with you? You probably crushed his ego."


  "I kind of doubt that, besides, I'm pretty sure there were plenty of girls waiting in line to stroke said ego, so no worries there." I walked across the room and poured myself another cup of coffee. "So, tell me what happened with you and that Marcus guy? Did you get some last night?" I asked, quirking a knowing brow.


  "Lucky doesn't even do it justice. That man was hung, fucked like a stallion, and he wants to see me again tonight! Hell, I'm surprised I can even sit down today." She winced a little as she shifted in her chair.


  "That's a little TMI, Jules. What are you two doing tonight besides the obvious?"


  "There's a small party at his house on the East side. He asked me to come and said to bring a plus one." A smirk graced her lips.


  "Plus one?" I inquired, pointing at myself. She rolled her eyes at me as if I'd just asked the dumbest question ever and nodded, with the world's biggest smile plastered across her face.


  "I don't think so, Jules. I don't think . . ."


  "What? Do you have better things to do? You're afraid of having a little fun?"


  "That's not it and you know it. I saw the look in Marcus' eyes last night. He looked messed up on something. You know I'm not comfortable in an environment like that. I might've had to grow up in it, but that doesn't mean that I have to be a part of it now." Jules took a step in my direction and looked at me with understanding in her eyes.


  "I know sweetie. I'm sorry, I didn't even think about that. If you don't want to go, that's okay. I totally understand. I honestly didn't see Marcus or anyone around us, do anything but drink last night. If I had, I wouldn't have stayed." She looked down at the floor, and then up to me. She'd clearly made a decision. "I'm not going either. We'll go to a movie or . . ."


  "Stop." I held up my hand in front of her face and she stopped talking. "I'll go, just promise me that if things start to get heavy, we're out of there. Both of us!" I stressed the last part just to be sure she understood. Who was I to stand in the way of my friend’s happiness? However, if something happened to my friend, I'd never forgive myself. At the same time, maybe she was right and I did need to get out a little, to be a little more trusting of people. Just because Teake did drugs and screwed around on me, didn't mean they were all like that.


  "You're really going to go?" She grinned and bounced up on her toes. "I promise you won't be sorry. We'll stick together and you'll see, it'll be so much fun!" She wrapped her arms around my neck, causing me to stumble a step back. We both laughed at her excitement.


  "Sorry." She stuck her bottom lip out in an attempt to look apologetic, but it didn't work. I couldn't help but laugh again.
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  It was a thirty-minute cab ride to get to Marcus Little's house on the East side. The house was built on the beach and looked like a small city. I'd never seen anything like it. Our cab stopped at the gate, pressed the intercom button, and waited a couple of minutes for someone to answer and let us in.


  We drove for what seemed like another mile at least through the immaculate kept grounds until we came to the front of the house. It was a multi-story, white stone mansion, which was lit up like the department stores on Christmas. The trees and landscaping even had tiny, white lights scattered throughout. This was how rock stars lived. Wow.


  We paid the driver and walked up the stone pathway to the double glass doors at the front of the house. We could see people walking about through the beveled glass in the doors and loud music poured from the house. I lifted my hand to knock, but Jules pushed the door open and took a step inside.


  "What are you doing? We can't just walk into someone's house without at least knocking," I told her over the loud music.


  "We were invited and besides, no one would ever hear us over the music anyway. Come on." She grabbed my hand and pulled me through the entry hall where several people were gathered, but none of them even seemed to notice us.


  "You made it!" Marcus came out of nowhere and buried his nose in Jules neck, causing her to giggle. He lifted his head and kissed her on the lips before noticing that Jules was still holding my hand. "Hi, I'm Marcus and you must be Peyton." He offered his hand for me to shake. It didn't escape me that he'd just seen me with Jules last night at the after party. He must have been truly messed up.


  "That's me." I smiled and took his hand.


  "Jules has told me a lot about you. I'm glad you could make it. Why don't we grab a drink and go out back to the patio?" He crossed the room with us in tow, grabbed three bottles of Bud Light, and handed two of them to us. We once again followed his lead through big open doors and onto a covered patio that overlooked a massive guitar-shaped pool. Marcus dropped down into an overstuffed gray chair next to the fireplace while I took a seat on the sofa across from them.


  People walked all around us, half-dressed, drinks in hand. Some were even wearing swimsuits and had been in the pool. I guess that's why there was a massive fireplace on the patio. Nights in LA could get cool at times. It made me wonder if the pool was heated.


  "I see someone I need to speak to." Marcus shifted, so that Jules slid off his lap and onto the chair. "Be right back," he said, kissing her forehead. Jules looked up at me with a big grin on her face. Seeing her smile made it worth coming, even though I felt like a third-wheel—one with a flat, at that.


  "I'm going to find a restroom. Want to come with?"


  "Nah . . . I think I'll stay here," I said. I leaned forward and sat my beer on the glass table in front of me.


  "Okay. Suit yourself. I'll be right back." I watched her disappear through the crowd and into the massive house.
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  Levi


  I parked my midnight-black Camaro behind a long line of expensive sports cars in front of Marcus' house. I shook my head as I walked toward the multi-story mansion. I'd never been one for all the flashy stuff. Shit. My dad was a cop until he was taken from us, and after that, my mom worked as a receptionist at a local medical office to make ends meet. It helped that my dad had good benefits, but we still lived on the lower end of a middle-class lifestyle.


  I had all the money that some people only dreamt of and still; I lived a modest lifestyle. I tried to buy my mom a new house when our band hit it big a few years ago, but she wouldn't hear of it. She had said that my dad bought that house for her, when they were first married and there was no way she would ever part with it, so after a lot of begging on my part, she finally agreed to allowing a few updates to the old two-story home.


  "Levi, my man!" Marcus called my name as he stepped onto the stone pathway in front of the house. A tall guy with messy, dark hair mumbled something, walking around me and further down the path.


  "Nice digs, man." I smirked, looking around at the immaculate landscape.


  "What good's the money, if you can't spend it man? I keep telling you . . ."


  "I know, live the lifestyle," I said, rolling my eyes at him. "Who was that guy? He looked familiar." I questioned, tipping my head toward the guy that just left.


  "Who? Teake? He's the guitarist for Nuclear Disaster. He also deals in party favors." He arched his brow as he pulled a baggy full of white powder from the front pocket of his jeans. Fuck.


  "I'll meet you outback." He told me, as he turned and took the stairs two at a time. If I had to guess, he was going to the bathroom to do a few lines before making his way back to the party.


  I grabbed a beer from the large bucket of ice beside the patio door and stepped out into the cool night air. I looked around to see if I could spot some of the guys, but there were just too many damn people. I did see a familiar curtain of blond hair hanging over the back of an outdoors sofa. How the hell, was she sitting alone? I strolled over with my beer and plopped down on the empty space beside her. Her head lifted from where she stared at her phone and her beautiful, gray eyes sparkled from the glow of the fireplace.


  "I see you're here with all your imaginary friends." I laughed and gave her a playful wink. A small smile curled on her pretty, pink lips before she laughed nervously.


  "They're the best friends anyone could ever ask for," she said. "They always give you the best advice. You always look good to them and they'd never ever talk trash about you on social media." She waved her hand to the empty seat in front of us. I arched a brow and took a swig of my beer.


  "Who's talking trash? I'll kick their ass!" I looked at the crowd around us and she lightly chuckled.


  "I'm only kidding," she said.


  "I see you found your next baby momma," Marcus snickered, as he dropped into the chair across from us. Peyton's friend, Jules, wasted no time crawling onto his lap.


  "Fuck that," I grunted.


  "I think you already did that, man." He thought he was being funny, but that's how rumors started and I didn't need that shit!


  "I'm just pissin’ with ya. Don't go gettin' your dick in a knot over it!" He was definitely high now judging by his blown-out pupils.


  "Not funny, dude. Not funny at all." I felt Peyton shift on the cushion beside me, and a frown appeared on her beautiful face.


  "You're married?" Her brows pinched together.


  "Fuck no, I'm not married!"


  "So, you have a child and you're not married?" She looked at me as if she would have expected this from me. That was what pissed me the fuck off. People thought they knew me when they didn't!


  "Don't listen to him, no kids and not married," I quickly assured her. Marcus snickered from his seat across from us, so I lifted my hand and flipped him the middle finger.


  "I'm just fucking with him. You see there was this chick stalking him, claiming that she'd slept with him and had his baby. That shit was all over social media, but none of it was true. I just like to bust his balls over it!" Marcus laughed and I could see Peyton visibly relax beside me. I had to get her away from Marcus. He liked to shoot off his mouth about shit he knew nothing about and I didn't want her believing everything he said.


  "What do you say, we take a walk and get away from this ass clown?" She looked across the coffee table to where her friend sat in a lip lock with said, ‘ass clown,’ and then let out a sigh.


  "Sure. Why not?" She stood and I grasped her hand with mine. Surprisingly, she didn't pull away. It was probably because we mentioned the friend-zone last night. We weaved our way through the throng of people gathered around the pool and took the steps leading out to the beach. The music faded into the background and the sounds of waves crashing replaced it. It was such a peaceful sound and peace was something rare for me these days.


  "This is beautiful," she said, as she lowered herself onto the white sand, which was now bathed in inky moonlight.


  "Not as beautiful as you," I whispered, reaching for her hand. Her body stiffened for a moment, but she didn't pull away.


  "I thought we decided on friend status." She looked up at me through dark lashes.


  "Friends hold hands," I said, giving hers a gentle squeeze. "Tell me something about yourself. I want to get know my new friend." I gave her my best smile. It’s the smile, which was known for melting panties.


  "You, first." She nudged my shoulder with hers, sending a wave of heat throughout my body. Her floral scent tickled my nose and I wanted nothing more than to kiss her in that moment.


  "Well, let's see. Where to start," I said playfully, while scratching my chin thoughtfully. "I started singing at a young age. I play a few instruments. It's something that I find very relaxing. I'm nothing like the other guys when it comes to partying. I'm not saying that I don't indulge occasionally, because I do. It's just not an every night or weekend thing for me. There are many times after a show that I'll just go back to the bus or my hotel room and play my guitar or write lyrics. It's something that I can get lost in and forget about the world outside, even if it's only temporary." I honestly had tried to cut down on the partying and groupie activity.


  "What about family? Do you get to see them much with all the traveling you do?"


  That was the one topic, which made me the most uncomfortable. But, if I wanted to get close to this girl, I was going to have to get used to talking about things that made me sad. "My dad died when I was small and my mom is a two-time breast cancer survivor. She actually still lives here in LA, in the same house I grew up in," I told her.


  Her beautiful eyes turned a stormy gray and a look of sadness appeared on her sweet face.


  "I'm sorry," she replied softly.


  "Thank you. My dad's been gone for a while now, and my mom, she's my hero. I'm eager to go see her now that we're back in LA for a while." I looked at her for a moment, taking her in before changing the subject. "Now, tell me about Peyton." I nudged her shoulder this time.


  "There's not much to tell. My dad left when I was really, small, so I don't remember much about him. Then, my mom, let's just say, we no longer talk." She swallowed hard and tears glistened in her eyes. Oh, shit.


  "What about school? Work? I want to know everything there is to know about you." God, she was going to think I was some kind of crazy stalker now.


  "I'm graduating in six months with a degree in business. What I'll do from there, I'm not really, sure yet. I work enough hours at a coffee shop on campus to help Jules with expenses, but that doesn't leave much for anything else. I've been trying to find another job, it just hasn't happened yet."


  As soon as the words left her mouth, I knew what I was going to do, and if the rest of the guys didn't like it, they could suck me! "I might know of something," I said.


  "Oh really?" she asked, her voice hopeful.


  "Hell yes! Our band is looking for an assistant. With your business background, I think you'd be perfect."


  "You're shittin’ me." She laughed and covered her mouth. She looked at me as if she didn't believe what I’d just offered her. I couldn't help but laugh at her comment.


  "I shit you not!" I laughed. "I was actually going to place an ad in the paper next week and hopefully start interviewing, but, if you want the job, it's yours."


  "Really? I mean; that would be great!" She threw her arms around my neck and rolled us back onto the sand. The scent of ocean and fresh flowers filled my nose as she stared down at me with flushed cheeks. "Thank you, so much." And just like that, she was up on her feet.


  "I have to go tell Jules. She's going to die when she hears the news." She brushed herself off and looked back to where I sat on the sand. I couldn't move, because from the moment she threw her arms around my neck, my cock had sprung to life. There was no way in hell, I'd stand up now and scare her off.


  "You go ahead. I'll catch up to you." I watched her perfect hips swaying, as she walked up the steps and disappeared from sight. I doubted that we could ever be just friends. That girl was mine. She just didn't know it yet.
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  Peyton


  "You've got to be the luckiest bitch I know," Jules said from where she sat on my bed. I shuffled through the hangers in my closet in search of something to wear. I was meeting the band at a small get together tonight at the bass players house. Levi told me he'd pick me up at seven. It was already six and I'd yet to decide on what to wear. I did remember he told me to wear something warm, because Linc and Honesty lived on the beach, and the breeze coming off the ocean could get chilly at night. I finally decided on a dark pair of jeans and a soft pink sweater.


  "Let's just hope the guys like me, or I'll be stuck at the coffee shop longer than I want to be."


  "They'd be crazy not to love you. You sure I can't go with you? I kind of have a thing for the drummer." She winked at me.


  "Jules, you have a thing for rockers, period." I laughed and ran the brush through my long, blond hair. "What about Marcus?”


  "We're just having fun. He has my number if he wants to call, maybe I'll answer, and maybe I won't. Besides, you know me, I like variety." She giggled, walked from the room, and disappeared down the hall. There was one thing about Jules; she was a free spirit. She had probably been a hippie in a former life.
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  "Relax, you've got nothing to be nervous about." Levi's silver skull ring, clicked against the metal of the gearshift as his Camaro sped down the interstate. It was bad enough sitting in his brand, spanking new mean-machine with him, looking delicious in a pair of designer jeans and gray, long-sleeve sweater, but I was actually going to meet the rest of the band. I felt so jittery right then that I wanted to crawl under the seat and hide. I smiled and brushed a strand of hair behind my ear.


  "That's easy for you to say. You know these people and I don't. I'm not used to being around famous people. They make me nervous." I admitted and resisted running my damp palms over the tops of my jeans.


  "Really, Peyton, we're just normal everyday people. We eat, sleep, and deal with normal shit just like everybody else." I bit down on my lower lip and stared out the window, watching the scenery fly by.


  We rolled to a stop in front of a multi-story beach home, protected by a tall brick and iron fence. Levi punched in a code and the large, black gate swung open, granting us entrance. It wasn't as large or elaborate as Marcus Little's mansion, but it was a close second. Palm trees and flowering shrubs looked as though they'd been strategically placed to highlight the structure of the home. There was a circular drive and a coral color, cement path, which led to the house’s entrance. The cut glass in the door sparkled in the light of the beautiful chandelier that could be seen through the double doors.


  "Take your shoes off!" A beautiful brunette eyed Levi as we stepped inside. He grumbled something under his breath about Honesty, while he slipped out of his chucks.


  "What the fuck? I used to live here. I never had to take my shoes off then." Levi replied playfully, and then hugged the beautiful woman. For a moment, something in the pit of my stomach didn't set well. Could this be an old girlfriend? What was more disturbing was why that thought bothered me?


  "You don't live here anymore. Besides, we got new carpet and I'd like to keep it nice without you guys fucking it up!" She laughed, before turning her attention to me. Wow. She really was beautiful and suddenly I felt like a sack of potatoes. A knot formed in my throat when I extended my hand.


  "I'm Peyton Frost." Levi wrapped his arm around my shoulder and tugged me into his side. A very warm side, making my girly parts tingle. Damn.


  "Peyton, this is Honesty, Linc's wife." He tilted his head toward the beaming brunette. I really should have done some band research if I was hoping to work with them.


  "It's so nice to meet you, Peyton. The guys are out back if you'd like to join them. I'm just going to finish up in the kitchen and then I'll be out," she said, looking from Levi to me.


  "I'd love to help, if that's okay," I offered.


  "I would appreciate that." She smiled warmly and I relaxed a little. Levi gave a salute and laughed as if he knew he'd just received his marching orders. I watched him walk out onto the patio to join the rest.


  "So, Levi told us that you're taking the assistants job," she commented, as she began placing sub sandwiches onto a large platter. "I think that's great. They could really use someone to help them out. They've been without a manager for a while now. That's another story for another time," she added.


  "I honestly don't know how Jinx and they guys have made it this long without someone. I try to help as much as I can, but my free time is about to become filled with other things." She grinned when she said it, but didn't elaborate and I didn't ask.


  "They have a website, Facebook page, Twitter accounts, among other social media sites to keep tabs on. They're good about posting things for their fans, but some of the guys need a little more guidance than others. Just to give you an example," she arched her brow with a grin. "Chance likes to post dick pics." She rolled her eyes, and I couldn't help but full-out belly laugh.


  "I swear, they are like babysitting a bunch of three year olds sometimes." She laughed, and picked up the now overflowing platter of sandwiches. "Grab the chips if you don't mind." She nodded toward the big bowl sitting on the counter.


  I grabbed the bowl and fell into step behind her, feeling a little more at ease than the ride over. We stepped out onto the patio that surrounded a sparkling, blue pool. The guys were all lounging nearby nursing beers. Levi stood from his chair and closed the distance when he caught sight of me.


  "Guys, this is, Peyton Frost. She's the band's new assistant, so show her some love, but not too much, because I've got my eye on this one," he said, pulling me into his side. The touch caused my body to light up like the fourth of fucking July. It was as if we’d never even had the friend’s discussion. Levi introduced me to the members and he was right, they were just like normal people. Maybe I could handle this job after all. They all stood and made their way over to the table where Honesty and I stood.


  "We've heard a lot of good things about you, Peyton. We all look forward to working with you. I'm Jinx by the way," he said, offering his hand to me. He gave me a smile, which revealed two deep dimples and perfectly, straight, white teeth. He was handsome, but not nearly as handsome as Levi. Jinx was all lean muscle, where Levi was ripped.


  "I can see you meet all of the qualifications for the job." The guy with the Mohawk said, as he was checking me out. He was a little shorter than the other guys, but the blue Mohawk made up for the difference. His body was covered in tattoos and had several facial piercings. Did he think that I was hired just because I had a pretty face and nice body? Did he think I was just another groupie? I sure hoped not. It couldn't be farther from the truth.


  "What the hell is that supposed to mean?" I practically snarled. The pretty blond with pink streaks in her hair elbowed him in the side and gave him the evil eye.


  "I'm just yanking your chain! I'm Chance, by the way, and that—is Sparkles. He tilted his head toward the blond.


  "My name is Honor, and please ignore him. He thinks he's such a comedian." She smiled and the diamond stud in her nose twinkled under the lights. That's when I noticed that she also had several facial piercings.


  A tall guy with dark hair and bulging arms covered in tattoos, stepped up to the table, and wrapped his big beefy arm around Honesty, causing her to giggle.


  "This is Linc," Levi said, tipping his head toward the big man. He plays bass, but mostly, he and I write the music for the group. You'll see more of him when we get into the studio next week."


  We all gathered around the table and ate, laughed, and the guys shared some pretty, funny stories. They told me about their adventures on the road, and how some women would go to extreme lengths, just to get with the guys. It made me think about Teake and the pictures I'd seen in the tabloids, but for once, it didn't hurt my heart like it did.


  "I better get you home," Levi said, standing from his chair, and reaching for my hand. We said goodnight to everyone and headed for the door. Levi opened my car door and helped me inside, before sliding into the leather seat on the driver's side.


  "So what'd you think?" He looked at me with a crooked grin and that damn dimple popped in his cheek.


  "Everyone was really nice. I think I'm going to like working with you guys." I smiled, but felt a blush creep up my neck and onto cheeks, because I was really looking forward to working with him. It's as if he could read my mind. He gave me a wink, and his blue eyes sparkled playfully under the streetlights.


  "So, I was thinking that maybe we could get together tomorrow night and discuss the fundraiser. I could cook you dinner and we can toss around a few ideas. I'd really like to see what we could come up with." He glanced at me before turning his eyes back to the road.


  "Get outta here! You? Mr. rock star can cook?" I said playfully.


  "I'm really offended by that remark. I'll have you know that I'm a damn good cook." He arched his brow and laughed.


  "I'm so sorry if I wounded the big bad rocker, I would love for you to cook for me, but only if you'll let me make desert."


  "Ooh! Maybe we should have desert first, then." The way he said it, led me to believe his idea of desert and mine, were two different things entirely. I couldn't help but laugh.


  "You are so bad," I said playfully. My cheeks heated and the tips of my ears burned.


  "You have no idea, just how bad I can be." Wow.


  Levi pulled into a parking spot in front of my building and jumped out, before I could even reach for my door handle.


  "I really enjoyed meeting the band tonight. I'm excited about working with them. I think it's gonna be great. I've already got some ideas for ways to promote you guys."


  "I look forward to hearing all about them tomorrow night." He grinned and pressed his hard body against mine, so that my back was pressed against the door. My breathing picked up a notch and I looked into his blue eyes, full of lust.


  "What are you doing?" I placed my hands against his chest and gently pushed against the hard muscle, but he didn't budge.


  "I've been thinking about how much I wanted to kiss you all night. Do you have any idea how hard it was to control myself tonight? Watching you interact with the rest of the band? They fucking loved you," he grinned.


  Levi leaned forward, ghosted his lips over mine, and my core clinched tightly with the anticipation of his lips on mine. My eyes fluttered closed and my lips parted, waiting for his lips on mine, but the kiss never came. When I opened my eyes, he took a step back. I immediately felt a chill from the loss of his body heat. God, I wanted that kiss. I wanted it so bad! He flashed a cocky grin, because he knew the affect he had on me. How could he not? I was flushed from head to toe. God, I loved that grin. He was getting me back for closing the door in his face the other night.


  He cupped my face in his hands and said, "I plan on kissing you and a whole lot more tomorrow night." Then, he was walking away, leaving me panting outside my apartment.


  As soon as I entered the kitchen, I found a note on the counter from Jules; saying she was staying over at Marcus' tonight, which meant I had the place to myself. It was a good thing too, because after that little stunt Levi pulled, leaving me wanting, I was horny as hell. I grabbed a quick shower, and slid into bed with B.O.B. and fresh batteries. Oh, sweet relief.
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  Climbing the steps to the second floor, I shifted the heavy bag of books to my other shoulder, but stopped in my tracks when I saw Levi, leaning against my apartment door. It was only three in the afternoon, and we weren't supposed to have dinner until later tonight, much later tonight.


  "What are you doing here?" I blurted, a little harsher than I should have.


  "We're having dinner, remember?" He looked at the huge watch on his wrist, and then his eyes traveled back to me. "Did you forget already, or do you have Alzheimer's or something that I should know about? If so, you should disclose that information now." He cracked a sexy grin and arched a brow.


  "It's only three in the afternoon and I've been at the library. I still have some studying to do and I'd like to shower before dinner."


  "Shower . . ." he said, thoughtfully tapping his finger on his adorable stubbly chin. "I like that idea." He winked and the butterflies took flight in my stomach.


  "I meant alone!" I jammed my key into the door and pushed it open, dropping my bag of books onto the floor as I went. "So, why are you here so early?"


  "Can I get a glass of water? It was really hot standing out there." He asked, and it's then, I noticed that he had sweat beading on his forehead.


  "Just how long were you out there?" I asked, grabbing a bottle of water from the fridge and handing it to him.


  "Just a couple of hours. I didn't realize you weren't home when some guy let me in, so I thought I'd just wait. They really should air condition the hallways better."


  "Here's an idea! Maybe you should just call first.” I desperately tried to keep the smile off my face, but it broke through anyway, which caused him to laugh.


  "Note to self, call first," he replied, laughing.


  "You didn't answer my question. Why are you here so early? I thought we weren't eating until later."


  "We're not, but I hoped we might take a ride first, if that's okay," he questioned. "I seem to recall your roommate insinuating that I was no fun. I wanted to prove her wrong."


  "Then maybe you should prove that to her, instead of me."


  "I'd much rather prove to you just how much fun I can be." He grinned and that adorable dimple popped in his cheek.


  I sighed and looked at my backpack full of books, knowing that I had a project due next week. Instead, I said, "Sure, just let me get a quick shower." I held up my hand when he took a step forward. "Alone. The TV remote is on the coffee table there." I pointed to the glass table in front of the sofa. "If Jules comes in while I'm in the bathroom, try not to let her scare you off. She can be a little much sometimes," I giggled.


  "Sweet cheeks, it takes a lot to scare me off. You forget; I live that shit every day." He was right, how could I forget. There was just something about him, which made me forget, that he's this major, rock star.
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  Levi


  "Tell me again why we're here." Peyton was staring at a sign that read, 'Olive Branch Speed Track.'


  "I thought we'd go a few rounds before we head back to my place." I revved the engine of my Camaro to get my point across. She flashed me a smile that was as bright as the sunshine.


  "Really? I've always wondered what it would be like to drive 200 mph in a circle. I watch Nascar every chance I get." She wasn’t only beautiful; she also enjoyed my favorite past time. One of our label executives introduced us to this particular past time when our first album hit number one. I came here as often as I could when I was home. Something about racing around the track at a high rate of speed, gave me peace. I knew that probably sounded strange, but it worked for me. I pulled my car around to the office and shut the engine off.


  "I thought we were going out onto the track." She commented with confusion, her cute little brows crinkled in the center. Damn, Peyton was cute.


  "We are sweet cheeks, but not in this car. Come on, and let's get suited up." I took her hand and pulled her into the office, where Chuck greeted me with a grin and his signature cigar hanging out of the corner of his mouth. He shoved a clipboard at me, we signed the wavers, and he let me take over, because I'd done this so many times. I fitted us both in jumpsuits and helmets and grabbed the key to number three. I always drove that one, because Dale Earnhardt was always my favorite driver, it would just feel wrong to drive a different one. After I made sure she was all buckled in, I pulled onto the track and watched the light up ahead.


  "Are you sure you know what you're doing?" Her eyes were as big as saucers, hands pressed hard into the harness that was wrapped around her sexy, little body.


  "You picked this moment, now that we're actually on the track, to panic?"


  "I'm not panicking. It's just; I think reality just set in that I'm about to fly around this track at the speed of sound. You know, I have goals for my life, and none of them include me being plastered on the race track at Olive Branch." She swallowed hard and licked her full, pink lips.


  "Trust me?" I flashed her a smile.


  "I barely know you!"


  "You're not much of a risk taker, are you?" I asked. I couldn't believe I was paying thousands of dollars for a short ride around the track and we were sitting here discussing her trust issues.


  "I took a risk once, it didn't work out so well." She looked down at her hands, where her knuckles had since turned white from her death grip and dropped them to her lap.


  "You know what? Just do it!" she squealed and pinched her eyes shut.


  When the light turned green, I gunned it and heard Peyton shriek from her seat beside me. I couldn't help but smile. I shifted through the gears as we made our way around the track. I snuck a quick glance at Peyton and my heart warmed at the sight. She was smiling ear to ear and enjoying this just as much as I was.


  Finally, the light changed to yellow, then to red, letting me know our time on the track was up. I pulled the car around to the pit stall, so that they could service and gas it up for another time. I slipped out of my harness and made my way around the car, where there was already an attendant from the shop helping Peyton out of hers. It was all I could do not to punch him in the nose, for putting his hands on her. She made her way over to me with a smile the size of Texas, and as bright as the sun.


  She looked up at me through thick lashes and said, "That was amazing! Do you take all new employees on adventures like this? Is this some kind of initiation into the group or something? Am I being hazed?" She laughed and immediately her cheeks turned pink. Damn. I loved it when she blushed like that. She looked so innocent.


  "The hazing comes later, sweet cheeks."
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  "This is where you live?" she asked. I rolled to a stop and punched in my security code for the gate to open.


  "Yeah, What did you expect?"


  "Oh, I don't know, maybe something like Marcus Little's small country," she teased.


  I shook my head and frowned. "I don't need that kind of place. I'm thankful for what I've got and the more you get to know me and the band, you'll find that we're all like that in ways. I live comfortably, don't get me wrong, but I believe in giving back and helping others as much as I can. That's where we need your help. Besides, I hear he's over-compensating for something that’s lacking, if you know what I mean." I wiggled my brows at her and laughed.


  "Not from what Jules tells me. That guy's . . ." Her face turned bright red as I waited for the sentence she never finished.


  I shook my head and frowned at her. "Let's just stop right there and pretend this conversation never, almost happened."


  "Agreed," she said, and let out a relieved breath. "Your place is really beautiful. I love the high ceilings and the wall of windows," she mentioned. Peyton made her way over to the glass wall that looked out over the pool area.


  The area that I lived in looked kind of like a resort with one large community pool. We all had private balconies with hot tubs. The best part was, the place had many movie stars, and musicians either living or leasing, so there weren’t usually many people on the grounds, other than the people who kept up the place. I walked up behind her and pressed my front against her back. Leaning in close, I whispered in her ear, "I want to kiss you, Peyton." I placed my palms against the glass wall, caging her in. She turned in my arms and looked up at me with soft, dove gray eyes.


  "You had your chance last night, but didn't take it." She pressed her warm palm against my chest and pressed, causing me to take a step back. "I seem to remember something about you cooking me dinner and us brainstorming ideas for a fundraiser." She may have shot me down this time, but it wouldn't happen again. I could guarantee that.
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  Peyton


  I sat on the counter and watched the way his perfectly toned muscles and tight ass moved as he prepared a gourmet meal for us. "Who taught you to cook?" He turned from the stove with a look of admiration on his face.


  "My mom did. She used to work long hours in a medical office and I hated the thought that she had to come home to a teenager who was perfectly capable of helping her out. So, most nights when she got home from work, I'd have dinner ready and my homework finished. We'd talk about our days or watch a movie if she weren’t too tired.


  “But, all that changed my junior year. I met the guys, we formed our "garage band," and we'd practice all the time. All of us went to Jinx's house after school and practice. We started playing birthday parties, even some frat parties, and bachelor parties. Once we were actually old enough to play in bars, we were discovered. I really feel like shit because I haven't called or visited Mom like I should, you ought to go with me to meet her some time. I think she'd really like you."


  I smiled and quickly changed the subject. "Tell me a little about the fundraisers you've done in the past, and then we can discuss what you have in mind for this one." I said, after we finished the delish meal he prepared.


  "Well, over the years we've had sit down formal dinners, where people pay thousands of dollars for plates, and we've also held private concerts. We were thinking about this year, recruiting bands to not only donate to the cause, but also find a large outside venue, where we could set up several stages and have different bands playing at the same time. People could go from stage to stage, and of course, Dirty Affliction would be the closing act, so it could be midnight or later before we go on."


  "Or, your could do a few songs on each stage at any given time to surprise the crowd with the promise of a full show at close," I suggested.


  "I like the way you think. I knew there was more than one reason I chose to talk to you in the hall that night at the venue." He smirked and I could feel my body heat under his smoldering stare.


  "Oh yeah? One of the reasons huh? What's another reason?" I asked, feeling brave.


  "Come here and I'll show you," he whispered. Levi wrapped his fingers in my hair and pulled me in for a kiss. My mouth opened willingly for him, letting him know that I wanted this as much as he did. His soft lips moved over mine and his tongue dipped in, greeting mine in their own dance of seduction. I dug my fingers into his shoulders and pulled him closer, as if I wanted to crawl inside him.


  "Oh baby," he groaned as he fucked me with his mouth.


  My bitch of a conscious reared her ugly head and reminded me that I said I wasn't going to get close to another musician, but Levi Cross was nothing like Teake. My bitch of a conscious could go fuck herself.


  "Peyton," he whispered, cupping my cheek. "Let's get you out of these clothes." A smile tugged at his lips as he took my hand and led me down the hall, into the master bedroom. The room was huge and decorated in a neutral pallet. In the center of the room, sat a king sized sleigh bed with silk bedding.


  "Is this where the hazing begins?" I giggled. Then I felt like slapping myself.


  He dropped to his knees in front of me and looked up with smoldering blue eyes.


  "Didn't I tell you, sweet cheeks? This is the oral part of the interview," he added. I could just make out the devilish grin on his face through the moonlight filtering in through the shades.


  "Correct me if I'm wrong, Mr. Cross, but I thought I already had the job." I cocked a grin of my own.


  "My bad, I must have failed to mention this part. It's contingent on the number of times I can make you come."


  Holy shit. All I could think about now was how thankful I was that I remembered to shave everything in the shower that morning. His hands moved to the button on my jeans and my body went up in flames, as he fingers whispered across my skin as he pulled my jeans down my thighs. I lifted my legs so that he could remove my jeans. Next, he removed my pink, lace panties and let them pool at my feet. I'd never had to worry about this before—a guy seeing my most, girlie parts. With Teake, we barely removed any clothing in front of each other. When we had sex, the lights were always out, but here there was just enough moonlight lighting the room, you could see everything.


  He leaned forward and ran his nose up my slit, inhaling as he went. I could feel a blush take over my body and a slow pulsing began at my core.


  "Baby, you smell so damn good." He walked me backward, until the back of my legs hit the bed, and I landed on my back. Levi gently picked up my left foot, kissed the skin just inside of my ankle; before placing my foot on his shoulder, and then did the same with the other. His tongue snaked around my belly button and made its way down to my slit.


  My body was like a live wire, jumping and jerking with the electricity that moved between the two us. I'd never felt anything like that and he'd barely touched me. His blond head disappeared between my legs and his tongue slipped through my warm wet folds, causing my hips to lift on their own accord, urging him on. I mumbled something incoherent—that even I didn't understand. I knotted my fingers in his hair and thrust my hips in time as his warm wet tongue fucked me into a torturous, blissful state.


  "Levi!" I cried out, as my eyes slammed shut, my body flew apart, and my release poured onto his tongue. He kissed the inside of my thigh slowly, leaving a warm trail of breath behind, and looked up at me with a grin on his face. I sagged into the mattress, completely spent.


  "That's one baby. Get ready for number two." He grinned and kissed his way up my still quivering body. If the second orgasm was better than the first, I might just die from ecstasy overload. I bit down on my lip as he pulled his sweater off and tossed it to the ground. My fingers floated up and down his back, over his chest and the deep grooves of his defined abs, before popping the button on his jeans.


  "Get rid of these," I demanded. I pushed them past his hips. He lifted just enough to slip the denim from his legs, before reaching into the back pocket to retrieve a condom and tossed it on the bed. Commando. He hovered over me, completely naked in all his perfect glory. His hard cock pressed against my thigh. He lifted my sweater over my head and then removed my pink lace bra.


  "Perfect," he commented and breathed, before taking a nipple into his mouth and sucking hard. A tingle ran down my spine and a wild pulse began in my clit. It felt as if there was an invisible string that ran directly to my clit, because I climaxed on the spot. I could honestly say that this had never happened to me before. Levi Cross was not only a rock god; he was also a sex god. If I had a crown to place on his head, I would do it now.


  "Oh. My. God!" I panted, as he continued to suck and lick my hardened nipples. "That's never happened to me before!" I gasped for air.


  "I aim to please, Peyton. Ready for number three?" He smirked and reached for the condom lying on the bed beside us. I heard the crinkle of the wrapper and then he was pushing at my entrance. No time for me to recover, but that was okay with me. I let my thighs open farther as he pushed in deep and stilled. That action sent the most exquisite feeling through my still tingling body, but I needed that orgasm and needed it now. I needed him to move damn it!


  "For the love of all that's holy, fuck me already!" I begged. His lips crashed against mine and his fingers dug into my hips, as he thrust into me at a punishing rate. I'm sure there would be bruises tomorrow, but right now, I really didn't care.


  "Yes . . . Fuck . . . Yes!" I chanted, as my body shifted with each violent thrust of his big body. I was in awe of this man. Sex had never felt this good for me. It made me realize, just how lacking Teake was in that department. He was more worried about satisfying himself than any of my needs. Levi was not a selfish lover. I wrapped my arms around his neck and squeezed my legs around him tighter, pulling him deeper into me. Light exploded behind my eyelids and a groan tore from his throat, when we both climaxed and sagged against one another. Nothing could be heard in the room except for our heavy breathing. His head dropped down, he placed a tender kiss on my sweat-slicked shoulder, and I couldn't help the groan that escaped the back of my throat. "Has anyone ever died from orgasm overload?" I asked, between breaths.


  He lifted his head and pinned me with those deep pools of blue.


  "Holy fuck, that was hot," he said. "You okay?" he asked.


  "That's one way to describe it."


  He rolled off me and headed to the bathroom to dispose of the condom. He came back and lay down next to me, pulling me into his side, and burying his nose in my damp hair. I lie there silent for a while, just enjoying the feel of our bodies wrapped around one another. I vaguely remembered him kissing my shoulder, before sleep pulled me in and the darkness of slumber took over.
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  Peyton


  The next morning, I awoke to an empty bed. I'd be lying if I said I wasn't disappointed. Even after our marathon of sex and five orgasms, I'm still aching literally, for more of Levi Cross. I arched my back and stretched my arms over the cool expensive sheets that felt so good against my naked skin.


  "Good morning, sleepy head." His voice was still full of sleep. He stepped into the room carrying a tray and sat it on the bed, before he climbed in beside me, where he'd held me just hours before.


  "Wow. You did all of this?" The tray was filled with juice, coffee, fresh fruit, and flaky croissants. Yum. My stomach definitely approved.


  "Well, I had a little help," he admitted. "Sylvia did everything except for the coffee and juice." He looked so proud of himself, while all I could think about was, who in the hell was Sylvia? I replayed our past conversation where he admitted to having, no wife, no girlfriend, no baby momma. I blinked a few times trying to get the sleep from my eyes and asked.


  "Who's Sylvia?" I could practically feel my lip snarl, but I pushed it back down. He laughed, picked up a strawberry from the wooden tray, and held it to my lips.


  "She's my housekeeper. She cleans and stocks the kitchen when she knows I'm going to be in town." He grinned. "All I had to do was make the coffee and pour the juice, and before you ask, no, she's not here. We're all alone." I guessed I could add mind reader to his list of talents, also. "Let's eat. I've got plans for you in the shower and then we have to get to the studio."


  He fed me strawberries and fresh melon. Then, he very sensually licked the juice from my chin and neck. He made me feel cherished and desired. Something, no man had ever made me feel before. By the time we'd finished breakfast, my body was so alive, I almost raced him to the bathroom. Steam billowed from the shower, as we stepped inside the glass enclosure. Levi twisted around, grabbed my hips, hoisting me up around his waist, and pressed me into the cold tile of the shower wall. His eyes were stormy blue, with a look of hunger that spoke volumes of what he had in store for me.


  "Do you like being fucked, Peyton?" He rasped into my ear, and his fingers dug into the flesh of my backside. I'd never really thought about dirty talk during sex, but after last night, I'd come to realize that it was a huge turn on for me.


  "Oh, Levi. Yes! Fuck me! Fuck me hard!" I panted into his neck as he thrust into me so hard; he almost took my breath away. Our grunting and panting mixed like beautiful lyrics to a song, as my back moved against the tiled wall.


  "Good, because I'm gonna fuck you until you can't walk straight, and you'll remember me every time you sit down." Holy shit. He grabbed a hand full of my hair and pulled just enough to elicit a moan from me. His mouth nipped and kissed every inch from my ear to my shoulder. I threaded my fingers in his hair, needing to see his handsome face. My lips crashed onto his in a feverish, very demanding kiss, causing him to release a moan of his own. His thrusts became urgent and his eyes bore into mine, as we shared something between us. Something, with so much more meaning than anything I'd ever experienced, or even bargained for; and it scared me to death.
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  We walked into the recording studio around ten and everyone was there waiting for us. Impatiently, I might add, because they immediately went off on Levi. Luckily, for me, I was new to the group, so I was spared from the nasty insults they threw out.


  "Where the fuck have you been, dude? You're over an hour late! Do you realize the kind of money this is costing us?" Jinx said, standing toe to toe with Levi. Damn. If we'd just skipped the playtime in the shower, we might have made it on time.


  "Look man, we got held up. It won't happen again," Levi told Jinx, trying to calm him down. Levi had told me that Jinx was the one who had always taken care of things, and that he sometimes found it hard to let go of some of the control. I could definitely see him as a control freak. I hoped this didn't turn out bad for me. I really needed this job.


  "Couldn't get it up?" Chance joked, from where he sat with his guitar cradled in his lap.


  "That's not what I said! You dick-wad." Levi's face was quickly turning red.


  "So, let me get this straight then, you got it up and that's what held you up?" He strummed his guitar and arched his brow with the piercing in it. Honor snorted, looked down at a notebook, and began thumbing through the pages.


  "Where's Linc?" Levi looked around the room and questioned the bass player’s absence.


  "Honesty's sick and he's taking her to the doctor. We'll be fine without him today.” Jinx explained the absence, before turning his attention to where I was standing quietly, trying to blend into the ugly carpet.


  "There's a spare office for you to work in while we're in the studio. It's the second door on the left. You'll find everything you need, and if you have any questions, just let me know."


  He started to turn away, but then stopped. "Give us about three hours and then order some lunch; have it delivered under your name. That way, the press won't catch wind of who's recording. We don't need the pap's hanging around out front.”


  I nodded quickly and took off toward my assigned office. It was small, but it had a desk, a laptop computer, a phone, and even an old desk chair. I pulled out the folder that Jinx had given me the night before. The folder contained the passwords to all of their social media pages. I remembered Honesty telling me that Chance was the one that needed to be monitored most, so I logged in and pulled up his page, first.


  I scrolled through selfies, pics of groupies, groupie’s boobs, even pics that he'd taken from the stage during their performance. I kept scrolling and scrolling, before it hit me. A selfie of Chance standing in front of a full-length mirror, completely naked! Yep, there he was, in his inked-up birthday suit, naked as the day he was born.


  I'm not a prude by any means, and I enjoyed a naked man's body as much as the next woman, I just wasn’t sure that I could ever get the image out of my head, because, Chance might be a little shorter than the other guys, but he made up for it in other areas. His cock hung halfway down his thigh and had a huge barbell through the head of it. Holy shit! How was I going to be able to look him in the face now, and not imagine his freakishly huge dick?


  My first order of business was that the picture had to go. My finger hovered over the delete button as I burned the image into my brain. Sorry, ladies. I thought to myself, just before hitting delete and watching the picture vanish before my very eyes. Damn. No one said this job would be easy. After scrolling through a few more pictures and deciding they were satisfactory, I moved on to the next member on the list.


  Jinx's page was pretty much boring as I suspected it would be. His posts were pretty, tame. There were pictures taken of the crowded venues, pictures taken on the tour bus and the road, along with concert and appearance updates.


  Linc's page consisted of updates on his sobriety, along with his encouragement for others to seek help for their addictions. He posted pic after pic of him and Honesty embracing and kissing. They were definitely a couple very much in love.


  Honor's page was pretty much, nonexistent. There were only a few pictures posted from the meet and greets and a few of the venues, but other than that, she didn't interact much with the fans. I'd have to remember to talk with her about that.


  I saved Levi's page for last, all because of what I was afraid that I'd find. Once I pulled up his page, my heart sank to the pit of my stomach. I didn't know why I expected anything different, because he was, after all, the front man and hotter than hell. There were pics upon pics of him and beautiful women. Women in bars, groupies at concerts, but one picture caught my eye and stood out the most. It was a picture of him and the blond, Nina, from a concert after party, in what looked to be a hotel room. They were wrapped in each other's arms. The way they were looking at each other, led me to believe that they were more than friends. I logged out of his account and closed the laptop.


  I'd seen more than I could handle for one day. It was time for lunch anyway. I looked up a few sandwich shops close by and placed an order. Now, I needed to do a little research on venues for the charity event. I remembered Levi telling me that he was hoping for an outside venue with room enough for several stages to be placed throughout the property. Finally, after thirty minutes, not only was a buzzer sounding from the front door, but also I thought I might have just found the perfect place. I'd save it to my favorites for later to get more detail, and then headed to the front of the building to collect our lunch. We all crowded around an old wooden table. It was covered with sandwiches and bottles of water. The guys began to chatter about what they'd recorded so far.


  "Chance, you came in late on a couple of songs this morning. Something going on that I should know about?" Levi questioned him, genuinely concerned.


  "Just what are you implying?" Chanced slammed his water bottle down on the table causing water to spill over the top and puddle under his sandwich. Everyone sat back in their seats and watched with mouths gaping. I guess I’d never pictured him having such a short fuse. Honesty had told me that he was the easygoing jokester of the bunch.


  "I'm not implying anything. It's just not like you, that's all, fuck face, so don't get defensive with me. It's just that it throws the rest of us off." Levi paused a minute to look, really look, at his friend as if he were inspecting him for something.


  "You know what . . ." I decided to jump in and divert the conversation before tempers flared any farther.


  " I think I may have found a place for the fund raiser." I announced and all eyes turned to me. Good. Chance almost looked relieved that the attention had been taken away from him.


  "It's a place called Starlight . . ." and before I could say anything else, the guys doubled over with laughter. Levi was even wiping tears from his eyes. I looked around the table and there wasn't a dry eye in the place. "What's so funny?" I looked back and forth waiting for an answer from one of them, but they continued to laugh. At one point, Jinx stood up, walked across the room, and braced his hands on the wall, while he just stood there and laughed. Okay! I'd had enough. "All right, guys!" I shouted. "What's so fucking funny about Starlight Acres?" I stamped my foot, actually stamped my foot, like a four year old.


  "It's just that we played that place back when it was an assisted living facility, only we didn't know that when we took the gig. We were still a garage band and . . ." Jinx stopped explaining, when he started to snicker again.


  "What Jinx was trying to say, we were fucking starving for exposure. We'd posted flyers around town, on car windshields on Laundromat windows. You get the picture," he explained, and I nodded. "Anyway, it was also before we changed our name to Dirty Affliction. We went by some lame name back then. You have to remember; we were just a bunch of teenagers at the time. We jumped at the chance to play in front of anybody back then.


  “We borrowed my mom's minivan and drove out there. I remember it like it was yesterday, us all sitting there; staring at that fucking sign that read "Assisted Living." Our group made the vow right then and there, that we would never beg off a gig. If it paid money, we were there, at least until we were able to pic and choose, like we can now.


  “Anyway, I think some of the people there were remembering their younger years or living out a dream that they weren’t ever able to fulfill, because, let's just say that we barely escaped with the clothes on our backs. I think my favorite t-shirt might have even had a hole in it after that night."


  Levi shook his head and cringed a little. “They closed that place down a couple of years ago and leveled the lot. I think that's where the fair sets up every year, when they come," he said.


  "Well, what do you guys think? Should I keep looking?" I looked around the table as everyone stuffed more bites into their mouths. Silence. "Is it going to be like this every time a decision needs to be made? I'm going to ask and you're going to give me nothing?" I asked a little harshly. I watched as Jinx took a drink of his water and turned his attention to me with those dark eyes. Aggravation was apparent on his face now.


  "Darlin', that's what we hired you for. Levi trusts you, so we trust you. Do what you gotta do and let us know when you need money, or whatever to get this thing going. I will say, that we'd like to do it while we're off these three months, so just pick a date and let us know." I looked toward Levi, where he sat next to me grinning so big, that dimple popped in his cheek.


  It brought back all the memories of last night and this morning, causing a blush and my panties to dampen. I'd need to get out of there before I lost control and jumped him right there, in front of his band mates. I tossed my half-eaten sandwich in the trash and headed for my designated office space again. I closed the door behind me and went to work on scheduling the event. There was a soft knock on the door and then it opened. When I looked up Levi was standing there with a grin on his face, which definitely said he was up to no good. My body began to strum with energy and that familiar pulse began at my core.


  "You came to fire me? Little drummer boy out there, can't do the dirty work himself, so he sent you to do it for him?"


  "First of all," he started, crossing the room in two long strides, and stopped beside my desk. He bent over and leaned in so close, I could smell his minty breath.


  "They love you, just like I told you they would. Second, don't ever let Jinx hear you call him . . . little drummer boy!” He threw his head back and laughed. "That's some funny shit, but it'll be our little secret." Then, he winked and pushed my hair over my shoulder, exposing my neck. I rolled back in my chair until it hit the wall behind me. His ocean blue eyes stared down at me, full of amusement. He knew exactly how he affected me.


  "What are you doing?" My breath caught and the question came out in more like a choking sound. I swallowed hard around the lump in my throat. I swore, every time his skin touched mine; I couldn't seem to think or speak. "W-We're working! You know I could report you for sexual harassment." I tried the weak defense and almost laughed at myself. He chuckled, his soft lips meeting the skin of my bare neck, his warm breath sending a shiver down my spine.


  "You probably could, but you won't." He responded to my threat and continued to kiss down my neck and across my shoulder, causing the pulse between my legs to pick up its pace. I was wet instantly, soaking wet.


  "How do you know I wouldn't?" I questioned, while squirming in my chair, and it almost rolled out from under me. How sexy would that be? Two strong arms reached out to steady me and then his mouth crashed down over mine. His lips caressed, his tongue stroked, and my body heated enough to start a forest fire. A loud knock on the door sounded, jolting us both back to reality. Levi stood up and gave me a knowing smirk, while I finger combed my long blond hair.


  "Peyton?" Chance said my name through the closed door.


  Levi jerked open the door and Chance held up both hands in a defensive manner. He smirked at Levi before turning his emerald green eyes to me. "Jinx said Leo from the label, was on line-two for you. He wants to talk to you about the fundraiser."


  "Thanks, Chance. Levi was just leaving." I looked at him with a knowing grin.


  "No, I wasn't," he growled. I noticed the grin on Chance’s lips, and that almost made me laugh aloud.


  "Close the door behind you please," I said, trying to sound as professional as I could. I picked up the receiver, still staring into his eyes, and said . . . "This is Peyton Frost, how may I help you?" I watched as Levi's shoulders slumped and he closed the door behind him.


  My conversation with Leo went on for at least an hour, if not more. By the time I hung up the phone, I felt like my ear was going to fall off. He was more than pleased with the venue that I'd been able to secure, stating that we should be able to get at least five stages set up on the space. He put himself in charge of securing the bands, which I was more than grateful for, since I really didn't know anyone in the industry. I really should start listening to more rock music. I hung up the phone, packed up the laptop, and made my way out to where the guys were sitting around the table, with a couple of other guys arguing about something.


  "The timing is all wrong Levi. You're coming in too late!" Jinx growled out.


  "I'm telling you it's not me. It's Chance!" Levi practically shouted, pointing his finger at the guy with the blue Mohawk. "I'm just trying to accommodate for him fucking up. He's been coming in on the fifth count for weeks now. If you're not gonna call him on his shit, then I'm going to.


  "Are you using dude? In case you've forgotten, we've all had this talk after Linc had to go to rehab. No hard, shit! I've seen you drink and do pot. I'm not gonna bust your balls over that, but there will be no fucking coke or heroine! You got that? I think I can speak for everyone else on this subject, if we find out you’re doing that shit, you'll be out on your ass so hard it'll make your head spin. Feel me?"


  Whoa! What have I just walked in on? I'd heard bits and pieces of Linc's story, but I guess I never gave it any thought, that other band members used. What about Levi? What do I really know about this guy? I cleared my throat and all eyes turned to me.


  "Um, I'm just gonna grab a cab. I need to get home. I still have a paper to write for my marketing class. What time should I be here tomorrow?" I could feel my voice shake a little as I spoke. Levi walked around the table and reached for my bag, but I shrugged him off. He looked at me confused, because we'd come together this morning; I guess he assumed I'd be leaving with him also. No. I need to put some distance between me, these guys, and especially Levi, even if it's just until tomorrow.


  "I'll call for the car,” he said, reaching for my bag again and I took a step back.


  "Nah. That's okay. It looks like you guys still have business to take care of. I'll just grab a cab and meet you back here tomorrow."


  He sighed and looked down at me with beautiful baby blues that melted my heart and wet my panties all at the same time. Damn. I'm going to have to remember to bring extra panties tomorrow. “Okay, have it your way. I'll text you later tonight with a time for tomorrow." He leaned in and kissed my cheek and it felt as if he'd just branded me in front of everyone in the room. That's because he had. I gave a quick nod and headed out onto the sidewalk to catch a cab.
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  Levi


  I watched Peyton's back disappear behind the big, metal door and listened for the click of the lock before I continued, this time I turned my attention to Honor. She was the niece of one of the label execs, and had been filling in for Linc, since he'd taken a backseat for a while.


  "What about you? Did you know he was using or are you using too?" I snarled and she looked up at me with big, blue eyes the size of saucers. She slapped her hands, down on the table and stood so fast that her chair flung against the counter behind her. One of the producers must have heard the noise because he came barreling into the room, and when I say barrel, I mean he was as round as one. He looked around the room and asked if there was a problem and we all just shook our head. This was band business, which meant that it was none of his. Once he was satisfied, he stared a moment longer before turning and waddling his way back down the hall to his office. Jinx stood and pointed, a clear order for the both of us to take our seats.


  "I started this band and I can end this band at any time. We've had this talk once before as I'm sure you all remember. It took a toll on us both physically and mentally and I'm telling you now, if you are using . . . and I'm not accusing. I'm just saying that something is off and it better be fixed by tomorrow. It's expected to have issues on the first day of recording. It happens to everyone and we're no exception, so tomorrow when we all meet back here, I expect things to run smoother.


  “You all know that the label can enforce a piss test on us at any time." He stressed and eyed each one of us hard. "Now get the fuck outta here and I'll see you all same time tomorrow, and Levi, that means an hour earlier than you were today." I flipped him the bird and pulled my phone from my back pocket to have the SUV brought around.


  I couldn't stop thinking about Peyton and the night before. I remembered how perfectly my hands fit around her tiny waist and how she smelled of fresh flowers. Just the thought made my dick jump. How in the hell, was I supposed to make it through tonight without her? I didn't think that I could wait until tomorrow. No, that wasn’t an option for me. I took out my phone and quickly shot her a text.


  Me: "I miss you already!"


  Peyton: "You can't miss me already. I left, not ten minutes ago. LOL."


  Me: "Pack a bag and I'll pick you up. You can stay at my place again."


  Peyton: "What's in it for me?" Oh, she was playing with fire now. She had no idea just how hot things could get.


  Me: "I can promise you that I'll be in it, on it, around it, on top of it and under it. Is that what you wanted to hear?"


  Peyton: "Hmm. That does sound interesting, but I'm not quite convinced. I do have an awful lot of work I need to do. You're going to have to work a little harder if you want to convince me to blow off work and my school paper that's due in a few days."


  Me: "How about this? You'll be on all fours while I pound into your pussy from behind. I'll grab a hand full of that silky blond hair and wrap it around my fist for leverage while I pound into you so hard that you'll feel it in your throat. By the time I'm finished with you, you'll be begging for more."


  Peyton: "How soon can you be here?"


  Me: "Pulling in now!"


  She climbed into the leather seat of the SUV and I slid in behind her, admiring her firm ass as she moved across the bench seat to make room for me. My arms went around her and I pulled her in close to me and buried my nose in her hair, taking in the fresh flowery scent. "You always smell so damn good." I playfully nipped at her neck.


  "Don't you mean edible?" She laughed when I nipped the skin just below her ear. I pushed a button on the armrest and a dark privacy screen separated us from the driver. The look of surprise on her face was almost priceless.


  "You didn't know there were privacy screens in SUV's? Sweet cheeks, we're fucking rock stars. We can have anything we want and right now I want that sweet little pussy of yours on my mouth." She gasped when I pulled her legs toward me on the seat and she landed flat of her back. I made quick work of the button on her jeans and then her tiny white thong and tossed them onto the floorboard at my feet. I ran my nose along the inside of her thigh, placing small kisses as I went. I lifted my head long enough to find her smoky grey eyes staring down at me.


  "What are you thinking?" Her breath caught in a gasp when my warm tongue made a pass over her wet slit.


  "I'm thinking about how bad I wanted to do this to you earlier today, but we got interrupted." I admitted and I swear she blushed. Her head dropped back against the seat and her thighs fell open a little more.


  "Well, nothings stopping you now." She gasped when I sucked her clit between my lips. Her fingers laced through my hair and she gently tugged, urging me on. I slowly licked between her folds and sucked on her clit until she was bucking beneath me and lifting her hips from the cool leather of the seat. I dug my fingers into her hips to steady her as I continued the assault with my tongue.


  "More! More! Oh-my-god so much more!" She demanded through panting breaths. I slid a finger inside and then another, as my teeth bit and pinched her clit, with just enough pressure to cause her to fall apart beneath me. I greedily lapped at her juices until she was trying to pull away. She tasted sweet as honey and I couldn't get enough.


  "No more. I can’t take it," she whispered, her body sagging into the seat. I lifted my head and looked down at her with a smirk on my face.


  "Better than homework?" I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand.


  "Oh, so much better than homework," she grinned.
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  I was in the kitchen making a couple of sandwiches and I could see Peyton in the den typing furiously on her laptop. My phone rang and vibrated across the kitchen counter where I tossed it when we came in earlier. I stared down at the screen and debated on whether to even answer it. Marcus displayed across the screen. I already knew what he wanted and I'd much rather stay here and keep Peyton all to myself. My finger hovered over the accept button, when I noticed Peyton eying me from across the room. Probably wondering why I haven't answered it yet.


  "’Sup, dick head?" I said into the phone and was met with so much noise in the background that I could barely make out what he was saying to me. "You're gonna have to speak up, man, I can't hear a word you're saying." After a few minutes, I finally was able to make out what he was trying to say. He wanted Peyton and me to meet him at the "Bad Habit." A new bar opened up on the East side about six months ago. I would have told him no, but he told me that Peyton's friend, Jules, was there with him, so that pretty much sealed the deal. "See you in thirty," I said into the phone and tossed it back onto the counter. By this time, Peyton had closed her laptop and was making her way into the kitchen. She wrapped her arms around me, pressed her cheek against my chest, and took a deep breath.


  "Who was that?" She nuzzled against my chest and her sweet floral scent assaulted my nose. Damn-it! I really wanted to stay in tonight.


  "That was Marcus. He and Jules want us to meet them at the Bad Habit. It sounded like all the guys are already there, but we don't have to go. We can stay here," I told her, crossing my fingers she'd want to stay home. Listen to me; I'm considering my place our home? She stiffened for a brief moment before relaxing in my arms and I wondered if she caught that.


  "Nonsense. Let me just go change. I'm going to have to get used to being around this crowd if I'm going to be working with you guys." She responded as she headed up the stairs toward the bedroom to find her bag.


  "Wait for me, we can shower together." I offered as I followed her up the stairs. She stopped me in my tracks when she placed her small hand on my chest and I almost crashed into her.


  "Oh no you don't! If we shower together, we'll never make it to the club." The corner of her mouth tipped up and I could tell she was trying not to smile.


  "Would that be such a bad thing? Us staying here alone? I promise I could entertain you far more than anything going on at that club." I cocked my head and winked at her. I wrapped my arms around her waist and cupped her firm ass with the palm of my hands and I ground my cock against her. "See what you do to me?" I groaned. “Now what was I supposed to do with this?" I said, grinding against her again.


  "While I do find you very entertaining in more ways than one Mr. Cross, I suggest you take a cold shower and be ready in fifteen minutes." She said and took a step back and out of my embrace. I immediately felt the loss of her warm body against mine. "I'm going to shower in the guest room." She swung around, tossing her blond hair over her shoulder and sashayed her sweet ass toward the guest room. Damn! I hate cold showers.
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  Peyton


  Levi tossed his keys to the valet before he opened my door and took my hand to help me out of the car. From the moment my foot touched the cement in front of the club, light bulbs of the paparazzi cameras flashed and onlookers held their cell phones in the air to capture the moment with him. He wrapped his arm around my waist and pulled me into his warm side as a couple of burly security guards helped to push us through the crowd.


  People on the other side of the ropes screamed about how much they loved him and the band, a few even yelled obscenities about what they would like to do to him. The paparazzi on the other hand were only worried about who the woman was on his arm. They sought any opportunity for a story, something new on one of the guys. I shielded my face with my other hand as much as possible as we were ushered behind the big frosted glass doors. Hard thumping music assaulted my ears and thumped in my chest as we entered the crowded club.


  "I don't know how you do it." I said, unsure if he heard me over the loud music and the roar of people talking in the club.


  "Do what?" He leaned in and his musky cologne floated through my nose and warmed me through my bones. I don't know what kind of cologne he wears, but it smells heavenly.


  "That." I gestured with my hand toward the crowd of people still trying to gain entrance to the club.


  "I guess I'm just used to it and the more you're seen publicly with us, it will be the same for you. Right now, all they know is that you're new to the group and they don't even know your name. We should really look at getting that taken care of. Maybe you could come up with something for our social media pages that will satisfy them, of course, the more your seen kissing me, the more questions they're going to ask." He smirked and kissed me on the lips and I could taste the sweet smell of peppermint from the gum he was chewing. We climbed the black shiny stairs to the second floor and were escorted to the VIP section. I breathed a sigh of relief to find Jules so quickly. The club was packed elbow to elbow with people down stairs and the thought crossed my mind that I might not be able to find her in the crowd.


  "Where the fuck have you guys been?" She asked and then laughed. "It's crazy nuts down there!" She said, eyes as big as saucers. "I thought the crowd was going to rape Marcus before we ever got into the building. I swear I wanted to punch one bitch in the nose! I would have, too but, I didn't want to get blood on my new outfit." She stood and did a little turn in her very tight, very short, little, black dress. She would look good in a potato sack. She flipped her auburn hair over her shoulder and grabbed my hand. "Go to the ladies room with me. Yeah?" I turned to tell Levi where I was going, but he was in deep conversation with Chance and Honor." He wouldn't miss me if I was only gone a few minutes.


  "Okay. Lead the way." I said, as I let her lead me down a hall and into the ladies room. As soon as the wooden door closed, Jules locked it and turned to face me. Sometimes, she could be so over dramatic. I laughed.


  "What are you doing? People have to get in here," I said, reaching around her to unlock the door but she swatted my hand away.


  "That hurt! Dammit!" I rubbed my fingers. "What'd you do that for?"


  "Teake-is-here!" She said it so fast that I couldn't understand her.


  "Just how much have you had to drink?" I dug my fists into my hips and glared at my nutty friend. She placed her hands on my shoulders and looked me in the eyes. Her green eyes looked at me with concern.


  "I said, Teake is here, Peyton, and that's not all. He told Marcus that his band has been asked to play at that fundraising benefit that you're organizing. Please tell me you didn't ask him to play!" Her small hand cupped my arm and squeezed gently. If there was one thing that Jules knew, it was how I grieved over our split. I jerked my arm away and looked into her glassy, green ones.


  "I can't believe you even asked me that! Recruiting the bands is not part of my job. It's the label that's been working on that. I'm in charge of the venue and placement of the stages among other things.” Suddenly, I didn't want to be here. I wanted to be anywhere than the Bad Habit tonight. "I need a drink, preferably a stiff one." I unlocked the door and she followed me out.


  I emerged from the hall and could see Levi from behind, talking with someone. I could tell from his stance that the chat he was having was not a friendly one, as I got closer, my heart dropped into the pit of my stomach and I prayed the floor would open up and swallow me. Levi was talking to Teake and Marcus was trying to separate the two.


  When Teake's gaze caught mine, I knew instantly that he was taking something. His dark, brown hair had grown down past his shoulders and looked as if it hadn't been washed in weeks. His brown eyes were blood-shot and glassy, with pupils so large that you could barely see the brown. He was living the lifestyle, all right. I knew he was using before we split up, but it was obvious now that things had gotten way out of hand. He looked past Levi and smiled a wicked smile. The smile he always gave me when he was trying to get out of the lie I'd just caught him in.


  "Peyton, baby, I've missed you." He slurred with a thick tongue. Levi whirled around and looked at me with confusion in his ocean blue eyes.


  "You know this junkie?" I swallowed hard and gave a quick nod. I was going to lose my job. I just knew it.


  "Something like that, I thought I knew him," I said and took a step back, as Teake stumbled and reached out for me. Levi's fist landed on his right jaw and knocked Teake to the floor. Flickers of light flashed around us as people took out their phones and captured the whole, horrible scene.


  "We're leaving now!” He grabbed my arm and pulled me toward one of the burly guys in the black staff t-shirts. Levi whispered something in his ear and he immediately sprang into action. The big guy spoke into his headset, a line of security guards appeared, and the people of the floor parted like the sea to make way for us. By the time we reached the sidewalk, our SUV was waiting and Levi ushered me inside as the photographers snapped pictures of us until the doors closed and they could no longer see through the dark, tinted glass.


  Levi looked up at me through his thick lashes for a moment too long, making me squirm in my seat and a painful knot twisted in my stomach. "Please tell me you're not involved with him," he demanded. I stared down where I twisted my fingers in my lap and tried to run through my mind what to tell him. Would I be guilty by association? Would I be fired because I used to be involved with Teake? "Well! I'm waiting for your answer." His voice came out harsh and demanding, causing me to jerk in surprise.


  "Do you remember when I told you that I don't date rock stars?" He gave a quick nod and waited for me to continue. I decided to just tell him everything and if I lost him or were fired in the process, I'd die of shame and a broken heart. "Teake and I began dating when we started college. It wasn't long before he started his band and dropped out of school. I didn't live in the best of the neighborhoods, and when I say that, I mean that I lived in an old, rusted out trailer in a trailer park off of North forty. He asked me to move into the two-bedroom house, that he and four other guys from the band shared. The only thing I could think of then, was the fact that I wanted out of that trailer and away from my mother, so I left with him one night."


  "You just up and left your mom and moved in with his band?" Levi asked. I knew that he was close to his mom so I was sure it wasn’t easy for him to comprehend how I could just pack a bag and walk away.


  "My mom smoked crack and she had guys in and out of our place nightly, sometimes several times a day. I couldn't stand the way those dirty, old men looked at me. When I would tell my mom that one of them tried to touch me or got a little too close, she'd always find a way to blame me. It was either I wore too much makeup, or the clothes I wore were too revealing.


  “She even accused me once, of trying to sell myself to one of them for my own money. That was the last straw, because what she saw and what she thought she saw, were two, completely, different things. I had gone into the kitchen to get myself a glass of tap water. Then, I was going right back to my bedroom and lock the door, just like I did every night.


  “Only, this particular night, Slimy Sid, followed me into the kitchen and put his nasty hands on me. He said he'd give me twenty bucks to suck his disease, infested dick. The next thing I knew, my mom had me by the hair, pulling me away from Sid. She said, if I was gonna be a whore, I wasn't living under her roof." I choked back a sob.


  "That's when I called Teake and told him about what had happened. He told me to pack a bag and I was gone in thirty minutes. I really thought I loved him, Teake, you know. That all changed one day, when I decided to stop by and check on my mom. It'd been months since I'd spoken to her. I remember pulling open that rusty screen door and stepping into the sweltering heat of that rusty tin box. There sat Teake, on the ratty old couch with his pants around his knees, smoking crack, while my mom sucked him off."


  By now, the tears were streaming down my cheeks at the memories I’d tried to keep buried deep, inside. "That's when . . ." Levi cupped my cheek with the warm palm of his hand.


  "Shush. I'm so sorry, baby. I'm sorry for everything that you've been through. I've only known Teake for a short period, but it's been long enough to know, that he's bad news. We've suspected for a while now that Chance has some type of drug problem, but when I saw him talking to Teake, that pretty much confirmed my suspicions. I couldn't get either one of them to admit to it, but, I'm almost certain, that Chance is buying from Teake.


  "Oh, Levi, we've got to do something before it's too late. Marcus told Jules that Teake's band is supposed to play the benefit. Is there anything we can do to get them taken off the roster?"


  "I plan on bringing it up at the studio tomorrow. It'll have to be a group decision. I'm pretty sure that once Jinx hears about Teake selling to Chance, he'll talk to the label, and have his band kicked out." His cell rang and he reached into his back pocket and pulled it out. A big smile spread across his handsome face as he stared at the name on the screen. "It's my mom."
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  Levi


  "How's my favorite Mom?" I said with a chuckle, and it felt good to hear her sweet laughter on the other end of the phone, but something about it sounded a little strained.


  "Levi, I'm your only mother, so I better be your favorite." She laughed again.


  "I was planning on calling you tomorrow. We're back in town for a few months working on our album. I was hoping to take my favorite girls to lunch."


  "Did you say girls?" She questioned, and I could practically hear the smile in her voice.


  "You heard right. I've got someone special I'd like for you to meet," I said, tipping my head and kissing Peyton on the forehead. She smiled up at me, causing my heart to skip a beat.


  "Oh! I'm so happy, Levi. What's her name? What does she look like? What does she do for . . .?" I interrupted her, cutting her twenty questions short.


  "Mom, Mom. Her name is Peyton, and she's beautiful. That's all I'm going to tell you right now. How about lunch on Saturday?"


  "Honey, I would love that, but I insist on cooking for the two of you. I'll make your favorite!" She insisted. Who was I to turn down a home cooked meal made by my mom? My favorite meal at that—Chicken Casserole, with little, green peas.


  "That's a plan, then. We'll see you around noon on Saturday. Love you, Mom."


  "Love you too, dear." I tossed my phone on the counter and gazed down into Peyton's silver, gray eyes.


  "I'm meeting your mom?" she asked, chewing on her bottom lip. "What if she doesn't like me?" Her cute little brows dipped. Surely, she couldn't be serious. Who would not love Peyton? She was one of the sweetest, kindest people that I knew. She was perfect in every way.


  "Sweetheart, she's going to love you as much as I do." There I said it. At first, I thought she hadn't heard me, but she gasped and took a step back. Confusion and surprise was written on her beautiful face. "You heard me, Peyton, I love you. I knew from the moment I met you in the hallway of that venue. Something about you spoke to my heart without words and I knew you were my soul mate."


  She looked up at me through her thick lashes and tears poured from her dove gray eyes. I thought, for a moment, that I'd said the wrong thing. I'd admitted it too soon and now she was going to leave, but then she opened her mouth and spoke the words that I was hoping to hear.


  "I love you too, Levi. I've tried to fight it. I told myself that musicians were all the same, especially rock stars, but you've proven me wrong. You have the biggest heart of anyone, I've ever known. I not only hear it in the lyrics of your songs, but it shows in your everyday life, and they way you care for people. Oh, but what do you think is going to happen at the studio tomorrow?"


  "I could tell you what's about to happen now, but I'd much rather show you." I pulled her close and rubbed my stiff cock against her, which caused her to giggle.


  "Levi, I'm being serious here!" She tried to take a step back but I wouldn't let her.


  "Baby, I'm serious as a heart attack right now. Let's not let anything that happened earlier, ruin our night." I kissed the place just beneath her ear, causing her to moan just like she always did. She looked up at me with eyes full of lust and pink, swollen lips from being kissed. The most fucking beautiful sight I had ever seen. "Now, I'm gonna take you up stairs and fuck you on every surface in my bedroom. Then," I paused long enough to assault her mouth again, leaving her breathless.


  "We're going into the bathroom, where I'm gonna fuck you again. You'll be begging me for mercy before I'm done with you." By now, she was panting. She fisted the front of my t-shirt and pulled me up the stairs so fast, I was afraid we'd take a tumble. When we reached the top of the stairs, I bent at the waist and threw her over my shoulder, causing her to giggle in delight. I walked over to the bed and slowly lowered her to her feet. She leisurely began to release the buttons on her shirt, when I grew impatient and ripped open the front, causing buttons to fly across the room.


  She gasped and said, "I loved that shirt!"


  "I'll buy you twenty of them, and as pretty as that little, black bra is, lose it!" I said, reaching for the clasp behind her back, but she batted my hands away and popped the clasp in-between her breasts, letting it fall open in the front, revealing her perky breasts and rosy nipples.


  I reached behind me, jerked my t-shirt over my head, and threw it onto the floor. Then we both frantically removed our jeans, leaving a mountain of clothing as we climbed onto my king-sized bed. My heart began to thud in my chest. I crawled over her and took her mouth in a sensual kiss. I licked her lips and she opened, letting me in. My tongue tangled with her warm one, in a mating dance, all of our own. She moaned into my mouth and I felt it all the way to my balls. "Do you have any idea what that does to me?"


  "What?" She asked breathlessly, pulling my mouth back to hers.


  "When you moan into my mouth, it's like a live wire all the way to my balls. I swear, I could shoot my load just from you doing that," I said, nipping and kissing my way down to her hard nipple. I sucked her pebbled nipple into my mouth, grazing it with my teeth, and then flicking it with my tongue, while rolling her other nipple between my finger and thumb.


  "Oh, Levi. Feels sooo good." She moaned and pressed her hips flush against mine. I ever so slowly kissed my way down to her bellybutton and dipped my tongue inside, before moving farther south. I pressed a kiss on her bare mound and inhaled her sweet scent. She leaned up on her elbows. I opened my eyes and stared up at her from between her legs.


  "Did you just sniff me? Oh-my-god, Levi!" A look of panic crossed her face.


  "You smell heavenly," I said, and then licked her slit from back to front. "And you taste sweet as honey." Her head dropped back onto the pillow. I continued to suck and lick her pussy, until she was panting and fisting my hair.


  "Fuck me! Fuck me now, Levi. I can't wait any longer. I need you inside of me, now!" she breathed. I reached into the nightstand, pulled out a condom, and handed it to her.


  "Would you like to do the honors?" She took it with trembling hands and rolled it down my shaft, before working it up and down in her small fist.


  "Whoa! If you keep that up, I'll blow my load before we even get to the best part," I said, taking her hand in mine and placing it over my pounding heart. "Feel how fast my heart beats?" She smiled and gave a nod. "It beats only for you, Peyton. That's what you do to me. I love you, Peyton." I said, as I entered her body. I couldn't take my eyes off hers. Our bodies began to move as one in a beautiful rhythm, rocking back and forth, writing the lyrics to our own beautiful love song.
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  "What do you mean, it's too late to change the line up?" I asked Jeff Morrison, one of our label execs. "It's my fucking fund raiser! I should have a say in who plays and who doesn't!" I shouted and then slammed my cell phone repeatedly against the wooden desk in the recording studio. I picked it up and stared at the now cracked screen and that just pissed me off more. Jinx took the phone from my hand, put it to his ear, and walked to the other side of the room. I could barely make out what he was saying to Morrison. I watched him from behind and when his shoulders slumped, I knew that was a bad sign. We couldn’t do anything about Nuclear Disaster being added to the play list.


  "It's too late, man. I'm sorry. Morrison said that billboards have gone up and the media now has a hold of it and it's all over social media. I hate to say it, but, they're a big pull and if we refused to let them play, that could hurt donations and I know that's not something you want to do." Jinx explained.


  "Fuck! Don't you think I know that?" I said, shoving my hands through my hair and yanking hard. I looked around the room at where Chance and Honor sat on the sofa with their heads together discussing something on Honor's phone. I took a deep breath and let it out in one swift whoosh. "What do you think?" I cocked my head in Chances' direction and eyed Jinx in question.


  "What?" he asked.


  "He looks clean today," I stated, but it was really more that I needed Jinx to confirm that he thought so too.


  "Yeah. He looks fine to me. Had a long convo with him earlier and he seemed perfectly fine." I nodded my head in acceptance. If Jinx said it, I took it as truth. He's a solid leader and he'd never led us wrong. Now, I had to face Peyton and tell her there was nothing that I could do to get her asshole ex-boyfriend's band kicked out. I just hope she was gonna be okay dealing with him.


  "Are we gonna do any work today or what?" Chance asked from across the room, shoving a handful of skittles in his mouth.


  "Yeah man, Let's hit it," Jinx said, and we all followed suit into the sound area. It was gonna be a long fucking day.
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  Peyton


  "So, you're going to meet the mom," Jules said, sitting beside me on her barstool, while swirling the little umbrella around in her drink. "You do realize that's some serious shit. Right?"


  "I know and I'm so nervous. I-What if she hates me? What if she thinks I’m just some groupie that her son picked up after one of his shows?" I asked.


  "Well, he did pick you up after one of his shows. Didn't he?" She quirked an auburn brow and smirked at me.


  "I'm no groupie!" I said, a little too loud, causing the people around us to turn and stare.


  "Back to what you were doing people. Nothing to see here." Jules announced, flicking her hand in their direction.


  "I am no damn groupie and you know it!" I repeated myself again, a little lower this time.


  "Calm down," she giggled. "I know you like the back of my hand." She held up her right hand and looked at it with scrunched brows. "What in the hell is that?" I couldn't help but laugh.


  "Like the back of your hand, huh?" She scowled at me.


  "You know what I mean and besides, my guess is that if he didn't have feelings for you, he wouldn't want you to meet his mother. Am I correct?" she asked.


  "I guess. He did tell me that he loved me . . ." I wasn’t able to finish my statement, because Jules practically spit her drink across the bar top. She whirled on her stool to face me and placed both hands on my knees.


  "Are you telling me that the Levi Cross, rock god of all rock stars, told you he loved you?" I gave her a nod and couldn't hold back the smile that spread across my face. It was so wide that my cheeks hurt. Jules squealed and threw her arms around my neck, almost knocking us both off our stools and onto the sticky bar floor. People were looking again.


  "Mind your own business," I said, earning me an eye roll from the bleached blond sitting beside Jules. "Okay," I wheezed. "You're cutting off my air supply." I pushed her back onto her stool.


  "So?" She bounced on her seat; both brows arched high into her hairline.


  "So?" I shot the question back at her and her excitement turned into a scowl.


  "You're a bitch. You know that right?" It was fun to mess with her for a change.


  "For your information, I told him that I loved him too. I've never met anyone like him before, Jules. He's nothing like Teake. He's caring and kind. He really is a giving person. Did you know that he has a charity benefit every year to raise money for families who have lost loved ones in the line of duty in law enforcement?" She looked at me with tears in her big, green eyes.


  "That's awesome! That's . . . Wow!" She held her hand over her heart and I could tell that it really touched her, too. "If there's anything that I can do to help, I'd love to," she said.


  "I might just take you up on that, if you're sure." After all the research and planning that I did at the studio today, I knew there was a lot to be done and there was only one of me. "We did get some news today that I'm not very happy with, but there's nothing we can do about it." I scowled, picking up my ‘Sex on the Beach’ and took hefty sip. "Teake's band has been asked to play, and even after the guys discussing it with the label, they were informed that everything has been set into motion, meaning there's nothing that can be done about it." I blew out a breath and looked to my friend, who also had a scowl on her face.


  "Well, fuck a duck."


  "Yeah, something like that." I said and finished off my drink. "Maybe I'll get lucky and we won't even cross paths." I said, with wishful, thinking.


  "Okay. No more of this ex talking shit. Girl you got the hottest guy out there, in love with you. You know what this means, right?" Her lip curved upward into a grin. I shook my head in question. "No more B.O.B! You have your very own hot rock star vibrator and I bet he's better than that bunny on the commercials. I bet he can go all night long and then some!" I could feel myself blush from head to toe. "Well? Am I right? Give it to me girl?" She threw her head back and laughed at my embarrassment.


  "Bartender!" I held my hand up and shouted to get his attention. I was going to need a stiff drink, if we were going to be talking about Levi and sex. I could feel my sex pulse just thinking about him.
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  Levi


  "Relax, babe. She's going to love you," I said to Peyton, as I grabbed our bags from the back of my car. She had fidgeted nonstop on the way over here. It was only supposed to be dinner but, Mom called and talked us into staying overnight, so that she could cook us my favorite breakfast in the morning. Since I didn't get to see my mom that often, because the band traveled so much, who was I to turn down her special, strawberry pancakes. I threw our bags over my shoulder, wrapped my other arm around my girl, and headed up the sidewalk just as the front door flew open. Out flew my mom. Something was different. She looked a little thinner and paler than the last time I'd seen her.


  "Levi Preston Cross!" My mom cried happy tears while she met us halfway. She took my face in her hands and pinched my cheeks, like I was a two-year-old and not twenty-six. "What is this?" she asked, pointing at the two-day growth on my chin.


  "I'm trying something new, Mom. You don't like it?"


  "I do not," she replied. I remembered her saying the same thing about my first tattoo, but now I had full sleeves and I never heard another word about them.


  "But, Mom, all the guys are doing it," I said, teasingly, because that's something I used to pull on her when I was growing up. She didn't fall for it then, either. "I'm only joking. I just didn't take the time to shave this morning. I was in a hurry to get out here to see you!" I wrapped her in my arms and gave her a squeeze. "Mom, this is Peyton Frost." I wrapped my arm around Peyton's waist, pulled her in close to me, and placed a kiss on top of her silky, blond head. My mom stepped closer, and took Peyton's face in her hands, just like she'd done mine. Peyton froze like a deer in headlights, unsure of what to expect.


  "You are absolutely beautiful dear!" My mom smiled and I could see Peyton visibly relax. It warmed my heart, when Peyton wrapped her arms around my mom and gave her a hug. I could tell that it made my mom happy, by the way that she beamed. This was why I loved my girl so much. "Come inside! Levi, take the bags upstairs, and Peyton, you can set the table, dinner is almost ready," she said, turning toward the door. I bent down and kissed Peyton on the lips.


  "I told you she'd love you." She gave me a big smile, rolling her eyes at me. We stepped into the house and Peyton followed my mom into the kitchen, but I stopped and gazed around the den. Everything still looked the same, same pictures on the wall, and my trophies on the bookcase across the room. There were pictures of my dad in uniform, surrounded by his unit, as he received one of his many awards. I took the stairs and stood in the doorway to my old room. I'd love to have Peyton sleep in there with me, but I knew my mom, and she was old-fashioned. She'd never stand for that, even though I was a grown man. I dropped my black duffle bag on my bed and turned to cross the hall to the guest room, but Peyton was standing in the doorway. She took a minute to look around, taking everything in.


  "Did she change anything about your room?" She smiled and looked up at me through thick lashes.


  "Nope. Nothing. Everything is the same, right down to the blue, plaid bedspread. If I had to guess, my Hot Wheel’s track is around here, somewhere," I said jokingly, while looking under my bed. She walked around my room and looked at old drawings, which my mom had framed. There was my old notebook full of song lyrics, lying on my dresser, where I'd left it years ago.


  "How cute!" She said, and I turned to find her looking at the picture of my dad and me, standing side by side, with our fishing poles. I had the biggest smile on my face because I'd just caught my first fish, a Sunfish. I didn't even remember how much it weighed, I just remembered it was about the size of the palm of my hand, and I'd caught it on my Spider-Man fishing pole. I gazed at the picture and my heart sank. I missed my dad so much.


  "Dinner's in twenty minutes," Peyton said, wrapping her arms around my waist and hugging me tight. "I like your mom. She's sweet."


  I bent and kissed her on the tip of her cute, little nose. "She likes you too."


  "How can you tell?" she asked, then quirked a blond brow.


  "Trust me. I know my mom, and she likes you," I said. "I hate to do this, but your room is across the hall," I said, cocking my head toward the door. She pouted her full, pink lips, causing me to laugh.


  "Don't get any ideas, either. We used to call her ‘whisper 2000,’ because any time the guys were over, we couldn't even think about getting into trouble without her knowing about it, first. I'm telling you it's some weird shit!"


  I winked, and my mom yelled from the bottom of the stairs. "Dinner's ready!"


  "Be right down," I yelled.


  "Did you get Peyton settled in the guest room?" I cocked a grin at Peyton, and her brows shot up.


  "See what I mean? I think she reads minds!" I laughed and tossed her bag on the floor inside the guest room. "I'll have to try and not have any impure thoughts about you during dinner!" I grabbed her hand and pulled her toward the stairs.


  Mom was placing the last of the dishes on the table, when we entered the room. I inhaled deep. Oh, how that smell brought back memories. "Smells like heaven in here," I announced and pulled out my mom's chair for her to be seated, before doing the same for Peyton. She looked up at me, and grinned with appreciation and love in her eyes. We stuffed ourselves to the max, with my mom's chicken casserole and delicious, warm apple pie topped with a scoop of vanilla ice cream. Then, we all headed into the living room and took a seat in front of the TV; only Mom didn't turn it on. She turned to me where I sat on the sofa, holding Peyton's hand.


  "Levi, there's something I need to tell you, Son." Something in the tone of her voice told me that this was not something I wanted to hear. A knot formed in my stomach and it began to twist, as she said the words, I never thought I'd hear again. "The cancer is back." There it was, that fucking word, "Cancer." The knot in my stomach began to grow and a lump formed in my throat. "I haven't been feeling well for a while now, so when I went in for my check-up, I told Doc about it. He did some blood work, which led to other tests . . ."


  "Mom, how long have you known?”


  "A couple of months now. It's spread throughout my body, Son. The doctor suggested chemo. I might be old, but I'm not stupid. Mrs. Carson, up the street, had cancer all over her body a few years ago and chose not to take the treatments. I thought, I'd give it a try, but I'm really not expecting it to work, Levi."


  I was on my knees now, in front of my mother, really seeing her this time. How I didn't see it earlier, I'd never know. Her skin was not only pale, but also had a yellow tint to it, and her hands and fingers were bony.


  "You've known for a couple of months and didn't tell me! Why in the hell, would you keep that from me?"


  "Language!" She slapped the arm of the chair. "You were at the end of your tour, I knew you'd be coming home soon, and I'd tell you then. It's a choice that was mine to make," she said with a tone that I knew meant not to argue with her.


  "That's no way to think, Mom. You have to be positive that treatments can and will work. Your body reacts to emotions, in the way we fight off infections, and even heal. I've read that somewhere," I encouraged. She smiled sweetly and ran her fingers across the scruff on my chin again. "You make me so proud, you know. I always knew you'd grow up to be famous. I just wish your father had lived long enough to hear you sing. You have the voice of an angel, Son." Her eyes welled with unshed tears. It was all I could do to fight back my own. "When is your next treatment?"


  "I had one yesterday and I have a mountain of pills to take everyday, so I'll go back in a couple of weeks for another treatment."
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  I awoke to the sweet smell of coffee and what I knew, was my favorite breakfast. What the hell? I jumped from bed, pulled on a pair of gym shorts, and bounded down the stairs. I should have been up, cooking breakfast for my mother, not the other way around.


  When I rounded the corner into the kitchen, I stopped dead in my tracks. Peyton was at the stove, her long hair pulled back into a ponytail, and she was flipping my strawberry pancakes. My mom sat at the kitchen table and sipped a cup of tea, both of them chatting away about something. I cleared my throat to get their attention. Peyton turned to me and smiled. A smile so bright, it warmed my heart.


  "Good morning." I walked over to the stove and kissed her on the cheek. She cut her eyes in my mother's direction, as if she were trying to silently tell me something. I took a seat at the table, where my mom sat now, with her head in her hands. "How are you feeling this morning?"


  "Oh, a little queasy and achy. It feels kind of like you do when you have the flu." She pushed her teacup away and looked as if even the sight of it made her sick.


  "Where's the doctor's number? We should probably call him." I got up and started for the old phone hanging on the wall. The one, I never could get my mother to update. Sure, she had a cell, but she refused to let go of the old thing, so I didn't argue.


  "There's no need to call. It's just the normal side effects of chemo. I think I should just go lie back down." She tried to stand on shaky legs and I rushed to her side to help. This was a huge a difference from yesterday.


  Luckily, my mom's room was on the lower floor at the end of the hall. I helped her back into bed and got her everything I could think of that she might need—a glass of water, and an empty wastebasket, in case she couldn't make it to the bathroom in time.


  Then, I made my way back out to the kitchen where Peyton stood leaning against the counter, with a worried look on her face. She knew as well as I did, this wasn’t good. "Do you think you should call the doctor, just to be safe?"


  I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her close. She placed a kiss on my chest before pressing her face in the same spot.


  "Yeah," I said into the top of her hair, still holding her close, taking comfort from the woman I loved. I held her tighter as it dawned on me, she'd just met my mom, but she loved her, too. I could tell. My heart broke for her, thinking about the kind of mother she had, and the life she grew up in.
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  The doctor confirmed everything my mom told me last night and earlier today. The fever, chills, and flu like symptoms, were all common side effects of chemo. He too, didn't feel that the chemo would be very beneficial, but the doctor told me something that my mom hadn’t. He'd explained to her, there was nothing they could do, except keep her comfortable. She wanted to try the treatments for me. Mom knew I'd want her to fight, and even though she knew it probably wouldn't do her any good, she was putting herself through that hell for me.


  I broke down, there in the doctor's office, for the first time since my dad passed. Peyton wrapped her arms around me and held me close, until I wiped away the last tear. Once I was able to get myself together, we discussed what was really best for my mother.


  Hospice. Twenty-four hour around the clock care, and meds to keep her comfortable, because you see. The doctor told me that she might have a month left, if we were lucky. I felt like a zombie when we left the office that day. Peyton took all of the information from the nurse, regarding which agency would be coming to the house, along with a few other items that we'd need to purchase. I didn't know what I would have done without my girl, because I was of no use right now.
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  Peyton


  I woke to a light tapping on the bedroom door. I cracked one eye open and realized that it was barely light outside.


  "Peyton," Levi said in a low voice from the other side of the door. I padded across the room and opened up, to find Levi leaning on the doorframe.


  "Get dressed. There's somewhere I'd like to take you this morning,” he said in a quiet voice. My guess was, so that he didn't disturb his mom's rest. She'd been so sick the day before, with vomiting and chills from her recent chemo treatment.


  I looked into his sad, tired eyes and said, "I'll meet you downstairs in ten minutes."


  He gave me a nod and then disappeared down the stairs. I grabbed a pair of jeans and a long-sleeve t-shirt, because this early in the morning, the air tended to have a chill to it.


  I made my way downstairs and found, Levi, in the kitchen with a black backpack and a silver thermos in his hand. We said nothing. I could tell by the look on his face, that he was really struggling this morning. We were friends, and friends were there for each other in a time of need. Right now, he needed me, and I was there in any way needed. I followed him outside to a garage-type building at the back of the property. He placed his hand on the doorknob and looked at me, with what I knew were tears in his eyes, but he quickly blinked them away.


  "I thought we'd go for a ride this morning. There's someplace I'd like to show you."


  "Okay," I nodded and gave him a warm smile. He walked over to a large, black, and yellow, four-wheeler and jammed the key into place. He climbed on and then patted the seat behind him.


  "Climb on," he said and handed me the thermos, of what I'm guessing was coffee, this early in the morning. I positioned myself behind him and wrapped my free arm around his waist, as he backed out of the garage and headed down a tree-lined path leading away from the house. I was right, the weather was cool this morning and bit at my cheeks as we rode the bumpy path. After a short ride, he turned right into a clearing and a mist-covered pond came into view. It was beautiful and breathtaking. It reminded me of something out of a movie.


  "Where are we?" I asked, as Levi shut off the motor to the four-wheeler. He stood on the pegs and held his hand out to me for added stability so that I could climb off the back. He quietly reached for my hand and led me over to a large smooth rock at the edge of the water. He pulled me down beside him, where we sat silent for a moment, just staring out over the smooth glassy water where a mother and her ducklings sat. It was so quiet, that when he finally spoke, I jumped slightly.


  "My dad used to bring me here to fish when I was little. He did it every day for as long as I can remember." And right on queue the plopping sound of a fishing jumping in the water sounded as the sun was rising above the trees. My stomach knotted into a painful ball at the mention of his father because he'd told me that he lost his dad at a young age." I had that little, red Spider-Man pole, which my dad bought at the local hardware store. I remembered I was so excited when he brought it home that afternoon. He packed us a picnic and grabbed his tackle box and we headed for this pond. We came every chance we got which was just about every day after he got home from work. It didn't matter what kind of day he'd had. He always made time for me. He was my idol." He said, with pride in his voice. He pulled the backpack from his shoulders and unzipped it and handed me two travel mugs.


  "Here, You pour the coffee and I'll get the rest." He reached into the bag and pulled out what looked like two breakfast sandwiches and handed me one.


  "Thank you," I said. "Your father sounded like a wonderful man." I added, my voice soft.


  "He worked as a policeman in our town so he worked some long hours, but I knew that no matter what time of day or how stressful his day had been, we'd fish. I remember waiting for him everyday beside the front door, staring through the glass. I'd be holding that silly little red pole waiting for his cruiser to pull into the driveway." He paused for a moment and swallowed hard. When his eyes met mine, there were un-shed tears in his pools of blue.


  I wanted to wrap my arms around him to comfort him but he spoke again. "I remember the last time, like it was yesterday." Oh, God. I had a sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach and my heart broke for this man. "I was waiting by the door when that cruiser pulled into our driveway only it wasn't my dad this time. It was the chief and some other officer. I stared at them through the glass door as they told my mom that my dad wasn't coming home." A tear rolled down his cheek.


  "He'd been caught in crossfire at a robbery. He was hit in the head. You know I've always thought about the bullet proof best they wear while their head is unprotected." He paused a moment and stared down at his feet. "I watched my mom fall to her knees on the sidewalk as she screamed and cried. They were finally able to help her inside, but I remember that I couldn't move. It was like I was frozen in place. I remember screaming in my head, but no sound was coming out of my mouth. My voice was gone. I didn't speak again for a whole year. Not one sound." He said, looking up to meet my eyes. His blue eyes were full of pain and sorrow.


  "Levi, I'm so sorry," I said, reaching out and touching his arm. "I-I don't even . . ." He interrupted me before I could finish my sentence.


  "My mom took me to all kinds of doctors, therapist and speech specialist, but nothing helped. One therapist said that my inability to speak was my way of dealing with the shock of losing my dad. Said, it was kind of like PTSD in a child even though I didn't witness the actual shooting. I just remembered how my mom fell apart. He was my world. I looked up to him in every way. I wanted to be just like him, but my world was turned upside down and I didn't know how to deal with it. All I knew was that he was there for breakfast and after that . . . He was gone. I never had the chance to tell him how much I loved him. I never got to say goodbye."


  "Mom would lie down with me at night and sing me to sleep. I remember how comforting and peaceful her voice was to me. And then she walked into my room one day while I was playing with my Legos and was singing one of the bedtime songs that she always sang to me." He looked away for a moment and took another deep breath. "I still remember the smile on her face. She wrapped me in her arms and cried happy tears."


  "She enrolled me in some music classes, where I took voice lessons and learned to play the guitar. It was a form of therapy for me and it stuck. I found my voice and I've never had such peace as I do when I'm singing. I sing knowing that it makes her happy." He sat his stainless steel travel mug on the ground and roughly scrubbed his palms over the knees of his worn jeans before resting his elbows on his knees and pulling at his blond hair desperately.


  "I can't believe that I'm losing her too." He turned his head and blue eyes met my gray ones as a tear rolled down his cheek. "What did I do to deserve this?" His voice cracked with pain as he uttered the words and my heart broke into a million pieces for him. How could he possibly think that his mother being sick had anything to do with him? He stood from the rock where we were sitting at stared out over the pond where the baby ducks now swam in a circle.


  “I owe her everything. She devoted her entire life to me and what did I give her in return? A bunch of stories in the tabloids about how much of a screw up her son turned out to be. She knows all about my drinking and whoring around. The fights I've been in, why? Because I'm a selfish asshole, and now, I'm losing her to cancer—Fucking Cancer! She doesn't deserve this. She lost my father, her soul mate and then devoted her life to giving me everything that I could ever want or need and this is how she's repaid. I let myself get caught up in lifestyle of the rich and famous and only worried about what me, myself and I. I'm as fucking low as they come." He said and chucked a rock at a low hanging branch that hung out over the water.


  "It should be me lying in that bed suffering right now, not her. I'm fucking angry—angry with Cancer and angry with God. How could he let this happen to her? She's had to sit back and watch my life spiral out of control through the tabloids and the paparazzi. I haven't even had the decency to pick up the phone and call my saint of a mother in months! Do you think she's held that against me? No! Do you know what she said to me this morning? She took my hand and told me how proud she was of me. She said that all she wanted for me, was to find love and to be happy, the way she and my dad were." He stared into my eyes, his breath ragged, as tears streamed down his cheeks.


  I took his hands in mine, laced our fingers together, and gave them a little squeeze to ensure that I had his attention. "How could you ever think that any of this is because of you? Your dad didn't die because of you and your mom didn't get cancer because you became a famous rock star. Your dad was a brave man who went to a job every day to serve and protect. It's a horrible thing, which happened to him, but he died doing something that he loved and felt passionate about which was protecting others and your mother didn't get cancer because of the spotlight that you live under. Just like my mother being a strung out meth-head has nothing to do with the fact that I left home to better my life and Levi, you've changed from the rock star you started out to be. You're not that man anymore. You're kind, caring and giving and I could go on and on, but I guess what I'm trying to say is that, 'bad things happen to good people.


  “We can't control any of it; it's not in our power to do so. Levi, she knows you love her. She's never doubted it for a minute. She's proud of the man you've become. She told you that herself. What you need to do for her now is just be there." He lifted one of my hands, kissed the inside of my wrist, and looked at me with dull, blue eyes, eyes filled with unshed tears.


  "I love you Peyton." He leaned his forehead against mine and another tear rolled down his stubbly cheek.


  "I love you too, Levi." I wiped away a tear with my thumb. "I'm here for you and your mom. You know that, right? Whatever you need me to do . . ." His mouth crashed down on mine and he pulled me onto his lap.


  "Never leave me," he requested against my lips.


  "Never," I repeated. I didn't know how long we sat there on that rock, just holding onto each other, but the sun was high in the sky and it's rays beat down on us in full force. "We should probably head back to check on your mom. The nurse is probably there by now and I'm sure you'll want to discuss your mom's treatment plan with her."


  "Yeah, you're right. I also want to talk to my mom to let her know that I spoke with her doctor and that I now know everything that she was afraid to tell me." He said, his voice coming out strained as he shoved our things into the empty backpack. "I need to call Jinx to and let the guys know what's going on." I grabbed his hand and we walked back to the four-wheeler in silence. Once we arrived back at the house, I went to my room to catch up on some work and gave Levi and his mom time alone.
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  Levi


  I stood outside my mom's bedroom door for what seemed like hours before I worked up the courage to knock.


  "Come in." I heard her say.


  When I stepped into the room, she looked even frailer than she did earlier. Her skin more yellowed and there were now dark circles under her eyes. "Is there anything that I can get for you, mom?" I walked over and sat on the side of the bed where she was propped up on two pillows, thumbing through an old tabloid magazine. The kind of magazine you buy from the racks closest to the register.


  "I really like Peyton," she announced as she stared down at a picture in the magazine. "So much better than this one," she said, tapping her finger on the page. I looked down to see whom she was referring to. It was a picture of Nina and me taken at an after-party; right after the band hit it big. I quickly found out that Nina was a fame whore. She'd attached herself to the next hottest thing if she thought it would get her somewhere. She wanted to get into modeling and she used anyone she thought could help get her there. She's a beautiful woman, I'd give her that, but her heart was as black as they came. Nina loved no one but Nina.


  "I love Peyton, Mom," I admitted.


  "I can tell." She looked up at me and smiled weakly.


  I smiled back and asked curiously, "How could you tell?"


  "I see it in your eyes, the way the two of you look at each other. It's as if the sun rises and sets within each other. I can feel the love and energy flowing between you two, when you're in the same room. It's the same kind of love that your father and I had." That made me smile, but broke my heart at the same time.


  "Mom, there's something I need to talk to you about." She folded the old magazine and laid it on the nightstand beside the bed. My stomach knotted and I felt as if I was going to vomit, but we needed to have this talk. "I spoke with your doctor. I'm sorry for not asking your permission, but I love you and I just wanted to be sure that everything was being done that could be done." I said. Her expression changed and tears filled her eyes. "I'm sorry!" I was quick to say again, but she held up her hand a clear indication for me to stop talking.


  "So you know how bad it is, then." I nodded in admission and my heart broke a little. "Son, I'm sorry that I didn't tell you the whole truth earlier, but I didn't want to see the look of heartbreak that I'm seeing right now. I guess even though, they told me there's nothing to be done and that chemo wouldn't work, I still wanted to try. I wanted to try for you." She placed her cold hand on top of mine where it rested on the bedside.


  "I can understand that mom and part of me wants to be selfish and say, "Take all the treatments that you can, in hopes there is some miracle. I want to keep you around as long as I can, but at what risk? The chemo is making your symptoms worse. It's going to wear your body down sooner than later and make you feel worse than you should. I'm telling you that I'm okay with whatever you choose to do. If you want the treatments, I'm behind you one hundred percent or if you want to stop the treatments and take the medicine prescribed to keep ease your pain and keep you comfortable, I'm okay with that to." I gripped her hand and watched as my mom's face changed to one of peace. She looked me in the eye, and said something I only thought I was prepared to hear. Boy, was I wrong.


  "I'm ready to go be with your dad. I've missed him for so long. It's time for us to be together again," she said and gripped my hand a little tighter. “I'm going to call the doctor and ask that they send hospice out and that they should cancel my chemo treatments. I know you're hurting Levi, but I can die peacefully knowing that you have someone who loves you very much." She smiled up at me with tears in her eyes. "I hope that you two will have days filled with love and laughter, like the ones I had with your dad. Promise me that you won't let her get away," she demanded. "She loves you with her whole heart. Trust me."


  "I promise," I said, fighting back my tears. I couldn't believe my mom just told me that she was ready to die. I was not okay with that. I. Was. Not. Okay. With. That. "You just rest, I'll make the calls for you." I stood, bent at the waist, and kissed her forehead. She nodded her head and closed her eyes to rest. I stepped from the room and closed the door behind me.


  I walked into the kitchen, where I found Peyton sitting, drinking a glass of water. She looked up at me with such tenderness and understanding in her eyes. My mom had never been more right. Peyton did love me with her whole heart and it shone through, loud and clear. I pulled my cell from my back pocket and made the calls, I said that I'd make. By the time I'd made the last one, Peyton was across the room and had me wrapped in her arms. I hugged her tight. We stood there wrapped in one another in total silence, because no words were needed between us. Our hearts were doing all the talking.
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  Peyton


  One Week Later


  "Jinx, It's Peyton. I have some bad news." I sniffled through the phone. "Levi's mom passed in the night, last night," I told him.


  "I'll call everyone and we'll be there soon." he said and hung up. That's the way it was with Jinx. He was a man of few words, but he got things done. No wonder he'd been running things by himself for the past couple of years. And just as he'd promised, an hour later, I answered the door to find four band members and Honesty standing on the front steps of Levi's, Mom's home.


  "How is he?" Jinx asked, sitting his duffle beside the entry door.


  "He's quiet. He's not really saying much. I've tried talking with him, but, he . . ." I just shrugged, because I really didn't know what else to say.


  "It's okay honey." Honesty wrapped her arms around my neck and gave me a comforting squeeze. "He's just going to need time and all you can do is be there for him, even if it's just being in the same room for him. Trust me. I went through something similar, with a cousin of mine. He'll talk when he feels like it. Right now he's just trying to process everything," she assured me.


  "Have you called security?" Chance asked, from where he stood across the room.


  "Security?"


  "Yeah, we’re gonna need it. Once the paparazzi get wind that his mom's passed, they'll swarm this place.”


  I frowned. “Oh, darn! I hadn't even thought about that.”


  "Don't worry about it. I'll give them a call and they'll send some people out." Chance pulled his cell from the front pocket of his faded jeans and began to speak immediately. I guessed being in their position; they had to have them on speed dial.


  Jinx headed up the stairs to Levi's room while Honesty, Honor, and I headed to the kitchen to make some sandwiches. I probably wouldn't be able to get him to eat, but I needed to try. He was going to need his strength for the days to come.


  "They're out there," Honor said, from where she stood at one of the kitchen windows. I looked her way and she tilted her head for me to look. I walked over and stood beside her, sure enough there were photographers with long zoom lens, standing at the edge of the property. I flew through the kitchen and living room, closing all the curtains and blinds. It was a damn shame that they couldn't let people morn in private. Did they have to plaster every detail of their lives across the pages of magazines or social media? Of course they did. "That's what happens when you live in the public eye." I remember Levi telling me that after being photographed pulling out of his garage at home. He had said, "Even though I live in a secured neighborhood, there's always someone lurking around the corner with a camera or phone, looking to make a fast buck for a glimpse of one of the band members. Chance and Linc suddenly stood and I turned to see why. Jinx walked down the stairs followed by Levi. His hair was sticking up everywhere and his five o'clock shadow was taking over his handsome face. I stood on tiptoes, and placed a warm kiss on his stubbly cheek.


  "We made sandwiches, come eat something." I grabbed his hand and tried to steer him toward the kitchen.


  "Why is it so fucking dark in here?" he growled, and let go of my hand. He stalked over to the curtains in the room and flung them open. In the distance, you could see the flash of cameras going off. "Who the fuck do they think they are?" He swore, stormed to the door, and flung it open. He thundered out onto the damp grass with his bare feet. "You're a bunch of fucking vultures! Have you no respect? My mom died this morning and all you can think about is selling a picture?" Jinx and Linc were at his side trying to persuade him, unsuccessfully, to come back inside and ignore the photographers. "Well, here I am. I'm fucking grieving, my heart is broken into a million pieces, and I hope you get your damn picture." He flung his arms open wide as the flashes continued from a distance. Jinx and Linc grabbed his arms and physically hauled him back into the house.


  "Levi, man, come on, let's grab a sandwich and talk. You need to fill us in on the plans," Jinx told him. I grabbed the plates from the china cabinet while Honesty placed the platter of sandwiches in the center of the table. Levi filled everyone in on what he'd been doing in his room all morning. He'd made the funeral arrangements, called the cemetery, and even picked out the dress that his mother was to be buried in. He did all of this without me. Why? I wanted to ask why he didn't let me help, but he was radiating something that I'd never felt before from him. Anger. So, I decided to let it go and move forward. The funeral was scheduled for tomorrow afternoon with a graveside service. The words he spoke next, shocked us all.


  "I'll be back in the studio Monday, and then we have the fundraiser Saturday, and from there . . ."


  "Levi, you do realize today is Friday. You're gonna need some time . . ." He turned his stormy blue eyes on me, eyes so cold; they sent a shiver down my spine, and not the good kind of shiver.


  "Peyton, I'm well aware that today is Friday and that tomorrow, I'll put my mom in the ground, next to my dad. I don't need anyone babying me. I'm twenty-six fucking years old and I full well, know what I need. So, if you don't mind," he stared at me for a long few seconds—almost as if he were daring me to speak. I could practically feel myself shrink in my chair.


  "Dude, calm the fuck down. She's only trying to help," Chance said, looking back and forth between Levi and me. Honor reached out and placed her small hand on my arm in an attempt to comfort me, but there was nothing in this moment that was going to help with that. I was sitting here helpless watching the man I loved deal with the loss of his mother and he wouldn't let me help him. I guess it was true that everyone dealt with grief in his or her own way. I just hoped we made it through this, because if this were any other circumstance, I'd have already taken my shoe off and thrown it at his head.


  [image: Image]


  The next morning, I slipped into the black dress and heels that Honesty was kind enough to bring me and headed across the hall in search of Levi. I stopped just outside his door when I heard music coming from his room. It wasn't just any music. He was playing his guitar and singing softly. His voice was beautiful, soft, smooth, and angelic. I slowly cracked the door open and I could see him sitting in a chair with his back to the door and his guitar resting on his knee. He was singing about love and loss, heartbreak and sorrow. The lyrics were beautiful but soul crushing at the same time. I cleared my throat and his body froze. I cautiously pushed open the door and crossed the room to where he sat. I placed my hands on his strong shoulders and gave them a gentle squeeze.


  "That was beautiful," I told him.


  "It was one of my mom's favorite songs. I wrote it for her when I came for a visit sometime last year. I thought I might sing it at the funeral today." He lowered his guitar to the stand in front of him and stood to face me. He was wearing a pair of black slacks that looked tailored made and a crisp, white button-up shirt with a black tie hanging loose around his neck. His tattoos were peaking out just above the collar.


  "I can't tie this damn thing." He flicked the fabric of the tie. I took it in my hands and made quick work of tying it for him. "I'm sorry about yesterday." I looked up at him through my thick lashes.


  "It's okay. You're hurting and I'm not made of glass. I understand." I smoothed out the fabric across his broad shoulders and chest. He cupped my face in his strong hands and looked down at me with stormy blue eyes.


  "It's never okay to treat you like that. I'm sorry. Please forgive me." His forehead touched mine, and our eyes locked. "I love you."


  "I love you too, Levi." I glanced at the clock on his nightstand. We were going to need to leave soon. "Where's your jacket, sweetheart?" Levi asked as he looked down at me, gave me a weak smile, and then tilted his head toward the closet. I watched as he slid it up over his arms and onto his strong shoulders—shoulders that were carrying so much right now. He grabbed his guitar and we headed downstairs where the others were waiting for us.


  When we reached the bottom step, he turned toward the kitchen instead of joining the others in the den. I watched as he pulled a bottle of some kind of liquor from the cabinet, took a healthy gulp and then another, before placing it back on the shelf and closing the door. I opened my mouth to say something, but decided against it. If he needed it to get through this day, who was I to say no to him.


  "We need to head out man. The car is out front," Jinx informed us from the doorway in the kitchen. He gave Levi a long look before turning and walking toward the front door. I wondered about the look they shared, but I didn't have time to think about it. Levi looked at me and didn't even blink as he placed his hand at the small of my back and ushered me out the door and into the black limo that was waiting in the driveway. The limo ride to the gravesite was silent. Everyone stared out the window, except for the occasional glance in Levi's direction, and the death grip he had on my knee was almost brutal. I was sure there'd be fingertip bruises on my skin later.


  "You look nice." He glanced down at me with a weak smile that I'm sure was forced. I just gave his hand a little squeeze and a weak smile of my own. The limo rolled to a stop and the black tent at the gravesite came into view. Levi's body stiffened beside me and he took a deep breath. Everyone filed out and stood beside the car waiting for us to exit, but I didn't move. I gave him all the time he needed and when he was ready, we all made our way to the front row that was reserved for family.


  As we sat there listening to the minister, I realized that there was no other family—only friends and probably co-workers from his mom’s past employment. Levi had no siblings and now both of his parents were gone. Another piece of my heart crumbled for this man. The band was now the only family he had left. I knew they were a close-knit bunch and for that, I thanked God that he had them.


  There was security all around us, but beyond them, were the paparazzi and a few fans scattered between. They made their presence known when Levi stood at his mother's casket and sang one last song for her. I wanted to stand up and scream and shout at them. I wanted to hurl insults their way. Have some respect for the grieving, but I kept my mouth shut, kept it all inside, and concentrated on my broken man as he sang one last song for his mom.


  When the service was over, Levi didn't wait around to speak with anyone. He took me by the hand and led me back to the limo as the others followed us.


  "You didn't want to speak with . . ." He cut me off before I could finish.


  "No . . . I didn't," was all he said. He made a sound in the back of his throat and I glanced up to see his eyes welled with tears. If anyone else noticed, they did a good job of hiding it, because no one said a word. They just stared out the window in another bout of total silence. I unbuckled my seatbelt and crawled into his lap. I wrapped my arms around his shoulders and lightly kissed his cheek.


  "Thank you,” he murmured against where his head had dropped against my shoulder.


  "For what?"


  "For, being you. For loving me the way you do." My heart melted and I squeezed him a little tighter, rubbing my hands up and down his strong back.
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  Peyton


  That night we sent one of the guards out for food. We all sat around the coffee table in the living room eating Chinese food from little boxes, while the guys shared stories about being on the road, and how all the groupies threw themselves at Levi because he had the Ken doll look about him. They were obviously trying to keep the mood light and lift his spirits, if that was even possible. It actually worked for a short period.


  "Hence the tattoos, baby," he said, looking at me with a wink.


  "You actually thought that would turn them off of you?" I laughed. He nodded his head and then shrugged.


  "Boy were you wrong!" I laughed. "Babe, tattoos are chick magnets. Every hot-blooded woman loves a bad boy with tattoos."


  "Amen to that," Honesty said, giving Linc goo-goo eyes.


  "You can say that again," Honor said, flipping her pink and blond hair over her shoulder and then smiled at Chance, who was sitting across from her.


  "I'm gonna head upstairs guys," Levi said, holding out his hand for me to take. I placed my fingers in his warm hand and said goodnight to the others before following Levi up the stairs.


  "Goodnight, sweet . . ." His mouth crashed down on mine, he pulled me into his bedroom, and closed door with his foot.


  "Need you in here tonight, babe," he said against my lips. I didn't argue. I started with the buttons on his shirt because he'd already stripped himself of his tie. Each open button revealed tanned, toned abs and as I moved my way up hard pecks with colorful ink across his broad chest. I slid the shirt from his shoulders and along his inked arms, until it hit the ground at our feet.


  I placed a kiss on each of his flat nipples while my fingers worked their magic on his belt and the button of his black slacks. With one push, they landed around his ankles and he stepped out of them, leaving him standing in front of me in all his naked glory. Muscles upon muscles; ink upon beautiful ink. I traced my fingers over his pecks and then they feathered along the indentions of each well-defined muscle and straight to the deep-V that led me strait to glory land. I dropped to my knees and wrapped my small hand around his hard cock that stood proudly, begging for my attention. He sucked in a breath and his head fell back on a groan.


  "Baby, you don't have to do this,” he breathed, but I could tell it was what he wanted.


  "Shush. This is about you Levi, just relax, and enjoy," I said, gripping his muscled thighs for support as I slowly took him into my warm mouth. I worked him in and out, up and down. My fingers ghosted lightly up the insides of his thigh until I reached his heavy sac. I palmed his balls, lightly traced my fingers through the light sprinkling of hair there. I licked him from root to tip and then swirled my tongue around the velvet head, stopping long enough to lick the pre-cum from the tip. It tasted salty and so good. I lowered my head and licked his balls before taking each one into my mouth and flicking it with my tongue. His body stiffened and two strong hands landed on my shoulders, bringing me to my feet in one swift movement. For a moment, I thought I'd done something wrong, but his mouth crashed down on mine in a hungry, demanding kiss.


  "Too many clothes." His hand went for the zipper at the back of my dress and when he got frustrated with it, he ripped it down the back. The dress lay on the floor in two pieces. How was I going to explain that to Honesty? He tossed me back onto his bed and stared down at me, lying there in nothing but my little, black thong. His hand slowly slid up my legs until he reached my underwear and slid his thumbs under the thin elastic on each side, snapping them in two. He tossed the ripped underwear over his shoulder and smirked down at me, causing me to giggle.


  "I love you," I said.


  "I love you more.” There went another little piece of my heart.


  The moment his body entered mine, I realized that he was not fucking me. He was making love to me. Our bodies moved as one, in a beautiful rhythm of a love song. He'd become a part of me, a beautiful lyric that warmed my heart and made my soul sing. It was the most beautiful song I'd ever heard. That night we slept wrapped in each other's arms, or so I thought. The next morning when I awoke, the bed was empty, and Levi was nowhere to be found. I dug around in his dresser drawers, until I found his old sweat pants and a t-shirt. I knew all of my clothes were across the hall in the guest room and I didn't want to take a chance at someone seeing me run across the hall naked. I found the others sitting around the kitchen table, discussing something in a loud manner. Everyone stopped and looked up when I entered the room.


  "Morning," I said, crossing the room to grab a cup of coffee.


  "Morning," Honesty said. I looked around the room and the one person I wanted to see the most was not here either.


  "Have any of you seen, Levi?"


  "Come, have a sit with us." Honesty motioned to the empty chair beside her. I immediately knew something was up because the hairs on the back of my neck were standing on end.


  "What's going on? Where's Levi?"


  "That's what we were just discussing." This came from Jinx. "He left early this morning. He said there was something that he really needed to take care of and that you'd be riding back with us." He said this like it was old news to me. It was anything but. I thought we were a team. Teams did things together. I thought we established that last night.


  Oh. My. God. What if he was actually saying goodbye to me last night? I jumped from my chair and ran upstairs. I felt as though I was going to be sick. I entered his room and sure enough, all of his things were gone, even his guitar. How did he not wake me in the middle of his packing? I stared around the room, the room where just last night, we made love; the sheets still crumpled in the middle of the bed.


  "There's something you probably should know about Levi," Jinx said from behind me. I turned slowly to face him and then sat on the side of the bed when he motioned me to do so. "Levi is a recovering alcoholic." I sucked in a breath. That explained the silent exchange between he and Levi yesterday before the funeral. I nodded my head.


  "I had no idea."


  "He went to rehab when he was twenty, spent almost a year there. ever since . . . since then he's drank a lot less. But, when he took that drink before the funeral, I knew we were in for trouble. He drinks to numb himself. I'm sure he would have told you in time, it's just not something he's very proud of. Levi is a strong man, but alcohol has always been his weakness. He woke me up early this morning to tell me he was leaving. He said you'd be riding back with us. I assumed you knew," Jinx explained. I shook my head in disbelief. I couldn't help it. I fell apart. When I say, I fell apart, I mean at the seams. Tears poured from my eyes and down my cheeks. I felt the bed dip on both sides and two sets of arms wrapped around me. Honesty and Honor. They held me and let me cry until I couldn't cry any longer.
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  Peyton


  I entered the recording studio for the third day in a row, in hopes of seeing Levi. No such luck. No one had seen nor heard from him. I had promised myself that I wasn't going to call but after the second day and no word, I gave in and texted. No response. I called. No response. I was worried, sick. Visions of my mom drugged out of her mind and passed out on our old, ratty couch played through my mind on a constant loop. Those replays eventually turned into Levi's face. It was he I saw passed out somewhere, with who knows whom, taking advantage of him, or even worse, he could be dead!


  "Has anyone been to his condo?" I asked as I sat my laptop on the wooden table in the conference/dining area for the guys.


  "Went yesterday, but nobody came to the door. I walked around back and peaked into the garage and saw that his Camaro was gone," Chance said.


  "I've called his cell repeatedly, but no luck. I can't believe he hasn't contacted you." Jinx looked at me with disbelief.


  "Do you guys think we should call the police? I-Has he ever done anything like this before you know-when he was drinking?"


  "He's done it once before, and if that's where he is, we'll never know until he makes it known," Jinx replied. I didn't know why, but I felt as if there was some kind of hidden message there. Something the guys knew that I didn't.


  I flipped open my computer and began scanning through social media. There were pictures of Levi standing on his lawn, arms flung wide, as the photographers got their money shots of my broken-hearted man. There were nicer pics, ones of a candlelight vigil, outside the neighborhood gate where Levi lived. There were even well wishes for Levi and the band. I scanned through the usual Facebook and Twitter accounts. Each of the guys were thanking the fans for their condolences and reminding them to come out to support Levi's charity event, this Saturday. Damn! That was only a few days away. What if he didn't surface by then, and if he does, what if he wasn’t in any shape to play? When I came to Levi's page, the only words he'd written were; "Off the grid for a while." That was written early Sunday morning. There had been nothing since.


  "Guys," I said, so quiet that I wasn't sure they heard me, but when I looked up from my computer, they were all looking at me. I told them about Levi's last update and they all agreed with me, when I suggested that we quite possibly needed to have a back up to play in his place, come Saturday night. Luckily, Honor agreed to do it. Linc would take back his position as bass player, just as fill in for the event. I thanked my lucky stars for multi-talented musicians.
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  Peyton


  Friday night, Jules and I sat on the sofa with a bowl of popcorn, extra butter, and a tub of Ben and Jerry's Super Fudge Chunk ice cream. Ever since Levi disappeared without a word, all I'd wanted to do was eat ice cream and read my romance novels. Good guys didn't leave you in novels. I thought Levi was everything I'd ever wanted, better than any fictional boyfriend I'd ever had, and way better than B.O.B. ever thought of being, but I was wrong, once again. Real life boyfriends broke your heart when they left.


  "This is such bullshit!" Jules said, from her spot on the end of the sofa. "We should just get dressed up and go out. Have a good time." I gave her the evil eye over my spoonful of ice cream. "What? You could wear my red, spandex dress and black heels. I bet you'd be hit on in the parking lot before we ever made it to the door.


  "I bet you're right!" I scrunched up my nose. "I bet I'd get arrested for prostitution too, because the guy would probably be an undercover cop!" I said, sarcastically. "I think I'm fine right where I am, but thanks though." I gave her a big, fat, fake smile and she flipped me off.


  "Well, at least brush your damn hair!" She had a point. I hadn't brushed it all day. I just couldn't force myself into the studio today either, so I worked from home in a pair of old, ratty sweats, and an old Auburn university t-shirt that had seen better days. A knock sounded at the door, which put an end to our old lady bickering.


  "You expecting anyone?" Jules asked. I shook my head no. Anyone making it to our door, either had to be let in by someone who lived here, or they had to have the building code in order to gain access to our floor. I uncrossed my legs, placed my eBook and tub of ice cream on the coffee table, and peaked through the peephole in the door. I gasped and turned to face Jules. Her eyebrows shot all the way up to her hairline and she grabbed her heart as if she were expecting the Grim Reaper. "Who is it?" she whispered.


  "It's Levi," I mouthed, since I was standing so close to the door. He knocked again and Jules came to stand beside me, as if I needed back up for what was about to go down. I slowly opened the door and took a step back this time, so that he could come in. "What do you want?" I asked rather harshly.


  "I deserved that."


  "Yes, you do and more."


  "Can we talk?" he asked glancing at Jules, who'd grabbed her bowl of popcorn and had settled in for the show. I sighed heavily and smacked my lips.


  "Anything you have to say, you can say in front of Jules."


  "Damn straight," she snarled and tossed a couple of pieces of corn into her mouth. I rolled my eyes and turned my attention back to Levi.


  "Just spit it out. I've got things to do." I glared at him. He looked around the room at my things on the coffee table and then back to my ratty, old sweats. He cleared his throat and spoke.


  "Okay, have it your way." He paused and swallowed hard enough that I could hear it. "There's something about me that you don't know. I'm a recovering alcoholic. I've spent some time in rehab in the past, and had it under control until out last album hit the top of the charts. I started to drink a little here and there, and for a while, I could handle it. I thought maybe I wasn't an alcoholic after all, but I was only lying to myself. See, that's what we alcoholics do. We tell ourselves it's all good, until one day it isn't."


  He looked down at the worn toes of his boots for several seconds, before bringing his tired, blue eyes back to mine. "I met you, Peyton, and I felt like I was on a constant high. Everything was wonderful. I didn't need the booze to feel high, to calm the pain in my heart. I only needed you. You, Peyton, made my heart beat again, it came to life when I met you in that dark hallway. When my mom died, the voices in my head wouldn't stop. I tried to fight the pain off, but I knew the moment that alcohol hit my throat before my mom's funeral, I was done for.


  “It would be one of many drinks to come, and I just couldn't do that to you, not after what you told me about growing up with your mom. I'm not going to lie and tell you that I haven't been drunk since I left you in bed, Saturday night. I didn't tell Jinx where I was going, only that I had to leave, but I think he knew me well enough, to know what I was doing."


  He shoved his hands into his front pockets and shuffled his feet back and forth. I could tell it was taking everything in him, just to admit all of this to me, and in front of my best friend. I was really wishing now, that I'd asked her to leave the room. I glanced in her direction, but she was staring down into her bowl of popcorn as if it were the most interesting thing she'd ever seen.


  "So, where have you been? I've called you, and the guys have been by your condo. They said you weren't home."


  "I checked myself into a hotel under a pseudo-name. I've spent my days and nights drinking, but that's not all. Yesterday, I went and spoke with my old sponsor. I told him everything. We both agreed that it would be best, if I went back to rehab, before things got too out of hand.


  “He also knows how important this fundraiser is to me, so he agreed to let me wait until it's over, to check myself in. It's right here in town; the same one Linc went to a couple of years ago. When the lights go down tomorrow night, they'll be there, waiting. I'm not sure how long I'll be in rehab, but I can promise you, that I'll be there as long as it takes." He took a step forward and placed my small hands into his big ones, hands that were trembling from fear or withdrawal; I wasn’t sure which.


  "I thought about our time together and I couldn't imagine myself without you. I stand before you, a broken man, a man trying to keep standing, while falling apart at the same time. You're my glue, Peyton. I can't make it without you. He dropped his forehead to mine and blue eyes met my gray. Everything that needed to be said was said with our hearts. I crawled up his body and wrapped my legs around his waist. I didn't care if I looked like shit. I loved this man and he loved me. His mouth crashed down on mine in a hungry, demanding kiss.


  "Don't mind me," Jules mumbled from the kitchen counter, where she picked up her keys. "I was just leaving." We never broke our kiss. I heard the door close, as Levi walked us into my bedroom and kicked the door shut with his boot.


  "I love you,” he whispered against my lips.


  "I love you, so much." I gasped when he kissed that spot just below my ear. The spot he knew made me wet in an instant. I pulled the back of his t-shirt and we broke our kiss long enough for me to pull it over his head and toss it to the floor. I shamelessly rubbed my pussy against the crotch of his jeans, needing as much friction as I could get.


  He slid me down his hard lean body until my feet hit the floor. My fingertips brushed over his abs, causing them to contract until I stopped at the waistband of his jeans. I looked up at him and bit my bottom lip. I couldn't wait to have him inside me. I flicked open the button on his jeans and slid the zipper down. His cock sprang free, standing proud, and waiting for my attention. "I see you still have a thing against underwear."


  "It's too confining. My boys need room to breathe," he grinned and looked more like the Levi that I knew and loved. "Now stop teasing me baby. I've missed you." We made quick work of the remainder of our clothes and then we were on my bed, tangled in the sheets. His tattooed body hovered over mine as our tongues danced together, making my head spin. His right hand trailed down my body in a feathering touch. He played my body like a finely tuned instrument.


  "Your body is fucking beautiful." His tongue swirled around my navel and then inched lower toward my wetness. "Fucking sweet." He smiled against my lips before flattening his tongue against my clit and flicking it back and forth. My back arched off the bed and I moaned loudly, while I knotted my fingers into his hair.


  "Your mouth, oh, god. You're a very talented man." I panted and his tongue continued to work on me.


  "I'm a man of many talents, sweet cheeks, and I'm about to show you them all." His tongue dipped into my sex and I shattered into a million pieces. His big hands cupped my ass cheeks and he buried his face deeper between my folds. He licked, sucked, and flicked his capable tongue, until I couldn't take it anymore.


  "Please." I sagged against the mattress.


  "Please what, sugar?" He grinned up at me, clearly pleased with himself.


  "I don't think I can take anymore." My fingers dug deeper into his blond locks and I tugged until he moved up my body and lingered there, gazing at me with deep pools of blue. Oh, fuck it. I wrapped my arms around his shoulders and pulled his inked body against mine. I licked a trail down his neck and I could feel his big body shudder above me. My legs wrapped around his waist and my fingers curled around his strong biceps. Nothing had ever felt this good, this right. His mouth moved over my stomach and up my side until he took one of my rosy nipples into his mouth and sucked hard causing it to pebble between his soft lips. He looked up at me with molten blue eyes.


  "What?"


  "I love you,” he whispered just before his cock slid inside me. I took a deep breath and my eyes rolled back in my head. No one could make me feel the way Levi Cross did.


  "I love you," I whispered back, buried my nose in his neck, and inhaled his musky scent. The scent I'd come to love so much. Our bodies moved together in a steady rhythm, one that rocked the headboard against the wall. I expected the neighbors to pound on the wall at any second, but I didn't care. There was no stopping us now. We were one, and we were destined to be together.
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  Levi


  Saturday Fundraiser


  This was probably going to be one of the hardest fucking things I'd ever done, but it was what I had to do. Take the first step and then one day at a time. This party had been rocking since nine this morning, with a different band on each of the stages at all times. I hadn't a clue as to how many people were there, because there wasn’t any seating. People moved from stage to stage and stood all day long, just to hear their favorite bands and now, here we were. It was midnight, we were the closing act, and I was looking out at an endless sea of people. From the looks of things, this year's fundraiser was the best yet. I'd added something to it this year. I didn't discuss it with the guys or Peyton, but I was sure they would be okay with it.


  "How the hell are ya, LA?" I growled into the microphone and the sound of the crowd was deafening, to say the least. I glanced to my right and saw Peyton, standing just out of sight, with a big smile on her face for moral support. I thought I saw tears in her eyes. Damn, I loved my girl.


  "I've got something I need to say before we get this show started." Everyone grew eerily silent, considering this was such a large concert. "As most of you know, I've had a drinking problem in past and well, it's resurfaced. You see, my mom died a few weeks ago of cancer, and it was more than I could handle, or so I thought. Tonight's my last show for a while, I'm headed back to rehab to get this under control, before it gets me by the balls again."


  I had to pause when the crowd went wild with shouts of encouragement and praise. "Thank you, guys, for that! It means more to me than you know." I slapped my tattooed hand over my heart and hung my head. It was all I could do to keep it together. I swallowed hard and looked back out at the crowd. "Thank you all for coming out tonight and supporting the families of LA's finest who have been killed in the line of duty. I've added another cause to tonight's benefit," I said, glancing around at the guys, and received nods of approval from them all.


  "If you'll log onto our band website, you'll find a link to donate to cancer research, in honor of my mother. I would appreciate it very much, if you'd all do that for me," I choked out and the crowd cheered. Jinx counted down the first song and then Honor's bass along with Chance's guitar floated through the night air. Everyone played their heart out, and as I sang, I thought about my mom's words—that I was destined for big things, I had the voice of an angel, and tonight, I sang for her. I gave it my all.


  When we were down to the last two songs, I signaled the guys to stop playing. I turned to the crowd and said . . . "I've got a surprise for someone special in my life." I glanced to my right, and Peyton's eyes were as big as saucers. "Come on out here, sweet cheeks." I motioned with my hand for her to come to me. She shook her head furiously, but I nodded and gave her my devilish grin. "Come on, baby." She crossed the stage, against her better judgment, and stopped by my side. I wrapped my arm around her and kissed her temple.


  "I'm going to kill you,” she whispered.


  "Baby, thousands of people just heard you threaten me," I said, cocking my head toward the microphone in front of us. She blushed feverishly.


  "I have a special surprise tonight. My girl, Peyton, here," I tilted my head in her direction. "She loves Brad Paisley." People in the crowd clapped in appreciation, but Peyton looked up at me through thick lashes. "You know country is not my style, but being that I'm going to be gone for a while, I'd like to do a couple of songs just for her," I said. Tears sprang to her eyes as I turned to face her. I sang the ‘Perfect Storm’ and ‘She's Everything.’ When the last song ended, I dropped the microphone, wrapped my arms around her, and pulled her small body tight against mine.


  I glanced at the crowd to find people with their cell phones out, but this time using the flashlight function or lighters held high in the night sky as we moved together. Both our hearts pounded out a beat in perfect rhythm. We swayed back and forth, dancing to our own heart’s tunes. Somewhere in the distance, I heard Jinx’s voice thank everyone for coming out tonight, and reminded them to login to our website to donate to help fight cancer.


  "It's time," I heard someone say from behind me. I turned to find Linc, standing there, offering his hand to me. I shook it and gave a quick nod. I took Peyton's hand and led her from the stage and across the parking lot, where a black SUV waited for me. All the guys were also waiting for me.


  "You got this, man," Chance said, giving me a fist bump.


  "Ditto," Honor said, tipping her chin in an upward motion.


  "Don't worry about a thing, man. We'll be here when you get out. Take care, and just think about what you got waiting for you when you get out," Jinx said, smiling at Peyton, where I had her pulled against my side.


  I wrapped my arms around her neck and inhaled the fresh, floral scent of her shampoo. Fuck, I was gonna miss that. I’d miss holding her in my arms, her warm body molded against mine.


  "Don't over think it," she said. I watched, as the tears streamed down her face. "I'll be here when you're ready." She gave me a weak, watery smile.


  "Baby, you're the answers to all of my prayers." I kissed her lips, tasted the salt from her tears, turned, and slid into the SUV with Linc. He was now my approved sponsor for the recovery house; he'd be the only one that was allowed to visit, and even that would be limited. At least he could keep me updated on Peyton, and things with the band.


  "You're doing the right thing. You know that, right?"


  "Yeah, I know.”


  "There’s something I need to tell you before we get there," he said. I nodded, encouraging him to go ahead.


  "Marcus Little, OD'd tonight." My heart sank. I immediately thought of Jules, Peyton's best friend. What would this do to her? How would Peyton handle the added stress of a grieving friend, when she was grieving herself?


  "Do me a favor, man," I said, because it wasn't a question.


  “Keep an eye on Peyton for me and check in on Jules. She and Marcus had a thing. I think she puts on a strong front, but I'm not so sure she's that strong.”


  "Anything for you, man. Stay strong," he commanded. The SUV pulled to a stop in front of the resort-like rehab center. This was it. One day at a time.
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  The End


  If you liked Levi's story, then you'll be happy to know that his story will continue later with Peyton's story. The title is yet to be determined. Thank you again for reading my book and please remember to leave a review on Barnes and Noble, Amazon, or wherever you purchased Lyric. I love you guys!
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  ABOUT THE AUTHOR


  My name is Regina Frame and I live in Alabama, with my husband and three dogs. I worked for twenty years in the medical field as an office manager. I fell in love with reading after picking up, "Fifty Shades of Grey," and I haven't stopped reading since. I started out as a beta reader for other authors, and then decided to try it myself. I couldn't stop now, even if I wanted to. I love to write! I love the challenge of bringing characters to life, and love it even more when I hear how they have touched my fans.


  I've always had a love for animals and I work with charities, to help raise money for homeless pets. I've been known to carry food in my car and stop on the street to feed an animal. I recently rescued a severely abused dog after trying for two months, with no success. He now lives with my husband and me and he is happy and healthy today. I donate a portion of every book sale to our local Humane Society. I encourage each of you to help support your local animal shelters. Adopt a pet. It could mean life or death for some.


  Thank you for your support, it means the world to me.
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