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Twenty three year old Xavier is out to prove his independence to his brothers and Momma Joe.


Needing a change Xavier Steel decided to plant his feet in the Jersey sand and start a production company allowing him the ability to re acquaint himself with his true passion in life and make a living doing what he loved, playing and creating music.


Taelyn Patrick is offered an opportunity to make much needed extra money. The hours would be grueling, but she doesn't care. She needs the money to help her fiancé’ Daniel. Daniel and Taelyn had lived together and went to the same college when he was accepted into the medical program at Harvard. Together they made the decision to live separately until Taelyn finished her internship and graduated from college. They had looked at several apartments near Harvard together and fell in love with one. Supporting two households would be a huge financial burden but they knew the apartment would be gone if they waited until she graduated; when they would reunited and again live together.


Taelyn was offered an opportunity she could not afford to turn down. She wasn’t looking forward to helping a spoiled kid start a production company that she was sure would fail. She was less enthusiastic when his mother, her boss, asked that she be available at all times. Josephina explained that she was worried about woman taking advantage of her son financially and damage his kind heart.


Can Xavier curb his sexual appetite and become a responsible young man? Or will he find himself in bed with women who will do whatever they have to for there own financial gain?
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      Prologue

      	
      

      	
      We all sat watching the television as the news flashed a picture of my brother and
         his girlfriend. Apparently their kiss shared at the airport was photographed and went
         viral.
      

      	
      ‘This video went viral after being posted on You-Tube. Apparently a person who is
         only known by the screen name ‘Remember That Time’ posts pictures and videos caught
         in their everyday life of beautiful moments others may actually miss. This photo captured
         many eyes and was shared on all of the major Internet social networks around the world.
         After one of our reporters saw it, she looked into this beautiful couple and found
         out that the man was Zandor Steel, a single man who lives right here on the Jersey
         Shore. The woman’s name is still anonymous. 
      

      	
      ‘You may know Zandor Steel and his family if you’re into body art. They are the owners
         of Forever Steel, a tattoo and body piercing shop that was once a family owned restaurant
         on the shore. Jonathon Steel, the patriarch of the family, was killed while volunteering
         during the search and rescue mission during Hurricane Sandy.’
      

      	
      ‘He is survived by his wife Josephina Steel, an Italian immigrant, and their four
         sons. Now look closely people, this is certainly a crew you don’t want to forget.
         Cyrus Steel, shown in this clip, was a Navy Seal; he is the oldest and the only member
         of the family whose residence is known.’
      

      	
      They showed a video of Cyrus storming toward the camera crews in his boxers. The audio
         was blocked because he was raging and very verbal about the invasion of privacy.
      

      	
      ‘Talk about a storm of a man. Cyrus Steel is a very eligible bachelor. The second
         son in the family is Jovanni Steel, check this picture out.’ 
      

      	
      Jase was all tanned and in board shorts laughing.

      	
      ‘I can imagine your reaction is the same as every female and even some of the males
            in our studio here today. Unfortunately for us he is,’ she paused, and a red X came over his photo, ‘Married and has a child. Zandor Steel is the man from the video, but have no fear
            we found a photo of him as well. Please excuse the censor box covering one of his
            best…assets.’

      	
      “I’m not fucking single!” Cyrus roared.

      	
      My niece Bella giggled and Carly scowled at him, took Bella’s hand and walked out
         of the room.
      

      	
      “Do you have no shame, Zandor?” Momma scolded him.

      	
      “Does it look like I should be ashamed, Momma?” 

      	
      His girlfriend, Bekah, poked him, and I laughed.

      	
      ‘Zandor Steel is an eligible bachelor, for now anyways. Watch out, unknown blonde,
         the cougars will be coming for your man, rawrrr. And last but certainly not least,
         check out the youngest and most eligible bachelor in the Steel family. Ladies grab
         a cold one and maybe a power tool, Xavier Steel is one hot piece of…Steel.’
      

      	
      I smiled at my picture as it came across the TV. I was butt ass naked and holding
         a guitar in front of my cock. 
      

      	
      ‘To all those who believe ink disfigures a body I say, look again and please do not
            lick the screen. We will have more to come on these Men of Steel as we uncover the
            story.’

      	
      I looked at Momma and the shit ass grin fell from my face.

      	
      “This will undo everything we have worked so hard to hide.” Momma stood and paced.
         “You and Bekah leave when?” She said to Zandor.
      

      	
      “Monday, Mrs. Steel, but we don’t have to. I know how important you all are to each
         other.”
      

      	
      “Thank you, Rebekah, and its Joe, dear. No, you two get out of here or they will ruin
         you before you even start.”
      

      	
      “Boys, we will be going to Italy for the holidays. Jase, I think you need to consider
         a private school for Bella.”
      

      	
      “I have no problem with that Momma, its Carly who thought it would be best if she
         was raised more normally.”
      

      	
      “Jase.” Carly walked in. “Whatever is best for her. This does change things.”

      	
      We all looked around at one another. Fuck things were gonna change shit. 

      	
      Knowing that what we had held sacred was about to be public knowledge was gonna mess
         with them. I wasn’t hiding shit, why the fuck should I? 
      

      	
      “This doesn’t change who we are.” Momma looked at all of us.

      	
       

      	
       

      	
       

      
   
      
      Chapter One

      	
      Banging Barbie - X

      	
       My family and I had spent two months in Italy through the Christmas and New Year’s
         holiday. It was cool. I spent a shit ton of time with the cutest little brunette on
         the planet. Bella, my niece.
      

      	
      “Uncle Xavier would you play Barbie’s with me?”

      	
      “No.”

      	
      The bottom lip pops out, the eyes widen, and she digs deep inside, trying to muster
         up tears.
      

      	
      “By no, I mean not right now Little Bell. I was thinking you and I could go outside
         for a walk.”
      

      	
      Yeah she could get me to do anything, including playing Barbie’s. She loved them damn
         things. Her father, my brother Jase, thought it was hysterical that I was playing
         Barbie’s. He would stand behind her so she couldn’t see him and point at me and laugh.
      

      	
      When she skipped off to grab some new outfits for the fashion show we would be putting on, I told the fucker if he didn’t shut up I was gonna show her
         what Barbie and Ken do when she’s asleep. I made plastic Ken bend Barbie over the
         plastic bed and bang her in her plastic ass.
      

      	
      He laughed and said, “You wouldn’t dare.”

      	
      Then his pregnant wife, Carly, walks in the room and catches me making plastic Barbie
         toss plastic Ken’s plastic salad and she gets all pissed off and storms out of the
         room, catching Bella as she’s skipping back in with a handful of pink gowns.
      

      	
      My brother Cyrus was always looking at his fiancée, Tara, like he’s holding his breath
         because it hurts too much to breathe when she isn’t perched on his lap. And Tara looks
         at him like the fucking sun revolves around him. She smiles all the damn time. 
      

      	
      Zandor and his girl couldn’t stay with us because he just couldn’t keep his hands
         off of her and she knows it too. Bekah plays him so well. I thought he was a big pussy,
         until the day I stopped over to the place they were rebuilding together. 
      

      	
      Momma’s childhood house on a small vineyard. Hadn’t been lived in for at least twenty
         years. It was brick from ceiling to floor. The bones were great and all but with very
         few windows in much of the house it looked like a damn dungeon. 
      

      	
      I stopped by to see if they wanted to go out. Walked right in, because that’s what
         family does. I found Bekah in leather, blind folded, gagged, and tied to the dining
         room wall.
      

      	
      My first instinct was to save her from whatever twisted bastard it was that had done
         that to her. I was pretty sure my brother was dead somewhere on the property so I
         stepped back against the wall in the hallway trying to come up with a plan to save
         Bekah, kill the fuck who did this to her, and then look for Zandor’s body.
      

      	
      Then I saw Zandor walk in the room shirtless, carrying a bowl of strawberries.

      	
      “You’ve been a good little kitten…” He began.

      	
      “What the fuck is going on here?” I yelled.

      	
      It didn’t even make him flinch. He laughed and stood in front of her shielding her
         from my eyes.
      

      	
      “Should’ve called first X.”

      	
      I left pissed and went back to the rented vacation house. It was ten o’clock at night
         when I walked into the dark and looked around. I walked down the hall towards my room
         and heard soft purrs as I walked past Jase’s room and stopped for a second.
      

      	
      “You’re not gonna hurt the baby Jase. Stop being ridiculous and just fuck me like
         you use to. Please.” 
      

      	
      I kept walking. I passed Cyrus’s room and the same shit was going on. 

      	
      “Yes, oh yes Cyrus, oh God I love you!”

      	
      I had enough of this shit. I walked into my room and flopped down on the bed and right
         onto something sharp.
      

      	
      “Fuck!” I rolled over and saw the cause of my pain. Plastic Barbie. 

      	
      It’s never a good day when naked Barbie was looking good. Even worse when you ran
         your thumb over her plastic tits and got hard. Worse yet, when you set her on the
         nightstand, take off your pants and started jerking off. 
      

      	
      I wrapped my hand around my cock, hard. I was pissed and I pumped it while I looked
         at Barbie’s tits, thought of Bekah all tied up, replayed Carly’s begging voice in
         my head, and Tara’s moans. I pulled the ring at the end of my cock to add more feeling
         to the painful pumping that I was doing. I was gonna come fast, it had been weeks.
         Fucking weeks, I thought as I pumped my hard cock faster and faster. 
      

      	
      I was right fucking there when from behind me I heard a knock and the door opened.
         
      

      	
      “Uncle Xavier?”

      	
      No fucking way! I stopped, covered myself, and rolled on my stomach. My dick was shriveling
         fast. The fact that I just impaled the mattress with it, that fucking hurt, and the fact that my niece was now climbing up in my bed helped that happen.
      

      	
      “I think Carly’s having a bad dream.” She yawned and laid down. “Can I sleep in here?”

      	
      “Sure Little Bell.” 

      	
      “Are you okay Uncle Xavier?”

      	
      “I am.”

      	
      “Okay. Hey, that’s the Barbie I couldn’t find. I must have left her in here. I found
         a new outfit for her. I wanna show you. I’ll be right back.” She grabbed the Barbie
         and headed to the door and stopped. “Hey do you wanna play now? I can be…”
      

      	
      “Tomorrow Bell. It’s late okay?” I smiled and she started pushing out that bottom
         lip. “I promise tomorrow.”
      

      	
      She smiled and ran out of the room. 

      	
      I jumped up and grabbed some shorts out of the dresser and threw them on. I laid on
         the bed and covered up. Bella walked in and Barbie’s plastic ass was now covered in
         pink feathers.
      

      	
      “See?”

      	
      “Looks great Little Bell.” I patted the bed and fake yawned. “Jump up here and get
         some sleep.”
      

      	
      She jumped up and hugged me. “You’re my favorite you know?”

      	
      “I am?”

      	
      “Yep.” She snuggled up to me and fell fast asleep.

      	
      I loved that kid. She was the best. Apparently so was I. I was almost content with
         the fact that I was the only one not getting any action around here. Almost.
      

      	
      Shit was gonna have to change. As much as I loved Bella, I would not be playing Barbie’s
         and hiding from reporters because Momma said so.
      

      	
      ~

      	
      Momma Joe and all the girls were going to get facials and shit. I was thankful to
         have a few moments with my brothers.
      

      	
      All three of them where connected to electronic device. They were crazy. All three
         of them were sell outs. I loved ‘em all but what the fuck had happened. 
      

      	
      “I need ten minutes.” I announced.

      	
      They all ignored me so I said it louder. “Ten minutes!”

      	
      Each held a finger up and continued talking on their phones.

      	
      “I’m jerking off to a Barbie doll and the thoughts of your woman!”

      	
      The room fell silent and they all glared at me. Then they ended their calls.

      	
      “Did that get your attention?” I snapped at them. “I see Bekah strapped up, hear Carly
         begging to get properly fucked, and hear Tara praising Jesus while you’re banging
         her.”
      

      	
      “You watch it.” Cyrus sneered.

      	
      Zandor chuckled and Jase scowled.

      	
      “All while looking at a naked Barbie doll and my niece walked in the room!”

      	
      “What the fuck is wrong with you!” Jase yelled while Zandor and Cyrus laughed.

      	
      “She didn’t see shit, but check this. She went to your room first and said she thought
         Carly was having a nightmare…”
      

      	
      “I’m not fucking joking Xavier,” Jase warned.

      	
      I interrupted him. “Fuck your wife or so help me God…”

      	
      “You better not even finish that statement X.”

      	
      “Regardless, I am going home. I need to get my life back--.”

      	
      “Momma Joe isn’t going to--.”

      	
      “Momma Joe isn’t gonna.” I mimicked Zandor.

      	
      “This is family time bro.” He laughed.

      	
      “Yeah, from seven in the morning until eight thirty at night. Then you three scatter
         like roaches. I’m not sayin’ I haven’t enjoyed it, but I’m out.”
      

      	
      “You’ll have to let us get shit in order. We just enrolled Bella in--.”

      	
      “No. I’m going back home, alone. You guys do what you already have planned. I need
         to figure out what my life is gonna be.”
      

      	
      “You’ve got nothing to figure out. We already have life in order Xavier…” Jase began.

      	
      “You have yours. That’s cool. I’m gonna figure out mine.”

      	
      “There’s plenty opportunity here.” Cyrus interjected.

      	
      “I agreed to be part of Steel Incorporated but not like this. I want to start something…”

      	
      “The music stuff?” Jase laughed. “We can get that started, just chill…”

      	
      “Not we. Me. I want it and I want it my way.” I stood firm.

      	
      None of them said a word.

      	
      “Look, you all figured out your way in this, I’m gonna figure out mine.”

      	
      “You don’t have the background Xavier. You don’t…”

      	
      “Neither did any of you! I’m not kidding. I’m gonna…”

      	
      “We’ll support whatever but you need to learn the business.” I started to argue and
         Jase continued. “Work at Steel for a month.”
      

      	
      “Zandor didn’t have to.”

      	
      “Zandor didn’t want to start a whole new business. He…”

      	
      I was losing this one. “Cyrus just jumped in and…”

      	
      “He was a fucking Seal. Security isn’t that big of a stretch.” Jase laughed.

      	
      “Yeah well,” Awe fuck what was I gonna say? “You three know what I’m capable of with
         music…”
      

      	
      “Then join a band,” Jase suggested.

      	
      “Are you kidding me? That’s all you think I can do?”

      	
      “You can travel around Europe for a year…” Zandor chuckled.

      	
      Jase laughed, “You can …” 

      	
      “You can all fuck off! Momma has three sons…and a fucking legend. Laugh it up assholes,
         I’m out.” 
      

      	
      And I walked out the door and jumped in the Benz and drove.

      	
      I wasn’t gone long when the phone rang. I pushed the blue tooth control to accept
         the call.
      

      	
      “What?”

      	
      “Hey Legend, you gonna turn that car into a plane and fly back to the shore or you
         gonna come back here and help us devise a plan?”
      

      	
      “I don’t need your help Jase.”

      	
      I heard Cyrus laugh, I was on speaker phone. “You definitely need a plan. Operation
         Momma needs to be concocted.”
      

      	
      “I can handle her.” 

      	
      “You have to be gentle with a woman like Momma,” Zandor began.

      	
      “Say’s the freak who ties up his woman.” We all laughed.

      	
      “I don’t doubt you can do this X. I know you can, but you need to know the behind
         the scenes shit too. You wanna be a legend, let us little people help you.” Jase was
         trying real hard not to laugh and then stopped. “You need to figure out what you’ll
         tell Bella too.”
      

      	
      “That’s not fair Jase. Don’t play the Bella card on me.”

      	
      “We’ll figure it out together. Come back.”

      	
      “Fine.”

      	
      “Hey X. You should pull over and pump one out. I think you’re in desperate need of
         a release.” Jase laughed.
      

      	
      “I can send you a picture of a Barbie doll.” Cyrus roared.

      	
      “How about an audio recording of your Birdie?” There take that.
      

      	
      “Screw you. I hope you get so backed up you drown in your own cum fucker.”

      	
      “Nice one Cyrus.” Zandor snickered.

      	
      “See you in five minutes.”

      	
      ~

      	
      It only took an hour for everything to land in place. I was gonna work with Abe O’Donnell,
         Jase’s best friend for a few weeks, you know nine to five shit. Then I would be scouting
         out undiscovered talent in my free time. 
      

      	
      Now on to Momma.

      	
      Three hours of argument and tears with Momma and finally everything was decided. Come
         to find out, she was more worried about what I would be doing in my personal life.
         She was sure someone would be after me for our families’ money and not who I am. What
         she wouldn’t accept was the fact that I could care less. I had not changed. They all
         did but I had not. I wasn’t fucking stupid; I knew how to use a condom.
      

      	
      I also made sure they knew I wasn’t hiding. I was still gonna go to the shop and work
         when I could. Not just because I missed it but because there was a crazy amount of
         talent that walked in and out of Forever Steel’s doors.
      

      	
      ~

      	
      I was sitting on the floor putting on a fashion show with Bella and a crew of Barbie’s.
         I’m not gonna lie, it was fun. Bella was a riot. So full of imagination and life.
         
      

      	
      That was the hardest conversation I had. She cried real tears. She even offered to
         play more of the things I wanted to play. I told her I’d be back for her birthday
         and that we could talk every day.
      

      	
      The night before I left, I packed a lunch and she and I bundled up and had a picnic
         on the patio. When we were done I pulled out the Barbie she used when she played her
         and the Ken doll who apparently reminded her of me.
      

      	
      I held him up and moved him as if he were speaking. “You know we can still talk every
         day right?”
      

      	
      “Yes I do. We can face time.” She forced a smile and it upset me.

      	
      “No fake smiles.” My Ken said.

      	
      “I’m plastic. What do you expect?” She forced it again.

      	
      “I’m gonna miss you too Bella Doll.”

      	
      “Sometimes we have to do what we have to do Xavier Doll. I get it.”

      	
      ~

      	
      A week and a half later when the plane landed in Jersey all I could think was, thank
         God I’m home. And the first place I was going was Forever Steel.
      

      	
       

      
   
      
      Chapter 2

      	
       

      	
      Harvard Goodbyes 

      	
       

      	
      Daniel and I met three years ago when he and I were at the same party. He was drunk,
         so was I. I’m not the type of girl who just lays down with anyone. Well, I may have
         been, but being raised with three older brothers and a father who is a detective in
         Boston, doesn’t really allow you the luxury of dipping your feet in the sex pool.
         Sure I had played around but never had actually had sex. 
      

      	
      Growing up with three brothers who were very protective of me was a good thing when
         we were younger. My two oldest brothers are two years older than I am and twins. My
         younger brother is two years younger. We played well together when we were kids, Cops
         and Robbers, Cowboys and Indians, and with action figures. We loved to play all types of sports. I also learned real quickly how to fight. We always
            had a great time.  

      	
      Then I sprouted boobs and began going through the hormonal changes that girls go through.
         It was interesting back then to see while I was going through the change so were my
         brothers. Their friends changed too. Any boy I looked they brought over, ended up
         with a black eye and seemingly disappeared from their lives soon after that. Odd?
         I thought so until I figured out through a note I received in school from one of the
         boys who no longer came over. He asked if I would like to be his secret friend. Weird?
         Nope. I mentioned it to my brother Kaen and that boy had a black eye the next day
         and wouldn’t even look at me. 
      

      	
      What’s the female version of cock blocking? Poon goons, clam jam, the pussy police
         or what I call it, the K.G.P. My brothers; Kaen, Keller, and Grady Patrick. Each stood
         almost a foot taller than me and each had no business messing with my growth and development.
         But I loved them just the same. 
      

      	
      It was hard on them when I went to college. Mom tried her best to help me out. I wanted
         a new look and boy, did I get it. My brothers went crazy and my mother defended me,
         even against my father’s wishes.
      

      	
      I looked like a girl now. Clothes that fit, make-up, and heels. Don’t get me wrong,
         I was still a Patrick down deep but now I could be Taelyn without three brothers,
         who would have preferred I was going off to a convent instead of college.
      

      	
      I was a virgin until Daniel. He loved my brothers even more because ‘my flower’ was
         still intact. He told me so the first drunken night we spent together. He also assured
         me he wasn’t afraid of them. That night he touched me, all above the waist touches.
         I wasn’t so perfect, my hands went south and he didn’t stop me.
      

      	
      After that night he courted me. He said I deserved it. He wanted to be romantic, all
         brought on by virtuous me. I was pleased that I had my virginity to give to him. He
         was in awe of such a notion. I wasn’t used to such a gentleman. I loved it though.
         Flowers, dinners, walks in central park while holding hands, and picnics. 
      

      	
      He pursued me hard and my family harder. When he won them over, he won me. 

      	
      Our first night Daniel was gentle and loving. He showed great restraint and didn’t
         push me too hard for the first year. He did that for me because I was precious to
         him.
      

      	
      His kisses were light and soft and even his fingers inside of me were gentle. Now
         I had seen porn, and it was nothing like that. It wasn’t sweaty, cursing and screaming
         to God. It was perfect, just perfect. And so was every Monday, Wednesday, and Sunday
         at eight thirty at night. Daniel was Jewish so he chose to not have sex on Friday
         from sundown until Sunday sun up. He also said I was such a temptation that he stayed
         at a friend’s house most of those weekends. 
      

      	
      When we did have sex he called it, visiting the rose garden. It was so sweet, a lot
         better than what my brothers called red heads, fire bushes, how crude! And funny,
         well new improved Taelyn wouldn’t think so. Not Daniel’s Taelyn. And I loved who I
         was when I was with him, wouldn’t find it funny.
      

      	
      Daniel moved in with me almost two years later. We shared my little studio apartment
         that my scholarship had paid for. He bought a little BMW sports car with the money
         that he would have spent on his place. It was our car; he told me when he handed me
         the extra set of keys. He loved that car. I loved that it made him happy.  
      

      	
      Daniel hadn’t done well in school. He explained that sports took up all his time.
         He played golf, tennis, was on a swim team, and apparently he was forced by his mother
         to join his high school dance team. 
      

      	
      His desire was to become a doctor, like both his parents. His father was a chiropractor
         and his mother a podiatrist. I believed in him and for two years I studied with him.
         He was on the Dean’s list and was applying to medical schools. His dream was to be
         accepted into Harvard’s medical program. 
      

      	
      His dream came true in December. When someone who had been in the program dropped
         out. He looked bothered by this. He said it wasn’t a true acceptance and that it was
         too far away from me anyway. He also said he wouldn’t be able to afford it with the
         car payment. 
      

      	
      His parents would pay for school but not the car. He told me he knew it would bother
         me if he sold it. He knew I loved it as much as he did. I told him we would figure
         it out. The car was paid for so the only real expense was the insurance. He said I
         could keep the car here. He would find a place close to his school. 
      

      	
      After I talked him into accepting we drove up to Cambridge, Massachusetts and looked
         at housing. The only place acceptable that we looked at that was still available was
         on Cowperthwaite Street and it was a two year lease. He was ready to hang it up then
         too. I hated how this was causing him to be negative and said I would get a job and
         help. He told me no. I pushed hard, reminding him that this was his dream and he should
         embrace it. I told him we could both get part time jobs. He said he would only accept
         my help if I agreed that after I graduated I would move here with him, and marry him.
         Then very quickly added that this wasn’t a proposal, he wanted that gesture to be
         as grand as our love but he wanted a promise that I would be able to wait. Of course
         I would.
      

      	
      I applied for jobs everywhere and so did he. He got a job at a bar working two nights
         a week and I got a job as a restaurant hostess working two days a week and three nights
         at the Cheesecake Factory.
      

      	
      It was a lot of work but I was able to change my class schedule so that I would only
         attend Tuesdays and Thursdays, from eight in the morning until four thirty. It didn’t
         bother me at all. I loved school and I loved Daniel.
      

      	
      The weather had gotten bad, go figure it was the end of January in New York, but we
         had packed up the moving van and it was off before the next nor’easter was supposed
         to hit.
      

      	
      Daniel and I walked inside our little place that was almost bare.

      	
      “I can’t believe you wanted me to take everything,” he said as he walked around looking
         at our place.
      

      	
      “It’s four months Daniel. I have a bed and a television that works…”

      	
      He wrapped his arms around me and gently pulled me against him. “You have a nineteen
         inch television and an air mattress and that chair thing.”
      

      	
      “I have a desk too.” I smiled.

      	
      “But the bed, couch, recliner, fifty seven inch television, Bose system--.”

      	
      “Stuff,” I interrupted him as I pushed myself up on my toes seeking a kiss. “That
         will actually fit in your--.”
      

      	
      “Ours, Taelyn. Our new place. Four months,” he sighed as he bent down and kissed me
         sweetly.
      

      	
      “You won’t have to leave your house on Friday nights anymore,” I bit my lip and he
         laughed.
      

      	
      “No, but God help me, I will probably be masturbating a lot.”

      	
      “It’s not dark yet, maybe we could--.”

      	
      He ran his hands through my hair and let out an exaggerated sigh. “How do you feel
         about me driving up alone and then next weekend I come get you?”
      

      	
      “Why?”

      	
      “The storm. I wouldn’t feel right if something happened to you in this awful weather
         on your drive home.”
      

      	
      “Well I guess it’s fine, I can--.”

      	
      “No, no look I can catch a train. I really don’t want you driving and I certainly
         don’t want you without a car. That wasn’t our agreement.”
      

      	
      “Daniel. I love that you’re so protective of me. I think it’s a good idea. Great actually.
         Then I can see you next weekend too.”
      

      	
      “You are simply amazing you know that?”

      	
      “Show me.”

      	
      He looked shocked and then I laughed. How embarrassing. I grabbed my knock off Coach
         purse and the one that I had packed for the weekend and set it on the card table that
         would now serve as my desk and dining table.
      

      	
      “Taelyn?”

      	
      “You better get going. The storm.” I smiled and then looked down.

      	
      “I don’t have very long. Not long enough to take my time with you.”

      	
      “I understand. I suppose it’s just that I’ll miss you.”

      	
      I felt heat move up my throat. I didn’t cry. Never. I was strong. I was a Patrick
         for crying out loud.
      

      	
      “We may have to alter the rules next weekend.”

      	
      I looked up at him and nodded.

      	
      “Would you like that?”

      	
      “Yes. I would.”

      	
      “Come here my sweet and give me a kiss. I really should be going.”

      	
      ~

      	
      I watched as the BMW pulled quickly away from the curb and waited until I no longer
         saw the taillights.
      

      	
      I looked around for something to occupy my time. There was nothing. I sat in the beanbag
         chair and wanted to cry.
      

      	
      The phone rang and I picked it up. Unknown number. I wasn’t in the mood to talk to
         a telemarketer but at least it was someone to talk to.
      

      	
      “Hello.”

      	
      “Taelyn Patrick?”

      	
      “Yes, but I’m not interested.”

      	
      “In what Dear?” The woman laughed. 

      	
      “Whatever you’re selling.”

      	
      “I’m not selling anything. I’m calling to offer you a job. My name is Josephina Steel.
         I am looking for an assistant for Xavier Steel. It’s an evening position. From about
         six at night until around midnight. 
      

      	
      “I actually just accepted a job…”

      	
      “I’ll double your pay.”

      	
      “Ma’am, I’m not sure you understand that I am going to be hostess, not waiting tables.
         I have--.”
      

      	
      “Name your price.”

      	
      “I can’t work weekends.”

      	
      “Every other weekend.”

      	
      I really wasn’t sure she understood me.

      	
      “I don’t have a car.”

      	
      “I’ll have one sent.”

      	
      “I’m not interested.”

      	
      “Seven hundred dollars a week. Every other weekend off. Your résumé indicated you
         would enjoy a fast paced environment learning skills that you could use when you graduate.
         You’ll learn a lot. I promise…”
      

      	
      “Ma’am I’m sorry this sounds…”

      	
      “Too good to be true?” She didn’t let me answer. “You’ll be helping start a production
         company. You mentioned something about computers. Are you skilled in social media?”
      

      	
      “I’m not sure it’s a skill actually.” 

      	
      She laughed, “Oh it is. I have a hard time keeping up with my sons on that twitter
         face thing--”
      

      	
      “Two separate social media sites ma’am…”

      	
      “Josephina dear.”

      	
      “Josephina, they are two different--”

      	
      “Right, you can show us Monday; a car will pick you up at five PM. Welcome to Steel
         Incorporated Taelyn. That’s Irish right?”
      

      	
      “Yes ma’am--”

      	
      “Josephina.”

      	
      “Yes Josephina but--”

      	
      “I have a call coming in. I promise we’ll chat.” And she hung up.

      	
      What the hell just happened? Steel? Steel…

      	
      I grabbed my computer and typed in Steel Incorporated wondering if it was even a legitimate
         company and it was. I typed in Xavier Steel and a picture popped up of nude man with
         a lot of tattoos and a guitar.
      

      	
      Good God.

      	
      I called my father, told him about the call. He said he’d look into it and that I
         was not to get in any damn car until he looked into it. He asked a million questions
         and I answered what I could. He asked for her number and I messaged it to him. 
      

      	
      An hour later he called me back. “Looks legit. She mentioned that she looked into
         your background and chose you because she figured a cop’s daughter would understand
         what it meant to be discrete. She also looked into your brothers and mother. I like
         her. No arrests on the boy but if he’s the one that pops up in an online search.”
         He stopped.
      

      	
      “What Dad?”

      	
      “Remember Daniel.”

      	
      “Of course I remember Daniel,” I laughed. “If that’s him I will be working for an
         entitled rich guy who has tattoos and has an aversion to clothing.”
      

      	
      Dad laughed. “Remember who you are.”

      	
      “Dad did you see that guy? Honestly I hope you have more conviction in my character
         than that. I’m with Daniel.”
      

      	
      “I know Taelyn. I love you girl. Your fancy new phone has that location device on
         correct?”
      

      	
      I laughed, “Yes and thank you for the phone. I love it. Tell Mom I’ll call her after
         I meet the new boss.”
      

      	
      “Kind of disappointed that you won’t be working at the cake place.”

      	
      “Cheesecake Factory.”

      	
      “Yep that one. You sure you can handle your responsibilities at school and this?”

      	
      “Yeah. I have every night free now you know.”

      	
      “Are you two on your way up now?”

      	
      “No. Daniel didn’t want me to drive back in the storm so he’ll come down this weekend.”

      	
      “Good. I may like him after all.”

      	
      “You already like Daniel,” I laughed.

      	
      “A father never likes a man who lives with his daughter.”
      

      	
      “Dad please don’t start that.”

      	
      “Call tomorrow. Your mom will want to chat.”

      	
       

      
   
      
      Chapter 3

      	
      

      	
      Shawn White - X

      	
       

      	
      I sat in yet another meeting with Abe at Steel Incorporated. I had been doing this
         for four fucking weeks. What have a learned? I hated fucking suits. I hated sitting
         behind a desk. I hate being cooped up in a damn building and for some unknown reason,
         pencil skirts and buns in long hair makes me hard. Add glasses and I am fucked. 
      

      	
      Abe kicked me under the table. I looked away from the hot blondie and over to Abe.
         He was poker faced, I was not.
      

      	
      “Thank you all for coming by. We should have a decision next week.” I stood and shook
         her hand and her partner’s.
      

      	
      As soon as they left the room Abe gave me a dirty look.

      	
      “She’s sexy.” I smirked.

      	
      “She’s trying to sell you a building X. You should look past the sexy and at the fact
         that this,” he held up the info on one of the buildings I was considering, “is a shit
         hole.”
      

      	
      “Look Abe, I know you, my brothers, and my mother think I should keep my business on this property…”
      

      	
      “It makes sense.”

      	
      “No it doesn’t. This place is stuffy as hell. There’s no creativity flowing with all
         the, ‘Hello Mr. Steel, good morning Mr. Steel, can I get you coffee Mr. Steel bullshit.”
      

      	
      “You’re full of shit. In that twisted head of yours I’m sure you’ve come up with a
         few ways to creatively fuck half of them in bathrooms, offices, over desks…”
      

      	
      “If that’s what I have to do then yeah. Otherwise I’d go out of my fucking mind.”
         
      

      	
      “Xavier.”

      	
      “Abraham.”

      	
      “You’re a pain in the ass…”

      	
      “I’m not some stupid fucking kid Abe. I’m a man. I’m not Cyrus, Jase, or even Zandor.
         I don’t have to be either. They caved, I fucking won’t do it. I’ll make myself, not
         be made.”
      

      	
      “None of them caved Xavier.” Abe sat at his desk with his fingers steepled. “They
         did what was best for your family.”
      

      	
      “They sold the fuck out.”

      	
      “Have you told them you feel like that?” He leaned forward and rested his elbows on
         his knees.
      

      	
      “Hell no. And you could look a little bit less like the fucking Principal, O’Donnell.
         I’m not a kid.”
      

      	
      “I know but you’re acting like it right now…”

      	
      “Fuck you! I’m outta here.” I turned to walk towards the door.

      	
      “Hang on. Take this. Your first act as a business man is to be a boss. We’ll start
         easy. Here’s your first employee. Your assistant. She’ll be working nights with you.”
      

      	
      I took the folder. “An assistant at night?”

      	
      “Your mother hired her. Said when you’ve finished up with me then you should meet
         up with her and go over plans. Apparently she knows social media…”
      

      	
      “I know social media Abe.”

      	
      “Well you’re not looking for a party or a hook up. She can help you with the business
         end.”
      

      	
      I took the folder and walked out of his office and forced myself not to slam the door.
         
      

      	
      “Goodnight Mr. Steel. See you tomorrow Mr. Steel. Have a good evening Mr. Steel!”
         As much as I wanted to bang some of those chicks what I really wanted to say right
         now was ‘go fuck yourselves.’
      

      	
      I walked out of the office and past the waiting car.

      	
      “Mr. Steel?”

      	
      I waved him off. “All set.”

      	
      I took off the jacket and threw it over my shoulder. I would fucking walk home. 

      	
      I pulled my ringing phone out of my pocket. “Good evening Angel.”

      	
      “Where are you at Steel?”

      	
      “Just heading home.”

      	
      “Hmm. Can I race you there?”

      	
      “You need something from me?”

      	
      “An orgasm, maybe two. You up for it?”

      	
      “Let me think about it.”

      	
      “Think about it?” She laughed.

      	
      “Had a bad day. I was heading out.”

      	
      “How ‘bout you meet me? I’ll get that head on straight.”

      	
      “You gonna swallow?”

      	
      “That’ll be a surprise.”

      	
      “Don’t disappoint or this thing is done.” I laughed.

      	
      “This thing?” 

      	
      “Yep, no fun, I’m done.”

      	
      “Good. Ten minutes.”

      	
      I looked behind me and the car was a safe distance behind me. “Sounds good.”

      	
      I waved to the driver and he sped up. I opened the door and jumped in. “Home James.”

      	
      ~

      	
      I walked into Cyrus’s house and heard the shower running. I kicked off the damn leather
         loafers and saw a skirt on the floor. “Nice.”
      

      	
      I followed the trail of clothing that led to the bathroom and opened the door.

      	
      Angel peeked out and smiled, “Oh hey. Looks like I win.”

      	
      I loosened my tie and pulled it over my head, unbuttoned my shirt, and tossed it.
         “You still looking?” She smiled and nodded. “Don’t look away Angel.”
      

      	
      I unbuttoned and dropped my pants.

      	
      “That is one beautiful cock.”

      	
      I looked down and wrapped my hand around my dick and stroked it. “This thing?”

      	
      She nodded and stepped out of the shower and wrapped her hair in a towel.

      	
      “For ten minutes, I’ve been thinking about your hot mouth wrapped around this.” I
         stroked it again.
      

      	
      “For fifteen I’ve been rubbing my clit thinking of the same damn thing.”

      	
      She walked over and knelt down. She grabbed my cock and rubbed it against her lips.
         She stuck her tongue through the ring on my tip and tugged a bit. 
      

      	
      “My phone,” she said between licks up the underside of me.

      	
      “What?” I asked as I pulled her hair away from her face so I could get a better look.

      	
      “I want a picture of my mouth rapped around your beautiful cock.”

      	
      “As interesting as it sounds I don’t think that’s a good idea.”

      	
      “I’ll finish.”

      	
      “You will regardless.” I pushed into her hungry mouth and she moaned.

      	
      “Please?” She asked as she sucked on my balls.

      	
      “No face shot.”

      	
      “Well not of you.” She smiled as she rubbed her tongue up me again.

      	
      ~

      	
      Angel Danoza was a girl I’d hung out with for a couple weeks now. We met at a bar,
         yeah I know, she and I got to talking about family. Again I know, weird huh? She came
         from new money too. So she understood the fact that I hated having to think before
         I acted on sexual desire or need. 
      

      	
      No strings, no bullshit, just sex, and that’s just the way we both liked it. She didn’t
         spend the night and we were not monogamous. Well we wouldn’t be as soon as I found
         something else of interest. 
      

      	
      I didn’t understand my brothers. Why the hell would you want to go and ruin a perfect
         hook up with a relationship? I had no desire to get blankets pulled off me in the
         middle of the night. I don’t want to think about planning my life around someone other
         than myself and my family. If I wanna sleep until noon, I don’t want anyone to tell
         me I should be up doing something else. If I wanted to take off for the weekend I
         can. I had no one to tell me what to do and when to do it. 
      

      	
      Angel sucked me off, I fucked her and gave her three screaming orgasms and then she
         was out the door. Fucking perfect.
      

      	
      I got out of the shower and threw on some shorts. I went to the fridge and grabbed
         some grilled chicken that may or may not be on its last leg and threw it in the microwave.
         I grabbed a beer out of the fridge and looked down at the file Abe had handed me.
      

      	
      Personal assistant. Taelyn Patrick. Cute name, I thought as I opened the file and
         took a drink.
      

      	
      “What the fuck!” I nearly choked when I saw the picture.

      	
      I grabbed my phone and dialed Momma Joe.

      	
      She answered after three rings. “Xavier is everything alright?”

      	
      “No.”

      	
      “Its late here son.”

      	
      “It’s five in the morning there Momma.”

      	
      “You sound upset.”

      	
      “Yeah. Call and cancel this assistant. I don’t need one.”

      	
      “You do. This is a not up for discussion.”

      	
      “You hired Shawn White’s twin sister Momma!”

      	
      “She is qualified Xavier.”

      	
      “She’s something that’s for sure.” I looked at the picture of the curly auburn haired
         girl with glasses and I swear she had braces or buck teeth she was covering with those
         large lips. She had freckles across her nose and she appeared to have the personality
         of a fucking rock. “How the hell do you expect me to work with Shawn White?”
      

      	
      “Her name is Taelyn.”

      	
      “How the hell old is she? She looks like she’s just hit puberty and it hit her back
         not all that damn graciously either.”
      

      	
      “She will make a perfect assistant for you. You aren’t supposed to be attracted to
         her.”
      

      	
      “You picked her on purpose. What the hell Momma?”

      	
      “Xavier. I’m going to bed. If when you and Abraham meet her she seems unqualified
         then we talk about it, until then I am going back to bed. Good night son I love you.”
      

      	
      And she hung up. 

      	
      You have got to be kidding me.

      	
      I spent my weekend the way I liked. I found another piece of ass that interested me
         on Saturday night at the club and fucked her in the bathroom. Angel came back on Sunday
         night and I gave her a mouthful and after she begged me to eat her pussy decided fair
         was fair. I licked her clit and gave her some fake chow action. She fucking loved
         it.
      

      	
      ~

      	
      The phone rang and I woke up and grabbed it off the nightstand. Son of a bitch, I
         was late. I pushed decline on Abe’s call and jumped out of bed. I grabbed a two minute
         shower and threw on yet another suit and jetted out the door.
      

      	
      James, the driver, must have gotten sick of waiting for my ass because he wasn’t there.
         I went back in and grabbed the keys to the Jeep and headed to the office.
      

      	
      ~

      	
      “Good morning Mr. Steel. Have a great day Mr. Steel.”

      	
      Fuck off! I screamed in my head.
      

      	
      I got off the elevator and headed into Abe’s office. I felt like I was walking into
         the damn principal’s office, again.
      

      	
      “Nice you can make it.” Was all he said.

      	
      “Sorry. My alarm didn’t go off.”

      	
      “That’s fine. Your assistant is here…”

      	
      “I thought she was working evenings?” I threw the folder on the desk.

      	
      “Paperwork. You can also take her out to lunch, get to know her…”

      	
      “This is so fucked up. I don’t need a damn personal assistant Abe.”

      	
      “We all do. They keep shit straight.”

      	
      His intercom buzzed. “Yes Teresa.”

      	
      “Mr. O’Donnell, Miss Patrick has finished her tour.”

      	
      “Thanks give us a minute then send her in.”

      	
      “Shawn White,” I murmured.

      	
      “What?” Abe chuckled.

      	
      “She looks like Shawn White.”

      	
      “The Olympic snowboarder?”

      	
      “Yeah that one. Okay looking dude but he would make a hideous woman.”

      	
      The door opened and Abe quickly closed the file and stood. I couldn’t even turn around.

      	
      “Xavier,” he whispered and glared at me.

      	
      “She got a snow board?” I whispered back.

      	
      “Miss Patrick, thank you for coming in. Have a seat.”

      	
      “Thank you Mr. O’Donnell.” 

      	
      Well, she didn’t sound like a dude. I forced myself to turn around and when I did
         she had her back to me.
      

      	
      She was about five foot nine in those heels. She wore a skirt that hit above her knees
         and black stockings. Her hips were narrow and she was on the thin side. Her ass bubbled
         out a bit; not bad. Her hair was a dark auburn and up in some sort of twist. Her skin
         was pretty pale. She didn’t look bad at all from behind. She sat down in the chair
         across from Abe and I decided I may as well get this show on the road.
      

      	
      I walked around the table and sat, careful not to look up. “Thanks for coming in today
         Miss Patrick.”
      

      	
      “Thank you for the opportunity Mr. Steel.”

      	
      “Xavier,” I looked up at her. I immediately started laughing. Abe kicked me under
         the table, pretty damn hard too. “What the fuck Abe?”
      

      	
      “Sorry Miss Patrick,” Abe rolled his eyes. “Mr. Steel--.”

      	
      “Can speak for himself.”

      	
      “Oh. Of course, okay.” She looked down.

      	
      Damn, she was beautiful. Green eyes, her full lips shaped like a heart, my cock was
         chubbing up.
      

      	
      “Miss Patrick. You can call me Xavier.”

      	
      She looked up and smiled nervously. “Okay.”

      	
      “Do you by any chance have ID on you?”

      	
      “Of course I do,” she reached in her black purse and Abe kicked me again.

      	
      “Okay, cause you don’t look the same in your photo. Not at all. So I’m wondering if
         this is really you.”
      

      	
      She looked up at the picture and nodded as she tried not to smile. “It is.”

      	
      “How is that even humanly--?” Abe kicked me again. “Abe, one more time and I swear--.”

      	
      “My boyfriend put it up. It’s from junior high. I apologize. I was applying for waitress
         jobs. Not this one.” Her face was now pink.
      

      	
      “So you’re not interested in this job?” 

      	
      “If I wasn’t I wouldn’t be here.” She looked up at me. 

      	
      “So your boyfriend has no problem with you working nights and weekends?”

      	
      “He’s a student at Harvard Medical. Mrs. Steel said it would be alright to have every
         other weekend off.”
      

      	
      Harvard medical. Probably some pussy. 

      	
      “So how long will you be able to be with us at Steel Miss Patrick?”

      	
      “Until June. I graduate at the end of May.”

      	
      “Will work interfere with your schooling?”

      	
      “No Mr. Steel, I have two full days of classes on Tuesdays and Thursdays.”

      	
      “The rest of the week?”

      	
      Abe kicked me again. Fucker. And she noticed the glare I tossed at him.
      

      	
      “I only ask because if I have to be here she could switch those evenings to days,
         that way…”
      

      	
      “Let’s stick to the task at hand here.”

      	
      Oh I wanted to punch him right in his preppy little nose.

      	
      “Taelyn. Let’s me and you head out. Check out a few places and then grab some lunch.”

      	
      “Miss Patrick, could you wait outside for just a moment please,” Abe stood.

      	
      After she left I looked at Abe. “My show man.”

      	
      “With strings Xavier.”

      	
      “I could always sell my shares of Steel.”

      	
      “You wouldn’t do that to your family X.”

      	
      “Maybe I would. I’m going to do this alone.”

      	
      “For fuck sake, take some guidance. It won’t kill you. No one here wants you to fail
         Xavier.”
      

      	
      “I want to do it alone.”

      	
      “Fine. You tell your mother.”

      	
      “No I’m good thanks. Abe, she has a boyfriend man, a Harvard boy…”

      	
      “It doesn’t make it a challenge Xavier.”

      	
      “I’m not gonna fuck her. I’m just gonna show her pretentious ass how the other half
         lives.” I winked and walked out before he could say a word.
      

      	
       

      
   
      
      Chapter 4

      	
       

      	
      Mr. Steel

      	
       

      	
      “Come on; let’s go check out a few places.” He smiled as he hit the first floor button
         in the elevator.
      

      	
      I stood in the corner feeling very out of my element. I looked over at him and a smirk
         played on his lips. I immediately felt uncomfortable and out of place.
      

      	
      “So,” he was still smirking when he opened the folder in his hands. “We have a few
         places to check out.”
      

      	
      “By places you mean?”

      	
      “We need an office, something that can eventually be expanded. You know a place for
         a recording studio and meetings, things like that.”
      

      	
      “I’m sorry, like I said, I have no idea what this job entails so could you be a little
         more specific?”
      

      	
      “Right.” He cleared his throat and nodded. “I’m going to start a production company.
         I want to find undiscovered talent and help make them into the next big thing.”
      

      	
      “And your background?” 

      	
      He looked at me and his eyebrow slowly lifted. His little smirk gave way to almost
         a frown. “I’m really not sure what you’re asking.” I had offended him. Good going Taelyn.
      

      	
      “Did you go to school for music, or business, or…” I looked back at him and stopped
         talking.
      

      	
      He leaned back against the wall and crossed his arms in front of him and looked at
         me without saying a word. The way he looked at me made me want to look away, say I
         was sorry, hide, anything but stand there and look at him looking at me and wondering
         what the hell he was thinking.
      

      	
      “I’m really unsure why my background matters. I know music; I know talent when I hear
         it.”
      

      	
      “So you didn’t go to college for…”

      	
      “No.”

      	
      The elevator stopped and he straightened and waved his hand to the door showing me
         the exit. One that I gladly took. I stopped and waited for him to step off and he
         ran into the back of me. I nearly fell over and would have if he didn’t grab my waist
         from behind to stop my fall.
      

      	
      “Sorry,” we both said at the same time.

      	
      I looked back at him over my shoulder, uncertain why he was still holding me. The
         look in his eyes, they were darker than before.
      

      	
      “You alright?” He asked as he released me and stepped back.

      	
      “Yes. Thank you.”

      	
      “I’ll meet you up front.” His voice was gruff and he seemed annoyed as he walked quickly
         to the men’s room.
      

      	
      I walked up to the reception area of Steel Incorporated and stood in the corner so
         I wasn’t in anyone’s way. I kept my focus straight ahead at the four story glass wall.
      

      	
      I overheard the receptionists whispering. 

      	
      ‘How did she get this job?’ 

      	
      ‘She must be one of his conquests’, another giggled. 

      	
      ‘The last single Steel. What a shame.’ 

      	
      ‘Only one of the others is married. Cyrus and Zandor are still technically available,’
         another whispered. 
      

      	
      ‘Not really.’

      	
      ‘If I don’t see a ring it’s still available,’ one giggled. 

      	
      ‘All four of those boy’s eyes ooze sex. Xavier is the only one who doesn’t have those
         dark Italian eyes. Apparently they’re his father’s. Sexy as hell.’
      

      	
      ‘I think I could get off just kneeling in front of him, sucking his dick as long as
         he was looking at me with those damn blue green eyes.’
      

      	
      ‘How about a Xavier and Zandor sandwich? Can you imagine one in the back door and
         one in the front?’
      

      	
      ‘This conversation needs to stop. I swear my panties are getting wet just thinking
         about them.’
      

      	
      ‘I learned to wear a pad by the end of my first week. Jase Steel and Abe O’Donnell
         were my first fantasy. Could you imagine that?’
      

      	
      And then one moaned, she moaned! ‘Cyrus. I bet he’s an animal.’

      	
      And I thought living with three brothers was bad. Women are pigs. What the hell? I laughed to myself.
      

      	
      “You ready?” His hand pressed against my lower back and I jumped. I looked back at
         him and that smirk was back, “You okay?”
      

      	
      “Yes, I was just…”

      	
      “Let’s go.” He pushed me gently to the doors.

      	
      “Have a good day Mr. Steel.”

      	
      “See you tomorrow Mr. Steel.”

      	
      I glanced back to see how he responded and he winked at them, and then as he turned
         he rolled his eyes ever so slightly.
      

      	
      My face was on fire and I made sure to stay two steps ahead of him so he wouldn’t
         see. I wonder if he heard them? I wonder if he knew I had heard them? I wonder how
         long he had been standing behind me listening to me listen to them? Oh my good god,
         this was incredibly embarrassing.
      

      	
      He stepped in front of me and opened the door to the black town car. “Ladies first.”

      	
      I swear I heard humor in his voice and I looked back at him to see if I was correct.
         His eyebrow raised again. “That means you Miss Patrick. Start with your left foot
         and then your…”
      

      	
      “Thanks,” I grumbled as I bent to get in.

      	
      I didn’t know what the hell was going on. I wasn’t sure if he actually growled from
         behind me or if I was just worked up from what I had just heard those women say. 
      

      	
      Get your shit together Patrick! I scolded myself as I straightened my skirt and sat waiting for Xavier Steel to
         get in the car. He slammed the door and took his suit coat off, draped it over his
         arm, and walked to the front of the car.
      

      	
      “Here are the addresses James.” He handed him a piece of paper.

      	
      He walked around the car and threw his coat on the trunk. He loosened his tie and
         unbuttoned the top three buttons of his shirt. I saw some of a tattoo the shirt covered
         and remembered he was the same man I saw on the internet, naked, with a guitar. Serious about music? Yeah I bet. I watched as he took a deep breath and then grabbed his jacket.
      

      	
      He opened the door, slid in next to me, threw his coat over his lap, and let out a
         deep breath.
      

      	
      “Mr. Steel I am sorry if…”

      	
      He let out a low rumbling laugh. “Xavier. Please call me Xavier.”

      	
      “Fine. Xavier, we’re getting off on the wrong foot here. If I’m not what you want
         then…”
      

      	
      He laughed again and looked at me narrowing his eyes briefly. “We’ll work out just
         fine Taelyn. Late start to my day set the tone for me to be a little off. Let’s just go check out some of these buildings and move on from there.”
      

      	
      We visited four places. Some old buildings, office spaces at strip malls, and other
         shared spaces. None were the same and I was hoping to gain insight to what it was
         Xavier Steel was looking for. Which I didn’t. What I did see where four different
         female realtors, all pretty, all flirtatious, and all received smiles and the same
         type of behavior they gave him.
      

      	
      We broke for a late lunch, just him and I. I would be a liar if I said Xavier Steel
         wasn’t a beautiful man. His body was long and lean; you could tell that it was amazing.
         His dress pants were riding low on his waist and on the looser side. The exception
         was his ass. The pants clung to them. 
      

      	
      I grew up in a home with men who were genetically predisposition to have beautiful
         builds, so it wasn’t as if something like that could, or would, affect a woman like
         me. I was nearly engaged and very happy with the man Daniel was. He liked me to be
         a lady. I was pretty sure Xavier Steel wasn’t like that. I bet he was into those club
         girls. The ones whose dresses where too tight and way too short.
      

      	
      He pulled out the chair for me and I sat. “Thank you.”

      	
      He sat across from me and it was unavoidable, I had to look at the man, really look
         at him and I wasn’t comfortable at all doing that. As the women earlier mentioned,
         Xavier had amazing eyes. He also had a square jaw, full lips, and hair that was thick
         and unruly on top. He was a very attractive man. Very attractive to girls everywhere
         we had been today and I’m sure girls everywhere in general. Like all the girls we
         had met today. All would have loved to have them in their bed. You could see it in
         the looks they gave him and the return conceited, arrogant, somewhat alluring, return
         smolder in his eyes made everyone aware he knew it too.
      

      	
      “Tell me about Harvard.” He asked as he picked up a menu and looked at it.

      	
      “Well, it’s in Massachusetts.” He lowered the menu so I could see his whole face now.
         “It’s an Ivy league…”
      

      	
      He leaned back in his chair looking very amused. “I’m well aware of what it is Taelyn.
         I’m asking about your boyfriend.”
      

      	
      “Daniel?”

      	
      “Harvard works, but fine, Daniel.” He looked down and unbuttoned his shirt sleeves
         and pushed them up. More tattoos.

      	
      “He’s going to be a doctor.”

      	
      “Save the world, that kind of thing?”

      	
      “No. His parents are both doctors.” I felt myself getting a little upset. “This is
         personal.”
      

      	
      “We’re at lunch. Two people sharing a meal. It’s that kind of atmosphere.” 

      	
      Sarcastic ass. “Fine. If we’re on a personal level tell me what it is exactly you
         plan to do.”
      

      	
      “Start a production company.”

      	
      And that’s all he said.

      	
      “With your family backing you, but you won’t use their office space?”

      	
      He tensed a bit but tried not to show I had just struck a nerve.

      	
      “No. I plan to do it myself. There’s nothing wrong with working for what you have
         Miss Patrick.”
      

      	
      We were back to Miss Patrick now. And what the hell did he know about hard work. “I’m
         not afraid to work.”
      

      	
      The waitress approached the table before he had a chance to respond and his jaw snapped
         shut. 
      

      	
      He ordered a porterhouse steak, salad, and a side of spaghetti. I watched the waitress
         ogling him and honestly felt embarrassed for her. I assumed she was thinking the same
         thing all the office women were saying about him.
      

      	
      “Taelyn?” I looked across the table. “You wanna order or do you want me to do it for
         you?”
      

      	
      “Sorry, Caesar salad with grilled chicken please.” I handed her the menu.

      	
      “This isn’t a date Taelyn. Order real food.” His eyes smiled and I looked at him and
         smiled back. He looked up at the waitress and winked, “All set, thanks babe.” I rolled
         my eyes and he looked at me curiously. “Did I do something wrong?”
      

      	
      “Babe?”

      	
      “Habit. If I call you that will you be offended?”

      	
      “Mildly, but I’ll let you know.”

      	
      “Bad ass huh?”

      	
      I was confused and he could tell. He chuckled again. Arrogant ass. I was ready to
         let him know how unaffected I was by him. That just because the office women and the
         waitress were visibly shaken by him, I was actually immune.
      

      	
      “Look, wrong foot and all aside. My vision for the company I want to start is not
         all this stuffy suit shit. I want to build a team of people who love music. People
         that at five o’clock aren’t rushing to the door, but are so damn deep in their heads
         and the sounds we create together that they want to stay after five. They want it
         to stay four o’clock forever. No one wants to go to the bar to find someone to fuck
         through the evening hours just so they can fall asleep feeling that buzz, because
         they will have the buzz at the company. I want something different so that they don’t
         wake up in the morning and dread going back to a damn stuffy job with people they
         have to smile at and pretend they like. They won’t have to do that because they will
         want to go to work because that is where the buzz will be. I mean, for fuck sake,
         I walk into Steel and it’s ‘Hello Mr. Steel, good morning Mr. Steel, how was your
         night Mr. Steel, this Mr. Steel that,’ it’s fucking nauseating.”
      

      	
      His smile lit up his face as he continued.

      	
      “I want to find the damn kid who was picked on because he wasn’t cool enough to hang.
         The one who, instead of banging the cheer captain, went home and finger fucked his
         guitar or banged his drums like he wanted to bang the football captain’s girl. I want
         the kid who went to bed every god damn night with head phones on listening to his
         favorite songs to escape the reality of an abusive or absent father. I want the girl
         who wasn’t good enough to hang with the it crowd, who dove into the piano letting
         her fingers tickle the ivory while she created perfection because she was fucking good enough. I want the guy dressed in all black to have his voice and the
         notes he belts out be his ultimate orgasm. I want people the people, who were told
         they couldn’t be shit, to live and breathe something other than a twisted up blunt.
         I want their high to be the notes, the melodies, the beats, the songs that live inside
         them. I want them to be who they are and be seen. Not what the stuffy ass production
         company suit told them. I want to be the one to help them find who they are without
         walking onto a stage where some British fuck tells them they’re not marketable. Fuck
         Simon Powell and his fucking boy band breeding ass.”
      

      	
      His hands were clenched into fists on the table.

      	
      “Here you are Mr. Steel.”

      	
      His shoulders slouched a bit and he groaned a thank you.

      	
      I couldn’t help but smile. He was so passionate about building his company.

      	
      The waitress walked away. “See, Mr. Fucking Steel.”

      	
      “Xavier.”

      	
      “Yeah Xavier,” He smiled and his eyes danced a bit. “So Taelyn, what do you say. You
         in?”
      

      	
      “I am. Tell me where we go next boss.”

      	
      “Not boss. I don’t sign your paycheck, Steel Incorporated does. We’re a team.”

      	
      “Sounds good but still, where do we go next?”

      	
      “We pick a place. These four were no good. I know it. But there has to be somewhere--.”

      	
      “What’s wrong with Steel? It’s a great location. Mr. O’Donnell’s assistant took me
         to see the basement I think. It looked great. There…”
      

      	
      “I don’t want to walk through those doors every day. I don’t want this to be part
         of that business. I want to build something great on my own accord.”
      

      	
      “Are you the youngest?” 

      	
      “What’s it matter?” He scowled.

      	
      “Just wondering. Have you at least looked at it?  It’s huge.” He started to interrupt and I held my hand up stopping him which seemed
         to shock him. “Wouldn’t it be cheaper to break down a wall? The building is on an
         incline so it’s a walk out. There is a separate parking area in the back. You wouldn’t
         even have to walk through those doors. Break down the wall and build your own entry.
         It would be a great place to start.”
      

      	
      “To clients it would look like I’m a rich fuck playing business man using my families’
         money.”
      

      	
      “Or it’ll look like you have your shit together.” I responded and then took a bite.

      	
       He smirked. “I’ll look at it. But when we get huge I build my own damn building.”

      	
      “It’s a suggestion, that’s all.”

      	
      We finished eating and he looked at his watch. “What time are you kicking off?”

      	
      “I don’t know. I’m actually starting to like this whole idea and not looking to five
         o’clock.” He laughed. “Forever four?”
      

      	
      He looked at me curiously.

      	
      “Did I say something wrong?”

      	
      “Not at all Taelyn. Not at all.”

      	
       

      
   
      
      Chapter 5

      	
       

      	
      Caving - X

      	
       

      	
      By the end of the week I caved and we would be starting at Steel, for now. It was
         a massive space. The ceilings in the front part were over twenty feet high. It used
         to be the shipping department when the building was used as a manufacturing plant.
      

      	
      A week later I let Abe know. He was happy as hell. 

      	
      I kept myself busy during the day with contractors. Gabe Falcon’s crew was doing the
         work. I planned to take out a loan to get the work done but Abe talked me into letting
         Steel pick up the tab.
      

      	
      “It’s a write off. Building improvements.” Abe patted my back.

      	
      “No fucking way. If this fails, I won’t listen to it from…”

      	
      “Good afternoon Mr. O’Donnell. Xavier don’t say the F word.” Taelyn gave me a little
         smile as she handed me a cup of coffee. 
      

      	
      “Thanks, what’s this?” I held up the cup, “Coffee?”

      	
      “Yep, from Rockin’ Joes.” She smiled. “I was watching you-tube and came across this
         kid, Memphis Black, who plays the guitar and sings. He works at Rockin’ Joes. So I
         thought I would swing by and see if he was there. He wasn’t but I hope maybe someday
         when I drop in I can hand him a card and say, ‘Hey Memphis you ever feel like trying
         this thing for real give us a call’.”
      

      	
      “You’re stalking a boy? How would Harvey feel about that?”

      	
      “Who?” 

      	
      “Harvey, Harvard, Dr. …”

      	
      “Daniel.”

      	
      “Yeah him.”

      	
      “He knows where my heart is.”

      	
      “But does he know who you bring coffee in the morning?”

      	
      Her face started to turn that shade of pink that had given me partial chub for the
         last week.
      

      	
      Yeah, I wanted to fuck Miss Patrick, I wanted to fuck her until that bun fell out
         of her hair. Until she would lay limp over my desk and would loosen the fuck up. When
         she did loosen up she was a lot more fun.
      

      	
      The first day when I caught her listening to the receptionists talk about banging
         us Steel men and how it shook her was the second time in ten minutes she made my cock
         twitch. Then she bent over in that skirt to get in the car, it was full on Steel.
         I had to lose my jacket just so I could cover my hard on when I got in the fucking
         car.
      

      	
      She was one of those girls. The ones who needed to be fucked hard and licked raw.
         The ones who act like they have a stick up their ass. A stick I wanted to twist a
         bit and ram in and out until she had her first anal orgasm. 
      

      	
      She rolled her eyes at me, “I hope it’s cold.” 

      	
      Then she walked in the back where one day would be completed offices and four sound
         booths. 
      

      	
      “You behaving?” Abe whispered.

      	
      I looked at him and said nothing.

      	
      “You better not fuck this up. Your brother almost had himself in deep shit. He attended
         a few sexual harassment classes…”
      

      	
      “Lot of good that did him,” I laughed. “In Italy, I walked into Momma’s vineyard home
         and Bekah was tied to a wall.”
      

      	
      Abe tried not to react, he tried real hard to keep a poker face, but fuck if he didn’t
         look like he was intrigued by the idea.
      

      	
      “You into that shit too?” I laughed.

      	
      “That’s none of your business.” He hissed.

      	
      “Neither is my dick standing at half mass every time she’s around…”

      	
      “Xavier…”

      	
      “Half. I’m not fucking stupid Abe. Besides she’s in love,” I batted my eyes. “Love
         just fucks things up.”
      

      	
      “Like what?” Abe chuckled.

      	
      “Variety.”

      	
      “Xavier?” Taelyn called from the back as she walked out. “Did you file the paperwork
         to register your business?”
      

      	
      “Yep.”

      	
      She walked out with a notebook in her hand and a pen. “Oh really? What are you calling
         it?”
      

      	
      “Forever Four.”

      	
      She smiled so big it nearly caused a situation in my pants.

      	
      “Really?”

      	
      “Yes, really. It was a great name.”

      	
      “Did you come up with it Miss Patrick?” Abe asked.

      	
      “No, not really…”

      	
      “She did.” I patted her back.

      	
      “Only because you spoke about it with such passion.”

      	
      If I were the type of guy to go after another guy’s girl I could’ve had her. Passion.
         Taelyn likes passion.
      

      	
      “Alright I’m heading upstairs to lock up my office. See you both tomorrow?”

      	
      “See ya Abe. Tomorrow is Friday. Week two down Taelyn. You have plans for the weekend?”

      	
      “Daniel is coming to see me.”

      	
      “Harvey?”

      	
      She rolled her eyes and I laughed.

      	
      “Dr. Love?”

      	
      She smacked me and laughed.

      	
      “You’ll be a totally different woman on Monday Taelyn. You’ll probably be skipping
         when you come in.”
      

      	
      “You’re over stepping.”

      	
      “That’s over stepping?” I gasped.

      	
      “Yes a bit.” Her face started to turn pink.

      	
      “Because I know you’ll be getting laid this weekend?”

      	
      “Oh my God.” She closed her eyes.

      	
      “I will be getting the same thing. There does it feel better now?”

      	
      “No, yes, I don’t know!” I couldn’t help but laugh. “How does your girlfriend feel
         about you working so much?”
      

      	
      I just look at her. I want this shit to sink in, “I don’t have a girlfriend.”

      	
      She didn’t miss a beat, “Oh one of those.” 

      	
      “What’s that supposed to mean?”

      	
      She gave me a mock sultry look, “There’s just too much of me to go around.” She ran
         her hand down the front of her.
      

      	
      Full steel ahead, son of a bitch!
      

      	
      “Harvey used that line on you?” I walked into the back towards my desk. I needed to
         sit down and hide this shit.
      

      	
      She laughed as she followed behind me. “Of course not. He isn’t like you guys.”

      	
      I sat down and my pants were a bit too damn tight for my liking. “Us guys? You listening
         to office gossip?”
      

      	
      She sat and her face turned pink again. That’s right, take that.
      

      	
      “No.” Her voice squeaked. “I have brothers just like you.”

      	
      “Hot?”

      	
      “I never said that.” Her voice squeaked again.

      	
      “Well, do explain yourself Miss Patrick.”

      	
      “I have three brothers. All legends in their own minds. All think they can’t be held
         back. Men’s men you know, like you.”
      

      	
      “Well thank God you have me figured out.” I winked. “Now I have to figure you out.
         You just threw me way off with the brother reveal.”
      

      	
      “Let’s hear it.” She smiled.

      	
      “Princess. The hair and makeup always perfect. I bet you have perfectly pedicured
         feet and an every six week appointment at some salon in uptown. You’re probably groomed
         perfectly.” I waited for a response and her eyes slowly widened. “You act all uptight
         most of the time so either you’re a vanilla girl or you’re a freak in the sheets.
         I assume your Dad is loving and over protective and your mother stays home making
         sure there are fresh flowers on the table and dinner is served at exactly six at night.
         I bet you have your pretty little outfits ironed and hanging in your dressing room
         each morning. Am I close?”
      

      	
      “Almost. You forgot the maid and the birds that dress me every day.”

      	
      Lucky fucking bird.
      

      	
      “Not far off am I?”

      	
      “Oh you’re way off. But let me have a crack at you again. All I said was you thought
         you were all that. But since you dug so deep let me tell you what else I see.”
      

      	
      “Let’s have it.”

      	
      “Spoiled rich kid born with a silver spoon. You’re twenty?”

      	
      “Twenty three.” I nodded.

      	
      “You’re going through a phase in life that you have no clue who you would be without
         your family and you don’t like it. So you decide to get passionate about this.” She
         waved her hand around. “You wanna live an eternal party full of late nights and easy
         girls so the fact that you liked to wear your hat cocked to the side, and your jeans
         way too low as opposed to a suit to show off your gym made body, this,” she waved
         her hand around again. “Makes sense. The perfect part is you’ll have what it takes
         to hire people to make it work and sit back and enjoy the success while you wait for
         your balls to drop and sprout hair.”
      

      	
      I may have been pissed, maybe I should have been pissed, but I wasn’t.

      	
      “My balls dropped a long time ago. That would be the reason I like those low riding
         jeans. My lower half is of epic proportions; nothing needs to get squashed down there.
         Hair, not a fan of it. Which shows you that I am a gentleman. I hate to have any chick
         I’m with have to pluck it out of their mouth. Again, showing you how thoughtful I
         am. And Taelyn, I am offended by the hat comment. Look at my hair. It’s fucking beautiful,
         why would I cover this up unless it was just too damn cold out?”
      

      	
      Her mouth dropped and then we both started to laugh.

      	
      “Get up. I’m hungry and think a work dinner is necessary. Let’s roll.”

      	
      “I can stay here, go ahead.”

      	
      “I’m gonna feed you. You seem a bit cranky. That time of the…”

      	
      “Don’t even go there.”

      	
      I grabbed her coat and held it out for her to slide her arms in. “Thanks.”

      	
      “Do you say that to your morning birds?”

      	
      “You are so incredibly wrong about me.” She laughed.

      	
      “Which part, vanilla?”

      	
      She smacked my shoulder. “Everything.”

      	
      ~

      	
      We jumped in the SUV and she laughed, “No car?”

      	
      “Sorry Princess not tonight.”

      	
      I grabbed my phone and dialed the shop. Ricco answered.

      	
      “Hey Bro, what’s the traffic like down there?”

      	
      “Coast is clear dude, just like it has been for the past week after five.”

      	
      “No photographers hanging out in the bushes?”

      	
      “None man. You stopping down?”

      	
      “Yep, in about an hour. I have to stop at the house and grab some baggy jeans and
         a ball cap. See you soon.”
      

      	
      I threw it in reverse and backed out of the parking spot.

      	
      “You know you could have just pulled ahead.” She laughed as she buckled her seat belt.

      	
      “Unless you’ve been in my bed or sucking my,” she smacked my chest. “Fine, but don’t
         tell me how to drive. I was backing out so there was room to do this.”
      

      	
      I gunned the accelerator and then slammed on the emergency break so the SUV did donuts
         in the empty parking lot. She laughed and screamed so loud I had to do it again.
      

      	
      “You’re crazy!”

      	
      “Fun though right?” I laughed as I pulled out onto the road.

      	
      I turned on the radio and Team by Lorde was playing. “This song, Taelyn, is amazing. Listen to her voice. Nothing
         commercial about it, it’s pure. That’s the shit we need to find.”
      

      	
      “I love her music. It’s my shower jam.” She started grooving a bit and so did I.

      	
      “You play an instrument?”

      	
      “Do you?”

      	
      “Yeah.” I smiled.

      	
      “Let me guess, you have a baby grand piano in the family living room?”

      	
      “No, I finger fuck the hell out of a guitar and bang the hell out of the drums. I
         can play sax and trumpet too. Pretty much anything that I want to learn to play. So
         no, this isn’t just a joke for me. It’s who I am. You did hit the nail on the head
         with the family shit. I love them, would do anything for them but I’m a man and I
         need to make this happen because of my blood, sweat, and tears. No one else’s.
      

      	
      “That’s nice.”

      	
      “So spill it, you play anything?”

      	
      “I liked to sing when I was younger. But no instrument. Why, what did you think I
         played?”
      

      	
      “Flute.” Skin flute I thought.
      

      	
      I pulled up in front of Cyrus’s place. “Come on in. I need to get changed.”

      	
      She jumped out and followed me inside.

      	
      “Your house is nice.”

      	
      “Not mine, my brother’s.”

      	
      “Which brother?” She asked as she walked over to the fireplace mantle and looked at
         the pictures of Cyrus and Tara.
      

      	
      “Cyrus, the oldest.” I answered as I took my shirt off. “You’re going to need to change.”

      	
      She looked at me and away quickly.

      	
      “Taelyn you go to the beach?”

      	
      “Yes of course I do.”

      	
      “Then why are you looking away like I just flashed you my dick or something?”

      	
      “Your nipples.”

      	
      “Yeah?”

      	
      “Didn’t that hurt?”

      	
      “Briefly.” I grabbed her hand and put it on my chest. “Pull on them.”

      	
      She tried to pull her hand away and laughed nervously.

      	
      “Seriously Xavier?” She turned and looked at me but didn’t move her hand; she actually
         moved closer, then tugged a little and then laughed and covered her mouth. “Did it
         hurt?”
      

      	
      “No. Not at all.”

      	
      “Oh.” Was all she said. She was looking me up and down and I felt my cock chub. “What’s
         ‘Hold Fast’ about?” She asked as she pointed to my obliques. 
      

      	
      I licked my lips and looked at her, “You don’t want to know.”

      	
      “I did or I wouldn’t have asked.” 

      	
      “When you’re holding them you better hold on, and you better make it fast cause your
         ass is going to be in the palm of my hands and I’m going to lift you up and bury my…”
      

      	
      “Dear God,” she closed her eyes and again her face was getting pink.

      	
      The way she said dear God really put my dick into seek and destroy mode, so I laughed
         and walked into the bedroom to grab some clothes. I chanted in my head, Shawn White, Shawn White, Shawn White, hoping like hell the vision of that mess would supersede the way she gasped and
         said Dear God.
      

      	
      I threw my pants on the ground and grabbed a pair of jeans out of the closet and threw
         them on. Yes, they were loose and hanging on my hips, exactly where they should be.
         I grabbed one of Tara’s vintage tees, a pair of leggings, and a sweatshirt for me.
         
      

      	
      “Here. Bathroom’s down the hall, first door on the right.” I handed her the clothes.
         “Put these on.”
      

      	
      “But…”

      	
      “No buts, we need to get going. Your little suit coat and skirt won’t blend well where
         we’re going.”
      

      	
      When she walked out of the bathroom she was pulling the shirt down. “So, I am not
         an extra small. Nor will I be going in public with a half shirt on.”
      

      	
      “Looks good to me.” I walked around her.

      	
      She walked into Cyrus’s room and grabbed my shirt off the bed and put it on. “Do you
         have a belt in that closet?”
      

      	
      “Maybe?” I walked past looking at her and I reached up and pulled the clip out of
         her hair.
      

      	
      “Xavier!”

      	
      “Naughty school girl bun isn’t gonna work either.” I laughed as I walked into the
         closet. When I came out she was combing her fingers through her thick wavy auburn
         hair.
      

      	
      “Here you go.” I handed her the belt. 

      	
      She buttoned the bottom button of the shirt and buckled the belt as tight as she could
         and it hung on her narrow hips. “This is as good as it’s gonna get.”
      

      	
      Thank fuck for that. “Looks good, let’s roll.”

      	
      “Shoes. All I have are my pumps.” She said as she stopped at the door.

      	
      “Pumps are perfect.”

      	
      “I look like a hooker.” She scowled in the entry window looking at her reflection.

      	
      “No you don’t, let’s go.”

      	
      That hair, my shirt, pumps, and hooker talk were more than I could handle now. Fuck!

      	
       

      
   
      
      Chapter 6

      	
       

      	
      Princess Me

      	
       

      	
      I looked at the clock and it was seven. Time flies when you’re having fun. Fun. How
         is it that I’m actually enjoying this? 
      

      	
      “You remind me of my brothers.”

      	
      “Yeah you mentioned that.” His lips curled up. “So tell me about them.”

      	
      “Kaen, and Keller, are two years older than me. And Grady is two years younger.”

      	
      “That’s all I get? No deets?”

      	
      “Kaen and Keller are twins, they work for themselves. Grady worked for them but quit
         and went to college. Criminal justice major.”
      

      	
      “Your parents, was I right? Old money, Mom stays home?”

      	
      “Not at all. Dad’s worked for Boston PD for years. He should have retired by now but
         he’s stubborn. My Mom did stay home until Grady went to school. Then she worked at
         a local florist, so yes, she makes dinner and we often have fresh cut flowers on the
         table. Blue collar family, I’m not a princess.”
      

      	
      “That’s cool. Hard working family, nothing wrong with that.” He pulled into a dark
         alley between two buildings.
      

      	
      “Should I be afraid?” I laughed when he put the SUV into park and turned off the engine.

      	
      “What do you think I’m gonna do?”

      	
      “I don’t know kidnap me?” I laughed and unbuckled.

      	
      “I wouldn’t call it kidnapping, I prefer artistic adoption.” 

      	
      I laughed and got out of the vehicle.

      	
      I followed him to the back door of the building and he punched in a code and held
         the door open, “After you.”
      

      	
      “Do you know the owners?” I looked back as he kicked off the snow from his work boots.

      	
      “Yes, the Steel family.” He laughed as he walked by me and headed to the fridge. “I
         think you know the youngest, and hottest I might add.”
      

      	
      “And the one who’s the most humble,” a guy with pierced brows and a nose ring walked
         up and gave him a guy hug. You know the pat on the back and the shoulders tap.
      

      	
      “Ricco this is Taelyn. Taelyn this is Ricco. He’s one of the managers here.”

      	
      “Nice to meet you,” Ricco waved and grabbed a soda out of the fridge.

      	
      Xavier opened the freezer and pulled out a dish and groaned, “Thank God.”

      	
      “Hey that’s gold around here you know.” Ricco joked.

      	
      “Good thing you’re here tonight then. We might share it with you.” He held up the
         dish. “Momma Joe’s lasagna.”
      

      	
      “Josephina Steel?” I asked.

      	
      “Best cook in the world,” Ricco smiled. “Let me know when it’s done. I’ll be out front
         if you need me.”
      

      	
      He walked out and Xavier removed the wrapping and popped the dish in the microwave.

      	
      “Your mom cooks for all of your employees?”

      	
      “Yeah. She and my brothers took off for Italy after Thanksgiving. I stayed as long
         as I could. Felt like I was dying over there.” He pulled out a chair. “Have a seat.”
      

      	
      “Thanks.”

      	
      I smiled and looked around. “Before the hurricane this was a restaurant. Italian of
         course. My father and mother bought it when he retired from the Navy. We set up roots
         my sophomore year. Never stayed in one place long and honestly it never bothered me.
         Three brothers and two of the best parents in the world.” He stopped and looked around.
         I thought I saw something different in his eyes and then he chuckled. “Anyway, Dad
         died and the building was destroyed. We’re a blue collar family too. We would have
         lost everything if Momma hadn’t turned this place into a tattoo shop. We all worked
         here together. Busted our ass and built up a name. Never got rich but we lived well
         you know.”
      

      	
      “I’m sorry about your father.” I reached over and held his hand. 

      	
      He looked down and then rubbed his thumb across the back of mine and then sat back
         in his chair and linked his hands behind his neck.
      

      	
      “As I was saying, we never had a lot but we had enough. Lots of shit happened, bad
         shit, but we survived. My parents met in Italy when he was stationed there. Insta-love.
         Her family was very wealthy and forbid her to marry him but she didn’t care. She walked
         away from it all for my Dad. Her family disowned her. No matter how tough things got
         Dad would never even think about asking for her families’ help. Never. When my Momma
         Joe’s Mom died we inherited a fuck load of money, and a business. Momma said no, Jase
         and Cyrus persuaded her otherwise. I took off for a year and traveled Europe on my
         own dime. I never wanted all that. I wanted this. I wanted to work, be creative, and
         make it on my own. I know Dad wouldn’t be pissed but I can’t say he wouldn’t be disappointed.
         I didn’t want to be part of that disappointment.”
      

      	
      He was looking at the ceiling and seemed lost in thought. Then he sat forward.

      	
      “We hid it from the world. No one connected a bunch of tattooed, pierced, fuck ups
         to Steel Incorporated. We all did shifts here still. Ricco and Kat, the managers knew,
         but they’re like family so it was cool. Then some stupid fucking picture goes viral
         and we are all over the news. No connections to Steel, yet, but there are reporters
         that hang out here waiting for a glimpse at us.”
      

      	
      “Why? I don’t get it.”

      	
      “Cause we are hot, tattooed bad boys Taelyn. Eligible bachelors. It’s fucking stupid
         but we all took off to put distance between us and the media circus. Momma is so hell
         bent that I’m gonna get my heart broken by some money grubbing female if that connection
         is made that she almost forbid me to come back. Crazy fucked up shit isn’t it?” He
         laughed.
      

      	
      “No, that’s what family does. I think its sweet she is worried about your heart.”

      	
      He stood up and pulled the pan out of the microwave using his sleeves as pot holders.

      	
      “Not sweet. She’s cock blocking me. Telling me to be careful. I swear to you I can’t
         do the shit I used to and that kills me. I just wanna go out and drink and dance and
         fuck you know?” He turned around and handed me a plate of lasagna.
      

      	
      I took the plate. “Thanks. Xavier that’s not what you want. You said the other day
         that you wanted to find the people who use those escapes and help them achieve their
         dreams and goals.”
      

      	
      He laughed. “Yeah, if their life sucks but mine doesn’t.”  He sat down and took a
         bite. “Fuck me. This shit almost gets me hard. Stop pushing it around and take a bite.
         I swear you’ll be sneaking in here to raid the freezer too.”
      

      	
      The door opened. “What the hell man did you forget me?”

      	
      “Ricco stop being a bitch, your plate’s on the counter.”

      	
      They talked shop and ate like, well, like my brothers.

      	
      Ricco looked over at me, “You have any ink?”

      	
      “No none.”

      	
      “A virgin man, we should do her together.” He laughed.

      	
      I looked at Xavier. His expression was blank and then he looked at me and laughed.
         “You want that?”
      

      	
      “No, I’m good.”

      	
      “Come on girl. How about a piercing? We could do that too.”

      	
      “No honest to God I’m all…”

      	
      “She said no man, back off.” Xavier looked at Ricco and Ricco looked back at him.
         Both staring each other down. 
      

      	
      Then Ricco laughed. “Dude, you drank the water in Italy.”

      	
      “Fuck off Ricco.” Xavier laughed and stood up.

      	
      “No you seriously drank it didn’t you?”

      	
      “Don’t you have a tit to pierce or something?” Xavier shoved him and took his plate.

      	
      “Yeah I’m sure I do man. Nice to meet you Taelyn. I’m sure I’ll see you around.” Ricco
         waved over his shoulder as he walked out.
      

      	
      Xavier took my plate. “You want more?”

      	
      “No. Thanks though, that was amazing.” I stood and walked to the sink and grabbed
         some cleanup wipes and then wiped down the table. “Thanks for bringing me here. I
         have a totally different perspective on you now.”
      

      	
      “Enlightening huh?” He threw the left over pieces on a plate and covered them and
         put them back in the refrigerator.
      

      	
      “Yeah.”

      	
      He rolled his neck stretching it and the muscles in it bulged a little. He opened
         his eyes and looked at me. I smiled at him. He didn’t return the smile and looked
         away.
      

      	
      “I didn’t bring you here for all that shit. I forgot to bring in the real reason I
         came. I’ll be right back.”
      

      	
      He walked outside and was gone for just a minute, when he returned he smiled briefly.
         “Come on out front. I’ll show you around.”
      

      	
      We walked down a hallway with three doors on each side. He opened the one with an
         X on it.
      

      	
      “This is my space. Where I ink and pierce people.”

      	
      “You miss it?”

      	
      “Yeah I do. There’s a lot of cool people who come in and out of these doors. I’ve
         met a lot of chicks here.”
      

      	
      “Hook up central?” I laughed.

      	
      “It happens you know. Some broad walks in and pulls up her shirt, the next thing you
         know you’re helping her tits get hard so you can pierce them. Then the next thing
         you know they’re bent over your table taking your cock in their wet…”
      

      	
      “Alright I’ve heard enough,” I laughed.

      	
      “No you haven’t. I fuck a lot of women Taelyn. A lot of women.”

      	
      I patted his back, “Good job. That’s quite an accomplishment.”

      	
      He glared at me and then, “They want it just as bad, sometimes more than I do.”

      	
      I was confused as to why he was being so, crude. It was like he was trying to make
         me angry. The thing is it wasn’t.
      

      	
      “Okay.” I looked at him and he was still holding a box. “What’s in the box?”

      	
      He looked down. “The reason for this trip. Cards, flyers, things for Ricco to hand
         out to some of the clients here that may be interested in working with me.”
      

      	
      “Great idea.” I smiled and reached for the box. “Can I see?”

      	
      He set it on the table and opened it.

      	
      “I’ll be back, I’m gonna give Ricco the list of people I want him to share this with.”

      	
      He walked out and I looked at the cards. The design was amazing. The logo was beautiful.
         The “O” in forever looked like a clover, but not really.
      

      	
      I walked down the hall and I heard Xavier’s growl. “Back off. None of your fucking
         business Ricco.”
      

      	
      “Nothing wrong with it.” Ricco laughed. “Your brothers acted the same...”

      	
      “I’m not a fucking sell out. I know who I am. I’m Xavier fucking Steel. No different
         than I was before the hurricane man. Stop your shit talk or you can walk.”
      

      	
      “You fucking kidding me man?” Ricco laughed.

      	
      I cleared my throat and held up the card. “Maybe the Irish in me but this O almost
         looks like a clover.”
      

      	
      Ricco started rolling and Xavier stormed over to me and took the card. “You’re fucking
         crazy. Ricco I’m out, meet me at the bar when you lock up. I need to get fucking laid
         tonight.”
      

      	
      I felt my purse vibrate and pulled my phone out. 

      	
      “Daniel.” I whispered.

      	
      “Dr. …”

      	
      “Yes.” I nudged him. “He said he’d see me tomorrow.” I held up the phone so he could
         see the picture of Daniel.
      

      	
      “Jewish?” Xavier asked as he rushed me out the door.

      	
      “Yes why?”

      	
      “You Catholic?”

      	
      “I’m Irish, of course I’m catholic.” He opened the SUV door for me and I got in.

      	
      “It’ll never work out.” He slammed the door and I laughed.

      	
      He walked back in the building and was gone for a couple minutes before he returned.

      	
      “I’ll take you home.”

      	
      “Two and a half more hours of work Mr. Steel.” I reminded him.

      	
      “I’m going to the bar. I’m gonna get loaded and I’m gonna go home and fuck the luckiest
         girl in that place until she can’t speak. Then I’m gonna fuck her again.”
      

      	
      I laughed. “Good, I wanna go so I can tell you why she’d be all wrong for you.”

      	
      “Why would you want to do that? You’re going to get laid tomorrow. We’ve been working
         late every night this week and I need to get laid. You’re killing my game Taelyn.”
      

      	
      “Oh come on, it’ll be fun. I go out with my brothers sometimes. I’ve even given them
         thumbs up and thumbs down signals based on the vibe I’m getting. I can help you out.”
      

      	
      He laughed a dark malicious laugh.

      	
      “Your Mom did hire me to keep you …”

      	
      “Fine. Fine. I can have James come get you at midnight.”

      	
      “Perfect.”

      	
      ~

      	
      We walked into a packed club and he grabbed my hand, “Stay close. Its ladies night,
         all the freaks are out.”
      

      	
      “I’ve never been here before. The music’s good.”

      	
      “Average,” He leaned in and yelled over the crowd. “Just a DJ. There are cooler places
         to go. Next week we’ll check some out.”
      

      	
      “Sounds good. You feeling alright? You seem tense.” 

      	
      “Just ready for the weekend that’s all.”

      	
      “Am I that hard to deal with?” I joked.

      	
      “Huge pain in the ass.” He squeezed my hand and only then did I realize he was still
         holding it. I gave it a tug. “Um Xavier?”
      

      	
      “Just till we get through the crowd to the bar. Wouldn’t want you to get lost or hurt
         while you’re still on the clock.”
      

      	
      He pulled me behind him and grabbed my other hand and pulled me tight against him
         as he plowed through the people. Once at the bar he turned around, letting go of one
         hand. Someone bumped into me and pushed me into him.
      

      	
      “Watch it asshole!” He said as he pulled me against him and looked down as I was looking
         up. “You alright?”
      

      	
      I nodded. We were crammed against each other and it seemed a little weird. A little,
         but not completely. 
      

      	
      He turned us and pushed me back.  “Have a seat.”

      	
      I turned towards the bar and he set both hands on opposite sides of me caging me as
         he leaned over. “Two shots of tequila, a Johnny Walker on the rocks, double and?”
         He looked at me waiting for my reply.
      

      	
      “Vodka and cranberry please.” I yelled to the bartender.

      	
      “Keep a tab Tom?”

      	
      “Sure thing.” The bartender walked away.

      	
      “I don’t like tequila.” I yelled back to him.

      	
      “You’ll need it.”

      	
      “Why?” I laughed.

      	
      “’Cause I’m gonna make you dance in about ten minutes.” 

      	
      ~

      	
      Three shots and two drinks later and he was dragging me onto the dance floor and I
         was laughing.
      

      	
      “I have pumps on!”

      	
      “Say it again.” He bit his lower lip.

      	
      “Pumps?”

      	
      “Yeah say it.” He chuckled as he pulled me against him.

      	
      “Pumps.” I laughed.

      	
      “You’re fucking loaded Patrick.”

      	
      “I’m Irish. I can handle my alcohol.” I put my hands on his shoulders. 

      	
      “Irish, you better move your hands a little lower or you’re gonna be in trouble.”
         He smirked.
      

      	
      “Why?”

      	
      “Hold, fast remember? I’m buzzing hard and my hands normally would’ve been hoisting
         your ass up by now. Fair warning.”
      

      	
      I laughed and moved them down.

      	
      “Much better. You were about to be impaled on the dance floor.” 

      	
      “You wouldn’t dare do that in public.”

      	
      “I could carry your ass out of here so fast your head would spin.”

      	
      “You are so cute Xavier.” I poked his chest.

      	
      “Cute?”

      	
      “Uh huh, like a little puppy dog.”

      	
      “‘Irish’ you wouldn’t say things like that.”

      	
      “‘Irish’ you’d take it as a compliment. I like you Xavier Steel.”

      	
      He smiled at me. “How much do you like me?”

      	
      “Right now a lot. But I’m a little tipsy. ‘Irish’ this room would stop spinning and
         ‘Irish’ that guy didn’t look so much like Daniel.”
      

      	
      He looked over.

      	
      “I think that is Harvey. We should go say hello.”

      	
      “He’s not here! Not until tomorrow.”

      	
      “Let’s go find out. You won’t try to take advantage of the guy if he’s not just because
         you’re drunk and he looks like your guy would you?”
      

      	
      “You never know. I don’t drink a lot because I tend to get…”

      	
      “‘Irish’ you wouldn’t finish that sentence Taelyn or I may not be able to control
         what I do to you.”
      

      	
      We danced closer to the Daniel look alike. “It’s Daniel. It’s really him Xavier.

      	
      “Go get your guy.”

      	
      I walked up to him and tapped him on the shoulder. He turned and nearly choked on
         his drink.
      

      	
      “What are you doing here?” We both asked at the same time.

      	
      “Are you drunk?” He gasped.

      	
      “Maybe a wee bit.” I leaned in and kissed him. 

      	
      “Taelyn, public display?”

      	
      “So?” I laughed and wrapped my arms around him tight. “I missed you.”

      	
      He patted my back. “I missed you too. That’s why I came. I was waiting until after
         you were out of work. I hoped to surprise you.”
      

      	
      “You did Daniel. You really did?” I felt like I was going to cry.

      	
      He pulled me away from him. “Now would you care to share with me what you’re doing
         at a bar without me?”
      

      	
      “I’m working. My boss Xavier,” I turned and saw Xavier dancing with a brunette. He
         was looking at me and I waved. He didn’t wave back. What he did was kiss the girl
         he was dancing with. His eyes were wide open watching me and Daniel as his hands moved
         down her body. I watched her put her hands on his obliques and he pulled away from
         her kiss. He smiled and waved. I looked at Daniel and he waved back.
      

      	
      He finally closed his eyes and kissed the girl hard on the mouth. Her hands moved
         up to that spot that he warned me about and I watched as his hands traveled down to
         her ass. He lifted her up and I watched him walk out the emergency exit to what I
         assume was an alley.
      

      	
      I looked at Daniel. “You wanna get out of here?”

      	
      He was staring at the door Xavier had just exited. “No. I think I’d like to meet your
         boss first.”
      

      	
       

      	
       

      	
       

      	
       

      	
       

      	
       

      	
       

      	
       

      	
       

      	
       

      	
       

      	
      Chapter 7

      	
       

      	
      Hung over- X

      	
       

      	
      I went into the office to meet Gabe, and I was hung over as fuck. 

      	
      “Late night?” He laughed.

      	
      “No, but scotch and tequila don’t mix well.” 

      	
      “No really?” 

      	
      “Nope. So walls go up next week?”

      	
      “They do. You have any equipment yet?”

      	
      “Nah, I’m waiting on a guy. He says he can get me some decent boards and recording
         equipment for a good price. I just need to give him a week or so. It’s all moving
         along though.”
      

      	
      “Second hand equipment? Not the newest on the market?”

      	
      “No. I have a budget man. I wanna be smart about this. No money coming in yet so I
         sure as hell don’t want to spend any more than I have to.”
      

      	
      “X, look around, you have money now. Why not use it?”

      	
      “That’s Steel money, not Xavier money.”

      	
      “You’re a Steel man,” he patted my shoulder and laughed.

      	
      “I am. I know where I came from too. I’ll make my own way.”

      	
      “You think your brothers didn’t?”

      	
      “I didn’t say that. Jase went to school for business. Cyrus did the Navy thing. Zandor,
         well he found his way. I’m finding mine. It’s hard enough letting them pick up the
         tab here. Doesn’t seem right.”
      

      	
      “Life is good man, enjoy it.” Gabe nodded and walked away.

      	
      The elevator doors opened from behind me and Abe walked out as he was sending a text.

      	
      “Welcome to the real world. What brings you down to hell man?”

      	
      “Just checking in and bringing you Miss Patrick’s pay check.” He handed me an envelope.

      	
      “Cool. I want receipts for all the money Steel puts into this so that when we fly
         I can pay it back.”
      

      	
      “Unnecessary but that’s fine.” Abe looked around. “You’re sure about this? You want
         to be down here X, it’s dark and damp and…”
      

      	
      There was a loud crashing sound and then a gust of cold air blew from the new hole
         in the building.
      

      	
      I laughed, “Not dark anymore.”

      	
      “And then there was light.” Abe chuckled.

      	
      “It’s gonna be cool. You wait.”

      	
      “I don’t doubt it. It’s also gonna be cold as hell down here.”

      	
      “I think I’ll live. You go back up to your nice cushy office and I will call you when
         it’s warm enough for you to come back.”
      

      	
      “Will Miss Patrick be too cold?”

      	
      I huffed, “I doubt it. She’s with the Harvard boy. Apparently he decided to surprise
         her by coming into town last night instead of tonight. Saw him at a bar last night.”
      

      	
      “You and she were at a bar?”

      	
      “Work stuff Abe, chill out.”

      	
      “You trying to bang her?”

      	
      “No. I don’t fuck around with chicks who aren’t interested.”

      	
      “But you’re being careful of who you bed?”

      	
      I thought about last night and the chick in the alley. “I’m fine man.”

      	
      “Just be careful.”

      	
      I reached in my pocket and pulled out a cock sock, “Never leave home without it.”

      	
      ~

      	
      The wall went up fast. A little over half way up it was brick and then a huge window
         letting in much needed light. I decided to go get something to eat and stop by the
         home improvement store. 
      

      	
      I sat alone in the restaurant just a few blocks away from Steel. I was dog ass tired
         and it was only noon. I grabbed my phone and sent a text to Taelyn telling her to
         take the day off. She should spend it with her guy and that it was cold at the office.
         She didn’t reply.
      

      	
      I have no clue why it pissed me off that she was probably in bed with that douche
         but it did. I needed to put some distance between her and I. Two weeks straight of
         spending more time than necessary wasn’t cool, not at all. I never hung out with chicks.
         Never talked about my life, past or future with them and I needed to nip that shit
         in the bud. 
      

      	
      It needed to be more professional, but I didn’t want that type of atmosphere for Forever
         Four either. Forever Four, what the fuck was I thinking when I sketched the logo?
         She saw it. I hadn’t even recognized it but she fucking saw it. 
      

      	
       I had no clue what I was gonna do because she was creeping in. I was kissing a girl
         last night while I looked at her. I wanted it to be her. I wanted her to get jealous,
         fucking jealous, like I was that she was hanging on that fucktard!
      

      	
      ‘You drank the water,’ Ricco had laughed at me. It was funny shit too, unless it’s
         your dumb ass self being sucked in by the girl. And the most fucked up part of this
         was if I wanted to see where it led I couldn’t. Why? Because she was with Harvey,
         Dr. Douche, fucking Daniel.
      

      	
      My phone rang in my pocket and I was hoping it was her. It wasn’t, it was Gabe Falcon.

      	
      “What’s up Falcon?”

      	
      “Don’t plan on coming back. The fucking window fell and smashed all over the fucking
         place. Because SOME IDIOT wasn’t paying attention to FUCKING detail!”
      

      	
      I laughed knowing some poor son of a bitch was in trouble.

      	
      “Not funny X. It’ll be three business days before another one comes in, it’s Friday
         and its fucking cold. We can still work in this shit but your, lady friend, probably
         won’t fair well.”
      

      	
      “Lady Friend?”

      	
      “Oh that’s right she’s an employee right.”

      	
      “Yes!”

      	
      “Man you need to get laid.”

      	
      “Did last night.”

      	
      “Maybe you where plugged into the wrong hole.”

      	
      “Gabe?”

      	
      “Yeah man?”

      	
      “Go fuck yourself. Have a good weekend. And don’t call, send me a text.”

      	
      I hung up and thumbed through my messages. Angel had sent one. Good she’d be tonight’s
         lay. 
      

      	
      There was another from Ricco. 

      	
      -Jessie G is playing in the city. Just left with a new piece. I think you should check
            him out. Meet me at eleven if you want. He’s one hell of a guitarist.

      	
      Perfect, I could bang Angel, then go out and call it work. Maybe pick up something
         else while I’m there to fuck. I’d find the right hole to plug into tonight to wipe
         the thought of Taelyn right out of my head. 
      

      	
      I messaged Ricco back

      	
      -Sounds perfect

      	
      I dialed Taelyn to let her know what’s up. She and I would meet in the office on Monday.

      	
      “Hello.”

      	
      The fuck answered her phone.

      	
      “Taelyn around?”

      	
      “Who is this?”

      	
      “Xavier Steel.”

      	
      “She’s in the shower. Can I give her a message?”

      	
      “This Daniel?”

      	
      “Yes, who else would it be?”

      	
      “No idea. Let her know she doesn’t have to work tonight. And that on Monday we’ll
         meet at the office.”
      

      	
      “I will tell her. I’ll be joining my fiancée in the shower in a couple minutes.”
      

      	
      “Good for you man.”

      	
      “You know she’s not some whore you bang in the alley.”

      	
      “Why is that any of my concern?”

      	
      “I was wondering the same thing. Then she laughed at me when I asked her if you hit
         on her.”
      

      	
      “Makes no sense but I’ll humor you. When did I hit on her?”

      	
      “Watch yourself man.”

      	
      “Are you for real? That girl loves you right?”

      	
      “Sure does. Takes care of me very nicely too.”

      	
      “Great. I don’t need to fuck a girl who is already fucking someone else. There is
         plenty of pussy out there.”
      

      	
      “But you have to be careful about who you choose. That’s what Taelyn said in her drunken
         stupor last night. So if that’s a way of leading her into considering an affair with
         you, I’m gonna tell you, back off or you’ll be sorry.”
      

      	
       “We all have to be careful Daniel. But I can assure you I’m not into planning who
         and when I fuck. And I’m certainly not into backing off if some stupid mother fucker
         tries to challenge me at something. You want to do that Daniel? Make this a game?
         Or do you want to listen to the fact that I am not into trying to bang some guy’s
         bitch!”
      

      	
      “Not a challenge or a threat Steel. I’m telling you she is mine, step back.”

      	
      “Don’t you have a shower to take man?” This guy was a fucking tool.

      	
      “Yes. When I’m in her who do you think she’ll be thinking of?”

      	
      “No idea man but if you’re doing it right it’ll be you she’s thinking about.”

      	
      “Don’t you worry about how I do it.”

      	
      Game on mother fucker.

      	
      “When you get in the shower do me a favor. Turn her around facing the wall. Bend her
         over and see if you think that little cluster of freckles on her right inner thigh
         is shaped like an X. If it is give it a lick for me. Don’t stop there either. I bet
         she tastes good. Keep moving up and try it out. Then text me the details…”
      

      	
      “You mother…”

      	
      “Nice chat douche.”

      	
      I hung up the phone. Fuck him! And fuck her. Why was she telling him my business?
         What the fuck!
      

      	
      I walked across the street and ordered a drink. One turned into two, two turned into
         three, and three turned into more, many more. 
      

      	
      I ended up returning Angel’s text. She came to the bar, had a drink and she drove
         my vehicle to Cyrus’s place. 
      

      	
      I didn’t like the way things went down with Angel. She was asking where I had been
         hiding all week. I explained to her that I was busy. Never had to before and never
         would again. That hook up was done after tonight.
      

      	
      I finger fucked her hot little cunt all the way there. I needed to get laid. Not just
            get laid I needed to fuck the life out of someone so I could shut this shit in my
            head off.  

      	
      I fucked her mouth first, then her pussy. And I fucked it again. She was passed out
         when I got out of the shower. So I had accomplished what I set out to do.
      

      	
      I laid down and yanked at the blankets she was laying on top of and she opened her
         eyes. She moved under them and yes, I covered her up. I fell asleep and when I woke
         up it was nine thirty and she was gone. Thank God.
      

      	
      I had an hour to get something to eat and head to the city.

      	
      ~

      	
      Jessie G was fantastic. He killed it on lead and base and his voice was gruff. Not
         poppy. I couldn’t wait to get our, MY, place up and running.
      

      	
      I saw Ricco wave to someone and looked up.

      	
      “What is she doing here?” I hissed at him.

      	
      “She called the shop. Said you weren’t answering your phone and wanted to know if
         everything was alright. I told her to stop over tonight.”
      

      	
      “Hey Ricco.” She slid in next to him. “This the guy?”

      	
      “Good huh? Xavier seems real interested.”

      	
      “That’s nice.” She smiled as she looked at her phone.

      	
      I reached in my pocket checking to see if I had mine and I didn’t. Shit.

      	
      “He plays base and lead.” Ricco told her.

      	
      “Did anyone record it?” She asked Ricco.

      	
      She was completely ignoring me. 

      	
      “What the fuck do you have to be pissed off about?” I snapped at her.

      	
      She looked over and glared at me.

      	
      “Fuck that. I am pissed at you!”

      	
      “I’m going to grab some drinks.” Ricco slid out and smirked as he walked away.

      	
      “Let’s keep this professional shall we Mr. Steel?” She hissed.

      	
      “Sure thing Babe, how about confidentiality? You signed paperwork on that didn’t you
         Babe.”
      

      	
      “Yeah sure, but you didn’t. You told Daniel to hop in the shower and check out my
         inner thigh saying that…”
      

      	
      “Hold the fuck up. Your Dr. Dickweed answered your phone and told me to check myself.
         Said you told him I was hitting on you? Then HE told me he was getting ready to take
         a shower with you and I told him, have fun. That’s how that shit…”
      

      	
      “Now you hold up! I’ve known Daniel for a long time; he would never say something
         like that. But guys like you, well that’s another story. You’re all legends in your
         own minds. The fucking Alpha dogs who think…”
      

      	
      “You’re wrong! By the way, where is your little fucking liar tonight? He seemed hell
         bent on keeping you away from me and well look at you now, stalking me…”
      

      	
      “Stalking you? Pfft. In your dreams…”

      	
      “What the fuck do you call it?”

      	
      “Work ethic Mr. Steel. Not let’s blow off, eat dinner, chit chat, and then go get
         drunk and dance!”
      

      	
      “Is that so?”

      	
      “Yeah that’s…”

      	
      “You’re so fucking naive. Your boyfriend shows up at a bar a day early? So why don’t
         you tell me about him?”
      

      	
      “He was surprising me! That’s what men like Daniel do. He’s kind and gentle. He doesn’t
         hop in the shower when I’m trying to cleanse my body!”
      

      	
      I had to laugh at that. “So then where is Mr. Fucking Perfect tonight Babe?”

      	
      “It’s the Sabbath! He’s Jewish! Morals you know!”

      	
      “What the hell does that mean?”

      	
      “Moral?” She laughed an angry laugh.

      	
      “Nice Taelyn.”

      	
      “Not that it’s any of your business but we’ve been apart for a while. He doesn’t want
         the temptation on…”
      

      	
      “You really need to wake up Babe. He’s not different than the rest of us. Worse if
         you ask me. Us guys, guys like me, don’t make promise’s we won’t keep, and we don’t
         lie to get the night off.”
      

      	
      “What the hell is that supposed to mean?”

      	
      “It means wake up! He’s playing you.”

      	
      “Delusional that’s what you are. Oh and P.S. It’s a birth mark not an X!”

      	
      Ricco sat a trey of drinks on the table and our spat stopped.

      	
      “Tequila?”

      	
      “No!” We both snapped.

      	
      We sat and listened to the last set. I couldn’t wait to get out of here. Prissy ass
         bitch.
      

      	
      The bar was starting to empty and I glanced over at Taelyn. She was looking towards
         the exit. The look on her face was pure heartache.
      

      	
      “You okay?” I grabbed her elbow as she started to walk away.

      	
      She pulled it away. “I’m fine.” She looked at Ricco. “Nice to see you.” And she all
         but ran out the door.
      

      	
       

      	
       

      	
       

      
   
      
      Chapter 8

      	
       

      	
      Lies

      	
       

      	
      I pushed through the crowd and saw the BMW pull up to the curb. Daniel took the keys
         from the valet and opened the door for a blond and patted her ass when she got in.
         He pulled money out of his pocket, tipped the valet, winked at him and grabbed his
         own crotch. When he got in I saw him lean over and kiss her. My stomach turned and
         I felt like I was going to throw up.
      

      	
      I should have ran up and beat on the window, let him know I was here. Let him know
         I had watched him touch her. Kiss her. But I was frozen. My body began to shake and
         I couldn’t move. My stomach lurched and I tried to cover my mouth but I wasn’t fast
         enough. I threw up in the middle of the crowd.
      

      	
      “Awe dude she hurled!” I heard people laughing and some making sounds of disgust and
         I finally gathered enough strength to move.
      

      	
      I ran towards the alley and tears began to fall like a late July rain. I felt an arm
         grab me around the waist and pull me against him. I didn’t even have to look back
         to know who it was. I could smell him. Feel his warmth consume me. I tried to pull
         away and he held tighter.
      

      	
      My legs turned to jelly as I cried and he just stood there holding me up. I was trying
         to stop and I couldn’t. I was hurt, ashamed, embarrassed, disgusted, and the pain
         in my chest wouldn’t go away.
      

      	
      I don’t know how much time had passed when he grabbed behind my legs and scooped me
         up like a baby, carried me to his SUV and sat me in the front seat. He got in and
         drove. He didn’t say a word and neither did I. 
      

      	
      We drove through the tunnel from the City back to Jersey and in less than an hour
         he pulled into Cyrus’s place. He killed the engine and got out. My door opened and
         he held his hand out for me. I took it and followed him in. After both of us removed
         our shoes I walked into the kitchen behind him. He pulled out a chair and motioned
         for me to sit.
      

      	
      “Water or booze?” He asked quietly.

      	
      I shrugged as the tears started falling again. I covered my face not wanting him to
         see the ugly cry that was going to happen.
      

      	
      I heard him set something in front of me and then I felt his fingers push my hair
         away from my face.
      

      	
      “Tell me what to do and I’ll do it.”

      	
      He tipped my chin up and pulled my hand away from my face.

      	
      “Tell me to go find him and kick his ass and I will.”

      	
      I shook my head no and took the tissue he handed me.

      	
      “I just want to go home and shower and sleep. I just want to forget what I saw. How
         did you know? How did you…”
      

      	
      “You ran out the door. I followed you. You looked upset and I couldn’t get through
         the crowd without making a commotion. You looked like you didn’t want that type of
         attention. Then you got sick and ran.”
      

      	
      “All of it? You saw all of it?”

      	
      “I saw you. That’s what I saw. I saw you Taelyn.” He scowled and ran his hands through
         his hair. “I’m not good at this shit. There’s a beer and water. You’re not going home,
         you’ll stay here. I’m gonna run you a bath.”
      

      	
      “I stink.” I closed my eyes. “You were right. I am just a stupid naïve--.”

      	
      “No. Don’t say shit like that. You have a good heart. I’m sure when you fall like
         that for someone, you expect them to be falling right alongside you. You sure as fuck
         don’t expect that shit.”
      

      	
      “There’s valet parking there?”

      	
      “What?” He looked confused.

      	
      “Valet parking. He tipped the valet and got in our vehicle and kissed that girl. He
         kissed her hard too not like he kisses me. He tipped the valet, and kissed the girl
         and…”
      

      	
      “No.”

      	
      “No-- what?”

      	
      “I didn’t pay a valet.”

      	
      “He did. I am so stupid. I am so fucking stupid!”

      	
      “No you’re not--.”

      	
      “I am! You have no idea how -- God, how could I have not seen this!” I stood up and
         walked to the door. “I need to get out of here! I need to…”
      

      	
      “To what? You aren’t going anywhere. Come on, sit down, and I don’t know -- talk?”

      	
      I couldn’t help but laugh at his expression. “I’m sure you’re pissed off at me for
         --.”
      

      	
      “I’m not pissed anymore. I’m concerned about the fact that you seem to think you’re
         stupid. I mean what; because he cheated you’re stupid? That’s fucked up Taelyn. You
         didn’t do anything --.”
      

      	
      “I didn’t protect myself.”

      	
      “What do you mean like condoms and shit?”

      	
      I laughed again but now I was getting annoyed with him. “I’m going home. You either
         take me or I’ll fucking call a cab.” As soon as the words left my mouth I laughed
         out loud. “I gave him a check. I don’t have any money to pay for a cab because instead
         or enjoying the college experience I am working to pay for car insurance and part
         of his fuck place in --.”
      

      	
      “Hold up. He takes money from you?”

      	
      I opened the door and walked out, he was right behind me. “I want to be alone!”

      	
      “Then be alone in the damn house Taelyn. It’s fucking cold outside.” 

      	
      He grabbed me again and I tried to pull away. He threw me over his shoulder and smacked
         me on the ass. Which made me cry. 
      

      	
      “If I get fucking frost bite and lose a toe I’m gonna kick his ass and yours.” He
         grumbled as he walked into the house and kicked the door shut. “You’ll be taking a
         bath and getting cleaned up, because yeah you kind of smell like vomit. Then you’ll
         drink enough to pass out and sleep until noon. Then and only then I will take you
         home to deal with your shit.”
      

      	
      “No!”

      	
      “Fight me all you want but I’ll win.”

      	
      He walked in the bathroom with his hand on my butt and started the shower.

      	
      “I suggest you put me down damn it!! I have done a real good job keeping my temper
         in check. You really don’t want me to unleash…”
      

      	
      “Do whatever you need to.” He laughed and then walked into the shower.

      	
      “What the hell!”

      	
      He dropped me on my feet and held me under the water.

      	
      “You’ll feel better.”

      	
      “Get out!”

      	
      “You gonna wash up or you gonna be--.”

      	
      “Screw you!”

      	
      I tried to move around him and he turned me around and pulled me against his chest.

      	
      “I’ve wrestled two hundred pound drunks in the shower. You’re not all that…”

      	
      “I don’t think I’d be sharing that information with many people asshole.”

      	
      “That’s not what I meant.”

      	
      “Your story, tell it however you want.”

      	
      “Drunk buddies who smelled far worse than you…”

      	
      “Again you shouldn’t be--.” He turned me around and let go of me.

      	
      “You’ll be just fine.” 

      	
      I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. He grabbed the back of my hair and pulled
         it back so that my head was under the water. I stood and let the water pour over me.
         I opened my eyes when I felt him start to massage my hair.
      

      	
      “I can do that.”

      	
      He held his finger over my lips and continued. I should have stopped him but it felt
         good. Like when my mom washed my hair as a child. 
      

      	
      He was done and I finally leaned forward and opened my eyes.

      	
      “Do you have conditioner? If I don’t use it my hair will…”

      	
      “Look like Shawn Whites?” He smirked

      	
      “You’re picking on me when I’m hurting?” 

      	
      “Sorry just trying to make you smile.”

      	
      “How would you like it if I said with initials like XS, I wonder why you would be
         so impressed with--.”
      

      	
      “Oh, this is not the time or the place to have that discussion.” He laughed and so
         did I. “Wasn’t trying to hurt your feelings Taelyn.”
      

      	
      “I know. I was just trying to make this situation well -- I have no clue. This is
         messed up.”
      

      	
      He reached over and grabbed the conditioner and I held out my hand.

      	
      “Which part is messed up?” He laughed and motioned around us.

      	
      “All of it.”

      	
      “Okay I will leave you to finish up.” He stepped back completely soaked and laughed.

      	
      “What’s so funny?”

      	
      “Nothing.”

      	
      “No tell me. I could use a laugh.”

      	
      “I’ve never been in the shower with a girl who was clothed and so was I.”

      	
      “Kind of funny.” I rubbed the conditioner through my hair.

      	
      He stepped out of the shower and I could see him through the curtain. He pulled his
         shirt off and dropped it in the sink and then he let his pants fall to the ground.
         I stepped back and closed my eyes.
      

      	
      “I’ll leave a couple towels out here and grab you some clothes. Just drop yours in
         the sink with mine.”
      

      	
      I heard the door shut and leaned against the wall and cried some more as I undressed.

      	
      When the water started to get cold I turned it off and stepped out.

      	
      ~

      	
      I walked out into the kitchen drying my hair. He was sitting on the island.

      	
      “Water or this?” He held up a bottle.

      	
      “What is it?”

      	
      “Jameson’s Irish Whiskey. You’re Irish so I thought maybe you’d like some.” He poured
         two shots and handed me one. I hesitated and he smiled, “You deserve this. Take it.”
      

      	
      “To getting fucked over.” I held up my shot.

      	
      “To showers in clothes.” He tapped my shot. “That was very sweet by the way, thank
         you.”
      

      	
      “I’m not sweet. But we are on the same team. Someone fucks with my buddy, they fuck
         with me.” He poured two more shots. “To buddies.”
      

      	
      “To buddies.”

      	
      I drank it down again.

      	
      “You hungry?”

      	
      “Not at all. This is good though.” I reached over and poured another shot for each
         of us.
      

      	
      “You trying to get me drunk?”

      	
      “No, I’m trying to take my buddy’s advice. Get drunk, sleep till noon, and then deal
         with my shit.”
      

      	
      He walked over and turned on the sound system and then came back and leaned over the
         island and poured two more shots. 
      

      	
      “What are you thinking?”

      	
      “So many things.”

      	
      “You think your brothers are gonna--.”

      	
      “Oh God. They’ll go crazy. I hadn’t even thought of that.”

      	
      “Let ‘em.”

      	
      “Xavier, they don’t need to know. God! How fucked up is this? It can’t even be just
         my hurt. It’s everyone’s.”
      

      	
      “Say’s the girl who told me to accept family help.”

      	
      “It’s different.”

      	
      “I know. Just trying to change the subject. Didn’t mean to pile more on you.”

      	
      “No, I wanna talk about it. I wanna talk it out of my system so that tomorrow I can
         tell him to go straight to hell.” I grabbed the bottle and took a swig and handed
         it to him. 
      

      	
      “Do you think you’ll see him? I mean it is still the Sabbath.” He bit his lip.

      	
      “See how stupid I was? We didn’t have sex on the weekends because of his religious
         beliefs. We lived together and he was gone every weekend because I was too much of
         a temptation? What the hell was I blinded by?”
      

      	
      “Good sex?”

      	
      “No, I don’t know? Not much to compare it to except, well I can get myself off.”

      	
      “Did he ever watch you?”

      	
      “No,” I laughed and took another drink. “Are you kidding, he’d have flipped his switch.”

      	
      “He’s an idiot. There’s nothing hotter than watching a girl get herself off.”

      	
      “You had girlfriends do that?” My voice squeaked and I took another drink.

      	
      “No girlfriends.”

      	
      “Oh that’s right. So how the hell are you gonna help me?” I laughed.

      	
      “Well, I can tell you for damn sure if you were my girlfriend I would fuck you all
         night Friday and Saturday.”
      

      	
      “If you were my boyfriend, I’d make you.”

      	
      “Oh yeah?” He smiled.

      	
      “Hell yes, your one of those guys. I wouldn’t trust you when you weren’t in my bed.”

      	
      He frowned, “Not just because I look like this?”

      	
      I laughed and took another drink and handed him the bottle, he took a drink.

      	
      “If you were mine, I’d watch you get yourself off.”

      	
      “How kind of you.” I rolled my eyes.

      	
      “I’d give you a hand or a tongue if you needed my help. See, I would be a nice boyfriend.”

      	
      “If you were into that I’m sure you’d try.” I took another drink and laughed. “If
         you were my boyfriend I would tattoo my name on your forehead.”
      

      	
      “Why’s that?”

      	
      “So whenever you were on top of someone else they’d see my name.”

      	
      “Well if you were mine, I would make sure you truly understood what the benefits of
         having a guy like me were.”
      

      	
      “Oh please humor me. What would they be?”

      	
      “If you were mine, I would kiss you until you thought your lips were on fire.”

      	
      I laughed. “That’s it?”

      	
      “I’d be in the shower with you when I stayed over, not answering a god damn phone
         call. I would wake you up every weekend with deep long licks between your thighs.
         If you were mine, you wouldn’t be going out on a Friday night alone because I would
         be with you. If you were mine, we wouldn’t be out all that much because I would be
         thinking about licking your pussy all the damn time. If you were mine, no one would
         hurt you and live to see the next day. If you were mine, Taelyn Patrick, I would cut
         my balls off and sell them before I asked you to pay for my fucking place or car insurance
         or money to tip a fucking valet. If you were mine, the only crying you’d be doing
         would be my name in bed or wherever it was that my cock was between your legs. If
         you were mine, you’d be happy and free. If you were mine, I’d be damn sure I would
         ruin you for anyone else who was waiting in the wings for me to fuck up. And if you
         were mine, they’d have to wait for a long fucking time for that to happen.”
      

      	
      I swallowed hard. “But you’re not that kind of guy.”

      	
      “Apparently not.” He took a drink and handed it to me. “But what I am is your buddy
         and if there is anything you need, I will do my best to give it to you.”
      

      	
      I looked around the room that now seemed to be alive and moving a bit.

      	
      “I blame my brothers.”

      	
      “Oh yeah? Why’s that?”

      	
      “I never dated. Anyone I was remotely interested in got beat up.” He laughed. “I never
         even dressed like a girl, did my hair, or makeup. Shit you saw the pictures. I may
         as well have been a boy. But when I went away, it all changed. So I blame them for
         all this. I should’ve lived like they did. Like you do.”
      

      	
      “I would be one hell of a wing man.”

      	
      “Oh yeah?” I went to grab the bottle, he took it, and handed me a water. “Yeah, you’d
         be a hoot.”
      

      	
      “You need to be at least half alive tomorrow girl.”

      	
      “Buzz kill.”

      	
      “I will take that as a challenge. Monday me and you are gonna live it up. I’m gonna
         show you one hell of a time.”
      

      	
      “Promise?”

      	
      “Yes I do. I will be the best wing man you’ve ever seen.”

      	
       

      
   
      
      Chapter 9

      	
       

      	
      Wings -X

      	
       

      	
      She started to sway on her stool and I went and helped her stand up. “Let’s tuck you
         in.”
      

      	
      “Xavier?” She slurred. 

      	
      “Taelyn?”

      	
      “Thank you.”

      	
      “Anytime.”

      	
      “You got me drunk again.”

      	
      “I did.” I grabbed her as she stumbled towards the hall. “Buddies fuck.”

      	
      “Wow, okay?”

      	
      “We’re not that kind of buddies right?”

      	
      “Not tonight.”

      	
      She laughed. “Maybe we should. I’m sure he’s fucking her, so why would it be so bad?”

      	
      “Because you’d be thinking about him and I don’t want that shit.”

      	
      “I’ve never had an orgasm, well not with him. I’ve had plenty by myself.”

      	
      We walked into the bedroom and I let her plop on the bed. What the fuck was I doing?
      

      	
      “I’m sure the next guy will help you out.”

      	
      “You. You’re the next guy.” She yawned and laid down. “That way I know my rebound
         fuck won’t expect more from me than a piece of ass.”
      

      	
      “You sayin’ you want me as your rebound fuck?” Say yes, say yes.
      

      	
      “Uh huh,” she smiled and her eyes closed.

      	
      I picked up her legs and put them on the bed and her eyes popped open.

      	
      “I’m not wearing any panties. You got them all wet.”

      	
      “See? I am that good.”

      	
      She giggled and rolled to her side. 

      	
      “I liked you washing my hair.”

      	
      “Tell me what else you liked.”

      	
      “I liked you --.I just like you.” And she fell asleep.

      	
      I should have gotten that shit on tape. Had a contract drawn up, done something so
         she’d remember that in the morning. Damn. Damn. Damn.
      

      	
      I turned out the light and started to walk out the door.

      	
      “Xavier?”

      	
      I stopped and turned around.

      	
      “Taelyn?”

      	
      “Will you stay? I mean just to sleep. Not fuck. Will you stay in here with me so when
         I wake up I don’t wake up alone? I’m so tired of being alone.” 
      

      	
      I walked over and got into bed.

      	
      “I never thought someone could be so lonely when they were with someone. Not just
         because of tonight but since we moved in together. Isn’t that weird?”
      

      	
      “I thought you were asleep.”

      	
      “I was but the room moved.” She tried to sit up and laughed at herself when she couldn’t.
         “So don’t you think it’s bad? I mean if you love someone--. This sucks.”
      

      	
      “Sorry girl.”

      	
      “Do you have clothes on still?”

      	
      “Jogging pants.”

      	
      “Do I?”

      	
      “Yes Taelyn, you do.”

      	
      “Can you hold me?”

      	
      I moved over and put my arm behind her head and she rolled onto me. One arm across
         my chest and one knee bent, resting real close to my dick.
      

      	
      “You always smell good. And warm, you’re always warm.”

      	
      “You too. Go to sleep.” Please go to sleep before I fuck you proper at an improper time.
      

      	
      It was foreign to me to have a female sleep in my bed that I actually wanted there.
         It wasn’t because I wanted to do her either, not yet anyway. I was less pissed off
         that I was falling for her and more accepting the idea that she may be someone who
         I could explore the idea of a relationship with. I wouldn’t be promising her forever
         but, when she was ready, I would be promising her that while we were doing all the
         filthy, nasty, hot as fuck things running around in my head, I wouldn’t be doing it
         with anyone else. And then I stole a kiss. Just one and not one that was full of lust
         or desire. Not one because I was prepping her for what was coming next. But one kiss,
         my lips to hers just to see how it felt. And fuck if it didn’t feel right. 
      

      	
      ~

      	
      I woke up in the morning and she wasn’t in my bed. I was exhausted. Every time she
         woke up, she’d ask questions. Normally drunk chicks bugged the hell out of me but
         not her. I will admit I’m a prick to most people’s standards but I don’t fuck girls
         who aren’t begging for it and I don’t take advantage of weakness.
      

      	
      I sat up willing myself to get out of bed. I walked around and when I looked everywhere
         and realized she had left I was pissed. I went to grab my phone and saw a note.
      

      	
      -Thanks for last night? Not sure what all went on but I woke up clothed and so were
         you. I will see you Monday. Thank you for all the help. TP
      

      	
      I grabbed my phone anxious to see if she had seen him, to see if she was alright,
         and to make sure she told the fucker she was done.
      

      	
      “Hello.” It was him.

      	
      “Let me talk to Taelyn.”

      	
      “She’s in the bathroom.”

      	
      “I don’t give a fuck. Let me talk to her.”

      	
      And he hung up the phone. Mother fucker!

      	
      I called back and my call went immediately to voice mail. 

      	
      I jumped in the shower and washed up quickly. I jumped out and messaged her.

      	
      -You need to call me. Work emergency. X

      	
      Then I sent a message to our resident snoop at Steel.

      	
      -Address for Taelyn Patrick ASAP, like right fucking now. X

      	
      I threw my clothes on and grabbed the keys and out the door I went. 

      	
      I knew she was in the city so I headed towards the tunnel and my phone rang.

      	
      “What’s up?”

      	
      “Xavier, we have a problem.”

      	
      “She okay Abe?”

      	
      “Who?”

      	
      “Taelyn.” I felt my heart beating so fast against my chest, anticipating the worst.
         I was sure she had quit, had decided she wasn’t gonna stay on because I fucking over
         stepped.
      

      	
      “Your picture’s online. Well one of you with some chick in an ally and another or
         what I assume is your dick in a girl’s mouth. Apparently Xavier Steel, our hot bachelor
         of Forever Steel, has been discovered.”
      

      	
      “Oh fucking well I don’t give a shit.”

      	
      “And they connected Steel Incorporated. You were supposed to stay the fuck away from
         the shop. Away from gold digging--.”
      

      	
      “So fucking what? I don’t give two hoots about that shit. Have you heard from Taelyn?”

      	
      “Of course I haven’t but--.”

      	
      “Fuck!”

      	
      “What did you do now?” Abe’s tone rubbed me the wrong way.

      	
      “That’s really none of you God damn--.”

      	
      “It is. Have you ever considered--.” He stopped talking. “And there is now a picture
         of you in bed with a redhead that just popped up. Xavier Steel doesn’t seem to have a type. Looks like we all have a shot--.”
      

      	
      “Great. Turn that shit off and get me her address.”

      	
      “Yeah let’s see how that turns out. She’s gonna love that in a two weeks’ time you
         fucked two other girls. It’s a lawsuit waiting to happen. Damn it Xavier!”
      

      	
      I was getting a text from George. “Yell at me later, I have more important shit to
         deal with.”
      

      	
      I hung up and tapped the address to get directions. Twenty minutes. Twenty fucking
         minutes away. 
      

      	
      I pulled up in front of what appeared to be a student housing apartment building and
         thank fuck I found a spot right in front. I fed the meter and crossed the street.
         I stopped when I saw the intercom and wondered if she’d let me in. Nothing felt right
         at this moment, it was like the world had turned sideways. 
      

      	
      Lucky for me two chicks slid their key cards through the lock and giggled as they
         were looking at me. I gave them a wink, just to ensure I could throw them off for
         a moment to sneak inside.
      

      	
      I ran up three flights and looked for apartment 332. I found it and stood for a moment
         taking in a few breaths before I knocked on the door.
      

      	
      I waited for just a moment and then knocked again. The door cracked open. “Go away
         or so help me God I’ll spray you.”
      

      	
      I was looking at a can of pepper spray. “Taelyn?”

      	
      She pulled it away and looked through the crack.

      	
      Her lip quivered and tears fell hard.

      	
      “I want to be alone.”

      	
      “Okay. Can I use the bathroom before I drive back?”

      	
      She nodded and wiped her face.

      	
      “Can you unlock the chain?”

      	
      She closed the door and I heard the chain clanking against the door. “It’s open.”

      	
      I walked in to a very bare apartment. A small table was on its side and she picked
         it up. Her back was to me and she pointed. “Over there.”
      

      	
      I went to the bathroom, I didn’t really have to but there was no way I’d be leaving
         so damn soon. 
      

      	
      When I walked out she was sweeping up what appeared to be her smashed cell phone.

      	
      I grabbed the dustpan and squatted down. 

      	
      “Please don’t.” Her voice broke.

      	
      “Come on let me help.”

      	
      “Xavier. I really don’t want anyone here right now. I want to be alone.”

      	
      I took the broom from her and swept up the mess and emptied it in the garbage.

      	
      “You left.”

      	
      “I think I embarrassed myself enough last night.”

      	
      I watched as she looked at the air mattress and then wiped her face and walked to
         the one window in the small studio apartment.
      

      	
      “I didn’t think so. I thought we had--.”

      	
      “What? We had what?”

      	
      I walked over and placed my hands on her shoulders and she jumped. I didn’t move my
         hands. I held a bit firmer. “I don’t know why, but I’m not embarrassed.”
      

      	
      I turned her to me and then tried to push some of her hair away from her face. “Don’t.”
         She pulled it back.
      

      	
      I held her chin and pushed her hair back. “Look at me.”

      	
      She dropped her hands hiding her face and sobbed. “Please don’t. Please don’t say
         anything.”
      

      	
      I pulled her tightly against me and her body shook as she sobbed. Thankfully, because
         seeing her lips had been bloodied and the bruised cheek that had been hidden by her
         hair made my body tremble in anger.
      

      	
      I don’t know how the fuck I missed it. The way I felt, the unease that I had felt
         from the moment I woke up alone. I’d never felt like that. The turned over table,
         the shattered phone, her hair was a mess, and the fact that she didn’t come to the
         phone when I called should have been all I needed.
      

      	
      But no. I was fighting the fact that I may have feelings for her. What a fuck up I
         was. Well it wouldn’t happen again.
      

      	
      “He--.”

      	
      “I hit him first. I--.”

      	
      “It doesn’t matter. Not one fucking bit Taelyn. Jesus Fucking Christ. Did you call
         the cops?”
      

      	
      “No! No, I hit him first.”

      	
      I picked her up and went to sit on the mattress to hold her, to calm her while I tried
         to calm myself.
      

      	
      “No, not there. Xavier--.”

      	
      “Did he touch you? Did he--.”

      	
      “No, no please--.”

      	
      I sat her on the counter and kissed her head. “Stay.”

      	
      I opened her closet and grabbed a suitcase and filled them with her clothes, everything
         I could get my hands on. She didn’t stop me either. When I had shoved every article
         of clothing of hers in a suitcase I walked into the bathroom and threw all her toiletries
         in a duffel.
      

      	
      I walked out and noticed for the first time she was in a bath robe. I grabbed a sweatshirt
         and a pair of leggings out of her bag and she looked at me.
      

      	
      The sadness in her face, the way her normally squared shoulders and proper composure
         had turned into what reminded me of an abused animal. Her eyes lacked the normal shine
         and she looked hollow.
      

      	
      I untied her robe and pulled it off her shoulders and quickly noticed the hand marks
         on her biceps. I closed my eyes and pulled her against me. “He will pay for what he
         did to you.”
      

      	
      “I broke his nose.”

      	
      I pulled away and looked at her, “You what?”

      	
      “I told you I have a temper.”

      	
      “Good. I’m gonna break his face. Did he rape you?”

      	
      “No. He held me down. I couldn’t get up,” She sobbed. “I tried so hard and I wasn’t
         strong enough. He held me down and it was forever. Hours? I was so afraid. The look
         in his eyes was terrifying. I was so afraid.”
      

      	
      “You don’t have to be ever again. He won’t be hurting you, not ever again.”

      	
      “Xavier?”

      	
      “Yeah?”

      	
      “I’m cold.”

      	
      “Sorry, Jesus Christ,” I pulled the sweatshirt over her head. “What the hell are you
         doing to me? You’re fucking naked and I don’t even notice.”
      

      	
      “Sorry.”

      	
      “Jesus I need to shut my damn mouth.”

      	
      I pulled her off the counter and held out her pants.

      	
      “I just got out of the shower. I don’t have -- I can do it.”

      	
      “Right. Of course you can. Sorry Taelyn. I am so sorry.”

      	
      ~ 

      	
      We drove down the street to Cyrus’s place. It was covered with photographers.

      	
      “What’s going on?” Taelyn asked.

      	
      “Oh you know.” I laughed. “You sleep well?”

      	
      “Yes, but what’s all this?”

      	
      “Photographers. Apparently I’m big news. We’ll be staying elsewhere.”

      	
      She had my phone when I looked over.

      	
      “You calling home?”

      	
      “No I’m googling your--. Oh my God.” She gasped.

      	
      “That bad? Fuck. I should’ve been more careful. I really don’t give a shit. I mean--.”

      	
      “Your penis is on google and you’re not worried about that?” She gasped.

      	
      “Why? Does it look small?”

      	
      She laughed. For the first time in two hours she laughed. 

      	
      “Okay Babe, I’m glad your laughing but answer the damn question would ya?”

      	
      “Bigger than Daniel.”

      	
      “Good fucking answer.” I laughed.

      	
      “Is this us? Is this last night?”

      	
      “Taelyn. I haven’t seen them and I’m driving girl. But if it looks like a duck, and
         quacks like a duck--.”
      

      	
      “Ha ha, very funny. Oh, oh wow.”

      	
      “Do I need to pullover? This is fucked up. You’re checking out my goods--.”

      	
      “You saw my boobs today.”

      	
      “I wasn’t trying.”

      	
      She set the phone down and leaned back and closed her eyes.

      	
      “Tired?”

      	
      “Exhausted. I could sleep for a week.”

      	
      “I bet.”

      	
      “Where are we going?”

      	
      “My sister-in-laws old pad. They won’t make the connection.”

      	
       

      	
       

      
   
      
      Chapter 10

      	
       

      	
      Irish

      	
       

      	
      We pulled into a gated apartment complex. It was pretty upscale. When we got to the
         gate Xavier leaned out the window and bumped fists with the guard. 
      

      	
      “Sam, I’m staying here for a while. Don’t let anyone in that you don’t know.”

      	
      “She staying too?” Sam smirked.

      	
      “She is. Key please.”

      	
      He handed Xavier the key. “There’s a code you know.”

      	
      “Well aware of it. Thanks bro.”

      	
      He looked over at me and handed me the key. “That’s all you.”

      	
      “I can’t stay here.” I looked around.

      	
      “Why not?” He drove through the parking lots avoiding the speed bumps.

      	
      “School?” 

      	
      “Tuesday’s and Thursday’s right?”

      	
      “Yes. I--.”

      	
      “James will get you there. No worries.”

      	
      “I’m so tired.”

      	
      “Your face hurt Irish?”

      	
      “Irish?”

      	
      “It’s either that or Lucky.”

      	
      “I don’t feel very lucky right now.”

      	
      “Alright, we can stick with Babe?”

      	
      “No way,” I tried not to smile.

      	
      “Irish. That’s it. Irish.”

      	
      “What’s wrong with my given name?”

      	
      “Too many syllables.”

      	
      He pulled up into the driveway and jumped out. I opened the door and got out. 

      	
      He punched in the code. “Welcome home Irish.”

      	
      “Irish has two syllables.” 

      	
      He laughed. “I like it though, it’s you.” He opened the door.

      	
      I took a deep breath and tried to straighten myself, to act appreciative, to be normal
         but instead I felt my body slouch.
      

      	
      “You want me to carry you in?”

      	
      “No. I just want to sleep.”

      	
      “Stairs are straight ahead and then turn left. I’m gonna grab your bags. Head up,
         I’ll meet you in the master bedroom. We didn’t sleep till noon Irish.”
      

      	
      “Irish is two syllables.”

      	
      He stopped and turned around and looked at me. He smiled like my Dad did when I cried
         because I scraped my knee.
      

      	
      “We’ll discuss some other time.” 

      	
      He turned and was out the door.

      	
      I walked up the stairs and found the room, 

      	
      I heard him on his phone whispering to James, I assume.

      	
      I pulled down the covers and laid down. 

      	
      I could hear Xavier bounding up the stairs and I closed my eyes. I didn’t want to
         talk anymore I wanted to sleep, to cry…
      

      	
      “You asleep?”

      	
      “Yes.” I answered dryly.

      	
      “Okay.”

      	
      I heard him set the bags down and then heard him walk towards the bed.

      	
      He let out a loud breath. 

      	
      I opened one eye and he looked around anxiously.

      	
      “It’s okay that I sleep right?”

      	
      “Of course.”

      	
      “Are you gonna stand there hovering over me?”

      	
      “Maybe.” He shrugged and gave me those concerned eyes again.

      	
      “Are you waiting for an invitation?”

      	
      “Probably.”

      	
      I pulled the covers back, “Come on.”

      	
      He pulled his shirt over his head, walked to the other side of the bed, and laid down.
         He huffed out another breath and I rolled to my back and looked at him.
      

      	
      “I am so sorry. I wish there was something I could do. No one’s lived here for a while
         so there’s no ice or pain meds or…”
      

      	
      I leaned up and kissed him as a thank you. Just a thank you.

      	
      A sound escaped from his chest against my lips that made me not want to move away.
         He didn’t pull away either. His lips slowly moved across mine and lightly pressed
         on the spot that hurt the most. I felt his breath against my lips and then the tip
         of his tongue lightly caressing that same spot.
      

      	
      He leaned over me and ran his hand up my neck until his fingers were threaded through
         my hair. He kissed me harder as he lowered my head to the pillow. Again his chest
         vibrated and I, not only heard it, but felt it.
      

      	
      This wasn’t intended, but it was, God it was nice. The pressure of his lips lightened
         and I raised my hand to his shoulder. The connection between our lips was broken but
         his lips continued to give me feather light kisses across my sore cheek bone and then
         continued to my ear and down my neck.
      

      	
       He moved back to my lips and gave me one last kiss before the connection was gone.
         I didn’t dare open my eyes. I wouldn’t know what to say. His hands caressed my cheek
         and face as he kissed my forehead.
      

      	
      When I felt his hand leave my face and the bed shift I finally opened my eyes and
         stared at the ceiling. I glanced over and he was doing the same. I quickly looked
         away so he wouldn’t see me. His arm reached across my body to grab my hand furthest
         from him. He pulled it gently so that I was in the same position I woke in this morning.
         
      

      	
      His arm wrapped around behind me and he held me.

      	
      “That was--.”

      	
      “My dick is hard. I swear to God one more word I’m gonna come in my pants. Please,
         I am asking you as nice as I know how Irish, shut the fuck up and go to sleep.”
      

      	
      I wasn’t sure how I would go to sleep. All I could think about was how good he tasted
         against my lips. How attentive he was. How it wasn’t just a kiss, his lips caressed
         my face. The sounds that came out of him I had never heard before. All I could think
         about was wanting more. 
      

      	
      “Xavier?”

      	
      “You trying to make me crazy, it’s working.”

      	
      “Thank you.”

      	
      He placed a kiss on my head and rested his chin there.

      	
      ~

      	
      I woke and it was already getting dark. I could smell him. Xavier smelled of body
         wash and a light touch of cologne. Very clean, very sexy, and not overpowering.
      

      	
      I sat up and stretched. I looked around wondering where he was. On the nightstand
         was a bottle of water and a couple ibuprofens. I took the pills and drank them down.
         The water was still cold so I knew he must be around.
      

      	
      I got out of the most comfortable bed I had ever slept in and went into a bathroom
         bigger than the one at my family’s home. My duffle was sitting on the counter and
         I dug through it until I found a comb and a hair clip. I tried to make sense of my
         hair planning to just clip the sides up but there was no sense to be made. I twisted
         it into a mock French twist and clipped it up. Then I brushed my teeth.
      

      	
      I walked down the hall, down the stairs, and I could smell something delicious. 

      	
      I walked towards the music playing softly and found Xavier standing with his back
         towards me. A towel was thrown over his shoulder covering very little of his bare
         back.
      

      	
      He had changed into black sweats that hung just low enough on his hips so that I could
         see the top of his ass. He was tapping a wooden spoon on the counter to the beat of
         Wake Me Up by Avicii. The chorus started and his head started moving a little. When the music
         took over the song and the vocals paused he seemed to get into it even more.
      

      	
      Then I heard him start to sing and he was pretty good. He reached over the pot to
         turn down the burner as he stirred what I assumed was pasta.
      

      	
      “Fuck!” He pulled his arm back and dropped the spoon. “Son of a bitch!”

      	
      He bent to pick up the spoon and looked back at me.

      	
      “Mornin’.” He stood and smiled. “You hungry?”

      	
      “Yeah. Let me help you.”

      	
      “No you sit.”

      	
      He started towards the sink and then turned to me slowly and walked towards me. I
         felt my face turning red and I looked up.
      

      	
      “I don’t want this to be awkward so I’m gonna kiss you this time.”

      	
      “How will that not be--.”

      	
      His mouth covered mine; arms wrapped around me, grabbed my ass with both hands, and
         pulled me tight against him. 
      

      	
      My mouth opened to him unintentionally and he made that sound again. I held onto his
         biceps and they flexed to my touch. His tongue rubbed against mine and he licked deeper
         into my mouth. He pulled his mouth away quickly and looked at me. His teeth clenched,
         the muscles in his jaw popped, and as he inhaled deeply though his nose, it flared.
      

      	
      His grip loosened on my ass and I let go of his arms. His fingers rubbed up and down
         my butt as he closed his eyes. I looked down and saw his sweats were tented. He was
         huge. I felt my pussy clench from just the thought of him inside me.
      

      	
      I looked up and he was looking into my eyes. “I cannot wait to fuck you.” I turned
         away avoiding the intensity of his stare. “When you’re better. I’m gonna show you
         everything you’ve been missing and then some. But not yet.” He leaned in and kissed
         my cheek. “Sit down, dinner’s done.”
      

      	
      He spooned pasta and meat sauce onto two plates and grabbed some rolls from inside
         the oven.
      

      	
      “It’s not much. I hope you like it.”

      	
      “Italian. Spaghetti.” I smiled.

      	
      “Irish. Cabbage.” He winked.

      	
      “Hmm.”

      	
      “You have the sexiest lips…”

      	
      I started choking and he pushed water towards me and smirked. I took a drink and rolled
         my eyes.
      

      	
      “I wonder if -- never mind.”

      	
      “No, not fair. Spill it.”

      	
      “Fine, I was saving you the embarrassment but I wondered when you blushed does your
         entire body get pink?”
      

      	
      “Not sure. I’ll let you know next time I’m naked in front of a mirror blushing.”

      	
      “I was also wondering if your pussy lips tasted as good as the lips on your face.”

      	
      I looked up from my plate and into his dancing eyes. He was trying to embarrass me.

      	
      “Well I’m not sure about that either. What do you think?”

      	
      “Oh you don’t want to know what I think.”

      	
      “Maybe you just don’t think--.”

      	
      “Pink hearts, yellow moons, orange stars, green clovers, and blue diamonds. I think
         you’re going to be magically delicious.”
      

      	
      I swallowed and shook my head and then laughed. “Is that what it will be like?”

      	
      “When you’re ready for it yes.” He chuckled and spun spaghetti on his fork and took
         a bite. “It’s good.”
      

      	
      We ate in silence for a few minutes. I had never seen anyone eat the way he did or
         maybe I had never taken such personal interest in the workings of a human being’s
         mouth. The way he had kissed me was so stimulating and suggestive to just how skillful
         Xavier would be with his mouth.  I loved the way he sucked the pasta off the fork
         and his tongue licking his lips between bites was causing me to eat slower just so
         I could see the way his mouth worked.
      

      	
      “You sleep well?” He asked as I finally took a bite.

      	
      “Like I was on a cloud.” I nodded. “Has to be the most comfortable bed I’ve ever slept
         in.”
      

      	
      “How long have you lived in that apartment of yours?”

      	
      “Almost four years.”

      	
      “You slept on an air mattress for four--.”

      	
      “No I have a bed. Well had a bed, a couch, a dresser, a flat screen, and stereo system.”
         I huffed. “The only thing I want back is my grandmothers little bed side table.”
      

      	
      “You get robbed?”

      	
      “Not exactly.”

      	
      He dropped his fork and his brows burrowed. “He got all your stuff?”

      	
      “I was supposed to be moving in with him. It’s not all my stuff. Some was acquired
         together in the past year that we lived together.”
      

      	
      “But your grandma’s table and the bed. You want them back?”

      	
      “The table yes. The bed, no. I don’t want that bed.”

      	
      His hands fisted on the table. “Too many good memories.”

      	
      “I thought they were but apparently not.”

      	
      “Did he make you come on that bed?” The vein in his forehead bulged as his facial
         features hardened.
      

      	
      “We were together for a while.” I didn’t want to tell him, no, not once.

      	
      “Right.” He nodded and stood up.

      	
      I helped him clear the table and clean the dishes. I also looked to see if he was
         still hard. I mean that thing was seriously impressive. 
      

      	
      “You love him still? I mean if you loved him do you still?”

      	
      “I thought I loved him.” I reached for a washcloth. “But that makes me sick to my
         stomach now. I can’t believe how naive I was. I mean I am not a stupid girl. I just
         wanted someone not like my brothers you know? Not someone who thought they owned me.”
      

      	
      “Men like your brothers probably take better care of what they own.”

      	
      “They have a commitment phobia just like you.” I laughed.

      	
      “Men like us?”

      	
      “Please don’t get your boxers in a bunch, you know what I mean.”

      	
      “Men like us don’t lie to get laid. We don’t suck off a woman. We take care of our
         shit, not rely on some naive girl to do it for us. We don’t prey on week minded people.
         Men like us are out there fucking girls who have been cheated on. Men like us are
         making them feel good about themselves. Men like us are honest with women like you.”
      

      	
      He looked angry but I am sure I looked angrier.

      	
      I set down the washcloth and walked out of the room.

      	
      “Taelyn. Don’t walk away from me!”

      	
      I didn’t respond. I ran up the stairs and slammed the door and dove under the covers.
         I wanted to leave but had no car. I even thought about calling home but I had no phone.
         So I laid back and covered up my head hoping he didn’t come back in the room.
      

      	
      He didn’t come in. I was glad, I didn’t want him to.

      	
      ~

      	
      When I woke I was in his arms, crying. 

      	
      “Shhh. I got you,” He whispered and held me tighter.

      	
      “I am so stupid. I am so--.”

      	
      “No you’re not. You expected his promises to be real. You believed he wouldn’t hurt
         you. You say your brothers are like me. But you say it with such contempt. The reality
         is it’s just what a girl like you needs--” I tried to pull away and he held tighter.
         “You’ll hear me out Taelyn. You were raised with, what I assume, is men of honor and
         pride by the boat load. It’s not something that can be taught, it’s something you
         not only heard but saw. Your heart didn’t have to be guarded because you knew you
         were raised by people of their word. It sucks that you were hurt, but I’ve seen people
         I love rebound from it. You’ll do the same. You’re so kind, so sweet, and--.”
      

      	
      “No I’m not. You don’t know what happened this morning! I am not sweet. I went home
         and showered. I laid in bed in that robe and waited for him to come home, when he
         didn’t I sent him a text telling him I needed him. He came. I knew he must not have
         been far away.”
      

      	
      “Go on.” He brushed my hair away from my face.

      	
      “When he walked in I laid on the air mattress and opened my robe and asked him why
         he had never licked me. He shook his head and reminded me what day it was and asked
         that I cover myself. I stood up and walked up to him totally naked and started undoing
         his pants. He pulled away and asked me what had gotten into me. He looked at me like
         I disgusted him. I wanted him to go down on me just once Xavier. I wanted him to look
         at me just once like he was burning inside for me. When he didn’t, I put my robe on
         and told him we were through. He got pissed and told me I wasn’t being rational. That’s
         when I told him I saw him. He asked me what the fuck I was doing there and I said
         I was there with you. I wanted to make him jealous. I wanted to hurt him like he did
         me. He went to grab me and I punched him right in the nose and that’s when he hit
         me. I tried to hit him again but he pushed me on air mattress and held my arms down.
         Then he knelt above me pinning my arms with his knees. He started undoing his pants
         and that’s when you called. I told him you would come after me. Told him you were
         expecting me and that we had spent the night together. He was stunned I think because
         I was able to push him away and I grabbed for the phone and saw it was you. That’s
         when he hit me again. The look on his face, well I’d never seen him look like that.
         I ran into the bathroom and locked the door. I heard the door to the apartment slam
         and he didn’t come back. I saw myself in the mirror. My lip was bleeding and I couldn’t
         think of anything but washing him off me. I jumped in the shower and washed his hands
         off me. His touch. If I could have washed the sight of him out of my eyes I would
         have. When I came out of the bathroom he was standing there with my phone. He didn’t
         look angry he looked hurt. He told me he was sorry and tried to reach out to me. I
         held up my hand and he stopped. He told me that he fucked up. He wouldn’t ever cheat
         on his wife. He said we should get married now so that he wouldn’t be tempted. He
         even said we could have a Catholic wedding, that he would spend every moment of his
         free time making it up to me. You sent a text and then he looked at me with such sadness.
         It didn’t make me feel what it should have. I knew he wanted to make me feel sorry
         for him. That’s the same look he always gave when he was trying to get his way. I
         never knew it then. I always just wanted to make sure he knew he had my support and
         that I loved him. I turned my back to him and took that little can of pepper spray
         my Dad insisted I keep with me. I put it in my pocket and turned around and looked
         at him. I smiled a smile that was meant to piss him off. ‘Why would I want you now?
         Why would you want me now after everything that went on last night?’ That’s about
         when he crushed my phone against the counter. Then he told me I would be sorry. He
         walked towards me and I held up the can of pepper spray and told him one more step
         and I would gladly pull the trigger just to watch a little pussy like him cry. He
         told me to watch my back and stomped on my phone one last time and walked out the
         door.” 
      

      	
      “Jesus Christ. Thank God you’re okay. Taelyn you ever hear the expression don’t poke
         a sleeping bear?”
      

      	
      “It felt good. It felt good to hurt him. I will never let anyone hurt me like that
         again. I will never trust any--.”
      

      	
      “You’ll trust. Just not some mother fucker who doesn’t deserve it.”

      	
      “Who hurt you? Who made you be able to just have sex and not get emotional?”

      	
      “No one hurt me. I’ve seen two of my brothers get royally fucked and I just decided
         it wasn’t gonna happen to me.”
      

      	
      “So you’re happy like this?’

      	
      “Yeah. No one ever gave me a reason to want to be any other way. I don’t lie to get
         laid. I told you that.”
      

      	
      “I’ll never confuse love and desire again.”

      	
      “Good cause they are two different things. When you’ve made it through the hurt, I
         will be the first one to show you what it’s like in my world got it?”
      

      	
      “Yeah.”

      	
      “Okay. Did he give you the message about work?”

      	
      “No.”

      	
      “We’ll be working in the office this week. Our space is too damn cold.”

      	
      “So everyone will see this face.” I didn’t realize it was out loud. 

      	
      “Relocating here then?”

      	
      “We could?”

      	
      “Irish you should realize I can make shit happen. We just need a couple computers
         and a new cell phone for you.”
      

      	
      “Will you be here the entire time?”

      	
      He looked at me with a blank stare before answering, “No. I have things I’ll have
         to do. But James will be at your disposal. There’s enough food and everything else
         will be here in the morning. I want you scouring the Internet for local talent. Find
         where they will be performing. Then, if we like them, you do your magic and stalk
         them on the web. We need mad talent signed with us at go. Can you handle that?”
      

      	
      “Of course I can.” We were back to all business and I sat up and grabbed for the water
         on the nightstand. There was a fresh bottle and some ibuprofen,  “Thanks.”
      

      	
      “I’m gonna shower. You get some sleep.”

      	
      “Will you be here again tonight? I mean…”

      	
      “I hadn’t planned on it.”

      	
      He stood looking at me. “I’m gonna turn on some music. You good with that?”

      	
      “Sure.”

      	
      I laid down and music filled the room through a kick ass built-in surround sound system
         I hadn’t noticed before.
      

      	
      The song Come Along by Vicci Martinez and Cee Lo Green started. I don’t know why but my body seemed to
         awaken. The awareness of what was just in the other room beckoning to me, the sexual
         being inside me that I had ignored for so long awoke from a three year slumber. The
         desire deep inside coming to a head, brought on by the way Xavier Steel looked at
         my body with those sexy as hell hazel eyes.
      

      	
      I stood up and walked towards the bathroom. I stopped briefly as insecurity caused
         by being told no for so long stalled me, but only for a moment. Xavier Steel with
         his luscious lips, trained tongue, and a body that looked like it was made to please
         a woman was naked; the only thing stopping me was my own insecurity and a door that
         wasn’t completely closed.
      

      	
      I opened the door and looked at the shower. I saw his arms rise as he washed his hair.
         Hair that I wanted in my hands. I felt the pulse that was faintly noticeable between
         my legs only a moment ago quicken. A burn started building, one that could turn into
         an inferno by his touch.
      

      	
       I turned and looked in the mirror that was beginning to fog up and unclipped my hair
         and ran my fingers through it. I slipped my pants off and then pulled my sweatshirt
         over my head. And looked at myself. 
      

      	
      The song ended and I saw his phone. I hit repeat before the next started. I turned
         to walk towards the shower and stopped when I saw him looking at me through the eyes
         of a man who appeared to be starving. He cinched the towel around his waist and leaned
         against the wall. His eyes raked my body from head to toe. His heated eyes now burning
         and turning black.
      

      	
      “Took you long enough.” His voice had a gravely sound to it.

      	
      “I decided to see if I blushed everywhere and wanted you to know, I don’t.”

      	
      He took a step towards me.

      	
      “Irish, you are so fucking sexy.”

      	
      The song started again and his lips curled up on one side. “We’ve already wasted six
         minutes and forty seconds”
      

      	
      He took another step towards me, I leaned in to kiss him, and he leaned back, avoiding.
         For a moment I felt the insecurities return. Until he reached around me and grabbed
         my ass in both hands and lifted me and set me on the counter.
      

      	
      He stepped back. “Did you hear that?”

      	
      “No.” I closed my eyes.

      	
      “Your hot little ass just sizzled when I sat you down on the cold granite. Now where
         do I begin?” He took my hands. “Open up those eyes. I don’t want you to miss seeing
         what a real man can do to you.”
      

      	
      “Xavier--.”

      	
      “Don’t interrupt.”

      	
      “Ten minutes wasted.” The song began again.

      	
      “I don’t see it as a waste. I am already fucking every part of you in my head. I’ve
         wanted this for a long time now. I need to map out where I will begin. I remember
         now.”
      

      	
      He kissed my lips with the pressure of a fallen feather. He bit and licked each nipple.
         They hardened even more until it was almost painful.
      

      	
      He cupped each breast in his hands and ran his thumb across my sensitive skin. I bit
         my lip to stop the whimper from falling out of my mouth.
      

      	
      “Pink hearts.” He said before his mouth covered one. He sucked fiercely on it as he
         pinched my other nipple between his fingers. He tugged at it and then my breast fell
         from his mouth with a loud popping sound.
      

      	
      His tongue now teased the other and his fingertips slid down the side of my body,
         his hands slid between the counter and my ass.
      

      	
      “Perfect moon.” His hands ran down to my knees, he lifted my legs, and rested them
         on his shoulders. Licking my ankle and nipping my calves. “You’ll be seeing stars.”
      

      	
      He stood and his hand reached behind me and pulled my head forward, he kissed my eyes.
         “Green clovers.” He leaned back and bit his lip. “I bet I can find the diamond buried
         just inside your sweet treasure box.” 
      

      	
      He dropped to his knees and my knees started to close. He looked up and shook his
         head no and pulled them apart. 
      

      	
      “Damn,” He groaned before leaning forward. He kissed a light trail across my flesh
         and I nearly came right there. 
      

      	
      I squirmed back and he gripped my hips, stopping me.

      	
      “I’m gonna fall.” I panted.

      	
      He nipped my hypersensitive skin and I braced my arms behind me on the counter, he
         smiled up at me.
      

      	
      “You’re on the counter Irish, you won’t fall.” His finger ran up and down my opening
         and he hit the ball of nerves at the top. He smiled when I grit my teeth together
         to hold in the sounds that I knew would certainly turn my entire body red. 
      

      	
      “I think I found the diamond. What do you think?”

      	
      “Yeah I think--” he stroked it again. “Oh God!”

      	
      “That’s what I want to hear. Don’t you hold back on me.”

      	
      “Okayyyy.” He slowly moved his finger inside me and bit his lip. “Xavier!”

      	
      “You’re tight Irish. We need to make sure your pussy is soaked before I even think
         about fucking it. You’d fucking strangle me.” He licked his lips and stared at my
         pussy as his finger circled inside.
      

      	
      He pushed up and I yelled out. “That’s it.”

      	
      He did it again and again until I was burning. I was going to come. I was gonna come
         on his finger as he watched.
      

      	
      He stilled and I groaned my protest.

      	
      “You’ll come in my mouth first.” He growled and two fingers spread me. “So pink,”
         his finger rubbed slowly up and down just inside me. “So wet.” He pulled his fingers
         away from me and licked them. “So delicious.”  He used both hands stretching me open
         wide. “So fucking sexy.”
      

      	
      His tongue lapped inside of me, his eyes were now completely black.

      	
      “Awe. Oh God. Stop, awe fuck Xavier! Oh fuck! Yes! Yes! Oh yes!”

      	
      I couldn’t stop the noise from escaping me if I wanted to.

      	
      His tongue moved faster, he was licking my clit, circling it, teasing it, and then
         holding his tongue flat against it. Liquid lava was running through me. I was nearly
         breathless, and the high pitched moans came from a place I didn’t know existed. Then
         suddenly he sucked hard on my clit and I jumped forward and gripped the edge of the
         counter. Squeezing it hard as I could, as if it were the only thing anchoring me, holding me back from exploding. I watched
            as his tongue continued to pleasure me. He was watching me fall apart.  His mouth
            covered me completely, as he pulled at my sex with his lips, and then he shoved not one but two fingers
         inside me stretching and both fingers curled up as his tongue pressed down hard on
         my clit. And I came hard. So hard the first moments were crippling and I grabbed his
         hair and screamed words that weren’t even decipherable, and if they were I had no
         clue what they were anyway. He continued fingering me and my body continued experiencing
         pleasure filled waves throughout.
      

      	
      I don’t remember when he stopped but when he picked me up off the counter I hung on
         to his shoulders and purposely squeezed his obliques.
      

      	
      “Are you sure about that?” He laughed.

      	
      “Mmm hmm.” I leaned back and looked at him.

      	
      “You’re glowing Irish.”

      	
      “Your mouth is amazing. If you were mine, you’d be doing that a lot.”

      	
      “Your pussy tastes amazing. If you were mine I’d eat nothing else.”

      	
      His mouth crashed over mine and I tasted myself on him.

      	
      “Mmm, I do taste good.” I giggled against his lips.

      	
      “Down you go.” He dropped me on the bed and stepped back. “I found the pink hearts,
         yellow moons, orange stars, green clovers, and blue diamonds all magically delicious.
         Now it’s your turn to discover something. You ready Irish?” He started to remove the
         towel and desire began burning inside me again. “Did you know you’re about to fuck
         a prince Irish?”
      

      	
      “I think you can up your ranks there. I think you must be the king of oral.”

      	
      He dropped his towel and I gasped.

      	
      “Prince Irish. You wanna bow to the Prince Babe?”

      	
      “Why would you do that? I mean if you were small or even average then maybe but Xavier
         you’re-- you’re a statue.”
      

      	
      “It’s for you. All for you. But that’s not all Irish.” He took my hand. “I want you
         to meet a Frenum-in.” He held my hand around his cock and I gasped again. “That’s
         for you too.”
      

      	
      I swallowed hard as our hands stroked up and down his pierced shaft.

      	
      “Do you have any idea how that’s gonna feel inside of you.”

      	
      My mouth was dry and I swallowed trying to bring moisture back to it. “Good?”

      	
      “Real fucking good. Lay down Taelyn. I can’t wait to fuck you. Maybe it’ll be so good;
         you’ll make sense when you’re coming this time.”
      

      	
      “I hope not,” I whispered as I laid back.

      	
      He grabbed my ankles, tugged me down to the edge of the bed, and rested my feet on
         his shoulders.
      

      	
      “Reach up and grab a pillow Irish. I want your ass in the air so you can see what
         it looks like when the prince of Italy conquers Ireland.”
      

      	
      I laughed and grabbed a pillow and threw it at him.

      	
      He wasn’t paying any attention when it hit him in the face. 

      	
      “What was that for?”

      	
      “Ireland is going to be all over Italy. The Prince will be buried inside her not the
         other way around.”
      

      	
      “I might let you have the win this time but I can assure you that you’ll admit defeat
         someday. But for now,” he rubbed the metal ring up and down my slit and I moaned.
         “Let’s just see what happens when the Irish admires the crown jewels of Italy.”
      

      	
      He nudged my clit and I whimpered. 

      	
      “That’s the way Irish.”

      	
      “Xavier,” I moaned as he pushed just his broad head inside me. “Oh God.”

      	
      He rocked back and forth slowly.

      	
      “More, oh God more.” I thrust my hips towards him.

      	
      “Easy,” he hissed. “You’re gonna come so fast and hard for me you’ll think what happened
         in the bathroom was nothing.”
      

      	
      “Not possible.” He shoved in hard, the ring grazed my g spot and I cried out.

      	
      “You still with me Irish?”

      	
      “Again.” He pulled back and slammed into me again. “Fuck!”

      	
      “Hmm if you say so.” He pulled out and pushed in over and over again. 

      	
      I screamed, panted, maybe even begged, and definitely prayed as he moved hard and
         fast in me. 
      

      	
      He pulled me up mid orgasm and growled. “Legs around me, I want all in.” 

      	
      “You weren’t? Oh God Xavier I don’t think--.”

      	
      “Your pussy will stretch to fit me.” He grabbed my ankles, wrapped them around him
         and lifted me up. 
      

      	
      “Ouch, oh God!” I leaned forward and bit his shoulder to stop from screaming out.
         
      

      	
      “I’ll try to go easy but I swear you’ll stretch. You want me to stop?” He asked as
         he pounded into me.
      

      	
      “No please don’t. Oh. Oh. Yes!” My back was against the wall and he continued fucking
         me so hard I thought I may pass out. 
      

      	
      I came screaming and he followed. His cock throbbed and shot hot streams of cum inside
         me. I’d never felt so damn good yet so sore in my entire life.
      

      	
      He held me against the wall panting into my neck.

      	
      “Fuck Irish that was amazing. So fucking good.” 

      	
      He lifted me and laid me on the bed. He kissed me and smiled.

      	
      “I love that you’re on the pill.”

      	
      “How do you know that?”

      	
      “I packed your bags.”

      	
      “Oh God Xavier. What if he, oh God. What if I. What if you gave me--.”

      	
      “I wear a condom every damn time Irish. You’ll catch nothing from me.”

      	
      “Well what if. What if he didn’t with--.”

      	
      “I’m sure a dick like that wouldn’t chance it.” He kissed me.

      	
      I tried to smile but deep inside I was worried about him, about me, about us.

      	
      He came over and knelt between my legs and began to spread them. I clenched my knees.

      	
      “I can’t take anymore right now.”

      	
      “I know. I’m gonna clean you.”

      	
      I nearly cried at the way he said it. His words were tender and so was his touch.

      	
      The way he looked at me seemed different too.  

      	
       

      	
       

      
   
      
      Chapter 11

      	
       

      	
      Totally Fucked- X

      	
       

      	
      I looked in the mirror trying to see whatever it was that had just changed inside
         of me. I had eaten a girl’s pussy for six repeats of a song without expecting the
         same in return. I had a conversation during sex. Not just ‘Suck my cock’ or ‘I’m gonna
         come all over your tits’ I was actually trying to be nice? I mean, I wasn’t a dick
         but I certainly didn’t try to make a chick come before my dick was in her, unless
         of course she’d worked for it first. I had made a playlist intending on fucking her
         to it. Add to that the fact that it was mind blowing and not just fucking. I mean
         I was praising that pussy. I didn’t praise pussy, pussy praised me. Top that off with
         the fact that I just washed a chick’s vag. What the fuck was that about? 
      

      	
      Taelyn Patrick, aka Irish, that’s what that was about. She’d gotten in, so fucking
         deep, I should have been shaking in my boots but I wasn’t. My plan was to wait a week
         at least after her break up but that shit didn’t happen. No way could it have. I had
         slept with her last night without copping a feel. Today I was kissing her and she
         started it. I was gentle. Her fucking lip was cut and I was feeling all like I need to take care of that shit and she was all letting me. I know how fucked up it sounds but honest to God I couldn’t
         wait till she got a scratch or stung by a bee so I could tend to her wounds again.
         When I was buried inside her, I needed to pound it into her that she was mine. Pretty
         sure I got my point across.
      

      	
      I never did enjoy kissing. Swapping spit was kind of fucked up. I mean as a form of
         foreplay it was cool but I kissed this girl. Kissing her was insane. As soon as she
         woke up I needed to do it for real just to be sure I wasn’t just feeling all ‘I man,
         you woman’ and shit. I licked her mouth like I wanted to her pussy and I sucked her
         lips hoping to leave a sting to them so she wouldn’t forget. Fucking insane how good
         it felt to do that.
      

      	
      Then I pissed her off cause I was feeling all ‘I man, you woman’ and shit. Then I let her have space. That was one hell of an inner struggle. One
         that I won’t fight ever again. 
      

      	
      I had to plan my next move. Cause there will be a next but I can assure you she’ll
         be pissed at me for a while. Cause like it or not, I am man and she is woman. She needed to know that wasn’t ever gonna change.
      

      	
      I walked out into the bedroom and found her lying flat on her back staring off into
         space.
      

      	
      “Hungry?” I asked as I sat on the edge of the bed.

      	
      “Not really.” She sounded nervous.

      	
      “You need to eat.”

      	
      “Xavier?”

      	
      “What’s up?”

      	
      “Is it like that all the time?”

      	
      “I fucking hope so.”

      	
      She smiled. “Is that how it is normally for you?”

      	
      “You’re different so no; it’s not normally how it is for me.”

      	
      “Was this better or worse?”

      	
      “Better.”

      	
      “Yeah?”

      	
      “I’m gonna grab something to eat. I’ll bring you something.”

      	
      “What, I wasn’t enough?” She giggled.

      	
      I stood and grabbed her ankles and pulled her to the end of the bed. Damn I liked dragging her around.

      	
      Her eyes widened, she actually looked a bit scared. I leaned over and kissed her belly,
         stuck my tongue in her belly button. “I wanna pierce that.”
      

      	
       She laughed a lazy little laugh.

      	
      “Ice cream in bed?”

      	
      “Sure.”

      	
      James had done well. I simply told him to pick up a bunch of shit chicks eat when
         they’re emotional. He got tissues, ice cream, chocolate, potato chips, diet soda,
         regular soda, and my requested item, a new phone.
      

      	
      I walked back up the stairs with a back of chips, two sodas’ under my arm, one diet
         one regular, and a big ass bowl of Häagen-Dazs caramel cone ice cream. When I walked
         in she was coming out of the bathroom.
      

      	
      She had apparently taken a quick shower because her hair was twisted up in a towel
         and she had on pajamas. When I say pajamas, I mean pajamas. Flannel thick ass pajamas,
         the kind your dad would wear pajamas. And she was brushing her teeth in front of me.
      

      	
      Old Xavier would have dropped everything and ran the fuck out of the room. But old
         Xavier wouldn’t be looking at Taelyn Patrick thinking of his dick replacing the tooth
         brush. New Xavier was chubbing up and apart from the fact that she was wearing way
         to many clothes, she was still sexy as hell.
      

      	
      “Nice pajamas,” I said as I put the soda and ice cream on the bed.

      	
      “You like?” She turned in a circle showing off the goods.

      	
      “I like mine better.” Yes, I was still completely naked and planned to stay that way.

      	
      “Yes I heard the Emperor’s new clothes look is in right now.”

      	
      “Your fashion consultant and mine should have a chat.” I squatted down and plugged
         in the phone charger behind the night stand on her side of the bed. Yes, I said her
         side. 
      

      	
      I looked up and she was staring at my ass. When she noticed I was looking she turned
         around and walked back in the bathroom.
      

      	
      I plugged the phone into the charger and followed her so I could see if she was turning
         pink. She was. I laughed and pulled the towel off her head. 
      

      	
      “It’s still wet.”

      	
      “Wets my favorite texture.” 

      	
      She spit the toothpaste out and some of it had dribbled on her chin.

      	
      “And that is my favorite look on you.” I pointed to the mirror and she wiped her chin
         off. “Come on, the ice cream is melting.” 
      

      	
      I waited for her to walk out and followed her. She handed me the bowl so that it wouldn’t
         tip and then climbed into bed. I reached up and pulled down her pants.
      

      	
      “What are you doing?”

      	
      “Office rules, no pants in bed.”

      	
      She smiled and wiggled her hips helping me free her from the flannel. She climbed
         up the bed and under the covers.
      

      	
      “If you were mine, you would feed me ice cream in bed.” She gave a demanding little
         look.
      

      	
      “If you were mine, you’d lose the shirt and let me eat it off your tits.” I sat on
         the opposite side of the bed and held up the spoon.
      

      	
      She opened her mouth and I gave it to her, “Mmm. Good.”

      	
      I leaned over and licked her lips. “Mmm good.”

      	
      “More,” she opened her mouth for another bite and I fed it to her. 

      	
      This time she leaned over to me and licked my lips. “Delicious.”

      	
      “It’s Saturday. Saturday Night Live is on.”

      	
      “Really, you wanna watch TV?”

      	
      She opened her mouth again and I gave her more.

      	
      “You like?”

      	
      She licked her lips and nodded.

      	
      “Shirt. Off.” She rolled her eyes. “Please.”

      	
      She started to unbutton the shirt and it was like I was seeing her tits for the first
         time all over again. 
      

      	
      I took the spoon and smeared ice cream on her nipples. 

      	
      “Cold. Oh that’s sooo cold.”

      	
      I leaned over and licked it off. Then I sucked hard.

      	
      I sat back and took another spoon full and did it again. “Not any warmer,” she laughed
         and squirmed. “You better get it or it’ll drip all over the bed.”
      

      	
      “We don’t want that now do we?” I pushed her down and she laughed.

      	
      “You better hurry up Xavier.”

      	
      I sat up and pulled the covers down. “You have the rosiest nipples I have ever seen.”

      	
      “It’s the pale skin.” She squirmed.

      	
      “It’s beautiful.” I leaned down and licked up her rib cage and she laughed out loud.
         
      

      	
      She reached up and covered her mouth.

      	
      “Don’t do that Taelyn. I love to hear you laugh.” I grabbed her wrist and held her
         down and she squirmed some more. 
      

      	
      “You better lay still or you’ll be sorry.” I leaned over and grabbed the spoon from
         the bowl off the nightstand and then flung it at her tit.
      

      	
      “You’ll mess up the sheets,” she laughed as she tried to sit up.

      	
      I lunged at her and kissed the spot between her tits where the ice cream landed. And
         then I straddled her and kissed her lips and down her neck. I flicked my tongue across
         her nipples and they were hard as hell. My dick was too. I sat back and looked down
         at her.
      

      	
      “You ever been titie banged Irish?”

      	
      Her mouth made a perfect O shape and I leaned forward and rubbed my cock across her
         nipples. I let go of myself, pushed her tits together, and moved my dick back and
         forth between them as I rolled her rosy little pebbles between my thumb and finger.
         Her mouth relaxed from the O and she licked her lips as she looked down at my cock.
         I pumped faster and further up towards her mouth. 
      

      	
      Her tongue darted out and connected with the head of my cock. “That’s nice.”

      	
      She did it again. She was straining her neck so, being the gentleman I am, I leaned
         forward and continued thrusting between her beautiful tities.
      

      	
      She caught my ring between her teeth and smiled.

      	
      “Play nice,” I warned and she reached down and pushed her tits tighter together. I
         held onto the head board and continued moving slowly in and out of her mouth. “Feels
         good, so damn good.”
      

      	
      She bobbed her head faster taking more of me in her mouth. She let go of her tits
         and reached around squeezing my ass hard. She opened her mouth and took a few breathes
         and then panted, “More.”
      

      	
      I grabbed her hands and held them above her head and fucked her greedy mouth.

      	
      “I’m gonna fill your mouth if you keep that shit up.” I groaned and she sucked harder.

      	
      My body tensed and I squeezed tighter on her arms. 

      	
      She whimpered and I realized I was being a bit rough. Then I saw the bruises and I
         froze.
      

      	
      “Xavier.” She panted.

      	
      “Damn it” I rolled off her.

      	
      “What? Did I do something wrong. Did I--.”

      	
      “No Taelyn you were doing amazing.” I rolled to my side and kissed the bruise on her
         arm. “I can’t do you like that. Not tonight. Not after what you went through today.
         If you were mine, I’d be way gentler.”
      

      	
      “If you were mine you wouldn’t have stopped,” she scowled.

      	
      I rolled to my back and pulled her on top of me. “I wouldn’t be able to control wanting
         you but I’d sure as fuck remember that you--”
      

      	
      “Stop.” She reached between her legs and grabbed my cock and rubbed it up and down
         her opening. She slid down on me slowly and her hips circled, stretching herself to
         accommodate me. 
      

      	
      I reached down, circled her clit with my thumb, and she moaned, “Yes.”

      	
      Her hips began moving back and forth taking more of me inside her and my hips met
         hers. We were in perfect harmony. Slow deep thrusts and then I felt her pussy clench
         me like a fist.
      

      	
      I sat up and kissed her as I guided her hips up and down as she came, crying out against
         my shoulder. 
      

      	
      I didn’t stop. I increased the speed making her scream out more until I came hard
         and long.
      

      	
      I wrapped my arms around her and held her as we both tried to catch our breath. I
         scooted off the bed still holding her and walked into the bathroom still buried inside
         of her. I turned on the shower and walked in with her wrapped around me. 
      

      	
      “I’m gonna fuck you again Taelyn.”

      	
      She moaned as my cock grew again. She was like Viagra. I didn’t wanna stop. Fuck the
         doctor’s warning I would still be banging her in four hours if I was still hard. I
         was pretty sure I would be.
      

      	
      ~

      	
      We dried each other off as we continued to kiss. I couldn’t get enough of her. When
         she climbed in bed she turned and looked at me.
      

      	
      “You leaving?”

      	
      “I can stay and sleep for a while but I have a meeting early in the morning.”

      	
      “I can use make-up to cover this and go with you.” She rubbed her face.

      	
      “No. You sleep, it’s gonna be all day and I want you to just rest tomorrow. I’ll be
         back as soon as I can so we can really get to work. That phone is yours. I had your
         number switched. If you want your old number cool but I thought you might not want
         him having it.
      

      	
      “Thanks. You really shouldn’t have.”

      	
      “It was my call that got it broken in the first place so I owed you. Just make sure
         you contact your family so they know. Tell them it’s your work phone or some shit.”
         I climbed into bed.
      

      	
      “Do you need to get clothes ready for the morning?” She yawned.

      	
      I laid down and pulled her to me. Her leg rested over mine and I held her hand to
         my chest.
      

      	
      “I’ll do it in the morning. Sleep Irish.” I held her and kissed her head until she
         fell asleep.
      

      	
      I couldn’t sleep. All I could do is picture that fucker hitting Taelyn. The only thing
         that would make that thought go away is if I settled the score.
      

      	
      If she was mine, I would make sure he knew it. I would make sure he never came within
         a hundred miles of her. If she were mine, I would make sure she knew I protected what
         I held dear to me. Like it or not she was mine in body. No one would give her what
         I could in bed. And no one could ever give me what she had given me either.
      

      	
      ~

      	
      It was four in the morning when I rolled her on her back and started sucking on her
         perfect tits. She moaned and her eyes fluttered open. I tried to kiss her and she
         pursed her lips together and scrunched up her nose.
      

      	
      “I brushed my teeth Irish.”

      	
      “I haven’t.”

      	
      I sucked harder on her nipple as I moved my body over hers. 

      	
      Her hand was in my hair and her back was arching, pushing herself further into my
         mouth. Her knees fell apart to accommodate me. I rubbed my cock against her, “Fucking
         perfect.”
      

      	
      I pushed into her and when her mouth opened and you bet your ass I kissed her. When
         I was done kissing her she rolled her eyes silently scolding me. I pushed in further
         and she whimpered.
      

      	
      “Good morning.” I held myself up and circled my hips, stretching her tight little
         pussy, so that I could get in.
      

      	
      She smiled running her hands up the back of my neck and into my hair.

      	
      “Cat got you tongue?”

      	
      She started to talk and I pushed farther into her.

      	
      “Xavier,” she moaned.

      	
      “No one else.”

      	
      She looked at me and sleepy confusion shown on that beautifully flushed face. I began
         moving faster and she met me thrust for thrust. I was watching her she was watching
         me.
      

      	
      “Fucking beautiful Irish.” I kissed her hard and she grabbed my hair. 

      	
      She broke the kiss when she yelled out my name and then her mouth was on my shoulder
         as her pussy tightened around me, milking me.
      

      	
      I slowed down, “No, please don’t stop.”

      	
      “I’ll come sexy girl, I don’t want to yet.”

      	
      “Come with me, oh god please come with me!”

      	
      That’s all it took. The first shot in her made her scream again and I held nothing
         back either. I groaned and hissed and growled. “Feels. So. Good.” It was too. “So
         fucking good Irish.”
      

      	
      “Yes, oh God yes!”

      	
      I shot load after load into her. I wasn’t sure if it would ever stop. I sure as fuck
         didn’t want it to.
      

      	
      When I was finally empty I looked down. Her head was laying on the pillow and her
         mouth was open as she fought to catch her breath.
      

      	
      “Fuck.” I laid on her and kissed her head, her cheeks, her eyes, her lips, panting
         trying to catch my breath as well. “You are a cum goddess.”
      

      	
      Her breaths were hard and slow and a smile spread across her lips.

      	
      “It just keeps getting better. Every time. I swear to God above I thought your pussy
         was trying to suck the life out of me.”
      

      	
      “A. Maz. Ing.” She closed her eyes. “Porn sex.”

      	
      I laughed, “What?”

      	
      “Noisy, hard, fucking. Porn sex.”

      	
      “That was nothing Irish. You want porn sex. I’ll give it to you.”

      	
      “Tired.” She panted. “Later.”

      	
      I grabbed her auburn mane in my hands and lifted her head so that I could kiss her.
         I felt her lips smiling against mine.
      

      	
      “Sleep Irish. Cause after my meeting, I’m gonna show you porn sex.”

      	
      I got up and went into the bathroom and grabbed a warm cloth. I walked out and cleaned
         between her snowy white legs and she moaned her approval. I took a shower and when
         I came out, she was hugging my pillow sound asleep.
      

      	
      I got dressed and then pulled the covers up around her and kissed her head before
         turning and walking out the door. 
      

      	
      ~

      	
      I rolled up on Cowperthwaite Street four hours later. It was almost eight thirty in
         the morning. I drove around the block looking to see if there were signs of the little
         Beemer that that mother fucker drove.
      

      	
      I saw it and parked next to it in a paid parking lot. I bet her money was paying for that shit too. I grabbed my phone when I heard the text alert. It was Taelyn. How did I know?
      

      	
      Photo ID. The picture was her bent over the desk in fuck me heels, that tight bun
         caging her fuck me hair, and a pencil skirt that just begged to be torn off, when
         I took that picture she needed to be fucked properly. Now she had been.
      

      	
      Lunch at noon? 

      	
      Followed by a picture of the Häagen-Dazs container.

      	
      “Sweet Jesus.” I groaned

      	
      Dinner at eight.

      	
      Was my reply and then I took a picture of my dick and sent it to her.

      	
      Mmmm perfect.

      	
      Be naked Irish. I’m getting hard just thinking about you.
      

      	
      Will do.

      	
      I got out and stretched my legs and walked across the street. I waited until I saw
         a group of girls walking in the building and snuck in with them. 
      

      	
      “You live here?” one of them said.

      	
      “Visiting a buddy. Daniel--.”

      	
      They all giggled, “Daniel.”

      	
      I followed them in the elevator.

      	
      “Daniel lives on my floor. Three for you too?”

      	
      “Thanks,” I nodded and they giggled again.

      	
      I thought Harvard girls would act smart, not be a giggling group of high school girls.
         Guess not. Smart doesn’t always mean smart, you know what I mean.
      

      	
      I followed two of them off the elevator and they giggled, “Where are you going, Big
         D is that way, apartment D.”
      

      	
      “I knew that, just thought maybe I’d follow you both and show you what a big D actually
         looks like.” I winked and turned around. 
      

      	
      Big D, fucking joke.

      	
      I knocked on the door and he opened it, “Darlin’ did you forget--.”

      	
      He looked at me and started to shut the door. I pushed him back and either I pushed
         too hard or he was a fucking bigger pussy than I thought. I’ll go with the latter.
      

      	
      “What the fuck man,” his bitch ass voice quivered.

      	
      “Man. Yeah that’s me.” I reached down grabbed the back of his neck and pulled him
         up. “Nice fucking pad Little D.”
      

      	
      “Fuck,” I squeezed his little bitch neck. “You.” He squeaked out.

      	
      I dragged him to the TV. “This come from Taelyn’s place?”

      	
      “Our fucking place.” He hissed and I pushed my fingers into his windpipe. “Let go,
         please.”
      

      	
      Now the bitch was begging.

      	
      “Answer the fucking question! Did she pay for this?”

      	
      “Yes, is that what you wanna,” I squeezed harder, “Yes!”

      	
      I bounced the back of his head off the screen hard enough to crack it, but not leave
         a mark on his buzzed blonde do. And then let go of him.
      

      	
      “You son of a bitch!” He swung at me and I stood and let him hit me. “You want some
         more!”
      

      	
      “Give to me what you gave her you fucking coward!”

      	
      He swung again and I palmed his little bitch hand and cranked his wrist so he fell
         to his knees.
      

      	
      “She fucking broke my nose!”

      	
      “You fucking broke her trust. You piece of shit!” I kicked him hard in the stomach.

      	
      “Oh fuck!” He whimpered.

      	
      I looked around at his place, fucking immaculate.

      	
      “You fucked up man. Look around. Look what she did for you.” I grabbed the back of
         his head and dragged him to the bedroom.
      

      	
      “This her bed?”

      	
      “You’re gonna be sorry you--.”

      	
      He stopped talking when I jacked his head back and started undoing my pants. 

      	
      “What the fuck are you--.”

      	
      I looked down at him and pulled out my dick.

      	
      “This Little D is the real deal.” I held my cock in my hand. “Just wanted you to see
         what Taelyn is gonna be getting a lot of.”
      

      	
      “You sick son of a--.”

      	
      I cranked his neck so he was facing the bed.

      	
      “You will never go near her again; if you do I’ll fucking kill you with my bare hands.”

      	
      I turned and looked at the bed, “Fuck it.”

      	
      “You’re pissing on my bed!”

      	
      “You shit on her heart, consider yourself lucky.”

      	
      When I was done I pulled him up and shoved him on the bed.

      	
      “This her grandmothers?”

      	
      “Fuck you!”

      	
      I drew back my fist.

      	
      “Yes!” He covered his face and rolled over and buried his head right in the spot I
         had just pissed on. “You sick son of a bitch!”
      

      	
      I dumped the cute little wooden stand allowing the Bose system to fall to the ground
         along with the lamp and his phone. I raised my foot and stomped down on his phone.
      

      	
      “Stay the fuck away from her or a pissed on bed will seem like a day at fucking Disneyland.”

      	
      I walked out into the hall and took with me the nightstand. I rode the elevator down
         and walked out the front door. I crossed the street and pressed unlock on the key
         ring and opened up the hatch. I put the stand inside.
      

      	
       Me man, bring woman back prize from hunt. I laughed to myself.
      

      	
      “Right there! That’s him!” I looked across the street and saw Little D and what looked
         like security walking towards me.
      

      	
      “Fuck!” 

      	
      I grabbed my phone from my pocket and messaged James that I may be awhile.

      	
      I stood waiting for the Little D and his rental cops.

      	
      “He’s the one. He broke into my apartment attacked me, smashed a bunch of expensive
         items and pissed on my bed! Arrest him.”
      

      	
      I didn’t say a word I was just trying my damndest not to laugh and so was the security
         guy. 
      

      	
      “Arrest him!” Little D screamed like a bitch.

      	
      “Name?” the security officer asked me.

      	
      I stuck out my hand to shake his and he didn’t respond.

      	
      “Xavier Steel,” I said and pulled my hand back.

      	
      “Come with me.” 

      	
      “Actually I’m in kind of a hurry so I’ll pass thanks.”

      	
      “Fuck that!” Daniel grabbed my arm as I walked away.

      	
      Instinct kicked in. I swing, caught him in his jaw, and then security had every fucking
         reason to call the real police. Yep, I fucked up, but that shit felt good.
      

      	
      ~

      	
      I was now sitting in the security office of the building waiting for the cops when
         two men walked in the office.
      

      	
      I stood and one jacked my arm behind my back. “You’re fucking kidding me right?” I
         laughed.
      

      	
      “That was a stupid fucking move, sit your ass down.”

      	
      “You a real cop, cause if not you can go fuck yourself. I’ve waited a fucking hour
         in the closet of an office--.”
      

      	
      “Cops know we’re taking care of it.” 

      	
      “What are you two supposed to be?” I laughed as I sat. “I’m getting a Mayberry slash
         Men In Black vibe.”
      

      	
      “Yeah? Looking at you I get a ‘Wanna be porn star slash spoiled rich kid’ vibe.”

      	
      “Why don’t you either let me go or give me your wife’s digits? I’ll fuck her like
         a porn star and then pay her like a rich boy, oh but what would that make her?”
      

      	
      “You better watch your fucking mouth man.” One of them started coming at me and the
         other stopped him.
      

      	
      “Satisfied.” I laughed to myself, “That’s what it would make her.”

      	
      “Obviously we know who you are.”

      	
      “Cause you learned how to use google? Good job men. I still don’t know who the fuck
         you are so now I’m out.” I stood up.
      

      	
      “We’re a private security firm. We are contracted by much of Boston area’s private
         sector businesses.”
      

      	
      “When I walk out of here I’m getting into the black SUV across the road. Write down
         the plate number and give it to the real police.” I stood and went for the door.
      

      	
      “We’re the owners of Patrick Securities. Just picked up this contract Wednesday.”

      	
      I turned and looked at them. “Twins?”

      	
      “He’s smarter than he looks Keller.”

      	
      “Only because all that ink is covered up dumb fuck.”

      	
      “Okay, I get it now. You’re Taelyn’s brothers.”

      	
      “Right now we’re the ones trying to figure out whether to call the cops or let you
         off with a few warnings.”
      

      	
      I leaned against the wall. “Let’s hear it.”

      	
      “Stay the fuck away from our sister.” Keller growled.

      	
      “She works for me.”

      	
      “You always take such good care of your employees? Company sponsored slumber parties?
         Do we look fucking stupid to you?”
      

      	
      “I’m not gonna answer that based on the fact that I respect your sister.”

      	
      He threw a bunch of pictures of me on the desk. “She will not be hanging out with
         the likes of you!”
      

      	
      “She’s a big girl, that’s her decision.”

      	
      “She was happy with Daniel--.”

      	
      “I’d like to answer the previous question now.”

      	
      “What the fuck are you talking about?” Kaen asked.

      	
      “Yes you do look fucking stupid.”

      	
      “Fine, play it your way.”

      	
      He picked up the phone and dialed the cops. I was guessing I was about to meet the
         father. Perfect.

      	
      The door swung open and Daniel stormed in.

      	
      “You have got to be fucking kidding me.” I groaned.

      	
      “Why isn’t he in cuffs?” Daniel barked and then his jaw dropped,

      	
      “Why the fuck didn’t she break your jaw instead of your nose? Then I wouldn’t have
         to listen to that voice. Fuck!” I took a step towards him and one of the two brothers
         stepped between us.
      

      	
      “What’s that supposed to mean?” The one with darker hair asked Daniel.

      	
      Fuck, how was I gonna keep those two straight?

      	
      “Keller…”

      	
      Got it Keller has darker hair, how the fuck would I remember that. Helen Keller, yeah
         that’s it.
      

      	
      “Did Taelyn bust your nose?” He laughed.

      	
      “She’s under some disillusion, brought on by him,” he pointed to me. “That I was being
         unfaithful to her. Probably so he could get her in bed!”
      

      	
      “Please tell me you two are smarter than this. Aren’t you supposed to be security
         people, I mean fuck--.”
      

      	
      “Shut the fuck up Steel!” Kaen spat.

      	
      Okay and Kaen was the angrier of the two, like raising Cain in the Bible story Momma
         used to tell us boys when we fought. I had to laugh. God love you Momma.
      

      	
      “Kaen, easy,” Keller warned.

      	
      “He pissed on our bed.”

      	
      “You can leave Daniel. If we have any questions we’ll know where to find you.” Keller
         opened the door. “You understand that?” His voice was gruff.
      

      	
      “Get some fucking help for your sister and put his ass in jail.” Daniel left huffing.

      	
      “I think he shit his pants,” Keller laughed and patted Kaen’s back.

      	
      “Nah that’s piss you smell on him.” I interjected.

      	
      Keller held up the photo of her and I in bed. “You fucking with her head?”

      	
      “Nope.”

      	
      “That’s all you’ll say is nope?” Kaen sneered.

      	
      “Yep.” I smirked.

      	
      “She know you’re here?” Keller asked.

      	
      “No. She knows your security at what would have been her place at the end of the semester.”

      	
      “Nope.” Keller nodded.

      	
      “Am I free to leave?”

      	
      “You gonna leave her alone?”

      	
      I looked at him.

      	
      “Answer the fucking question Steel!” Kaen snapped.

      	
      I didn’t like the fucker telling me what to do. Brother or not he would back off or
         I would break him, “If that’s what she wants then I would.”
      

      	
      “Treat her like shit you’ll stop breathing.” Keller said and opened the door.

      	
      “Nice meeting you both. I’m sure I’ll see you again.” Yeah fuckers take that shit. 
      

      	
      I walked out the door and into the lobby and winked at the crowd that had gathered
         as I walked out the door.
      

      	
       

      
   
      
      Chapter 12

      	
       

      	
      Don’t You Stop

      	
       

      	
      I woke up feeling like my vagina had been borderline abused. I also felt like I had
         my head in the clouds. Everything was vibrant, beautiful, and weightless like a cloud.
         It was crazy how even after what I had gone through yesterday morning, I was happy.
         Giddy, stupid happy. I was loving everything. Making the bed, preparing dinner, shaving
         my pubes, everything was enjoyable. I was pretty sure I even loved the color of my
         hair. 
      

      	
      Xavier Steel. I liked the way his name tingled my tongue when I said it out loud.
         I also liked the contrast in the texture of his cock when it was in my mouth last
         night. The velvety soft skin and steel piercings felt incredible rubbing up and down
         my tongue.
      

      	
      I was getting turned on just thinking of him. I grabbed the phone to see what time
         it was. Five o’clock. I had three hours to kill before Xavier came for dinner. Cum.
         I had never tasted it before, but now I had experienced what I tasted like when he
         kissed me after he had finished eating me out last night. Even with an oversensitive
         gag reflex, I was sure I would love his cock shoved deep in my mouth.
      

      	
      My nipples peaked from just the thought of him. I laid back and pinched one of them
         between my fingers like he had. It felt good but not as good as his touch. 
      

      	
      His cock was glorious. I had never seen anything like it before. It was so long and
         thick. I felt him come inside me with such force it had caused me to have another
         orgasm. 
      

      	
      I used the one free hand to google him. I knew I would see a photo of that beautiful
         piece of man meat. It popped up and I clicked on it. I immediately frowned when I
         saw that girl’s mouth on him. I hated her immediately. I stopped playing with my tits
         long enough to take a screen shot and then edit it so I could see only the rim and
         his thick long shaft.
      

      	
      I propped the phone up so I could look at it while I played with my nipples. In my
         head he was saying all the crude, naughty things to me he had last night, in my memory
         I thought of how he looked at me this morning. 
      

      	
      My inner muscles tightened and I spread my legs and used my finger to circle my clit,
         the same way his tongue had. I looked back at the picture as I slipped a finger inside
         of myself trying to find that spot he had touched that causes me to lose my mind.
         I found it but it wasn’t the same. I let go of my tit and grabbed the phone and searched
         through the iTunes to see if by some stroke of luck the song we fucked to was on it,
         it was. I set it to repeat and pulled up the photo of his cock and closed my eyes.
      

      	
      To the beat of the music I fingered myself to the memory of last night. I was getting
         into it and was pretty sure I was gonna come when I looked away from the phone and
         to the door.
      

      	
      “Shit!” I grabbed a blanket and covered myself.

      	
      “Don’t you stop. Fuck Irish.” Xavier pulled his shirt over his head and unbuckled
         his pants and they dropped to the floor.
      

      	
      I was mortified and covered my face with the blanket. I felt the bed dip at my feet.
         “Look at what you do to me.” He pulled the blanket off of me and I looked up. He was
         sitting on his knees slowly pumping himself with his hand.
      

      	
      “Xavier.”

      	
      “If you were mine I’d watch. Come on Irish stay in character here, please.” He threw
         the blanket on the floor and spread my legs. “Is that for me?”
      

      	
      I looked down and remembered I had shaved. When I did it I was feeling incredibly
         daring and sexy, but right now, well it was different. 
      

      	
      “No?”

      	
      “No.”

      	
      “Alright then.” He began stoking himself. “Right now I am picturing what I’ve been
         watching for three repeats of the song that I fucked the hottest piece of ass I have
         ever touched to. My cock is so hard from the image I will never forget. I can almost
         taste your hot tight pussy on my tongue as your juices flow onto it. So damn hot and
         so fucking good.” He stopped and groaned. “I don’t know how much longer I’m gonna
         last Irish, come with me. If you were mine you’d never deny what I’m asking.” He tightened
         his grip and pumped harder. “You are so tight, so wet, so hot.”
      

      	
      I didn’t dare look down. His eyes had captured mine and his words; my God his words
         were fucking me almost as good as his cock had. I cupped my breast and pinched my
         nipple.
      

      	
      “That’s good, fuck tell me how it feels.”

      	
      I licked my lips, “Um…”

      	
      “I’m so hard Irish.” He stroked up and down faster. “I’m sucking your rosy nipples…”

      	
      “Your tongue circles them once, then twice…”

      	
      “And you taste so good.”

      	
      “Every part of me comes alive. My scalp tingles remembering your hands in my hair…”

      	
      “Your pussy contracts squeezing me harder and harder. Pumping me.”

      	
      “I’m wet. So wet from your finger inside of me.” I push a finger inside myself and
         moan. “Then your tongue circles right here.”
      

      	
      “Your clit, say it.” He pumped harder and faster.

      	
      “My clit. God it feels so good the way you tease it with your tongue and butterflies
         dance inside of me fluttering against my insides. Your tongue, oh fuck your tongue…”
         I can’t continue I’m so close my knees clench around my hand as the walls of my vagina
         spasm.
      

      	
      “I’m gonna come. Fuck I’m gonna come so hard for you Irish.”

      	
      “In my mouth. God I want to know how you taste Xavier,” I almost yell it.

      	
      “You better be hungry and get up here now.”

      	
      I scampered down to him and wrapped my lips around his pulsing head and he yelled
         out my name.
      

      	
      His fingers pushed inside me and found the spot I had been only teasing so easily
         that I cried out as the first shot hit the back of my throat. My back arched as I
         silently gagged and the next salty warm shot hit the roof of my mouth. I swallowed
         quickly hoping I could take it. God I loved the noise he was making as he continued
         fucking me with his finger. 
      

      	
      My whole body tensed and then the crash of my orgasm hit me so hard I cried out and
         the last spurt of Xavier’s creamy thick cum hit the back of my throat and I swallowed
         quickly. I didn’t stop sucking and he kept moving his fingers slowly inside me. When
         I finally sat up, I immediately kissed him.
      

      	
      He laughed as he pulled back. “That’s a different taste.”

      	
      “It’s not as bad as I thought it would be.”

      	
      He laughed and pulled his fingers out of my pussy and rubbed my mouth. “I get not
         as bad as I thought it would be, and you.” He licked his fingers, “are still magically
         delicious.”
      

      	
      “I just imagined it differently.”

      	
      “Don’t compare me to your past hook ups Irish, I am on a totally different level.”

      	
      I laughed and he kissed me again.

      	
      “Well I’ll report back when I find out…”

      	
      He pushed me back on to the bed. “Like hell you will.”

      	
      He laughed and kissed my face, lips, and cheeks.

      	
      “Well how will I know?”

      	
      “Compare it to the past, because if you were mine, there would be no other.”

      	
      “Well then,” I laughed. “I’d have to say you were the best.”

      	
      “Fuck yeah you would.”

      	
      “And the worst.”

      	
      He grabbed my ass and squeezed. “If you were mine, you wouldn’t be saying shit like
         that.”
      

      	
      “Well if you were mine I probably would have told you I have never done that and I
         have a horrible gag reflex. You’re lucky you didn’t get it all back on--.”
      

      	
      “Hold up. Never, like never ever?”

      	
      “Like never ever.” I laughed.

      	
      He held my head between his hands. “If you were mine, I’d have to tell you how fucking
         amazing you just did.”
      

      	
      “If I was yours, I’d want to do it again.”

      	
      “If you were mine, you would be doing it almost as much as I would be eating your
         tight, hot, juicy, and now, bare pussy.”
      

      	
      “If we were each other’s we would be the couple everyone was envious of.”

      	
      “If you were mine, we wouldn’t care.” He leaned in and kissed me very softly again.

      	
      “How was your meeting?”

      	
      “Well dear,” he laughed. “Sucked, now I’m here. And hungry. I ate some shit gas station
         food this morning.”
      

      	
      “You got back earlier than expected.”

      	
      “I told you if you were mine I’d fuck you all weekend.”

      	
      “So you did.” I smiled.

      	
      “What I didn’t realize was that if I fucked up you’d start without me.”

      	
      I felt my face burn.

      	
      “If you were mine I’d be early more often just so I could see you touching yourself.
         It was hot as hell Irish. Don’t be embarrassed by your sexiness.”
      

      	
      I laughed, “My sexiness huh?”

      	
      “Incredible sexiness.”

      	
      “If you were mine I would be smitten right now.”

      	
      “Good.”

      	
      ~

      	
      I was in the kitchen and music was playing throughout the entire place. Happy by Pharell Williams was playing. I looked behind me and he was bopping to the music
         in the room he was setting up as the portable office.
      

      	
      Xavier was in cotton pajama pants and I was in his tee shirt. I was having so much
         fun pretending to be his. I knew he felt the same way.
      

      	
      My replacement phone rang and he looked at me. 

      	
      “Can you turn it down a little?”

      	
      “Sure thing Babe.”

      	
      The music turned down and I answered the phone.

      	
      “Hey Kaen, you got the message?”

      	
      Xavier looked up at me and I smiled. He groaned and sat down with his back to me.
         Odd.
      

      	
      “What? Why would you bid that contract? --When will you realize I can take care of
         myself! -- Xavier Steel, yes he’s my boss--He what?”
      

      	
      I sat and listened to Kaen tell me what Xavier’s little meeting was about today. I
         was angry that he had lied to me. Pissed actually.
      

      	
      “Thanks Kaen—Sure--I’m sure--No I don’t need you to come here--Kaen, I love you, talk
         to you later.”
      

      	
      I hung up the phone and turned off the oven. I walked past Xavier and up the stairs.
         I went into the closet where I had just hung up my clothes and started taking them
         down. Less than two minutes later Xavier was walking in with my grandmother’s nightstand.
         
      

      	
      His eyes went from my bags to me and then back.

      	
      “You wanted this back. I got it.” 

      	
      He walked past me and started taking everything off the nightstand that was by the
         bed and then took it out of the room. He walked back in and put my grandmother’s in
         its place and started putting everything back on it.
      

      	
      “Don’t bother.”

      	
      “It’s not a bother.” He almost snapped.

      	
      “I’ll be taking it with me.”

      	
      “Sure thing but you aren’t going anywhere.”

      	
      “Xavier I appreciate everything but that shit doesn’t fly!”

      	
      “He hurt you. He won’t again.”

      	
      “Or what, you and your Italian mafia pals gonna rough him up?”

      	
      “Nope, just me.” He walked over and started taking things out of the bag.

      	
      “Why? Why did you have to do that?”

      	
      “Because if you were mine Taelyn, I would have.”

      	
      “If you were mine you wouldn’t!”

      	
      “I’m going to head home. Your safe here--”

      	
      “I was safe at my place.”

      	
      “You didn’t think so; you answered the door with fucking pepper spray! You woke up
         from a nightmare about him!”
      

      	
      “I’m not a pussy!”

      	
      “Never said you were. But if you were mine--.”

      	
      “I’m not! You pissed on the bed? You broke shit? You met my brothers and think you
         shouldn’t mention it to me--.”
      

      	
      “I might have mentioned it had I not walked into the bedroom while you were staring
         at a screen shot of my dick getting off to a song--.”
      

      	
      I picked up the phone and chucked it at him. The bastard ducked and then he laughed.

      	
      “If you were mine you wouldn’t pull that shit and if you were such a tough girl you
         wouldn’t have missed.”
      

      	
      I reached into the closet and pulled out the clothes he had put back in.

      	
      He took them out of my hands and threw them back in.

      	
      “Child.”

      	
      He grabbed my hand and pushed it hard against his pants. “What the--.”

      	
      He reached between my legs and cupped me hard.

      	
      “This is mine.” His finger pushed under my panties and I stumbled back.

      	
      He caught me and kissed me hard. I knew I should pull away but instead I squeezed
         his balls. 
      

      	
      He groaned into my mouth, “Harder.”

      	
      “Smug--.” He ripped my underwear off and pulled me up and pushed inside me before
         I could even finish my sentence.
      

      	
      He fucked me hard against the wall and I could do nothing but hold on. I was ready
         to come and he stilled. I felt him come inside me and then just as quickly as he entered
         he pulled out and set me on my feet.
      

      	
      I was shocked. I don’t know why, but I was.

      	
      He grabbed his sweatshirt off the end of the bed where he had left it and then took
         his overnight bag that had been delivered and turned and looked at me.
      

      	
      He was pissed and I was still shocked.

      	
      “If you were mine, you would have come.”

      	
      What happened next? He walked out the door. 

      	
      I went into the bathroom and cleaned myself up. Bastard!

      	
      I walked out and the phone chimed. 

      	
      -I did it because I give a shit. You of all people should understand. You were raised
            by people who aren’t much different than I am, or so I thought.

      	
      Fuck him. I didn’t reply.

      	
      After I cleaned up the kitchen I walked into what was now the temporary office. He
         had gone through all the notes and written down members of some of the bands I had
         found. The solo artists he liked he had highlighted.
      

      	
      He made a list of bars where some of the artists I had found had upcoming gigs. 

      	
      The top of the list said IRISH and sketched around it was some symbol that looked
         awfully familiar.
      

      	
      I looked at it for an hour trying to figure it out and I couldn’t. So I gave up.

      	
      I decided that it had been three days since I had spoke to my mother and I should
         call her. 
      

      	
      We talked until ten at night. I told her some of what had happened with Daniel, not
         everything and she cried. I hated when she cried. It made my heart ache too. In a
         house of four men she and I had to take stands on so many things. We had to stick
         together. I was never any trouble so it wasn’t the typical mother daughter relationship.
         She was truly my best friend; as far back as I could remember she had been.
      

      	
      She asked me about Xavier. I told her how insane he made me and that he was as much
         a pompous, arrogant, ass as my brothers and father. She laughed and told me that Kaen
         and Keller told her he was worse. That he refused to tell them anything. They told
         him to stay away from me and he told them no.
      

      	
      “See he’s worse.” I laughed.

      	
      “I like him.”

      	
      “Did you see--?”

      	
      “Google? Yes of course, your brothers apparently told him he was a wanna be porn star
         spoiled rich kid,” she laughed.
      

      	
      “He’s not a spoiled rich kid Mom.”

      	
      “Are you sticking up for him?”

      	
      “I guess.”

      	
      “So when do I get to meet him?”

      	
      “It’s not like that.”

      	
      “Okay dear.”

      	
      I knew when she said that she was only agreeing to sound agreeable.

      	
      “Love you Mom.”

      	
      “You too. Be safe please.”

      	
      “Of course.”

      	
      I grabbed the ice cream out of the freezer and a spoon out of the drawer and headed
         up the stairs. I climbed into the bed and for the first time in two days turned on
         the television. My comfort, the noise in the background that had drowned out the silence
         of the past few years.
      

      	
      ‘In the news tonight are New Jersey’s own hot, somewhat eligible and ever elusive Steel
            brothers. While Jase, Cyrus, and Zandor Steel have seemingly gone into hiding, the
            youngest, Xavier, seems to be living the life we would all expect a tattooed, millionaire,
            with the body of a god and apparently the sexual appetite of beast. Several photos
            have popped up online of Xavier with several different women. Reports have come in
            that one photo, taken by an unknown photographer, was taken through a bedroom window
            of what is known as Cyrus’s home. An anonymous tip reveals that the girl, a college
            student who was engaged to be married, was the girl photographed last with Xavier
            Steel. It is said she was engaged to a man who attends Harvard University’s Medical
            program. When we reached out to the man who we will call Daniel, he asked that we
            please respect his wishes and let him grieve the loss of the woman he loves to a poor
            excuse for a man. More photos released today show Xavier Steel exiting one of Harvard’s
            off campus housing apartments and giving the women a very flirtatious wink as he exited.
            Sources say that Xavier visited Daniel threatening him, and telling him to back off
            his newest flavor of the week. Look out husbands and boyfriends; it looks like our
            Men of Steel will stop at nothing to get into the panties of any woman they so desire.
            And I’m not sure even love could conquer the desire we all feel when we simply look
            at any of these men…of steel.’

      	
       

      	
       

      
   
      
      Chapter 13

      	
       

      	
      U- Turn

      	
       

      	
      I was in the SUV less than five minutes when the phone rang. 

      	
      “Irish?” I answered knowing it had to be her, because she had to be feeling as shitty
         as I was right…
      

      	
      “Italian dumb fuck.”

      	
      “What’s up Zandor?” 

      	
      “Did you get accepted?”

      	
      “What the fuck are you talking about?”

      	
      “The news,” Cyrus laughed. “We saw you on the news. Did you get accepted into Harvard?”

      	
      “Fuck you.”

      	
      “I don’t think he did. DENIED,” Jase laughed.

      	
      “What the hell do you three want, what the fuck are you calling me at this time for?
         Shouldn’t you be banging your bitches?”
      

      	
      “Watch it,” Cyrus growled.

      	
      “Actually we’re back in the states and heading to the apartment right now. Jase’s
         carpets are being steam cleaned and my place is all over the news.”
      

      	
      “Tell me you’re kidding?” Son of a bitch.
      

      	
      I cut across two lanes of traffic to do a U-turn in a gas station parking lot.

      	
      “Yeah we’re busting your balls. We heard you’ve been there though.” Jase laughed.

      	
      “Abe. Never could keep his fucking mouth shut.”

      	
      “Not true bro,” Zandor laughed.

      	
      “Abe fucking knew?” Jase snapped.

      	
      “There’s nothing to know--.”

      	
      “Bullshit, you’re held up at the love shack with some hot ass red head.” Zandor laughed.

      	
      “That what Irish is about?” Cyrus chuckled.

      	
      “What do you three want?”

      	
      “Did you fall bro?” Zandor laughed.

      	
      “I don’t have time for this shit right now. I need to stop at the shop.”

      	
      “No sleepover tonight?” Jase asked.

      	
      “No.”

      	
      “Uh oh Xavier’s on the shit list.”

      	
      “Spill it, you know all our fuck ups let us show you the error of your ways,” Zandor
         laughed.
      

      	
      “No fucking way. Uh uh, I don’t need help from any of you three.”

      	
      “She knows about the money because she works for you right.”

      	
      “She works with me.” I corrected them.

      	
      “She knows about the shop.” Cyrus laughed. “Oh yes she’s been there.”

      	
      “Two weeks?” Jase laughed.

      	
      “Jase shut the fuck up.”

      	
      “You bang her yet?”

      	
      “He had a sleepover in bed, of course he banged her.” Cyrus huffed.

      	
      “I didn’t fuck her at your place Cyrus, chill.”

      	
      “Did you snuggle?” Zandor laughed. “Spoon?”

      	
      “I didn’t have to tie her up Z,” I laughed back.

      	
      “She good?” Jase whispered.

      	
      “You still not getting any Jase?”

      	
      “Fuck you Xavier.”

      	
      “Should we tell him the good news?” Cyrus laughed.

      	
      “What?”

      	
      “Well now the cats out of the bag, you’re already Momma’s worst nightmare come true
         so we’re all coming home.” Cyrus announced.
      

      	
      “Not a good idea Cyrus, your place is--.”

      	
      “We’ll figure it out. Tara and I want to get married back home. Nothing big, just
         family.”
      

      	
      “How does Little Bell feel about that?” I missed her like crazy.

      	
      “She’s excited but you gotta promise me you’ll leave her Barbie’s alone.” Jase chuckled.

      	
      “I need some help though man.” Cyrus said.

      	
      “Anything, you know that Bro.”

      	
      “Venue, caterer, music. We do this somewhere on the shore.”

      	
      “No problem.”

      	
      “Classy shit, no college frat party.” He warned.

      	
      “Does Momma know?” I asked.

      	
      “Not about the wedding no.”

      	
      “Zandor you gonna untie Bekah long enough to fly home?” I laughed.

      	
      “I suppose. But only because I wanna see what you got yourself mixed up with.”

      	
      “Cool, so when will you be in?”

      	
      “A week from today. Sunday dinner at Jase’s. You’re cooking.” Zandor laughed.

      	
      “Can you send Momma home now; I fucking miss the hell out of her food.” I laughed.

      	
      After our goodbyes I hung up and pulled back out onto the road.

      	
      I pulled through the gates and Sam laughed.

      	
      I flipped him off and kept driving.

      	
      I pulled in the driveway after killing the lights.

      	
      Fuck it. I jumped out and walked up to the door, punched the code and walked in the
         door ensuring it closed quietly.
      

      	
      I heard the sound of the TV from upstairs and kicked my shoes off and walked in and
         sat on the couch.
      

      	
      I heard the TV sound die and decided I should let her know I was here. So I sent a
         message.
      

      	
      -Don’t be pissed but I’m back and crashing on the couch.

      	
      Her response was immediate and simple.

      	
      -ok

      	
      I saw a light flip on and heard her feet padding down the stairs. She stopped at the
         bottom and looked at me. She had a spoon hanging out of her mouth and the ice cream
         container in her hands.
      

      	
      “I should be mad at you.” She turned and stuck her nose in the air and walked into
         the kitchen.
      

      	
      I got up and followed her in. “That shit won’t change you know.”

      	
      “What shit?”

      	
      “Trying to be mad at me. I mean look at me, how can you be mad at this?” I smirked
         and she huffed and turned away.
      

      	
      “I’d offer you some ice cream but you already came.” She tried to stomp by me and
         I grabbed her hands and walked backwards pulling her with me to the couch.
      

      	
      I sat and pulled her down on me. “If that’s all you’re pissed about we can rectify
         that problem right now.”
      

      	
      “I--.”

      	
      “It won’t change.”

      	
      “I know.”

      	
      “Can you deal?”

      	
      She shrugged her shoulders.

      	
      “I bet you’d be all ‘Oh yes’ if I gave you the D right now.”

      	
      She rolled her eyes and tried not to laugh.

      	
      “See, you can’t resist this face, this charm, this--”

      	
      “Don’t flatter yourself, it’s your dick.”

      	
      “Is that supposed to upset me?” I pushed her hair back and ran my finger down from
         her neck between her tits.
      

      	
      “Well actually it’s probably more about the piercings.” She grabbed the back of my
         neck and pulled my head towards hers.
      

      	
      She rested her forehead against mine and looked into my eyes. “I saw the news.”

      	
      “Shit, I’m sorry.”

      	
      “You saw it?”

      	
      “No my brothers called.”

      	
      “They upset? Her fingers ran over one of my nipple rings.

      	
      “No, they’re all coming home. Apparently I let the cat out of the bag so if I gotta
         deal with it, they will too. So that means a week from today you get to meet my brothers.”
      

      	
      “That’s assuming I haven’t had enough of you.”

      	
      My eyebrows shot up. “Oh really?”

      	
      She smiled. “I’m exhausted. Emotional day.” She stepped off my lap and onto the floor.
         “You can come to bed with me tonight. No touching and, with the warning, I’m going
         to work during the day tomorrow and leave by six o’clock so that I can go to my place
         and study.”
      

      	
      “You can study here.”

      	
      “No. I’m not doing this because of what you did. I need to focus.”

      	
      “You can focus here.”

      	
      “Don’t or I’ll go back tonight.”

      	
      I knew whatever came out next was either gonna land me on the couch, make me look
         like a bitch or I’d wind up in jail because I was two point two seconds from taking
         some tips from Zandor and tying her ass up.
      

      	
      Fuck it. “I’ll stay here. You go ahead.”
      

      	
      “Because I’m going back to my place tomorrow or because I said you can’t touch me?”

      	
      “Whichever works for you.” I laid down and rolled over and faced the back of the couch.

      	
      “There are a couple other bedrooms you know.”

      	
      “I’m good.”

      	
      She laughed as she walked up the stairs.

      	
      Take that Irish.

      	
      I was pissed now. I walk back in here like a little bitch with my dick tucked between
         my legs and that should’ve been enough. But no, ‘Come to bed with me, don’t touch
         me, I’m going back to that place where I got the shit beat out of me.’
      

      	
       Fucking women. 

      	
      ~

      	
      I woke at seven in the morning. I slept like a fucking rock. And I sat up feeling
         like I had been hit by several of them. I took a piss and hopped in the shower in
         the downstairs bathroom, of course, ‘cause if I went up those stairs little Miss Patrick
         would have morning wood shoved deep inside her pussy, wet or not.
      

      	
      I walked out in a towel just as her pretty little feet were padding down the stairs.

      	
      “Sleep well?” She asked glancing down at the tiny towel just barley covering my cock.

      	
      “Perfect and you?”

      	
      “It was like heaven.” She gushed, borderline obnoxious and walked into the kitchen
         and filled the Keurig. I walked in, no strutted, fuck yeah I strutted. I reached over
         her head and pushed into her back while I grabbed a glass. I took a deep whiff of
         her sexy hair and she looked up and over her shoulder at me, and rolled those emerald
         eyes.
      

      	
      I chuckled as I stepped away. I filled the cup with water and then turned and leaned
         against the counter and stared at her. My dick wanted her but check this shit out;
         I control my dick, when I want to of course and right now I didn’t want her to know
         that I was at all interested. 
      

      	
      “You’re pretty impressed with that thing aren’t you?” She looked down at my towel.

      	
      “It’s pretty fucking impressive.”

      	
      “Hmm.”

      	
      “Not hmm. Let’s be honest shall we. The sounds that come out of you when you’re being
         impaled by greatness isn’t hmm. It’s Oh God! Xavier, Oh Yes!”
      

      	
      “Close, but just so you know some women practice that stuff.”

      	
      “Like you did with Daniel?” I fucking hated that man’s name.
      

      	
      “Years of practice. They say practice makes perfect. My noises are pretty perfect
         aren’t they?”
      

      	
      Her smug look made me laugh. “Did you fake cum too? Did your pussy fake squeeze my
         dick and fake--.”
      

      	
      “Fuck you.” She stomped out of the kitchen and up the stairs.

      	
      I waited for her to get up the stairs and then decided to go up and taunt her some
         more. Pissed off Taelyn was smoking hot.
      

      	
      When I walked in the room I wasn’t expecting to see what I saw. She was on the bed
         hugging her knees and her shoulders were shuttering.
      

      	
      “I was just joking around. Damn Taelyn. I didn’t mean to make you cry,” I sat down
         and pulled her balled up body against my chest and held her.
      

      	
      She pulled away and laid down covering her face with a pillow.

      	
      I laid next to her and held her. Her breasts were heaving and she leaned into me.
         I tried to take the pillow away and she pushed my hand down, her hand was over mine
         but mine was most definitely on her tit. Ever so gently she pushed into my hand and
         then her hand slipped down to my wrist. I felt her nipple hardening under my hand.
         So I rubbed my palm just a little, literally feeling her out. Did she want this?
      

      	
      She moaned and pushed harder against my hand.

      	
      Yeah she wanted it. I used one hand to play with her tit and the other to lift her
         shirt. Her little hips rolled, basically begging for my hand to travel south, so it
         did.
      

      	
      “Damn Irish you’re so wet,” she moaned and then stiffened. But her hips continued
         to push into my hand.
      

      	
      It was fucked up fingering and playing with the tits of a girl who’s crying. For real.
         I mean I’ve fucked plenty girls who ended up in tears, but not because they were upset.
         You know what I’m sayin?
      

      	
      I started sucking on her perfect fucking tits and she cried into the pillow. I moved
         down her body, kissing, sucking, licking, and needing to eat that sweet fucking pussy.
         My cock was fucking steel but I didn’t want in, not yet.
      

      	
      I knelt at her feet in pussy worship position as I took her underwear off. Green lace,
         fucking hot. I held them to my face and took a deep breath. The fucking scent of want,
         need, desire, all bottled up inside her just waiting to be eaten. 
      

      	
      I slid forward on my stomach and pushed my hands under her tight as fuck ass. I wanted
         to squeeze it, leave my marks on it, and lick it, fuck!
      

      	
      I lifted her ass so it met my mouth, throwing her legs over my back. There was no
         easing into it. I licked her pussy like a fucking cat licking its paw. No crease,
         crevice, or hole was left untouched. When I say no hole, I mean no fucking hole. She
         was so wet she was dripping and that juice was pure fucking platinum, I would not
         let any bit of it be left to waste. 
      

      	
      She was into it, fucking my face as she screamed into the pillow she held with one
         hand and pulling my hair with the other. She came hard and her thighs crushed against
         my head. I nipped them forcing her to pull away. Not hard but like a dog would snap
         at another when it was trying to steal its food. That shit was mine, all fucking mine.
      

      	
      When she laid limp. I kissed down her ankles and knelt looking at the pussy I was
         about to be in balls deep. I grabbed her ankles to drag her to me and she pulled her
         foot back and then pushed it slowly between my legs, right against my cock. If she
         pushed any harder that shit would have hurt but right now just that little bit of
         pressure felt real fucking good. 
      

      	
      She put the pillow beside her, sat up, and pushed her hair out of her face. She looked
         at me as she straightened herself up trying to appear poised. It was kind of fucking
         cute.
      

      	
      “Thanks for that.” Then she pulled her feet up and looked down at my cock. “You may
         want to take care of that. Time for work.”
      

      	
      Quick as shit she was off the bed and in the bathroom. I heard the door lock and then
         the shower start.
      

      	
      No. Fucking. Way.

      	
       

      
   
      
      Chapter 14

      	
      

      	
      Player two

      	
       

      	
      I stepped into the hot shower and let the water cascade down my very sensitive and
         extremely erect nipples, laughing to myself. 
      

      	
      The look on his face was priceless. I wouldn’t need a photo of that to hold on to
         the memory of what I had just done to Xavier. Smoking hot, hung, abundantly talented,
         Xavier Steel, looked like the football captain who was blown off on Prom night, by
         me. 
      

      	
      I finished up my shower and opened the door expecting to see him on the other side
         the same way I had seen him the night before when he took me, unwillingly. Okay unwilling
         for two point five seconds before he was inside me. That look he had in his eyes as
         he fucked me against the wall was heat, anger, and something else. Something raw and
         animalistic. Something that made me boil inside. Something that was still haunting
         me. 
      

      	
      How could you want and hate a feeling at the same time? If I allowed myself I could
         fall for him. How stupid would that be? I was coming off of a break up that should
         have put me on the couch or in bed for at least a week, giving myself enough time
         to lick my wounds and allow the painful experience to be turned into a life lesson.
         A lesson I would carry like a scar, a constant reminder of why the hell that would
         never happen again.
      

      	
      But Xavier was around every corner I tried to hide in. He was lighting up the darkness.
         No he wasn’t just lighting it up, he was setting raging infernos around me and inside
         me. I should walk away now so I wouldn’t get burned by this game we were playing,
         but I didn’t want to. Not even a little.
      

      	
      After I was dressed I walked down the stairs and found him sitting at the desk.

      	
      “Good shower?” He asked in an aloof tone.

      	
      “Yep, you gonna take one?”

      	
      “Should I?”

      	
      He was acting like nothing had happened, like he was unaffected by what I had just
         done and damn if it didn’t make me angry. I didn’t just want to bask in that moment,
         I wanted to bathe in it, rub his nose in it, and make him not forget that this was
         a game with two players, not one.
      

      	
      I reached over the desk and swiped my finger across his lower lip. “Probably, you
         got a little on you still.”
      

      	
      His eyebrow slowly raised and I turned and walked away.

      	
      “Coffee?” I asked over my shoulder.

      	
      “Do you think you can handle it?” He chuckled.

      	
      “Sure thing.”

      	
      ~

      	
      He didn’t shower. He spent three hours of the morning on the phone. He was adamant
         that the office slash studio be presentable by the weekend. He seemed to have faith
         that the general contractor would have the window in and walls up. 
      

      	
      I was given the task, via email from Xavier, who sat a mere ten feet away from me
         at maximum all morning long, to find dates and times of performances for at least
         four of the artists this week. 
      

      	
      It wasn’t as easy as it sounds. None of the prospective clients had web or social
         media pages with accurate information. Some hadn’t even bothered to list where they
         would be playing, or they would just give a street name, not the bar’s name. It was
         more scanning web pages hoping that the bar or club had an events page on their self-made
         websites. Frustrating as hell, but I found four. 
      

      	
      Xavier was talking studio equipment, I think, with someone who didn’t seem to be a
         professional but more a friend so I popped in ear buds to continue the search for
         more unknowns.
      

      	
      It was three in the afternoon when I finally looked away from the computer screen.
         We hadn’t said two words to one another. I even emailed him back the dates of the
         gigs I found. He chuckled and turned his chair away from me and continued talking
         on the phone.
      

      	
      He had emailed me a detailed schedule he had made of what was happening each day at
         Forever Four. Friday we would be in the office at Steel Industries. He seemed happy with the way
         things were going. So was I.
      

      	
      My phone rang and it was a friend I was paired with to do a semester long project
         asking what time I could meet him. I told Billy we could meet at my apartment in an
         hour to come up with a plan. That’s when Xavier spoke to me the first time since ‘Office
         hours’ had officially started.
      

      	
      “Who is Billy?” He asked looking down as he tapped the keys on his laptop.

      	
      “My partner in design lab this semester.”

      	
      “Hmm. You told him to meet you at your place?”

      	
      His voice was a little unsteady and it made me laugh. He glanced up at me and leaned
         back in his chair, eyes locked on mine.
      

      	
      “Yes. I figured it might be a little cold on the sidewalk at school.” 

      	
      “And the library?”

      	
      “Is a quiet place.” I said giving him the same annoyed look he was giving me.

      	
      He stood up pushing his chair back and his eyes remained locked on me. I let out an
         exaggerated breath and his lips formed a line. 
      

      	
      “I’ll take you. I’ll stay with you, and…”

      	
      I stood up and walked out the door and up the stairs. My pace quickened when I heard
         him growl and his heavy steps coming up behind me. He was stomping up the stairs behind
         me.
      

      	
      I went in and started putting my things in the bag he had packed for me two days ago.
         I expected him to argue with me, maybe I wanted him to? I don’t know I was too confused
         when he was around.
      

      	
      I was further confused when he walked past me into the closet and brought out some
         of my clothes and put them in the suitcase. He helped me pack. Huffing much of the
         time but he was helping me.
      

      	
      “I’ll ride into the city with you.”

      	
      “I’m taking the train.”

      	
      “Over my dead…” he stopped midsentence and clenched his jaw and grumbled for a moment
         as I walked past him into the bathroom. He followed, “I have to go in anyways. It
         would be silly. Jesus can’t you just say okay?”
      

      	
      “Okay.”

      	
      “Okay?”

      	
      “No maybe--.”

      	
      “Bullshit. You said okay.” He grabbed my large duffle and down the stairs he went.

      	
      ~

      	
      The ride in was as quiet as the day had been. He was annoyed and I was trying my best
         not to be annoyed by him being annoyed. I knew what my problem was. I was about to
         face something he had made me forget.
      

      	
      Xavier pulled into the small lot across the road and parked the SUV. When he started
         to get out I stopped him.
      

      	
      “I got it. Go on and do whatever it was you had to do.”

      	
      “I can carry your things up Taelyn.”

      	
      “No thank you.”

      	
      I got out with my bags and all but ran from him into my building. 

      	
      I walked up two flights of stairs and through the hall door to my apartment. It took
         me awhile to find the key. I opened the door and saw the mess. I hadn’t cleaned up
         before Xavier swooped in and saved the day. I had left it as it had been when Daniel
         had --. 
      

      	
      I covered my ears and wasn’t sure why. I closed my eyes tight trying to make the memories
         fade. Memories don’t fade. It doesn’t matter how tight you shut your eyes you can’t
         erase a mental image. Regardless of how much I disliked Daniel, I still wanted to
         know why. Why had he done that to me? What did I do wrong to make it okay for him
         to treat me like that? What was wrong with him that made it okay to put his hands
         on me-- even if I did it first. No man I knew was like that.
      

      	
      I jumped and screamed when I felt a tap on my shoulder. Everything else was a blur.
         I was pushed to the side as Xavier tackled someone onto the floor. He was shaking
         him and just as he drew his arm back I realized it was my lab partner.
      

      	
      “NO!” I screamed and he looked at me like I was crazy. “Bill are you okay?”

      	
      I tried to pull Xavier’s big body off poor Bill who looked like he was close to pissing
         his pants. Xavier pulled his arm free of my grasp and grabbed Bill by his collar,
         pulled him up, and shoved him against the wall.
      

      	
      “What the hell are you doing?” Xavier had him pinned, his hand was at Bill’s throat
         and he wasn’t listening to a damn thing I was saying. So what do I do? I smacked him
         in the back of the head. Which did nothing to him. “Damn it Xavier! Let. Him. Go!”
      

      	
      Xavier let go of Bill and stepped back. “Who the fuck is this?” He hissed at me.

      	
      “Just go! Get out now! I told you--.” Xavier grabbed me by my elbows, lifted me, walked
         into the bathroom and kicked the door shut. The force shook the room.
      

      	
      “You’ll be coming back with me.” He growled. 

      	
      “You’re out of your damn mind!” 

      	
      “You’re not ready to be here! You’re not ready to be around anyone else but me--.”

      	
      “Out!”

      	
      His jaw dropped and then he glared at me.

      	
      “Out now!”

      	
      His mouth snapped shut and then he grabbed my face, licked up the side of my cheek,
         then spun around and stormed out the door.
      

      	
      “One hand mother fucker.” I heard him growl and I sprinted out of the bathroom. “You
         put one mother fucking hand on her and I’ll kill--.”
      

      	
      “Get out!”

      	
      He huffed and then stepped away from Bill who was still stunned. 

      	
      “You’re making a mistake Taelyn.” He spat over his shoulder as he walked out of my
         apartment.
      

      	
      I was completely embarrassed by what my apartment looked like, by what had just happened,
         by how Xavier left, “I don’t even know how to begin trying to explain what just happened
         here. Bill, I’m so sorry, are you alright?”
      

      	
      “Aren’t you with Daniel?” He straightened his shirt.

      	
      “No, didn’t work out.”

      	
      “Did that guy, Xavier, have anything to do with it?”

      	
      “He’s my boss and no. I don’t know what to even say- -.”

      	
      “Don’t worry about it, just make sure he understands I have no intentions of putting
         my hands- -.”
      

      	
      “I’m sorry.”

      	
      “Okay stop the apologies. He obviously thought I had hurt you. My God look at your
         place. Did you get robbed?”
      

      	
      I did my best to explain what had happened. I left out the part about Daniel hitting
         me, and me hitting him. I was ashamed and embarrassed. When he asked about the bruise,
         I told him I fell. And quickly switched the subject to the reason he was here.
      

      	
      I had planned on asking him if we could try our hand at a local bar’s web page. Yes
         it was to benefit Forever Four but also for a grade. He was a wiz at the technical part; I knew I would learn a
         lot from him. I also had no idea if I had just lost my job. What a messed up day.
      

      	
      We worked for three hours on our project. Bill had rebuilt the site, built banners
         and improved page content. When we felt confident in presenting our idea the next
         day to our professor we called it a night. We had decided that we would meet in the
         school’s computer lab next time. My card table slash desk wasn’t all that great of
         a working space. 
      

      	
      It was only about ten minutes after Bill left when I received a text from Xavier saying
         that he wouldn’t need me tomorrow night. I sat down trying to figure out how to respond
         and I decided against it. 
      

      	
      I cleaned up a little and decided not to reply. If he was going to fire me, he would
         damn well do it in person. If he was going to fire me because of his outburst he was
         damn well going to hear what I had to say about it.
      

      	
      I called my mom and we had our normal conversation. Well, as normal as it could be
         when I didn’t want her to know about Daniel, or Xavier, or the fact that I had no
         idea if I was with or without a job. A job I didn’t even want to begin with but now,
         well I wanted my job. I really hated that I wanted my job. I also wanted food. I was
         starving, and I didn’t want to be here alone. I grabbed my coat and purse and headed
         out the door. 
      

      	
      As I walked out the front door of the building I looked across the road and saw the
         car, or what I thought was the car, that had been picking me up for work the previous
         week. I was pretty sure I was wishfully thinking or not wishfully thinking. God this
         was frustrating.
      

      	
      The black town car was following me and I stopped and walked back. I was annoyed and
         a little uneasy. I was so close to walking up to that car and seeing if James was
         the driver, but I’m a cop’s daughter so that wasn’t going to happen. 
      

      	
      Once in the apartment I received another text, this one from Daniel.

      	
      You signed this lease with me, what are you gonna do about that?

      	
      I didn’t reply. Interesting how it’s about money and not, how’s your face. I’m sorry.
         Anything else, but no, it’s just money. 
      

      	
      I stood looking at the air mattress. I decided to flip it over hoping it would help
         me be able to sleep on it. I hated the look on his face when he was pinning me down.
         I knew it would be something I wouldn’t be able to forget for a very long time. If
         Xavier had not called I have no idea what he would have done to me. Well I had an
         idea but I couldn’t think about it, I wouldn’t think about it. 
      

      	
      ~

      	
      I didn’t sleep well. It was hard to keep my eyes open during class. It was hard to
         focus too. My mind drifted from course work to Xavier Steel. I was so confused and
         afraid of the feelings I had for him. I was in love with Daniel less than two weeks
         ago and now I hated him. I don’t know how many times today I had to answer the question,
         what happened to your face. I don’t know how many times I lied about what had happened.
         And even worse was the fact that I had to act like a ditz. I wasn’t a ditz.
      

      	
      Bill and I had gotten the go ahead to take on the website for Rocking Chair as our
         semester project and I was going to call the bar to find out if they would be willing
         to take a look at it. 
      

      	
      I walked into my building and Tally; a girl I use to go out with once in a while,
         was walking in at the same time. 
      

      	
      “What’s going on Taelyn?”

      	
      “Not much just got done with classes.”

      	
      “Your guy move out?”

      	
      “My ex and yes.” I smiled.

      	
      She looked at me and shook her head, “Is that good or--.”

      	
      “It’s good.”

      	
      “Perfect. So you free tonight? You wanna go out for a few drinks?”

      	
      “Actually I have to work.” I stopped and laughed. “On second thought yes. How about
         I go take a shower and get ready? You feel like going to the Shore to check out a
         band?”
      

      	
      “Rock?”

      	
      “Yes rock.”

      	
      “Sounds good, what time?”

      	
      “Let’s say we leave here at eight o’clock?”

      	
      “Perfect.”

      	
      I ran up the stairs to my place excited to be going out, and even more excited that
         I would be seeing Xavier tonight.
      

      	
      At eight o’clock Tally walked in with a dress.

      	
      “Wear this. You’re since now.”

      	
      I took the dress and shook my head no. She laughed and shook hers yes.

      	
      Tally and I walked out of the building to hail a cab and the black town car pulled
         up. James jumped out and opened the door.
      

      	
      “Where to?” 

      	
      “We’ll take a cab.” I stepped around him.

      	
      “Miss Patrick, why would you do that when there is a car here already?” James smiled
         politely.
      

      	
      “Yeah Taelyn why would you do that?” Tally grabbed my hand and pulled me back.

      	
      “How long have you been here James?”

      	
      “I don’t know how to answer that.” His expression told me all I needed to know.

      	
      “Did you follow me last night when I left the building?”

      	
      He didn’t answer.

      	
      “You scared the hell out of me and that’s not okay. You tell Xavier that I don’t appreciate
         it.”
      

      	
      I let out a loud whistle and a cab pulled up. “Let’s go Tally.”

      	
      Tally sat beside me in the cab and looked at me curiously.

      	
      “What?” I asked her.

      	
      “When you say Xavier do you mean Xavier Steel? The one on the news and on You-Tube
         who--.”
      

      	
      “Yes. He’s my boss, sort of. Well his mom is my boss.”

      	
      “Damn he’s hot.” She laughed, “So the rumors are true?”

      	
      “What rumors?”

      	
      “The girl on the internet with him is you?”

      	
      “Tally whose talking about that?”

      	
      “Everyone,” she laughed. “I told them no way. You weren’t the kind of girl to give
         oral--.”
      

      	
      “That wasn’t me. I swear to you that wasn’t me.”

      	
      “Don’t get pissed off, let’s have a good time okay? Maybe we’ll run into your boss
         or whatever he is. Hot dang T. Lyn he is hawt!”
      

      	
      We would certainly be running into him but his hotness had nothing to do with it.

      	
       

      	
       

      
   
      
      Chapter 15

      	
       

      	
      Venus - X

      	
       

      	
      “She what? You what!” I snapped.

      	
      “She refused a ride and I lost the cab.”

      	
      “Did she say where she was going?”

      	
      “No sir I’m pretty certain she wasn’t impressed that I was here. She also knew the
         car was here last night. She said she didn’t appreciate it--.”
      

      	
      “You fucking told her the car was mine.”

      	
      “No sir, I didn't answer her.”

      	
      “Well that’s just as good as saying yes for fuck sake!”

      	
      “She said it scared her.”

      	
      “I don’t have time for this shit! I’m knee deep in trying to get things rolling here
         James. Find the fucking cab.”
      

      	
      “Will do.”

      	
      “You better or your job is on the damn line. She has a crazy ex and the fucking photographers
         trying to figure out who I’m banging now sniffing around her--.”
      

      	
      “Might I suggest you stop--?”

      	
      “No.” I hung up the phone looked at the time. I was gonna be late meeting Finn Beckett,
         a kick ass bass player and vocalist Taelyn had found on You-Tube playing at Club Venus.
         I pulled over and grabbed my phone and typed in Taelyn phone information in the find
         my phone app. The little bulb was moving so I was fucked until she hit her destination.
      

      	
      I was pretty damn close to calling her but now she was pissed about last night, and
         the car I had watching her. What the fuck was with me? This shit wasn’t going as planned.
         I wasn’t like my brothers. No bitch was gonna jack me up by the balls and twist me
         up like this.
      

      	
      Twenty five minutes later I called James and told him the general vicinity of where
         she was. I wasn’t about to fuck this up over a girl. Not even Taelyn. I pulled back
         on the road and headed towards the club. 
      

      	
      When I pulled in I looked at the app again and the phone rang at the same time.

      	
      “She’s arrived at--.”

      	
      “Yeah I know. Get some sleep; I’ll call you if I need you.”

      	
      “Sir, my niece has a dance recital and will be broken hearted if I don’t show up.”

      	
      “James she’s a kid she’ll get over it. Besides you don’t work at Disney, I’m not paying
         you to be nice to kids.”
      

      	
      I hung up the phone and hit the accelerator.

      	
      I pulled into the club twenty minutes late, because of a girl. A girl who I would
         be ignoring from this point on. I sent James a text telling him go see his nieces’
         dance thing. I would find someone to cover.
      

      	
      His reply was thank you sir. Okay so I was sir. I didn’t want to be fucking sir. I
         also didn’t want to be walking into a club knowing that the girl with the platinum
         pussy was in there. I kid you not, my fucking mouth watered thinking about tasting
         that again. And I would be, tonight. She would be begging for it. I’d give it to her,
         after she sucked me off. She fucking owed me one. Fuck she owed me more than one,
         she came at least three times yesterday morning and, fuck yes, I was keeping score.
      

      	
      I walked in and saw her immediately. She was off to the left of the stage and laughing
         with some chick and who I assume was Finn Beckett. Her black dress wasn’t one of those
         little black dress staples that all women needed. It was a tiny black dress. Short
         as fuck. And heels, holy hell they were tall. Easy boy, I told my dick. 
      

      	
      She shook his hand and stepped back. The little brunette beside her was grinning from
         ear to ear at Finn when the band started playing a cover of Wake Me Up by Avicii. Taelyn and the other chick were standing in front of the stage dancing.
         
      

      	
      You know how hard it is to concentrate on the music while your eyes are glued to an
            ass, and then you look around and it’s real fucking obvious that so are a bunch of
            other eyes?  Fucking hard. Worse was this feeling that I wanted to annihilate every one of them.
         And the cherry topper, I was already in the fucking dog house so I needed to play
         this game, better, smarter, and harder than she was.
      

      	
      I walked to the corner of the dance floor where if she looked she wouldn’t miss me.
         I had to close my eyes to concentrate on listening to his playing. He was good. The
         way he locked rhythms with the drummer was perfection. I would love to see if it where
         something that came naturally or if it came from practice. 
      

      	
      He could sing too. He did his own thing with the cover, not just simply copying the
         original. Playing bass while singing wasn’t something a lot of people could do while
         staying locked in with the drums. His fills were natural and brought the song from
         verse to chorus flawlessly.
      

      	
      I swear I could feel eyes burning into me and I glanced towards Taelyn on the dance
         floor. She swung her hips and did a small circle so she wasn’t facing me. I watched
         as her hips moved slowly to the beat.
      

      	
      I also took special interest in the natural confidence so exuded. When any one of
         those hungry ass fucks tried to dance with her she gave them a cold glance, rolled
         her eyes ever so slightly, and then turned her back to them. Fucking hot! 
      

      	
      They played three more songs that showcased Finn’s vocal talents before ending the
         set. I went to the bar and asked the bartender to fill a tray with whatever the band
         is drinking and some shooters.
      

      	
      I walked up to the table that sat beside the stage and sat the tray down. 

      	
      “Finn Beckett, I’m Xavier Steel. You’re one hell of a bass guitarist.” I stuck my
         hand out and shook his.
      

      	
      “Thanks man.” He gave me a firm hand shake and smiled. 

      	
      He looked past me as he took a drink and stared at the girls who were now beside me.
         I knew that look. He wanted to tap that ass.
      

      	
      “She yours?” He pointed his straw to Taelyn and her friend.

      	
      “Which one?” I asked and then I felt a heel, a very sharp heel pressing into my foot.
         
      

      	
      “Either one.” 

      	
      “If this one was mine she wouldn’t be wearing that dress in public that’s for damn
         sure.” I laughed and pulled my foot out from under hers.
      

      	
      “If he were mine he’d be a little less caveman and a little more Romeo,” she shot
         back.
      

      	
      Beckett laughed and looked past us at the girl. 

      	
      I pulled out a chair and pointed, “Have a seat Taelyn.” She huffed and sat down. “Sorry
         I don’t know your name.”
      

      	
      “Tally. My names Tally.”

      	
      I pulled out a chair and looked up; she and Beckett were looking at one another.

      	
      “Tally would you like to sit?”

      	
      “She can sit here.” Beckett patted his knee and she sat on his lap.

      	
      I sat down next to Taelyn and whispered, “What a good girl she is.”

      	
      She glared at me and it made me hard. Focus. His bandmates were busy doing body shots
         of some of the local ass so he was all mine.
      

      	
      We chatted about his schedule and it became apparent that meeting here like this wasn’t
         a great idea. Beckett was focused on Tally and getting laid. So before they took stage
         I gave him my card and told him if he was interested in furthering his career I would
         love to sit down and talk. He nodded and dropped my card in his guitar case.
      

      	
      He wasn’t taking me seriously. What the fuck. I saw Taelyn trying not to laugh.

      	
      “Did you tell him I was some rich fuck that he shouldn’t take seriously?”

      	
      Then she laughed in my face. “Yes, that’s what I said right after I gave him a card
         from my new business.”
      

      	
      “Your new business huh?”

      	
      “Yep, I decided to become an agent. So you need to get through me before you get to
         him.”
      

      	
      “Are you fucking kidding me?”

      	
      “Nope,” she laughed. “You have a lot of ass to kiss buddy.”

      	
      “You mean pussy to eat?” Her jaw dropped. “Let’s make a deal Irish. I hook him; you
         and me, my place and you’ll be on your knees swallowing two days’ worth of cum. You
         hook him I’ll eat your pussy raw. You can have tomorrow off cause you’re gonna be
         laying in bed with an ice pack on between your legs.”
      

      	
      “You’re a pig,” she laughed.

      	
      “You’re drunk.”

      	
      “You should shut your mouth and save your strength. I’ve got an ace up my sleeve.”
         She nodded towards Tally.
      

      	
      “Pussy is pussy. It’s bros before hoes Irish.”

      	
      I grabbed her hand and pulled her out on the dance floor. 

      	
      “I didn’t agree to dance with you.”

      	
      “I didn’t ask.”

      	
      They were covering Sweeter by Gavin DeGraw. She was shaking her ass and I was making damn sure she was shaking
         it for me. I held her hips in my hands and pulled her back against my chest, guiding
         her body as I rocked against her. My hand moved up her side and her arms rose in the
         air. We moved to the beat of the song, our bodies in sync. It was hot as fuck.
      

      	
      I moved my hand in front of her letting it rest low enough that rested just below
         the sexiest little belly button my tongue had ever dipped inside. I moved my hand
         slowly up and then used just my finger drawing an imaginary line between her tits
         until my hand rested at the base of her throat. I pushed her chin up with a finger
         and she rested her head on my shoulder and looked up at me. I bent down and nipped
         her upper lip and she closed her eyes allowing her body to relax against mine.
      

      	
      The next cover started and it was Painkiller by Three Days Grace. I was just about ready to drag her out back when a loud bang
         and an even louder what the fuck came through the speakers.
      

      	
      I turned to see what the hell was going on and the drummer was passed out cold on
         the stage. I saw the bar owner fly out of the back and start screaming at Beckett.
      

      	
      “I fucking told you one more fuck up and you guys were done here. This is one more
         time. Beckett you’re better than this but I’m fucking done. Pack your shit and get
         out.”
      

      	
      “We can finish the set man. I need the cash Joey.”

      	
      “We already agreed. You don’t get paid if you don’t finish.”

      	
      I walked Taelyn over to Tally and took her face in my hands, “Prepare yourself Irish.
         You’ll be on your knees soon.”
      

      	
      I walked up and told the owner I could fill in. He laughed at me and Beckett hung
         his head.
      

      	
      “Are you kidding me?” The owner asked.

      	
      “Give me a shot man. That’s all anyone needs right is someone to take a chance on
         them. I fuck it up you don’t pay them, I don’t fuck up they get paid. Either way the
         set gets finished, your customers go home with on hell of a story about your place
         man.”
      

      	
      He laughed and waved his hand in the air, “The nights fucked up anyway.” And then
         he walked away.
      

      	
      Beckett looked at me, “Thanks man but …”

      	
      “But nothing. You get paid tonight, you give me a shot.”

      	
      “My music is for me. No offense man but I looked you up on the internet. I love to
         rock the stage and I get paid in pussy either way.”
      

      	
      “I hear you man I really do but this isn’t a game for me either.”

      	
      He let out a deep breath and shook his head, “If you’re for real we talk, but there
         are three of us hear.”
      

      	
      “But only two of you seem serious. Your drummer is holding you back.”

      	
      The crowd was getting restless and I looked at Beckett. “I’ll show you how serious
         I am if you’ll do the same.”
      

      	
      “Fuck it, let’s rock.”

      	
      Beckett got on stage and took the mic, “This guy thinks he can rock. What do you say
         we give him a chance?”
      

      	
      “Take your shirt off!” Someone screamed from the audience and I looked over and it
         was Taelyn. “Take. It. Off.” She chanted and the crowd followed suit.
      

      	
      Beckett looked at me and I shrugged my shoulders and pulled my shirt off over my head.
         The crowd went wild and Beckett laughed.
      

      	
      “What can you do man?”

      	
      “You lead, I’ll follow.” I grabbed the sticks off the floor and sat behind the drum
         set.
      

      	
      “How about some Zeppelin?” Beckett yelled into the mic. 

      	
      Tally and Taelyn screamed and whistled.

      	
      Beckett started Black Dog by Led Zeppelin and I was happy as fuck. I knew old rock and this was one I could
         play on drums and guitar. We fucking nailed it. Beckett moved onto Jump by Van Halen, and we finished with Kisses Lick It Up.
      

      	
      Beckett and the boys got paid, we scheduled a meeting at Steel on Monday, and Tally
         left with the band.
      

      	
      “You owe me big,” I laughed as I took Taelyns' hand.

      	
      “We didn’t shake on it,” She smiled a big bright drunken smile at me and yeah that
         shit made me smile. “Besides I’m mad at you.”
      

      	
      I opened the door to the SUV and helped her in.

      	
      I got in the driver’s seat and started up the SUV. I reached down and unbuttoned my
         pants and pulled my dick out. “You can start now.”
      

      	
      I pulled out onto the street and she laughed. “I don’t think so buddy.”

      	
      I reached over and grabbed her hand and put it on my growing erection.

      	
      “He says start thinking differently.” I wrapped my hands around hers and stroked back
         and forth. “A bet’s a bet.”
      

      	
      She looked up at me, “Say you’re sorry.”

      	
      “Sorry for what?” I asked still stroking myself with her hand.

      	
      “Beating up poor Bill.”

      	
      “I didn’t beat him up. You screamed and I thought someone was hurting you.” 

      	
      “Fine. Say sorry for licking my face,” she scowled and it was so cute.

      	
      “It was either that or your pussy. I figured the other would get me in more trouble.”

      	
      “Okay then say sorry for stalking me.” She leaned back against the seat and her hand
         was now moving up and down me un-provoked.
      

      	
      “I won’t apologize for worrying about you. You got your ass kicked--.”

      	
      “I hit him first,” she yawned.

      	
      “Okay tough guy, fine you hit him first, but tell me how did you sleep last night,
         in that place, without me being there with you?”
      

      	
      “Only because I’m drunk I will tell you. I slept like shit. But I would have been
         fine if he didn’t text me. So you--.”
      

      	
      “He sent you a text?”

      	
      “Sure did.” She slurred. “Apparently I was only good for money. He wanted to know
         what I planned on doing about my name being on the lease. I don’t want to talk about
         him. I wanna play with your big old cock and have emotionless sex with the tattooed
         alpha male who eats my--.”
      

      	
      I held my hand over hers stopping her strokes. “How did he get your new number?”

      	
      She looked over at me and shook her head back and forth. “How? Oh my God I didn’t
         even think --.”
      

      	
      She looked scared, real scared and it shook me up pretty bad. “Come here.” I lifted
         the console and she moved over towards me. “I won’t say I told you so.”
      

      	
      She smiled sadly, “You just did.”

      	
      “I’m not playing a game, no bets are being made right now and you will do as I say.
         You’ll stay at Carly’s place until I figure this shit out.”
      

      	
      “Why is he--?”

      	
      “If you were ever mine, and I fucked it up, I would sure as hell be trying to find
         a way back Taelyn. Nothing would keep me away.”
      

      	
      I pulled her head on my shoulder, kissed the top of her head, and shoved my cock back
         in my pants. She nuzzled into my neck and wrapped her arm around in front of me and
         just stayed right there. Accepting what I was offering, finally.
      

      	
      We pulled through the gates and she was passed out. I pulled into the driveway and
         turned off the vehicle. I leaned her over in her seat and walked around the SUV and
         opened the door and picked her up and carried her into the house.
      

      	
      I walked up the stairs, laid her in bed, and then, hell yes, I started at the shoes
         and then the knee high stockings attached to a fuck me garter belt. I stripped her
         drunken ass naked and grabbed a tee shirt out of the closet and covered her beautiful
         naked body with a shirt and then pulled the blankets over her.
      

      	
      I took a quick shower, climbed in beside her and held her while I fell asleep.

      	
       

      
   
      
      Chapter 16

      	
       

      	
      Bite Me

      	
       

      	
      I woke wrapped around Xavier. When I moved just a bit his strong arms held me still.
         I didn’t want to get up. I knew as soon as I opened my eyes my head was going to hurt
         just like it should after doing shots of vodka and tying one on last night. He was
         so warm and comfortable. As always he smelled clean and masculine. His warm breath
         against my cheek reminded me of a gentle breeze. The comfort of his body mixed with
         the sweet sounds coming from him pulled me back into a restful slumber.
      

      	
      I woke again when he was kissing my hair and then sliding out from under me.

      	
      “What time is it?” I asked without opening my eyes.

      	
      “Go back to sleep. I’ll be back.”

      	
      I couldn’t go back to sleep. It just wasn’t going to happen. I sat up as soon as he
         walked out of the bedroom and scooted off the bed and went in to the bathroom.
      

      	
      When I had showered and brushed my teeth I walked down the stairs and heard Xavier
         on the phone. He was talking to someone about Daniel. I walked down the last stair
         and it creaked alerting him I was here.
      

      	
      He covered the phone, “You need something?”

      	
      “Water.” I walked into the kitchen and opened the refrigerator and grabbed a bottle
         out.
      

      	
      “Hey. How are you feeling?” He walked around me and stood against the counter.

      	
      He stood there in basketball shorts and nothing else. His hair was a sexy mess and
         his body was so hard to look away from. Not just because he was ripped but because
         there was a lot to look at. His tattoos, piercings, six pack, and the damn V muscles.
         
      

      	
      His shorts rested low enough that you could see the beginning of a nicely manscaped
         area that led to the most perfect…
      

      	
      “Cat got your tongue?” He smirked that sexy as hell smirk. The one that said, keep looking, that’s what I’m here for, and I did keep looking, until my mouth was able to form words. 
      

      	
      “Headache.”

      	
      “I bet. You tied one on last night.”

      	
      “Who were you talking to?”

      	
      “You.”

      	
      “Very funny.” I rolled my eyes at him.

      	
      “There’s no one else here.”

      	
      “On the phone, about Daniel.”

      	
      His jaw clenched and the muscles flexed. The timing wasn’t probably appropriate to
         be thinking about how sexy he was, but damn. I had to close my eyes and turn away
         from him or I may have been tempted to touch the ink.
      

      	
      “George,” was all he said and he turned away from me, grabbed the coffee pot, and
         poured two cups of coffee.
      

      	
      “George?”

      	
      “He works for Steel. Looks into things you know?”

      	
      I knew, of course I knew, that’s what my brothers did, looked into things. “Yeah I know. Xavier?”
      

      	
      “What’s up?” He turned and looked at me.

      	
      “Why are you doing all this?”

      	
      “You work for me.” He handed me a cup of coffee.

      	
      “I work for your Mom. She hired me.”

      	
      He shook his head and looked down then shrugged his shoulders. “I didn’t like seeing
         you hurt.”
      

      	
      “I see.” I took a sip of my coffee. “My brothers would look into it if I were really
         that worried--.”
      

      	
      “I’m that worried. I can handle this. I got you into this--.”

      	
      “No you didn’t. He cheated on me. You didn’t do anything wrong. Well you did, but--.”

      	
      “Taelyn, I like you. I don’t like chicks.”

      	
      I laughed and his eyes grew large and he gasped.

      	
      “Sorry, go on.”

      	
      “Don’t fucking laugh again. This shit isn’t easy you know.” He pouted.

      	
      “I like you too. Is that better?”

      	
      “No Taelyn, girls like me, that’s nothing new. But this thing.” He stopped and groaned.
         “Fuck I don’t know. You didn’t throw yourself at me.” He stopped and paced back and
         forth and I was laughing inside. “When I found out my mom hired you, I was pissed.
         I saw your picture and I knew she was trying to put some sort of cock block on me.”
      

      	
      “You think your mother would try to cock block you?” I laughed out loud this time.

      	
      He looked at me with the most serious expression I had ever seen on his face. “You
         don’t know Josephina Steel.”
      

      	
      I stopped laughing immediately. “She’s gonna hate me.” His expression changed. His
         lip started to curl up in a smirk. “It’s not funny.”
      

      	
      He laughed, “Why do you care what she thinks about you?”

      	
      I didn’t know how to answer him without admitting I had feelings for him. “I don’t
         know.” I turned so I wasn’t looking at him.
      

      	
      “You care what Momma Joe thinks?” He laughed again.

      	
      “I suppose I do. She’s my boss right? I’m fucking my -- whatever you are and her son.”
         My voice squeaked and I started getting anxious. “She’s gonna fire me before I even
         get a paycheck Xavier.”
      

      	
      “Oh shit, I have your paycheck from Friday. I must have forgotten it. So that’s not
         gonna happen Irish.” He was still laughing.
      

      	
      “Listen you smug--.”

      	
      “No this is perfect. So I was thinking, if you don’t keep banging me I could tell
         my Momma that you seduced me and are forcing me to eat your pussy or you’ll--.”
      

      	
      “You wouldn’t!”

      	
      “Just to see you blush, I absolutely would.”

      	
      “Why do you like me to blush and be uncomfortable?”

      	
      “Because it makes my dick hard.”

      	
      “That’s sick.” I tried to walk past him just so he wouldn’t see me blush.

      	
      He grabbed my arm and pulled me hard up against him. “It’s the truth Irish.”

      	
      He lifted my leg and bent slightly so his erection was pushing against my pajama pants.
         I tried to pull away and he rubbed against me again.
      

      	
      “You are so--.”

      	
      “Hard,” his mouth covered mine and the taste of coffee and cinnamon mixed. That mixed
         with his clean masculine smell and the fact that I was already wet from just looking
         at him made me cave.
      

      	
      His tongue rubbed against mine and all I could think about was how much I loved to
         kiss Xavier Steel. God he was so good at this. So good at everything. He tried to
         pull away and I grabbed his face.
      

      	
      “Mmm,” he said as I licked his tongue.

      	
      His hands cupped my ass and he lifted me up. I held his neck with one hand and pushed
         his shorts down with the other. 
      

      	
      “Fuck Irish.” He hissed when I bit his lower lip and wiggled down so that I was standing.
         I pushed my pants down and grabbed his neck and jumped up. 
      

      	
      He caught my ass and laughed, “You need something babe?”

      	
      “Your -- thing. Now.”

      	
      He smiled and pushed against me, “This?”

      	
      “Yes,” I leaned in to kiss him and he leaned back.

      	
      “You’re so fucking hot do you know that?”

      	
      “I do now. Thanks. Now would you?”

      	
      “Would I what?”

      	
      He was trying to embarrass me. 

      	
      I reached between us and grabbed his dick and rubbed it against myself.

      	
      “Damn.” He groaned. “You want my cock just say so.”

      	
      “No need, I got it.”

      	
      He laughed and leaned in to kiss me. This time I pulled back and laughed to myself.
         He pushed just inside me. That hot steel nudged my G spot and I leaned forward and
         bit his shoulder to stop the sound of my screams.
      

      	
      “Oh you just fucked up Irish,” he groaned. “You squeeze there and I will fuck you
         into oblivion. You bite it, you bypass that shit and I fuck you stupid. Hang on.”
      

      	
      He slammed into me so hard that I’m sure it hurt, but he just kept hammering and hammering
         into me. I was panting, screaming and coming so hard already that his hand was on
         my back keeping me upright.
      

      	
      My ass hit the table and he pushed me back. He grabbed me behind my knees, held my
         legs up, and kept fucking me. “Oh. God.”
      

      	
      I watched his face and the look on it was intense. When he looked away from where
         we were connected and into my eyes he sighed and then closed his eyes. “Fucking. Perfect,”
         he whispered.
      

      	
      I pushed my body up and he let my legs down.

      	
      “Sit,” I panted.

      	
      He pulled me up. “Legs, Irish.” He buried his face in my neck and his teeth grazed
         up slowly and he panted, “Don’t fucking break us apart.”
      

      	
      He sat down in a chair and brought me down hard on him. My feet touched the ground
         and his hands seized my waist in his firm, needy, grip. 
      

      	
      “My turn,” I held my forehead to his.

      	
      “Show me the stars Irish,” he smiled.

      	
      I raised and lowered myself onto him slowly at first, allowing my body the chance
         to conform to the new position. His groans when I came down mixed with the sensation
         of topping him and being in control made me feel sexy. The way he watched me made
         me feel beautiful, the twinkling and wonder in his dark hooded eyes made me want to
         give him everything I knew I had held back for years now. 
      

      	
      I held the back of the chair and rode him hard, “Fuck. God Irish .You -- fuck!”

      	
      He was ready to come. I felt him growing even more inside of me. 

      	
      “Come, please come,” I pleaded.

      	
      I couldn’t keep up the pace; I was slipping into yet another earth shattering orgasm.
         He lifted me up and sat me on the counter and fucking me hard until he stilled, grunted,
         and I felt him jerk, spilling inside of me. 
      

      	
      He reached up cupping my breasts and rubbing the pad of his thumb across my nipple
         as I rested my head on his shoulder. 
      

      	
      “I’m gonna shower and head into Steel. There’s a list of things on the desk I need
         you to go over. I will swing back at seven to pick you up.”
      

      	
      “Xavier?”

      	
      “What Taelyn?” He kissed my head and rubbed his lips across it.

      	
      “Office rule, no work talk when you’re still inside me.”

      	
      “Right.” He kissed me again and pulled out. “Shower with me?”

      	
      “Give me a minute so I can feel my legs.”

      	
      He turned around and pulled my arms over his shoulders, “Hang on.”

      	
      “It’ll get all over you,” I laughed.

      	
      “We’re going to the shower not church.”

      	
      ~

      	
      I spent the rest if the morning daydreaming about Xavier. Then my mother called. She
         asked a lot of questions about how I was doing with the break up with Daniel. I mentioned
         that he had texted me. She tried not to act concerned, but she’s a cop’s wife. She’s
         naturally suspicious.
      

      	
      I ended up telling her my new boss’s sister was away and I was staying in her apartment.
         She thought it was a good idea. She asked about my boss, and I told her I hadn’t met
         her yet. That Xavier wasn’t my boss.
      

      	
      She laughed, “Do you like him Taelyn? More than you thought before?”

      	
      It took a minute to answer her but I finally did, “Yes.”

      	
      “How much?”

      	
      “A lot.” She didn’t say anything. “Mom, he’s a lot like the boys but I’m smart. I
         know what I’m doing.”
      

      	
      “I won’t mention it to the boys--.”

      	
      “Or Dad, Mom. It’s not like he’ll be around that long. But right now he’s really good
         for me,” and very bad too but I didn’t mention that.
      

      	
      “Don’t get yourself hurt and don’t hurt him. Boys will be boys but they have hearts.
         If he’s a rebound let him know.”
      

      	
      “We understand each other. It’s nothing really.”

      	
      “Then why do you sound sad?”

      	
      “I don’t know. I don’t like the way things went down with Daniel. I can’t believe
         what a fool I was.”
      

      	
      “Why don’t you come home for the weekend? Hang out with me.”

      	
      “I suppose I could come home. Maybe Saturday--.”

      	
      “We have work to do Taelyn,” hearing Xavier behind me made me jump.

      	
      “When did you get here?” I asked holding my chest.

      	
      “Who are you talking to?”

      	
      He was pissed and I didn’t know why. I looked down and he had bags in his hands. My
         bags, from my apartment, and shopping bags.
      

      	
      “My Mom. What the hell are you doing?”

      	
      “Making sure you stay safe. That’s what I’m doing.” He set the bags down and snatched
         the phone out of my hand and hit speaker. “Mrs. Patrick how are you?”
      

      	
      “I’m well, Xavier is it?” 

      	
      “It sure is. Has she always been this strong willed?”

      	
      My mom laughed and so did Xavier.

      	
      “If I was Taelyn’s mother I may have just gotten the wrong impression by how she reacted
         to my having packed up her apartment and moved her--.”
      

      	
      “I am not moving in here.” I snapped and my mom laughed again.

      	
      “I assume by your laughing the answer to my question is a firm yes? Please let me
         explain. I don’t like Daniel. I don’t trust Daniel and I want to make sure Taelyn
         is safe until I figure out how he got her new number. Mrs. Patrick did Taelyn tell
         you that Daniel smashed her phone?”
      

      	
      “Xavier!”

      	
      “Settle down Irish.” He scowled at me.

      	
      Mom laughed again. Xavier’s smug smirk appeared and he put the phone on speaker.

      	
      “Mom this isn’t funny. He’s a pain in the ass.”

      	
      “Well I would have to agree with him Taelyn. We never expected he would cheat on you
         so why don’t you just accept the offer for now.” I scowled at Xavier and he smirked.
         “I think your brothers should look into it too.”
      

      	
      “I have it all under control,” he tried not to sound annoyed, but his jaw flexed and
         I knew that meant one of two things and I was pretty sure he wasn’t thinking of doing
         things to me right now.
      

      	
      “We’re her family Xavier.”

      	
      “Where the hell were they when --.”

      	
      “Xavier don’t.” I pleaded with him.

      	
      “I can promise you both two things. I will not let anything happen to Taelyn and I
         will not hurt her.” He took the phone off speaker and handed it to me. “I bought you
         some new clothes for the club functions we will be attending.”
      

      	
      “I have clothes,” I half hissed at him.

      	
      “That show your ass Irish.” He hissed back and walked of the room.

      	
      I put the phone to my ear, “Sorry about that.”

      	
      “Do you two fight a lot?”

      	
      “He is very--.”

      	
      “Dominant?”

      	
      “Mom,” I said it like a whiny little child. 

      	
      “I like him.”

      	
      “Don’t get too attached.”

      	
      “Now you sound like your brothers.”

      	
      “I do not.” Again the inner child came through.

      	
      “I love you -- Irish.” She laughed.

      	
      “Mom! I love you too. Goodnight.”

      	
      “It’s not even one yet.” She laughed loudly.

      	
      “Goodbye, I meant to say goodbye.” I hung up the phone and plopped down in the chair
         holding my head in my hands.
      

      	
      What just happened? 

      	
      I turned around feeling his presence. He was standing against the doorway, arms crossed,
         and glaring at me.
      

      	
      “You have got to be kidding me.” I stood up and started for the door.

      	
      He stood legs spread, chest puffed up, and I knew I was in for something. I just wasn’t
         sure what it was yet.
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      “Tell me what it is you expect of me Taelyn.” She opened her mouth to argue. I could
         see it in those fucking emerald eyes. “Forget I asked. You’ll be safe here. Well not
         here. An apartment a few buildings over just opened up. You’ll live there. It’s a
         gated community --.”
      

      	
      “I’m not moving,” she snapped.

      	
      “Yeah you are.” 

      	
      She started walking towards me and motioned for me to move. 

      	
      “Office rules Taelyn. You listen to me during the hours of--.”

      	
      “You’re an ass!”

      	
      “No, just trying to keep your little ass safe! Do you know how easy it is to walk
         into your building? I picked your fucking lock and it wasn’t all that difficult--.”
      

      	
      “Congratulations on your criminal activities; now move.” Her hands were on her hips
         and she was trying to be bad ass. Hot as hell. I glanced down and could see her nipples
         through her shirt.
      

      	
      “And you like it. It makes you hot.” I leaned forward and sniffed the air.

      	
      “What the hell are you doing?” She covered her chest by crossing her arms.

      	
      “Your nipples are hard, I was just waiting to see how long it was before I could smell
         your hot, wet, sweet--.”
      

      	
      “You better watch it,” she snapped.

      	
      “No you listen to me. I want you to be safe. Your little friend Danny Boy, he got
         your number from the bank. When you called and changed your phone number you failed
         to close the joint account. Care to explain that?”
      

      	
      “There were checks out.”

      	
      “Yeah, rent and car insurance. Why the fuck didn’t you close it and let that shit
         bounce? Let him pay his own fucking bills? He fucking--.”
      

      	
      “I said I would pay it. I had already mailed the checks. I’m not gonna just let that
         happen.”
      

      	
      “You’re going back to him aren’t you? Is that why you wanna go back there? So you
         can fuck old Danny the dud? Can he make you scream like I do? He eat your pussy and
         drive you crazy like--.”
      

      	
      “Shut up Xavier, just shut up--.”

      	
      “Oh that’s right, it’s not kosher.”

      	
      Her eyes immediately filled up and my chest tightened.

      	
      “You trying to pull a fast one on me? Fake cry so I --.”

      	
      “Leave. Me. Alone.” She was trembling. 

      	
      “Answer my question. What the hell do you want from me?” I demanded.

      	
      “Nothing. Not one thing. Just let me leave.”

      	
      “How?” We stared at each other for a moment neither saying a word. “Do you see what
         you’re doing to me Taelyn? Do you! Fuck this. Fuck it all.” I turned to walk away
         and then looked back. “I keep my word. You go back to the city; you go with James
         until your big bad brothers can try to take care of you. You go home and you can try
         to forget about me, but I can promise you one thing, it won’t be fucking easy.”
      

      	
      “You’re a self-absorbed--.”

      	
      I turned around and walked back towards her. If she were a guy there would be no more
         words exchanged, but she wasn’t.
      

      	
      “Self-absorbed? Self- fucking absorbed! You’ve been like a sponge sucking me up since
         the day you walked into that office at Steel. You acted all high and mighty. Like
         you’re some fucking tough girl who has her shit together. You made me pant after you
         like a fucking dog. Then you fell apart. I took care of you sweetheart. Be honest
         with yourself, you fucking loved that as much as you liked my tongue in your cunt.
         So fuck you! Do whatever you want. Moving day is tomorrow. Take it or leave it. I’ll
         message you some bullshit tasks to keep you busy.”
      

      	
      I turned and walked the fuck out as fast as I could before she cried, ‘cause if she
         did, I was gonna be more fucked up than I was already.
      

      	
      ~

      	
      I sat at the bar waiting for Memphis Black’s band to show up. I was so fucked up all
         I wanted to do was drink, listen to some music, and fuck whatever walked through the
         door that looked like she wasn’t looking to be saved. Fuck!
      

      	
      I had emailed Taelyn to start working on a website for Forever Four. I knew she was more than capable. That’s what she and Billy boy had worked on; I
         knew this because James was listening to them from the hallway. Yeah I was that fucked
         up about her. And that shit would change tonight.
      

      	
      The band was called Black and they drew a bigger crowd than Beckett’s band. He could
         sing and played the strings really well. His voice was excellent and he had great
         stage presence too. I did another shot and turned around in my stool to face the stage.
      

      	
      I stood up when I saw Nickie D walk in. He waved and I waved back.

      	
      He walked over and smiled, “How fucked up are you?”

      	
      “Pretty fucked up.”

      	
      “This the guy you are thinking about signing?”

      	
      “He’s good.” I took a drink and enjoyed the burn of the bourbon sliding down my throat.

      	
      “So you called to get my opinion?”

      	
      “Nah, I called because I’m fucked up and don’t want to sound like an idiot. This guy
         has to say yes.”
      

      	
      “Where’s the hot assistant?”

      	
      I looked away not wanting him to see the pissed off look I felt spreading across my
         face. “Night off, let’s go dance. Lots of pussy here.”
      

      	
      He patted my back as I stood and laughed. “You think you can hang?”

      	
      “You wanna see?” I reached down and started to unbutton my pants.

      	
      “What’s with you boys and your dicks?”

      	
      I looked over at the group of ladies who had been eye fucking me all night. I would
         have been all over that shit two weeks ago. Fuck that I was gonna be all over that
         tonight.
      

      	
      Nickie and I grabbed two each from the group and brought them to the dance floor.
         I had one on each knee rubbing on me as we danced. One chick was licking my neck and
         the other had her hand up my shirt rubbing my abs. Fuck, this is what I needed, a
         threesome tonight would take the edge off.
      

      	
      The band was taking their first break and I went to the bar and bought the two luckiest
         girls in the place a drink. “Give them whatever they want and get me a round for the
         band.” I told the bartender. “You ladies will have to excuse me for a moment. But
         do me a favor?”
      

      	
      I took one of the girl’s hands and slid it up the other girl’s skirt. “Get started
         without me. I’ll watch from over there. Give me a show.”
      

      	
      They both smiled and nodded. I don’t think they had said one fucking word in the fifteen
         minutes I had known them. And I didn’t give a fuck either. Talking was overrated.
      

      	
      I grabbed the tray of drinks and walked to the table to talk with Nickie and Memphis.
         I sat the tray on the table and stuck out my hand.
      

      	
      “Xavier Steel.”

      	
      “Yeah nice to meet you man. Taelyn here pointed you out. You were a bit busy,” he
         laughed as he shook my hand. 
      

      	
      I looked over and she looked away quickly. “Thought you wouldn’t show.”

      	
      “I’ve been talking to Memphis for a little over two weeks now. Of course I was going
         to show.” She laughed as if nothing had happened earlier and she wouldn’t look at
         me.
      

      	
      “I told her as long as she came in every morning for coffee so I could look at her
         beautiful face I’d do just about anything she asked.” Memphis smiled at her and she
         blushed.
      

      	
      She fucking blushed.

      	
      “That’s good. You’re pretty good, but I can give you all sorts of tips to make you
         great.” I wasn’t talking about music. I was talking about what she needed. I’m pretty
         sure he knew it too.
      

      	
      “He likes you. He’s been watching you on You Tube for a couple weeks now,” Taelyn
         was trying to sell this shit hard.
      

      	
      “No --.” I started and Nickie interrupted.

      	
      I sat back watching Nickie and Taelyn talk to Memphis. Okay so I watched as she flirted
         with him. He wanted to fuck her. So I didn’t want him. I wasn’t even going to pretend
         that this son of a bitch was on my radar. Fuck him. Fuck her.
      

      	
      Memphis and his band stood up to go back on stage. He patted my back as he walked
         by. I leaned back in my chair and crossed my ankles and then my arms over my chest.
         I grabbed my glass and threw the drink back in one gulp. Again the burn was welcome,
         I needed it.
      

      	
      Nickie and Taelyn got up, “Come on man, dance with us.”

      	
      “Nope.”

      	
      I watched Nickie and Taelyn dance. She was wearing jeans and a shirt I had bought
         her. When the song ended they walked over.
      

      	
      “You have the bra and underwear on too?” I asked loud enough for Nickie to hear me,
         just so he fucking knew.
      

      	
      “No. I’m not wearing either,” she laughed and so did Nickie.

      	
      She sat down and then took a drink.

      	
      I closed my eyes and leaned back. I needed to figure out what I was gonna do now.
         I felt hands on my shoulders and I leaned my head back. “Took you long enough.”
      

      	
      Her lips touched mine and I knew right then they weren’t hers. I moved my head to
         the side breaking the seal of the lips on mine.
      

      	
      “We were waiting.” The blond purred.

      	
      I sat up and looked at Taelyn. She looked away quickly and she smiled at Nickie.

      	
      “Dance?”

      	
      “Yeah.” Nickie stood up and took her hand. “You lead girl.”

      	
      He looked at me and shook his head disapprovingly.

      	
      “You can both leave.” I stood up and walked past them.

      	
      The song changed and I walked up and tapped Nickie’s shoulder.

      	
      “Not now man.” He shook his head.

      	
      “Not a fucking request man.”
      

      	
      Then she fucking floored me. She grabbed his face and kissed him. She kissed him hard.
         I felt like I had been punched in the stomach. When Nickie pulled his head back I
         grabbed him by the back of his shirt and pulled him back.
      

      	
      “Let him go.” Taelyn yelled at me and then she started the crying. “Can’t you just
         leave me alone? Go back to your girls!”
      

      	
      “I didn’t kiss her. I didn’t fucking kiss her! You -- fuck you!”

      	
      “Never again.” She wiped her face.

      	
      “That’s enough X,” Nickie stepped between us. “Go sit your drunken ass down and let
         her breathe.”
      

      	
      “No.” I growled at him.

      	
      “No?” He laughed.

      	
      “Fuck you too. I’m out.” I turned and walked out the door.

      	
      I was at the SUV when she yelled my name from behind me. I turned and looked at her.
         
      

      	
      “You can’t drive you—you--idiot!”

      	
      “I can.”

      	
       I got in the SUV and the passenger door flung open. She jumped in, leaned over and
         grabbed the keys out of my hand.
      

      	
      “You need to give me back my keys and get out.”

      	
      “I’m not letting you drive drunk Xavier.”

      	
      “I’m not your problem. You go back in and suck face with--.”

      	
      “You kissed that—that-- Bimbo.”

      	
      “No, she kissed me. I thought you had come to your senses, I thought it was you.”

      	
      “Oh yeah, I would come to my senses alright. I walked in and saw you dancing with
         two girls who were rubbing up and down your leg. Then I watched you push one of their
         hands--.”
      

      	
      “Thanks for the play by play sweetheart, I was there remember. And you fucking weren’t.”

      	
      “I quit.”

      	
      “You can’t quit. You still have to pay his fucking bills!” I laughed. She reached
         up to slap me but I caught her hand.
      

      	
      “Why are you doing this to me?” Her voice broke, “What do you gain from this?”

      	
      “Why are YOU doing this to ME?”

      	
      “I’m not doing anything. You’re so fucked up. This was supposed to be-- fun.”

      	
      “Yeah sure was. Taelyn just get out okay. I can’t, no I won’t let you fuck with me.”

      	
      “You do it all yourself. You--.”

      	
      “I’ve never felt like this. Give me a fucking break okay. I told you this morning
         that I like you. I fix shit for you and you piss all over it.”
      

      	
      “What do you want from me?”

      	
      “More than I care to admit. So please just get out--.”

      	
      “You say and do--.”

      	
      “I do what needs to be done so I don’t have to ever see you bleed again. I do what
         I do so you smile, have fun--”
      

      	
      “You’ve made me cry more than I have in my life--.”

      	
      “You and I can’t do this. I’m not gonna change. If I care I care. You’re gonna end
         up back with him--.”
      

      	
      “You’re out of your mind.” She closed her eyes. “I don’t think about him Xavier, not
         until you bring him up. I’m also not that desperate. Give me a little credit.”
      

      	
      I didn’t know what to say to her. She looked so exhausted and I felt the same.

      	
      “If you ever kiss someone in front of me again I swear to you you’re signing their
         death warrant.”
      

      	
      “You did it first. Do you think I liked seeing the guy I was screwing this morning--?”

      	
      “Here’s the deal. I don’t do this relationship thing. I don’t want someone to think
         they own my balls. I’m not some idiot who thinks they fall in love with a girl after
         two weeks. I never want to get married and I don’t like kids. I do like you. I like
         you more than I have ever liked a girl before. If we continue doing this, it won’t
         be fun anymore. My brothers are fucked up. Jase won’t touch his wife because he’s
         afraid he’s gonna break the kid growing in her or break her. Cyrus, well in seven
         months, he wants to get married and have kids. I have a fucking wedding to plan before
         they get back so he can surprise her. And Zandor, well let’s just say, he’s basically
         holding his chick up in Italy so he can -- I can’t even say it. I’m not like that.
         I wanna do this thing until it’s not fun anymore and guess what, it’s not fun right
         now.”
      

      	
      I looked over and she was sitting with her hands covering her face. 

      	
      “I can’t see you upset either Taelyn. It does shit to me.”

      	
      “You’re a mess Xavier. I’m going back in to try to show Memphis--.”

      	
      “I don’t want him.”

      	
      “He’s amazing--.”

      	
      “He wants to fuck you. I’ll end up killing the guy.”

      	
      She sat back and laughed. She laughed at me.

      	
      “Give me my keys.”

      	
      She got out and walked inside, with my keys.

      	
      I walked into the bar and saw her standing at the edge of the dance floor watching
         the band. The song ended and she stuck two fingers in her mouth, whistled loudly and
         clapped. She was smiling and looked stunning. This wasn’t gonna end well. She was
         gonna be the one to break my heart. 
      

      	
      I forced myself to look away. That’s when I saw Angel looking at me. She smirked and
         nodded to Taelyn and shook her head. Then she stood and started walking in Taelyn’s
         direction.
      

      	
      I wasn’t gonna let her near her. I walked over to Taelyn, took her hand and pulled
         her to the floor. I grabbed her hips and she put her hands on my chest.
      

      	
      “Feeling better?” 

      	
      “No. I’m feeling something but better isn’t it. Don’t kiss anyone else but me.”

      	
      I ran my hand up her back and grabbed a handful. I pulled her hair back so she was
         looking up at me with those beautiful green eyes.
      

      	
      “You can’t pay his bills. You can’t live in a place that’s not safe. You won’t go
         back to him even when we’ve had enough of each other and you have to tell me if you
         see something that you want instead of me. While we’re hanging out you fuck only me,
         kiss only me, and let me keep you safe.”
      

      	
      “Anything else?” She tried to joke but her voice wavered showing me she was as uneasy
         about this as I was.
      

      	
      “Be patient with me. I have no fucking clue what I’m doing.”

      	
      Then I kissed her. 

      	
      She grabbed my arms and pulled back, “Xavier?”

      	
      “What is it Irish?”

      	
      “Don’t hurt me.”

      	
      “I don’t want to hurt you.”

      	
      The song changed to Peace by O.R.E.
      

      	
      I kissed her head and pulled her against me. “I like this song.” She looked up and
         smiled. “That smile, I like that too.”
      

      	
      “You like me.”

      	
      “You’re pretty damn likable.”

      	
      “You’re pretty drunk.”

      	
      “It’s your fault.”

      	
      “Why’s that?”

      	
      “You are pushing me out of my comfort zone.”

      	
      “I’m comfortable.”

      	
      “Yeah you are. Can we get out of here?”

      	
      “No, we have to have him.”

      	
      “We do, do we?”

      	
      “He’s great, Xavier.”

      	
      “He wants to--.”

      	
      “He doesn’t get to. And those two over there don’t get to have you either.”

      	
      “No they don’t.”

      	
      “I’ve got you by the balls.”

      	
      “You better be real gentle with those things.”

      	
      “Says the man who has his penis pierced.”

      	
      I laughed, “Okay fine, you can tug ‘em a little. Only because you’re hot.”

      	
      “You want me to tug your balls?”

      	
      “I want to shove them in your mouth.”

      	
      She laughed out loud and I had to kiss her. 

      	
      I pulled back and she was still grinning.

      	
      “This is our song Irish.”

      	
      “We have a song?”

      	
      “We do. Listen to the Lyrics.”

      	
      “I thought our song was Come Along.”
      

      	
      “No Babe that’s our fuck jam.”

      	
      “Wow we have two songs. Look at you Xavier Steel this is like way out of your comfort
         zone.”
      

      	
      “Like you said, you’re pretty comfortable.”

      	
      “You really don’t like kids?”

      	
      “Slow down there Irish.” 

      	
      “I was just asking a question. Don’t you have a niece?”

      	
      “Little Bell isn’t like other kids. She’s cool.”

      	
      “I don’t want kids until I’m thirty. Too much to do first.”

      	
      “Like what?”

      	
      “Well apparently I have balls to tug and fun to have.”

      	
      “And multiple orgasms. Don’t forget those.”

      	
      “I couldn’t if I tried. I’m pretty sure your mouth is the only reason I’m still putting
         up with you.”
      

      	
      “Babe, you just made my cock jealous of my mouth.”

      	
      “I like that too.”

      	
      “What’s not to like, it’s fucking beautiful.”

      	
      She smirked. “I suppose I’ll allow you to be impressed with it.”

      	
      “Thanks, we’re pretty attached.”

      	
      She moved closer, wrapped her arms around my waist, and rested her head against my
         chest. I liked that feeling. A lot.
      

      	
       

      	
       

      
   
      
      Chapter 18

      	
       

      	
      Team

      	
       

      	
      We walked off the dance floor hand in hand at the end of Memphis’s last set. I tried
         to let go when we got to the table and he held firmer. He sat down and pulled me down
         on his lap.
      

      	
      “Xavier, office hours.”

      	
      “My tongue was just fucking yours; I think we can call this after hours.”

      	
      “It’s not professional.”

      	
      “Irish let the proverbial bun loose.”

      	
      Memphis walked over and smirked at me, “You two work things out?”

      	
      “He’s drunk.”

      	
      “Cool.”

      	
      “You want in or not man?” Xavier pulled me back against him.

      	
      “You serious about this venture?” Memphis asked.

      	
      “He is,” I wiggled forward trying to pull out of his clutches.

      	
      Xavier wrapped one arm around my waist and pulled a card out of his pocket and threw
         it on the table. “If you’re interested call me or stop in Monday at around four. You
         ready to head home Babe?”
      

      	
      “You two work together and live together?” Memphis smiled. He had a great smile.

      	
      Xavier said yes and I said no.

      	
      “We move into our new place tomorrow,” Xavier answered.

      	
      “Does she know that?”

      	
      “What are you doing?” I whispered to him.

      	
      “What?” 

      	
      Memphis laughed and stood up. “Nice to meet you both.”

      	
      “We’ll see you Monday then?” I finally freed myself and stood.

      	
      “Yeah. See you Monday.” 

      	
      Team by Lord started playing and Xavier gave me a shit ass grin. “Our song. Dance with
         me Irish.”
      

      	
      “You care to explain--.”

      	
      “Yep,” he pulled me behind him and grabbed my hips. “This was our first song, then--.”

      	
      “You seriously have issues.”

      	
      He pulled me tighter against him and bent kissing my neck. “Problem is my dick is
         hard and we’re here.”
      

      	
      “You and I don’t live together.”

      	
      “Tomorrow we do.” He nipped at my neck.

      	
      “I thought you didn’t want all that. Maybe I don’t want all that.”

      	
      “You do.”

      	
      “And you?” I asked.

      	
      “Want to wake up in the morning with your head under the covers bobbing up and down
         on my cock.”
      

      	
      “How’s that gonna work when I want to wake up in the morning with your tongue between
         my legs?”
      

      	
      He laughed and cupped my breast. “Sixty nine.”

      	
      I stepped back and pushed his hand away. “You’re loaded. When you wake up in the morning
         you probably won’t even remember what you’ve said tonight.”
      

      	
      “I’ll remember if my dick is in your mouth.” 

      	
      I shook my head no.

      	
      “Fine. My brothers are gonna be home. Cyrus will be at his place. Zandor I am assuming
         will take the love shack--.”
      

      	
      “The love shack?”

      	
      “Yeah. Carly lived there and then Tara. Bekah’s the only one who hasn’t. So she has
         to, it’s a rite of passage. So we need to get the hell out of there.”
      

      	
      “We can discuss this tomorrow but I’m not ready to live with someone.”

      	
      I looked up at him and he was scowling off into the distance.

      	
      “How would it be different from what you say you don’t want?”

      	
      “We’re different. Let’s get the hell out of here.”

      	
      I looked behind me and saw Daniel and a blonde girl looking at us. “What is he doing
         here? That girl looks familiar.”
      

      	
      “That’s Angel. The girl from the picture. You may not recognize her. Her mouth isn’t
         full. What the fuck?”
      

      	
      “No, she works at my bank.”

      	
      “No, she comes from money. Some sort of trust fund baby. She parties all night and
         sleeps all day.” He looked confused.
      

      	
      “Xavier, she works at the bank right down the road from my apartment.”

      	
      His eyes narrowed and he rolled his neck. “Nick, hang here with Taelyn.”

      	
      He let go of my hand and stormed towards them.

      	
      I ran behind him and grabbed his hand. “Xavier don’t.”

      	
      “Not now Irish.” He turned and grabbed my face and kissed me hard. “Stay with Nick.”

      	
      Nickie grabbed my hand. “Let him go, when he’s got something stuck in his head there’s
         no stopping him.”
      

      	
      “He’s gonna get in a fight.”

      	
      “He’ll win.”

      	
      “You and I need to talk,” Xavier snapped and grabbed Angel’s hand and dragged her
         very willingly towards the door.
      

      	
      She looked back and smirked at me.

      	
      “Xavier!” I yelled.

      	
      He didn’t stop. He kept walking. I felt anxiety building inside of me. I looked at
         Nickie and he winked. I looked at Daniel who was standing only ten feet from me. He
         looked at me so full of disgust and hate. I didn’t care. I didn’t care that I had
         spent three years with him. I cared that Xavier was outside with a girl who he had
         been with before. A girl he could be with again.
      

      	
      “Nickie. I want to go home. I don’t want to be here. Please.”

      	
      “Give him five minutes, if he’s not back I’ll call you a cab and then drive his ass
         home.”
      

      	
      After half an hour I went to the bathroom and called a cab. I was sick of waiting
         for Xavier to be done with Angel and sick of staring at Daniel’s smug antagonistic
         face. I snuck out the back door of the bar and walked around the corner into the parking
         lot. I saw Xavier and Angel in the SUV. He was hugging her. 
      

      	
      The cab pulled up and I got in. I looked back once to see Nickie’s arms flying in
         the air.
      

      	
      I gave the cab driver my address in the city and sat back looking out the window.
         I was so hurt by Xavier. He had left me standing in a bar alone and face to face with
         a man who had crushed me, deceived me, used me, and hit me. In less than an hour I
         went from feeling like there was something very special about what Xavier and I had,
         to feeling like I was a complete and total idiot. 
      

      	
      The cab pulled in front of the apartment building and I couldn’t bring myself to go
            back to that place.  

      	
      “Could you take me to the Hilton instead?”

      	
      ~

      	
      Once I was in my room I decided to take a shower and use the hotel robe to sleep in.
         I looked at my phone and saw messages from both Xavier and Daniel. I turned the phone
         off. Silence. 
      

      	
      I laid back in the comfort of the hotel bed. I hated that I had spent three hundred
         dollars for the room but I was happy to not be on an air mattress in my empty little
         apartment.
      

      	
      I grabbed the remote and turned on a music channel and when Peace by O.R.E played I turned it to a channel that played classical music to ensure I
         wouldn’t hear a song that reminded me of Xavier.
      

      	
      The confusion inside my head was overwhelming. It had been only two weeks and four
         days since I met Xavier and he was consuming me. Everything about him swallowed me
         up leaving no room for anything else but him. Even when things were good with Daniel
         I never felt like that, not ever.
      

      	
      I can’t let myself believe that it’s because of anything deeper than an incredibly
         strong sexual attraction to a type of man I had vowed to never let into my life. And
         I can’t let myself ever believe that a man on the total opposite end of the spectrum
         like Daniel could be any better for me. 
      

      	
      I wanted desperately to run home to Boston to seek refuge from myself and the poor
         choices I had made. To tell my mother everything that had happened and let her hug
         me and tell me everything would be alright, but I couldn’t. I wouldn’t let my brothers
         know that I messed up after I told them if they didn’t butt out I would disappear;
         that I was a cop’s daughter too and would make sure they never found me; that I would
         never speak to them again if they kept interfering; and finally that if they tried
         anything I would just become like them and fuck anything that walked. That had done
         it. None of them wanted to push me. Mom made sure they knew that if they didn’t adhere
         to my wishes she would be sure to start pushing the fact that someday she would like
         to have daughter-in-laws and grand babies down their throats. God I missed them.
      

      	
      I didn’t cry. I recited Mom’s Irish bedtime blessing in my head over and over. Something
         my mother taught me to do when I had night terrors as a child and through much of
         my teenage years when I was frightened after over hearing about a case my father was
         working on. 
      

      	
      Moonbeams to warm you, good luck to charm you. 

      	
      A protective angel so nothing can harm you.

      	
      Friends and family near you, laughter to cheer you. 

      	
      When you pray to the Lord, Heaven will always hear you.

      	
      I drifted off to sleep.

      	
      ~

      	
      Bang Bang Bang!
      

      	
      “Come on Irish open the door.”

      	
      I opened my eyes and rolled to my side. As if dreams of him aren’t bad enough I was
         hearing his voice.
      

      	
      Bang Bang Bang!

      	
      “Don’t make me bust down the damn door. Come on Babe please.”

      	
      Bang Bang Bang!

      	
      I sat up and looked at the clock; it was four in the morning. 

      	
      Bang Bang Bang!

      	
      I jumped up and looked through the peep hole.

      	
      Xavier.

      	
      “Sorry Ma’am, I lost my key.” He smiled to someone off to the right of him.

      	
      “Do you have any idea what time it is?”

      	
      “Sorry I forget my watch. What time is it?” He smiled even bigger.

      	
      “Why don’t you stop by the front desk?”

      	
      “I really just want to get some sleep, she’ll wake up. She sleeps like a log. Didn’t
         even hear her phone.” He winked. 
      

      	
      Filthy Flirt!

      	
      “Why don’t you come in my room and give her a call, maybe she’ll hear the room phone.”

      	
      Bitch! 

      	
      “Let me try one more time.”

      	
      Bang Bang Bang!

      	
      “If she doesn’t hear the room phone you can always crash in here until morning. I
         know it’s hard--.”
      

      	
      I flung the door opened.

      	
      “Thanks for all your help.” Xavier winked again.

      	
      He walked towards me and I didn’t move. He grabbed me and picked me up and walked
         in and kicked the door shut.
      

      	
      “Put me down!” I hissed at him.

      	
      He set me on my feet. His arms wrapped around me so tightly it almost hurt. I tried
         to push him away and he held tighter. His lips were planted on my head and his body
         trembled. When I finally stopped trying to push him away a soft, slow, growl vibrated
         in his chest.
      

      	
      I hated that I was not only allowing this, but his body was so comfortable, and his
         arms felt like they were holding not only me but him together.
      

      	
      I finally allowed myself to breathe and when I took in a breath I could smell what
         I assumed was her on him.
      

      	
      I stepped away from him and he allowed it. He grabbed both my hands and looked me
         up and down. The hunger in his eyes would have normally made me melt immediately but
         not when all I could smell was her.
      

      	
      “I can’t do this with you. You’re not good for me Xavier.” I won’t cry, I won’t cry. I had to repeat it in my head over and over again like I had my prayer.
      

      	
      He looked at me with a blank expression. He didn’t say a word. Neither did I.

      	
      His ran his hands through his hair and shook his head. He was about ready to end the
         silence when his phone rang.
      

      	
      “Xavier.” He answered. “Yes I’m with her now.” He turned his back to me. “She’s fine.”
         There was a pause. “Thanks man, you just make sure that fuck stays in Boston and I’ll
         make sure she’s kept.” 
      

      	
      Kept? Did he just say kept!

      	
      “Let your Mom know I won’t let anything happen to her and this could be nothing but--,
         I said I got it. I’ve had it for a while now. She stays here. I can assure you she’ll
         agree with whatever it is I say.” He stopped. “Think what you want but she’s an adult.”
         Again a pause as he listened to who down deep I knew was one of my brothers. “Here’s
         the deal Patrick, you fucking come down here she’s not leaving. I can guarantee that
         and if you wanna sit on your white fucking collar bullshit high horse judging me maybe
         you should ask yourself why the fuck you didn’t know what shit your sister’s ex was
         into. Now she and I will deal with it. Peace.”
      

      	
      He ended the call and turned and looked at me.

      	
      “Was that my brother?”

      	
      “Two of them actually.”

      	
      “You can’t talk to them like that!”

      	
      His jaw dropped and then snapped shut. He was angry.

      	
      “I want you to leave, you smell like her. I --.”

      	
      I stopped when he pulled his shirt over his head and wadded it up in a ball and chucked
         it against the wall. He reached for me and I tried to move away. He was too quick.
         Again he held me against him.
      

      	
      “Who do I smell like now?” He growled.

      	
      I didn’t answer.

      	
       

      
   
      
       

      	
      Chapter 19

      	
       

      	
      Good Morning - X

      	
       

      	
      I was so pissed that she was acting like this. But damn if I could walk away. I couldn’t
         even fucking let go of her.
      

      	
      “I didn’t do a damn thing with her Taelyn. I--.”

      	
      “You left me in there with him! You were outside in your vehicle all over her,” she
         pushed against my chest. “Let go of me now damn you.”
      

      	
      “You want me to let go? Sit your ass down and fucking listen to me. I won’t leave
         so you may as well get comfortable.”
      

      	
      “Then I will. Enjoy the neighbor,” she hissed and walked towards the door.

      	
      “Irish, you’re in a robe.” 

      	
      “Stop calling me that. Stop talking to me. Stop stalking me!” I laughed and she snapped
         her head up. “Fuck you!”
      

      	
      “Keep getting pissed Irish and that’s exactly what you’ll be getting.”

      	
      She growled at me and grabbed my shirt and threw it at me. “Put it on and go fuck
         your buddy next door.”
      

      	
      “You need to chill. If I wanted to fuck someone else I would be doing just that. But
         your little ass has me hopping all over the fucking place trying to find you.”
      

      	
      “Why bother?” She mumbled as she walked into the bathroom.

      	
      So I’m all man and I knew damn well as soon as she went in there she’d be throwing
         on clothes and that shit was mine tonight. I was hyped up and she was not gonna be
         crying and snuggling tonight, she was gonna be screaming and moaning.
      

      	
      I walked in and she was pulling her jeans on. Her robe was open and I reached out
         to grab her.
      

      	
      “Did you drive here?” She slapped my hand away.

      	
      “No. Apparently your car was free.”

      	
      “Good, use it.”

      	
      “I am gonna throw your ass over my shoulder and toss you on the bed. Rip those fucking
         pants in two and--.”
      

      	
      She leaned against the wall and closed her robe. “I’m tired. I’m miserable. I have
         no clue what the hell is going on.”
      

      	
      She slid down to the floor and hugged her knees.

      	
      “Please don’t cry.”

      	
      “Why were you arguing with my brothers?”

      	
      “You done being a pain in the ass and ready to chat now?”

      	
      “I don’t know what I’m ready for. I just know until I met you, life was normal.”

      	
      I reached down and grabbed her hands and pulled her up.

      	
      “Normal is boring.”

      	
      She let out an exaggerated sigh. “I want normal right now.”

      	
      “Good cause I’m tired and I’m pretty sure I can do you normal.”

      	
      “I’m not having sex with you,” she yawned.

      	
      I laughed. “Lie to your parents, not to me.” She stopped and I tugged on her hand.
         “Come on, you know damn well I didn’t do shit. If I did I wouldn’t be here.”
      

      	
      “Xavier.” She stopped. 

      	
      “What is it?”

      	
      “Why did you call my brothers?”

      	
      “To find out if they had some way to get a hold of you.”

      	
      “Why would you do that?”

      	
      “You turned off the phone so I couldn’t.” Oh shit, I thought stopping mid-sentence.
      

      	
      “What does my phone have to; you’re tracking my phone!”

      	
      “Can you sit down for a minute?”

      	
      “I don’t even know what to say to you right now.” She was angry. The way her eyes
         narrowed and her lips pursed together should have scared me but it didn’t. I liked
         the feisty in my Irish girl.
      

      	
      “Don’t say anything, just sit and listen.”

      	
      “No.”

      	
      “Why?” I wanted to laugh. 

      	
      “Because fuck you, that’s why!” She laid on the bed and covered herself.

      	
      “Maybe you should shed the pants Babe.”

      	
      “Maybe you should pick up that chair and slam yourself in the face with it so I don’t
         have to.”
      

      	
      “Fuck Irish keep saying shit like that to me. It makes me hard.” I crawled under the
         covers behind her and wrapped my arms around her so she couldn’t struggle.
      

      	
      “You’re narcissistic. Always thinking about that thing between your legs.”

      	
      “I’m narcissistic?”

      	
      “Which means you’re an asshole. Do you understand that?”

      	
      “Thanks for clearing that up for me. Did you learn that in your thirty thousand dollar
         a year psych one-o-one class?”
      

      	
      She giggled and then covered her mouth.

      	
      “Come on Babe give me some more.” I kissed the back of her head.

      	
      “Don’t mess with me Xavier, I have three brothers and a black belt in come backs,
         and that was free.”
      

      	
      I laughed, “Damn Irish, every time you get nasty I get harder and harder. Can you
         feel the enormous hard on pushing against your back?”
      

      	
      “No but I feel a lump that could possibly be considered an average sized--.”

      	
      I rolled her over on her back and pounced on her. “Average my ass.” I pushed against
         her.
      

      	
      She smiled and then she must have remembered she was mad because her smile turned
         upside down.
      

      	
      “Five minutes that’s all I ask.”

      	
      “Fine.”

      	
      “Okay, first of all you know my cock’s not average right?”

      	
      “Oh. My. God.”

      	
      “That’s what I thought,” I kissed her nose.

      	
      She closed her eyes and shook her head.

      	
      “You were right--.”

      	
      “Remember that,” she tried not to smile when she said that.

      	
      “Angel does work at a bank. Her parents seem to be going through some financial shit.”

      	
      “Great detective work.”

      	
      “If you don’t shut it off for five minutes I’m not gonna give you a treat after you
         apologize for acting all crazy.” 
      

      	
      “Says the lunatic stalker who has me pinned to the bed with his tiny manhood.”

      	
      “She and your ex have been doing blow together for a couple years now. He supplies
         it. She does it and then they--.”
      

      	
      “How can they afford it?”

      	
      “He’s a spoiled rich kid who snorts up his allowance and sucks off--.”

      	
      “The stupid girl who believed she was--.”

      	
      “You’re not a stupid girl. You trusted someone to protect your heart and -- damn I
         sound like a bitch.”
      

      	
      “Why would you, never mind; I’m tired.”

      	
      “Nickie wouldn’t let anything happen to you. She was crying. Maybe I shouldn’t have
         let her hug me. Said she was in love with him and she--.”
      

      	
      “You let me stand in there as he looked at me with contempt. He loved that you were
         with Angel. He was reveling in the fact that I had been left by --.”
      

      	
      “I can assure you I dealt with him.”

      	
      “What’s that supposed to mean?”

      	
      “I told him you had upgraded and he better stay the fuck away. Then I punched him.”

      	
      “You need to learn how to control that temper.”

      	
      “Nah, it’s one of my best assets.”

      	
      “Just so you know my mother liked you. After the way you talked to her sons--.”

      	
      “She’ll love me.”

      	
      “I’m exhausted. You and this thing we’re doing, is exhausting.”

      	
      “It’s us. Now say you’re sorry.”

      	
      “Fat chance.” She huffed.

      	
      “Fine, at least tell me you know I’m not like him.”

      	
      She laughed out loud. “No you’re nothing like him. You have sex with…how many people
         have you had sex with?”
      

      	
      Shit, “I’ve never cheated on anyone.”
      

      	
      “You won’t give me a number?”

      	
      “Giving you a number would mean I would actually have to know how many women have
         been lucky enough to have my dick.”
      

      	
      “What’s the problem, you can’t count that high?”

      	
      “Even your Harvard bitch couldn’t count that high.” Her lips turned into a line again.
         “Sorry.”
      

      	
      “Me too.”

      	
      “Yeah?”

      	
      She nodded. I felt the weight of the world lift off my shoulders and I closed my eyes
         and ran my nose against hers.
      

      	
      “I have a really long day tomorrow.” She whispered.

      	
      “Moving day.”

      	
      “Classes.”

      	
      I rolled off her and onto my back. I took her hand and kissed it. Then shoved it under
         the covers holding it against the crotch of my pants.
      

      	
      I looked over at her and her eyes met mine briefly and then she looked down.

      	
      I pulled our hands up and held them to her mouth. “Kiss it.”

      	
      “Why?”

      	
      “Please.”

      	
      She did and then I shoved them back under the blankets and against my dick. “See buddy,
         she still likes you. But Irish is a morning girl. Nights are too rough for her.”
      

      	
      She smirked and her eyes grew heavier.

      	
      I wasn’t getting any tonight. “Goodnight Taelyn.”

      	
      “Night,” she whispered.

      	
      I got up to lose the pants and take a piss. When I came out she was curled around
         the pillow I had been using. I was careful not to wake her but I’d be damned if she
         was hugging on something else. 
      

      	
      Once situated she curled up against me in her sleep. I swear to God she whispered
         my name and that shit was nice.
      

      	
      “Goodnight Irish.” I kissed her head and fell asleep.

      	
      ~

      	
      Holy fuck! 

      	
      I didn’t say a fucking thing, there was no way I was gonna fuck this up. But I did
         glance down. 
      

      	
      My stomach was under a mass of auburn waves and my dick was in her mouth.

      	
      Her tongue licked around my head and I grabbed the sheets trying to hold myself back
         because I wanted her hair fisted in my hands. I looked down again and she saw me.
      

      	
      “Fucking beautiful.”

      	
      She winked at me and then real slowly she went down. My cock hit the back of her throat
         and she sucked so fucking hard I was sure I was gonna blow it right there. I didn’t
         want to; I wanted that feeling to last for-fucking- ever. She moved up and down faster,
         sucking harder and came back up. She gave special attention to my tip and then swirled
         her tongue around again as she climbed over my leg so she was between my legs.
      

      	
      She laid down and pumped my throbbing cock with one hand while cupping my sac with
         the other. She gave them a tug and then grabbed the prince with her teeth and pulled
         as she rubbed her lower lip across my head.
      

      	
      “Son of a--.” Her lower lip left me momentarily and then her tongue ran all the fuck
         over my sac. “Taelyn. Oh Babe, you need to--.” 
      

      	
      Her mouth, her fucking mouth, was so hot and wet and surrounding my balls. Her tongue
         was licking every fucking inch of them, her hand still pumping me.
      

      	
      “Babe, I’m so fucking close.” My balls slid from her mouth and both hands wrapped
            around my shaft. Her mouth covered my cock and she sucked and licked and sucked some
            more.  

      	
      “Unless you want a protein shake for breakfast you better climb that ass--.” 

      	
      “Mmm,” The vibration of that sound leaving her mouth did it.

      	
      “Don’t stop, fuck Taelyn. Suck harder. Fuck, that’s right.” I was seeing the light.
         If I bit it now this fucking moment was worth it. “Fuck!”
      

      	
      I grabbed her hair and held her head still as I blasted off in her mouth. The first
         shot and she swallowed hard. I felt her throat contract and it was like rapid fire.
         I came so hard and so much that I was sure I was gonna drown her and die myself.
      

      	
      I reached down and lifted her chin.

      	
      “You just -- fuck. I owe you big.”

      	
      “That was an apology.”

      	
      “Oh please be a pain in the ass more often. I swear to God that was worth it.”

      	
      “I don’t want to.”

      	
      “I will definitely give back. I haven’t eaten you in --.”

      	
      “I have my period.” She sat up and looked at me.

      	
      “Taelyn we don’t talk about that kind of stuff.”

      	
      She looked at me and her eyebrow started creeping up along with a shit ass grin.

      	
      “Is big bad Xavier afraid of a little blood?”

      	
      “We will not be discussing this. End of discussion.”

      	
      “Period.” She used air quotes.

      	
      “Funny girl.”

      	
      She laughed. “I have to go to my place and grab some clothes. Go back to sleep, it’s
         early.”
      

      	
      She started to get up and I grabbed her hand. “Stay.”

      	
      “I will see you later.”

      	
      “You need to wait for James.”

      	
      She grabbed her phone and turned it on. “I have an hour before class starts and I
         need to get ready.”
      

      	
      “You still need to wait. The stuff from your old apartment is now at your new place.”

      	
      “I need clothes Xavier and we need to discuss the apartment.”

      	
      “Nothing to discuss. It’s done.”

      	
      “What do you mean it’s done? I --.”
      

      	
      “I like you better with my dick in your mouth.”

      	
      “Oh that’s nice.”

      	
      “It was beautiful. See if we shack up--.”

      	
      “We’ve known each other less than three weeks. That’s crazy. Oh and that’s really
         not something you should say to a girl.”
      

      	
      “But it’s okay with us.” I grabbed my phone and sent James a text.

      	
      “Oh is it?”

      	
      “Uh huh.”

      	
      “Not gonna happen. I need space from us once in a while.”
      

      	
      I grabbed her and pulled her down on me.

      	
      “I like it better when there is no space. So do you.”

      	
      She grumbled and banged her head on my chest. “I won’t.”

      	
      “Fine. We’ll discuss later. My family won’t be home for a couple more days anyways.
         But you’ll be safer there.”
      

      	
      “I’m not afraid.”

      	
      “Cause you know I’ll take care of you. I want to take care of you.”

      	
      “How long will that last?”

      	
      “Until it doesn’t feel good anymore.”

      	
      “I want to argue with you.”

      	
      “But you like the way we feel.”

      	
      There was a knock on the door. I rolled her off me and jumped up to answer it.

      	
      “Xavier. Pants.” She giggled.

      	
      “It’s not office hours.” I grabbed a pillow and covered myself.

      	
       

      
   
      
      Chapter 20

      	
       

      	
      Table Manners

      	
       

      	
      The entire day dragged. I wanted to be excited that he asked me to live with him but
         did he really ask that. I mean was it what I thought it meant or was it truly just
         him thinking he needed to protect me. And what exactly was he protecting me from?
      

      	
      Billy and I met at the college’s computer lab and worked for an hour on our project.
         He was looking at me differently and it really bothered me.
      

      	
      “You wanna talk about the other day or is this just going to be completely awkward
         for the next two months?”
      

      	
      “Are you really dating him? Did you really dump Daniel for him?”

      	
      I didn’t want to talk to anyone about Xavier and me with Billy or anyone, but he deserved
         something since he never pressed charges on Xavier when he freaked out on him.
      

      	
      “Daniel was bad for me.” 

      	
      “But Xavier Steel isn’t.”

      	
      “Xavier has been -- he’s good to me.”

      	
      “And lots of others.”

      	
      “He’s really a good guy.”

      	
      Billy tapped on the key board, “Look. You are not like this Taelyn. I have known you
         for a year. You’re a good girl.”
      

      	
      I wouldn’t even look at the screen. I didn’t want to see Xavier with anyone else now.
         My feelings for him were different than they had been. His were too.
      

      	
      “This is from last night. You were making out with him and this guy and…”

      	
      “What?”

      	
      I looked at the computer screen. Just like Billy had said someone had taken pictures
         of Xavier and I. Nickie and I. Angel and Xavier in his SUV and Xavier walking getting
         out of the car coming into the hotel.
      

      	
      The caption read: Kinky couple or good girl gone bad. Regardless Xavier Steel is one hot, rich, and
            obviously single man.

      	
      “It’s not what it looks like.” I felt my entire body heated and start to blush.

      	
      “Taelyn you have always been a smart, beautiful, classy girl. This doesn’t look good
         any way you look at it.”
      

      	
      “Is there a way we can find out who posted it?”

      	
      “I can look into it but--.” Billy began.

      	
      “That sounds like a good idea,” Xavier said from behind me.

      	
      I turned my chair to make sure I wasn’t hearing things and poor Billy jumped nearly
         out of his chair.
      

      	
      “What are you doing here?” 

      	
      He walked up and grabbed my face and kissed me. As inappropriate as the timing was,
         it felt good and I didn’t pull back. 
      

      	
      He broke the seal of our lips and stepped “Thought we would grab dinner and talk about
         the move and this shit.” He pointed to the computer. “And about you turning your phone
         off so I can’t get ahold of you.”
      

      	
      He stepped back and rubbed his thumb over my lip. “Billy she’s beautiful isn’t she?”

      	
      What the hell was he doing?

      	
      “I don’t want any trouble.” Billy answered.

      	
      “No trouble. Answer the question.”

      	
      “Xavier--.” I started and he interrupted.

      	
      “Those green eyes that sparkle when she’s happy. Those lips are so damn red and inviting.
         Her hair; don’t you just want to grab it Billy?”
      

      	
      “No sir.” Billy cleared his throat.

      	
      “Good fucking answer.” Xavier patted him on the back pretty hard, nearly knocking
         him over and laughed. “Come to dinner with us.”
      

      	
      “No, I um--.”

      	
      “I insist. If you’re gonna be hanging out with Taelyn I think you and I need to get
         to know one another.”
      

      	
      “Xavier if he doesn’t want to, then--.”

      	
      “Babe who doesn’t want to eat? I’m buying; come on Billy boy.” He grabbed his elbow
         and hoisted him up.”
      

      	
      “Xavier!”

      	
      “He’s good. We’re good right Billy?”

      	
      “Yes. Um we’re good.”

      	
      “See Taelyn, Billy and I are good. Grab your shit and let’s jet, cars waiting. I got
         your bag. This thing is--interesting.”
      

      	
      He grabbed my Cross Body knock off and then wrapped his arm around my waist and pulled
         me tight against his body.
      

      	
      If I wasn’t so exhausted and if I didn’t want to avoid a scene I would definitely
         be pulling away from Xavier.
      

      	
      We walked out of the building into the small quad and every eye was on us. I felt
         them burning into me. Some whispered, some chuckled, and I just wanted to crawl under
         the nearest rock and die.
      

      	
      “Check out the fan club,” Xavier squeezed my side. “All of them wishing they could
         fuck you Taelyn.”
      

      	
      “They think I’m a whore.” I whispered.

      	
      “They wish you were a whore. Fuckers.”

      	
      We got to the parking lot across the busy street towards the town car.

      	
      “I’ll follow you.” Billy all but ran to his little Honda and Xavier chuckled.

      	
      “It’s not funny.” I tried to pull away. 

      	
      “It’s kind of funny. I swear he was seconds away from pissing himself.”

      	
      “It’s funny to scare someone?”

      	
      “Yeah if it’s someone who wants to fuck what’s mine.”

      	
      “I see you took your pills this morning,” I said as I slid in the car as he held the
         door open.
      

      	
      “And what pills are you talking about?”

      	
      “Testosterone.”

      	
      “Don’t fight with me it makes me wanna fuck you till you can’t speak when you get
         pissy.” He smirked. “I do like my meat on the rare side. So you keep it up and I’ll
         be inside you.”
      

      	
      “You’re unreal.” 

      	
      “Remember that.”

      	
      The way he looked at me was a little unsettling.

      	
      “Why?”

      	
      “I’ve had a busy day. Your pretty little self is gonna sit and hear me out--.”

      	
      “What did you do now?” 

      	
      He smirked. “I thought about you and this morning and--.”

      	
      “I’m not moving in with you.”

      	
      “That’s fine.”

      	
      “It is?” I was shocked. Maybe a little upset and I wasn’t sure why.

      	
      “Yeah. It’s perfect actually. I won’t get sick of you.”

      	
      “That’s real nice Xavier. You do know your retreating right?”

      	
      “No, just rethinking strategy. I’m pretty sure if we shacked up I’d wear you out.
         I can’t expect you to be able to keep up with me--.”
      

      	
      “Oh please.”

      	
      “After you and I parted ways this morning I hit up google. You’re on the pill so your
         periods are light right?”
      

      	
      “I thought we weren’t discussing that.”

      	
      “Now who’s retreating? I’m facing shit head on. So what’s the flow like right now?”

      	
      “Dear god Xavier.”

      	
      “Oh I see. You got a mouthful of what I carry around all day and you felt pretty bad
         ass. Now you’re backing down?”
      

      	
      “I’m not discussing this with you.” I crossed my arms and leaned my head back.

      	
      “Fine then just listen. Your flow lightens after a couple days. We can shower together,
         take baths. That’s slows down Flo. I really want to lick you when…”
      

      	
      I covered my ears and he grabbed my hands and held them down. “You’re supposed to
         be even more responsive.”
      

      	
      “La la la la la,” I chanted loudly.

      	
      He laughed and then kissed me. He took my hands and sent them on his shoulders as
         his tongue stroked mine.
      

      	
      He pulled back, “I’m gonna make you come this way too.” 

      	
      He kissed me again harder this time, his tongue moved slower and the tiny little tingles
         started in my belly. I was just starting to believe it may be possible when he pulled
         back pulling my lip in his teeth.
      

      	
      “You and I, Taelyn, are real damn good together.” His voice was gravel.

      	
      It was sexy as hell to hear him talk when he was burning inside. I knew he was because
         I was too.
      

      	
      I nodded and he smiled a sexy little smile.

      	
      He held my hand up and rubbed his lips against the back of my hand giving sweet little
         kisses.
      

      	
      “I opened an account at Steels credit union for you. Your pay will go into it and
         you’ll have a card in about five days.” He reached into his pocket. “Here’s a company
         card. Use it when you need something. Your security deposit and three months of rent
         from your old place will come to your new address in less than ten days.” He looked
         over at me waiting for a fight I assume.
      

      	
      “I’m tired.”

      	
      “Perfect. After dinner you can go to your new place and sleep. No shows tonight, we
         see River tomorrow night. I’m just gonna go see if the equipment has been delivered
         to the office.”
      

      	
      “It’s done?”

      	
      He smiled big and shook his head yes. “I just need to paint. I figured I would do
         some of that to save time.”
      

      	
      “I wanna help.”

      	
      “You’re tired. I kept you out to late last night.”

      	
      “I’m fine. I really want to help.”

      	
      “I could give you a little energy burst.” He smirked. “Protein shakes aren’t just
         for breakfast you know.”
      

      	
      “We’ll see.”

      	
      “Damn Irish no come back, no fight?”

      	
      “No. What’s it matter if I do anyways? You get your way regardless.”

      	
      He looked away, I assume so I wouldn’t see the shit ass grin. “We’re here.”

      	
      I looked out the window and saw Billy pull up next to us. “Be nice to him. He’s not
         like you.”
      

      	
      “How am I?”

      	
      “Rough.”

      	
      “You seem to like me like that.”

      	
      “I understand men like you.”

      	
      “That’s good. I like that about you.”

      	
      He opened the door and got out. He reached in and grabbed my hand.

      	
      Billy looked unsettled as he approached us. I looked up at Xavier and he appeared
         pleased with himself.
      

      	
      I could either laugh or get pissed. Neither appealed to me.

      	
      We were sat immediately at a table in the corner. 

      	
      “What will you have Billy?”

      	
      “I’m not sure.” He replied looking up and then at me.

      	
      Xavier’s arm hooked over my shoulder.

      	
      I looked up at him and he winked. 

      	
      “Easy Captain Obvious of Obviousville.” I whispered.

      	
      He leaned over and whispered in my ear, “Go hard or go home.”

      	
      The waitress retuned with three dark Ales, Xavier had ordered. He also ordered dinner.
         
      

      	
      “Prime rib Billy?” he asked

      	
      “Sure,” he looked at me again as if to say, like I have a choice.

      	
      “Perfect me too.” He looked up at the waitress, “Three kings then. I’ll take mine
         bloody.”
      

      	
      He squeezed my shoulder and winked.

      	
      For the love of God. I wanted Xavier who didn’t like periods back.
      

      	
      “Two kings, I will take some French onion soup and a chicken Ceasar salad.” I smiled
         at the waitress.
      

      	
      When the waitress left the inquisition began. “Where did you grow up Billy? Do you
         come from a big family like Taelyn and I do? Do you have a girlfriend? What do you
         wanna be when you get out of school? Where will you live after college?” And it ended
         with, “When did you start playing piano?”
      

      	
      Billy looked stunned by that question. “I was three.”

      	
      “You’re amazing. I saw a video your mother put up on Facebook from high school. Why
         the hell aren’t you still playing?”
      

      	
      I looked at Xavier and smiled.

      	
      “I don’t like the attention. Being on stage isn’t comfortable for me.”

      	
      “You ever play with a band or just classical music?” Xavier seemed to be much more
         relaxed and so did Billy. 
      

      	
      I leaned into Xavier a little more and a low rumble escaped from his throat. That
         sound was like a trigger deep inside of me. I let by hand rest on his thigh and he
         took in a deep breath. Billy was completely unaware and totally engrossed in the conversation
         about music.
      

      	
      I moved my hand slowly up his thigh curious if he was as affected by being this close
         as I was. He was. I allowed myself to rub my palm slowly up and down the denim covering
         Xavier.
      

      	
      Billy excused himself to use the restroom and Xavier sat back and looked at me. Still
         in complete control.
      

      	
      “What are you doing?”

      	
      “Playing.”

      	
      “What happened to office hours?” He stilled my hand and then groaned and he applied
         more pressure.
      

      	
      “I didn’t know this was work.”

      	
      “I told you I was a busy man today.”

      	
      He placed my hand on my lap and laughed making me feel like a total idiot for letting
         go.
      

      	
      I looked away and tried to focus on the art hanging on the walls. Anything but look
         at him. 
      

      	
      “You blushing,” he whispered in my ear in his deep gavel like sexy voice.

      	
      He wrapped his arm back around my shoulder and pulled me into his side again. Then
         leaned over and licked my ear.
      

      	
      “I’m gonna tease the hell out of your little clit just like this when we get back
         to your new place and you’re gonna let me.”
      

      	
      “Xavier--.”

      	
      I was interrupted by his hand guiding mine back under the table. I gasped when I felt
         his hot flesh against my palm.
      

      	
      “Don’t you stop until you’ve finished me off.”

      	
      “In here?” My voice cracked and he chuckled.

      	
      He grabbed the black linen napkin and placed it on my lap.

      	
      “In there.”

      	
      “Really?”

      	
      “Either there or I’m gonna bend you over the table and that, Irish, would not be good
         table manners.”
      

      	
      “You can’t possible keep it together when you come.” 

      	
      “Try me.” He growled and then kissed me on the lips.

      	
      I could not believe that I was going to do this. That I wanted to do this. That I
         needed to do this.
      

      	
      I wrapped my hand around his soft, hot, cock and squeezed trying to close my hand
         around it. 
      

      	
      He smirked, “Babe, its big no sense in trying.”

      	
      He was right. His cock was glorious. Long, thick, perfect. I loved how heavy it was
         and the way it laid in my hand as I stroked it up and down. I loved the ridges of
         the piercings on the underside of him and I loved the ring hanging on the end. I loved
         his cock.
      

      	
      When Billy returned I stopped and Xavier looked at me.

      	
      “Don’t stop now. I’m loving this.”

      	
      The waitress came at the same time and I wouldn’t have stopped if he asked. He was
         stone and the bulging veins pulsing in my hand made me squirm. I was so turned on.
      

      	
      Billy’s phone rang and he excused himself. 

      	
      As soon as he left Xavier’s hand grabbed the back of my hair and he kissed me. “Swear
         to god,” he groaned. “Fuck it’s gotta happen now.”
      

      	
      I licked my lips slowly and he groaned.

      	
      “Come,” I’m sure I sounded like I was wound-up. 

      	
      “How fucking turned on are you?”

      	
      “More than I care to admit.”

      	
      “You’re fucking beautiful you know that?’ He hissed.

      	
      His jaw clenched and body stiffened. He was looking at me. I swear he looked like
         he was shocked. He closed his eyes and I felt him jerk in my hand like he had in my
         mouth.
      

      	
      “Fuck,” his voice rumbled.

      	
      When he was finished, Billy came back and I folded the linen up and shoved it in my
         bag. Xavier looked dopey and he chuckled.
      

      	
      “Everything okay?” I asked Billy trying to make him focus on me and not Xavier’s dopey
         eyes and lazy perma-grin.
      

      	
      “Yeah. I have a date tonight.”

      	
      “Oh no I hope we didn’t ruin your dinner plans.”

      	
      “Nope just a movie.”

      	
      “Dark room, hot girl?” Xavier asked.

      	
      Billy nodded, “Yeah.”

      	
      By the end of dinner Xavier and Billy were chatting like they were long lost friends.
         Xavier asked him to stop by Monday night at around four. Billy agreed.
      

      	
       

      
   
      
      Chapter 21

      	
      

      	
      Flo - X

      	
       

      	
      I paid the bill and she walked out of the bathroom looking around. She looked nervous
         and it was damn cute. When she looked up at me and gave me a little smile and I couldn’t
         look away. 
      

      	
      When she came up to me I pulled her into a big hug.

      	
      “You get snuggly after you, you know.”

      	
      “I do not.” I looked down at her and scowled.

      	
      She smiled and stood up on her tip toes and kissed my nose. “It’s okay you know.”

      	
      “You looked like you needed a hug.”
      

      	
      “Okay,” she smirked.

      	
      “What’s okay mean?”

      	
      She was smiling as we walked out the door.

      	
      “Seriously Taelyn, what’s okay mean?

      	
      “It means if that’s what you need to think until your testosterone levels rise back
         up--.”
      

      	
      “Are you calling me a bitch?”

      	
      She laughed out loud. 

      	
      “Are you?” 

      	
      I stopped and grabbed her, picked her up and threw her over my shoulder. I smacked
         her ass as she laughed even louder.
      

      	
      James opened the door and I plopped her in the seat. 

      	
      I bent in to kiss her and she snapped, “Damn it!”

      	
      “Mood swings? I read about them too.”

      	
      She laughed, “No my purse, bag, whatever it just broke. I’ve had it a year and it
         broke.”
      

      	
      “You attached to it Irish?”

      	
      “It’s a Coach knock off, no I’m not attached I just liked it.”

      	
      “Me too.”

      	
      “What?” She looked at me like I was nuts.

      	
      “It slings across your body. The strap goes right here,” I ran my finger between her
         breasts. “It’s hot. You’ll need another.”
      

      	
      “I’ll go to China town and get two.” She closed her eyes and I cupped her tit and
         pinched her nipple. “Xavier.”
      

      	
      “I can make you come like this. Let me rephrase that. I will make you come like this.”

      	
      She nodded her head up and down quickly.

      	
      “One stop first.” I sent James a message.

      	
      I looked over at her and she smiled. 

      	
      “What are you thinking?”

      	
      “I can’t wait to get…” She stopped and covered her face.

      	
      I pulled her hands away, “Don’t go hiding on me now you naughty little girl.”

      	
      “I shouldn’t have done that.”

      	
      “When you want to touch me Taelyn I don’t ever want you to think it’s wrong. I want
         you to do exactly what you did tonight. When I want to touch you I want it the same
         way I don’t want to hold back.”
      

      	
      “It feels wrong.”

      	
      “I need you to explain what you mean. Cause right now I feel like I just got shot
         down and I’m not cool with that.”
      

      	
       She was looking at me like she was thinking about what to say and that made me even
         more uneasy.
      

      	
      “My Mom always--.”

      	
      “If you’re gonna say she warned you about boys like me I can assure you she wasn’t
         talking about anyone like me. She couldn’t even begin to imagine the shit I want to
         do with you, to you.”
      

      	
      She smiled and took my hand. “Okay that makes me a little nervous.”

      	
      “Shouldn’t make you nervous. It should excite the hell out of you.”

      	
      She giggled and looked at me, “She said if I want something in my life I’d never experienced
         I had to do try things I had never tried.”
      

      	
      “Well damn I think I was wrong about your Mom.”

      	
      “You’d like her.”

      	
      “I like you.”

      	
      “I like you too.”

      	
      “Good, because I can’t get enough of you.”

      	
      “I just can’t believe.” She looked down at our hands and sat back, “Never mind.”

      	
      “Don’t do that. Talk to me. I can handle it. Whatever you have to say isn’t any worse
         than what I’m thinking you’re gonna say. I’ve never been so wide open to anyone Taelyn.”
      

      	
      “Less than three weeks ago I met you. I thought you were an ass--.”

      	
      “But you wanted me.”

      	
      “I found you attractive. I may have been curious about you but I was so sure of my
         relationship with Daniel.”
      

      	
      My entire body tensed at the sound of his name.

      	
      She squeezed my hand. “I’m not saying this to make you angry.”

      	
      “I’m not angry. What I am is--.”

      	
      “I feel very vulnerable. Like I should still be healing but instead I let a wound
         lay open inviting a more terrible disease to take over. One that it far more powerful.
         One that could hurt me so much more.”
      

      	
      “I’m that infection?”

      	
      “Yes.”

      	
      “What if I’m the cure for whatever disease it is you’re so afraid of?”

      	
      “What if I’m that to you? Xavier, I’m going to be honest here. I like you too much.
         I don’t want you to be a rebound. You are all consuming. You demand that. I never
         thought it would be okay with me but I love the way it feels. I like knowing that
         I can say what I want to say to you and you don’t find it offensive. I like that you
         want to take care of things but I can’t let you take over completely because you aren’t
         a rebound buddy. You’re –amazing. I know what you do and don’t want and I like who
         you are too much to expect any part of you to change. I don’t think I can possibly
         be enough for you.”
      

      	
      I thought about what to say cause I knew what I wanted to and there was no fucking
         way I was gonna let that happen. Not until we were both ready.
      

      	
      “Do me a favor?”

      	
      “Sure Xavier.”

      	
      “Understand that intimacy is built by exposing our wounds, making them vulnerable.
         And remember you’re not the only one who feels like they drank the Kool Aid. This
         is all new to me. I’ve never felt this way either. You aren’t the only one who feels
         exposed.”
      

      	
      “You’re sure?”

      	
      “One hundred percent sure.”

      	
      “Okay. Promise me something too?”

      	
      “Anything.”

      	
      “That when you get sick of me you’ll just tell me. Just don’t; I don’t even know if
         I could call it cheating. I don’t even know what we’re doing.”
      

      	
      “We’re doing us Taelyn. I promise you as long as you promise the same.” I squeezed
         her hand. “You trust me?”
      

      	
      “Oddly I do. And how stupid is that. Aren’t I supposed to be bitter and out whoring
         around or something?”
      

      	
      “You can be my whore any day of the week. Every day of the week.”

      	
      She smiled and held my hand to her chest and kissed my hand.

      	
      “Can you take me home?”

      	
      “One stop.”

      	
      “Okay.”

      	
      My phone rang and I hit answer. “Xavier Steel.”

      	
      “We doing a roll call?”

      	
      “Cyrus, what’s up man?”

      	
      “I know you’ve been planning this thing for Tara but I need to take over.”

      	
      “Okay. Why? What’s up?”

      	
      “I want it to be about her. She’s not hotels and fancy dinners. She’s not roses and
         bullshit Xavier. She’s just-- love.”
      

      	
      “What does that mean?”

      	
      “Xavier, please tell me that shit wasn’t on speaker.”

      	
      “Sorry man when you’re gonna channel your inner vagina maybe you should warn me.”

      	
      “Be nice,” Taelyn smacked me.

      	
      “Ouch damn it.” I laughed.

      	
      “Hi Cyrus, I’m Taelyn.”

      	
      “I’m not a pussy.”

      	
      She laughed. “Tara is a lucky girl.”

      	
      “I have a huge dick.”

      	
      “Wow, okay that’s great.” She gave a nervous chuckle.

      	
      “It’s genetic, she knows that very well don’t ya Irish?”

      	
      “Are all of you all pierced up too?” She asked Cyrus.

      	
      “Fuck X, she’s dick talking to another dude.” Cyrus chuckled.

      	
      “I did that because you were worried about me hearing you acting like you had a vagina.
         Just trying to make you comfortable.” She was quick as hell with the come backs. Hot! I think.

      	
      We pulled up in front of the store. “Cyrus talk to Taelyn, I gotta grab something.”

      	
      “What would make it the perfect day for her Cyrus? If she could have anything, what
         would she want?”
      

      	
      “Kiss?” I leaned over and gave her a loud kiss on the cheek. “Blow job?”

      	
      “Speaker phone X. Come on man I don’t need to hear that shit.”

      	
      I laughed, “She’s amazing.”

      	
      ~

      	
      I ran into the store and looked around. 

      	
      “Can I help you?”

      	
      “Yeah, I need a purse or bag, the kind that’s strap crosses between tits and shits
         on the hip.”
      

      	
      She smirked, “Xavier Steel?”

      	
      “Yeah. Can we make this quick?”

      	
      “Sure thing,” she smiled, “Right this way.”

      	
      I followed her well aware that the sway in her ass was exaggerated for my pleasure.
         But that shit did nothing for me. I saw them and walked around her. I grabbed a black
         one that was kind of like the one she had and a brown one. Then I saw pink, which
         reminded me of her blushing. I grabbed it too. I was gonna make her walk around it
         in naked. 
      

      	
      She rang me up and asked why three.

      	
      I just winked at her and walked out the door.

      	
      When I got in the car Cyrus and Taelyn where still talking.

      	
      “Birds?”

      	
      “Yeah lots of them.” Cyrus answered her.

      	
      “Flowers?”

      	
      “Not a lot, just for her.”

      	
      “Her dress?”

      	
      “I was thinking a couple days before the wedding she and the girls could go grab something.
         You can go too.”
      

      	
      “Thanks but its family. If that’s what’s important to her it should all be about that.”

      	
      “If X still has you around after this long. I can assume--.”

      	
      “Anything else Cyrus?”

      	
      He laughed. “Nah, your girls got it all under control. You done with Falcon yet?”

      	
      “Soon why?”

      	
      “I need some shit done in Terrytown like yesterday.”

      	
      “Why’s that? I won’t be at your place.”

      	
      “Taelyn will let you know. Thanks girl. I think you’re my favorite out of my brother’s
         rides.”
      

      	
      “Thank you I guess?” she laughed. “But we’re --.”

      	
      She stopped and looked at me.

      	
      “We’re us. Not like you freaks. Safe travels bro; see you in a couple days.”

      	
      I looked over at Taelyn writing down notes in a little notebook.

      	
      “You take on another job?”

      	
      “Just helping out that’s all.”

      	
      “I got ya something” I handed her the bag and she shook her head no. “You’ll like
         it.”
      

      	
      She looked in the bag and we pulled back onto Madison Avenue.

      	
      “Xavier I don’t know what to say. Thank you. But it’s too much. Mine was like thirty
         bucks and why three?”
      

      	
      “Black and brown go with everything right?”

      	
      “Like you have to ask me GQ. So why pink?”

      	
      I could lie but I knew by saying it she’d turn pink. “That matches your cheeks when
         you get embarrassed, and then sometimes pissy. It makes me hard.”
      

      	
      She shoved my arm. “Not funny.”

      	
      “It’s truth.”

      	
      “I love them, thank you. Which one do I use first?”

      	
      “Pink. Definitely pink.”

      	
      “But--.”

      	
      “No buts. I’m gonna fuck you in the bath and in the shower. I won’t go without Irish.
         I’m also gonna fuck you on the weekends.”
      

      	
      “Awe that’s so sweet?” She laughed. “You’re a nice guy you know. Just like your brother--.”

      	
      “I’m not a nice guy and I’m not a pussy like my brothers.”

      	
      She laughed. “Of course you’re not. You’re an asshole.”

      	
      “Remember that.” I reached down and played with my tunes until I found the one I wanted
         to play for her. “This song Irish--.”
      

      	
      “Don’t tell me it’s ours?”

      	
      “It’s reminds me of tonight,” I winked at her.

      	
      Blurred Lines by Robin Thicke played and she laughed.
      

      	
      I loved her laugh. I loved a lot of things about this girl. She was way too far in.

      	
      When we got close to home she was holding her waist.

      	
      “Cramps?” I squeezed her hand.

      	
      “You are a little too interested in my period. It’s weird.”

      	
      “It’s your pussy, of course I’m interested.”

      	
      She closed her eyes and leaned back in the seat and I rubbed her tummy.

      	
      “You want me to stop and grab some Pamprin or Midol Irish?”

      	
      “For God sake Xavier.” She half laughed, half scolded me.

      	
      “I just wanna help you feel good. Instead of saying for God’s sake Xavier. It should
         be Oh God Xavier!”
      

      	
      “I love how you think of me in my time of need.” 

      	
      “Well that’s just the kind of guy I am Taelyn, I’m a giver.”

      	
      She smiled as she sunk further in the seat. “I do need to stop at the store though.
         I need tampons and pads.”
      

      	
      I cringed, “Both?”

      	
      “Yeah and could you hurry it hurts. I need Motrin too.”

      	
      Irish was bleeding from her vag and in pain. “I’m gonna kiss it better when we get
         back.”
      

      	
      She tried to laugh but she held her stomach tighter.

      	
      As instructed James pulled in the convenient store and she sat up and whimpered.

      	
      “That bad?”

      	
      “Uh huh.” She bent to grab her wallet out of her pretty pink bag and the pain in her
         face killed me.
      

      	
      “What do you need?”

      	
      “Just Motrin, regular sized Tampax and maxi pads with wings.”

      	
      “Sit still.” I got out of the vehicle and walked in the store on a mission to make
         the pussy I was obsessed with feel better.
      

      	
      I walked right up to the feminine hygiene section and grabbed what she said to. Regular
         Tampax looked ghetto compared to those pearl ones. Irish liked pretty things. I was
         getting her the pretty ones.
      

      	
      I marched up to the counter owning this shit. Sort of. Fuck this was embarrassing.
         I was buying menstrual supplies. But I was doing it for her, and her pussy. My pussy.
         My pussy needed caring for and I was gonna be the only one caring for it. Suck it up man, I told myself.
      

      	
      The teenage clerk looked at me and I swear he was trying not to laugh.

      	
      “Do you think this shit’s for me?” I snapped at his smug little ass.

      	
      “I certainly hope not,” he laughed.

      	
      “Laugh it up dip-shit. Someday you’ll be done beating off in the shower and know what
         a pussy feels like. Of course that’ll happen after your balls drop and you’ve figured
         out that pleasing someone else is as good a feeling as getting off.”
      

      	
      “My balls dropped a few years ago. I don’t have to beat off and I get plenty of pussy.”

      	
      Smug little fuck, “I’m sure that blue and red smock gets them all hot and bothered.”

      	
      “No probably not but my brothers in a band. I get his cast offs and for an eighteen
         year old, that’s not all that bad. Here’s your change man have fun with your old lady.”
         
      

      	
      I wanted to climb over the counter and wipe that smug look off his face. Son of a
         bitch.
      

      	
      “She’s not old.”

      	
      I walked out with my dick between my legs and a bag full of rags. I guess I showed
         him. Fucker.
      

      	
      I looked at the vehicle and she was on the phone. She looked upset. I opened the door
         and she was yelling at someone. I looked at her and she looked away and continued
         her conversation with I assumed her brothers or her mom.
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      “Mom, Xavier is back.” I needed this conversation to end. “I know and I appreciate
         it but I’m not going to concern myself with how they feel about it.” Dear God this was embarrassing. “It’s my life, my choices. Why is him hugging a girl in a vehicle worse than me
         kissing that Nickie guy? I’m just as much at fault. I did it because he made me mad.
         Please I don’t want to go into it.” I listened to her and felt his eyes burning a
         hole in my head. “I don’t know why he hugged her. Why are we discussing a timeline
         here I--.”
      

      	
      “She was crying. Said her family was losing everything and that she was in love with
         Dr. Dickless and that he didn’t feel the same. Two weeks ago that shit would have
         meant nothing. I was drunk. She tried to kiss me--.”
      

      	
      “She what!”

      	
      “I told her that shit wasn’t gonna happen ever again, don’t get mad.”

      	
      “Mom, I’ll call you back.-- I love you too.”

      	
      I ended the call and looked at him.

      	
      “Say something Taelyn.”

      	
      “I wanna go to sleep. I’m tired.”

      	
      “I got your girl stuff.” He held up the bag and smiled.

      	
      “Yeah thanks.”

      	
      “Thanks?” He laughed as we pulled out of the parking lot.

      	
      “I would have got them. I’m really fine.”

      	
      “You owe me big. I almost kicked the little fucker’s ass in there who was laughing
         at me. Did I mention I hate kids?”
      

      	
      “Did you kiss her back?”

      	
      “No.”

      	
      “No, that’s all you’re going to say?”

      	
      “No I didn’t kiss her back.”

      	
      “So did she try to kiss you or did she kiss you?” 

      	
      “She caught my cheek. That’s it. Be pissed all you want. Last night was pretty fucked
         up you know? I was sexually assaulted by two women.”
      

      	
      “Sexually assaulted?”

      	
      “Yep. You should be feeling sorry for me.”

      	
      “Pfft.”

      	
      “They kissed me. I wanted nothing to do with them. You, on the other hand, kissed
         Nickie like you--.”
      

      	
      “I was pissed at you!”

      	
      “Now that’s a shocker.” He reached over and grabbed my hand and I started to pull
         away. “I’m playing. We gonna keep going backwards or keep walking forward Irish?”
      

      	
      “Forward.”

      	
      “Good. So your family saw the pictures?”

      	
      “Yes and apparently they want me to come home.”

      	
      “You said no of course.”

      	
      “I said I’d come home for break.”

      	
      He didn’t say anything except, “Hmm.”

      	
      We pulled up to a building that looked exactly like all the others in the gated community.
         It was a little bigger and there were no signs of a neighbor.
      

      	
      “You’re home.” He said as he opened the door. 

      	
      “How much is the rent?”

      	
      “It’s owned by Steel, you’re all good as long as you work for them.”

      	
      “Wrong answer. I want a number.”

      	
      “Okay nine and a half.” He grinned.

      	
      “What’s that supposed to mean?”

      	
      “You in a better mood?”

      	
      “Why?”

      	
      “Well nine and a half inches in your mouth every day, that’ll take care of the rent.”

      	
      “Oh yeah?”

      	
      “Let’s go inside.”

      	
      He got out of the car and I sat and watched him. I swear he could ask anything of me, do anything to me,
            and I would let him. I was wide open to this man. My feelings for him were not rational.
            But I didn’t care. I was going to enjoy whatever time we had together and push away
            the fear of him hurting me like Daniel had.  

      	
      I got out and he smiled and grabbed my hand. “You ready?”

      	
      “Yep.” I looked up at him and for a moment I was lost in his seemingly vulnerable
         smile. 
      

      	
      “You forgot your girl things.”

      	
      “Oh, yeah about that. I really didn’t need them.”

      	
      “You’re kidding right?” His eyebrow shot up.

      	
      “You were hassling Cyrus and--.”

      	
      He grabbed me and bent me forward and swatted my ass.

      	
      “Ouch!”

      	
      “You deserve far worse.” He picked me up from behind and carried me to the front door.

      	
      He punched in the code on the digital lock and opened the door. “Four, seven, four,
         seven, four. Got it?”
      

      	
      “Not really.”

      	
      He walked in the door and kicked it shut and then set my feet on the floor.

      	
      “Irish. That’s the code. Four, seven, four, seven, four.”

      	
      He pointed to the left, “Coat closet.”

      	
      He opened the door and shrugged off his coat and hung it up. He held out his hand
         and I took my coat off and handed it to him.
      

      	
      I looked in as he hung my coat. All my shoes were inside. I kicked off my boots and
         so did he. 
      

      	
      When he turned around I looked up into his eyes. His eyes were nearly black and slightly
         hooded. 
      

      	
      My mouth went dry and I swallowed hard and closed my eyes, willing myself to turn
         away.
      

      	
      “You okay?” The thickness in his voice made my insides clench.

      	
      “Show me around?”

      	
      “There isn’t a lot to show, I wanted you to pick out some things for your place. I
         want it to feel like home to you. I kind of want you to like it here.”
      

      	
      “I already do.” 

      	
      I felt emotions well up inside of me. I needed a few minutes, maybe a few days to
         get it all in check. I looked up briefly and he was looking at me. 
      

      	
      “You gonna keep looking at me like that or are you gonna say what’s on your mind?”

      	
      He stepped back a little and I forced a smile. “Just tired.”

      	
      “Okay. Your bedroom is upstairs, first door on the right. I’ll show you. You need
         sleep.”
      

      	
      I nodded. 

      	
      We walked through the rooms and I didn’t even look. I just followed behind him and
         up the stairs. He opened the door to a very large, very pink room.
      

      	
      He pointed to the far left, “Bathroom’s there. Closet is next to it.”

      	
      If I said something I was going to cry. He looked back at me, his handsome face was
         unreadable.
      

      	
      “I’m gonna let you settle in then. You need anything call me. I’m heading over to
         Steel. Its three blocks away. So if there is anything--.”
      

      	
      I practically threw myself at him and wrapped my arms around his waist.

      	
      “Christ Taelyn, you’re a fucking wreck.” He walked us to the bed and pulled down the
         duvet cover. “Climb on up and lay down.”
      

      	
      I did and I swear even the hotel room bed wasn’t as comfortable as this bed. The sheets
         were slate gray silk and a hot pink cotton duvet covered what I assumed was a down
         comforter. It was heavy and extremely comfortable. 
      

      	
      He covered me up and kissed me very cautiously on the lips and then my forehead.

      	
      “I don’t know how long it will take but again, you need anything you call. You want
         me here tonight or--.”
      

      	
      “Yes.”

      	
      He let out a sigh, “Thank fuck. I thought I fucked up already.”

      	
      “No. It’s a lot.”

      	
      “I’m not moving in, I’ve got my own place okay?”

      	
      I nodded unwilling to let myself tell him I would be fine with it. I wanted this to
         be his way. A man like him needed that. He needed to force his way into something
         in order to own it. I knew it to be true. Right now, I wanted nothing more than to
         be owned by him.
      

      	
      “You look exactly like I imagined you would laying there Taelyn. Stunning and more
         desirable than anyone else I have ever met.”
      

      	
      He kissed me again and walked out the door.

      	
      I waited until I heard the door close and then I let it all go. I cried for nearly
         an hour. I cried because I was happy, because I was scared, because I had disappointed
         my family, because I wanted to not disappoint him, and then because I was crying.
         I was completely out of sorts. I was sure that it was that first day of my period
         hormonal swing but it had never been like this before. Then again, I had never had
         anything in my life that knocked me off my feet then swept me up and cared for me
         in this way either. Then I cried because someday it was going to hurt so very bad
         to lose everything Xavier had given me physically and emotionally.
      

      	
      I must have fallen asleep after that because I woke up and looked at the nightstand
         where my phone sat in the charging dock next to a Bose charging station. The clock
         said midnight. It had been four hours. 
      

      	
      I sat up and decided to finally allow myself to take in my new surroundings. The bottom
         of the walls had an antique white chair rail. It was beautiful. The upper part of
         the walls had thick stripes of grey and alternated with pale pink. I had never loved
         pink but now I was looking at it the way he did and it was fast becoming my favorite
         color.
      

      	
      The floor was thick planked white wood that appeared aged and the grey of old wood
         crackled through it. On the floor beside the side of the bed he had helped me into
         was a thick throw carpet, hot pink and shaggy. My feet begged to touch it. And my
         grandmothers night table. 
      

      	
      I hopped off the tall king-sized antique white sleigh bed and walked around the room.
         
      

      	
      The curtains matched the sheets and pillow cases. They flowed fully to the ground.
         I wondered if the windows were as large or if the curtains just made them appear that
         way. I opened one and smiled when the hidden French doors were exposed. They lead
         to a small Juliet type balcony. On it were two chairs and a small wrought iron table.
      

      	
      I walked into the bathroom and it was grey granite. Not one ounce of pink. The complementing
         color was white. It was set up exactly the way the other place was. A large walk in
         shower big enough for two, double sinks, and a large garden tub.
      

      	
      I turned on the water to fill the tub and decided I would run downstairs to see what
         I had missed. I turned around and he was in the doorway. 
      

      	
      I jumped and laughed, “You scared me.”

      	
      “Sorry about that. You planning on taking a bath?”

      	
      Oh boy, that heated look and thick voice had returned. I nodded.

      	
      “Perfect. I will go grab the towels and give you a couple minutes to get in.”

      	
      “Are there bubbles here?”

      	
      “I’m sure. Check in the cabinets under the sink.”

      	
      I walked over and looked in the mirror. Much to my surprise, disgust, and horror,
         every bit of my eye make-up was dripping down my face. I grabbed a washcloth and scrubbed
         it off. I wasn’t sure which was worse, the make-up or what I had just revealed. My
         face was swollen and puffy from crying.
      

      	
      “Did you find some?” He yelled.

      	
      “Not yet,” I grumbled and he peeked his head in.

      	
      “Everything okay?”

      	
      “Yes and no.” I shrugged.

      	
      “What can I help you with?”

      	
      “Next time I look like I got my butt kicked by mascara would you let me know?”

      	
      “Sure, but you still looked damn good to me.”

      	
      “You got twenty twenty vision Mr. Steel?”

      	
      “Right now I’m seeing about thirty two C. My eyes are just fine. Happy even.”

      	
      I couldn’t help but laugh at him.

      	
      “You still need a minute for you know.” He smirked and whispered, “Take care of the
         Flo issue?”
      

      	
      “Get out.” I threw the washcloth at him.

      	
      “Okay,” he laughed, “but hurry it up. I owe you two.”

      	
      He shut the door and I took care of the Flo issue. Surprisingly it was very light for day one. Thank God.
      

      	
      I was in the tub surrounded by bubbles and warmth when he opened the door.

      	
      “I missed the striptease?”

      	
      “Next week I’ll give it a whirl.”

      	
      He pulled his grey vintage Zeppelin tee shirt over his head and I smiled. “So that
         means you like it here?”
      

      	
      “I love the bedroom, bathroom and that little balcony is amazing. But that’s as far
         as I got.”
      

      	
      “I can show you more.” He smirked as he unbuttoned his jeans.

      	
      “Please do.” I leaned back in the tub and watched as he bent down and took off his
         socks.
      

      	
      He stood up and winked as he pulled down the Diesels.

      	
      “That is.” I licked my lips. “A beautiful penis.”

      	
      “She didn’t mean it,” he said as he looked down stroking himself. “Babe this is not
         just a penis.”
      

      	
      “No it’s certainly not. It’s like-- two.”

      	
      He laughed out loud and stepped into the tub. “Good save. He’s pretty damn confident
         but the p word is brutal.”
      

      	
      “Well what exactly does he think he is?”
      

      	
      He sat down and the water rose up covering to my nose.

      	
      “He thinks he would like a little water drained out so he can see you. Damn girl.” He laughed as
         he pushed bubbles away from my face. “There you are. I thought I was gonna have to
         go grab Scuba Steve to save you.”
      

      	
      “Scuba Steve.”

      	
      “Big Daddy,” we both said at the same time and laughed.

      	
      “Tell me you’ve seen every one of Adam Sandler’s movies and I may come right now.”

      	
      “I have. Over and over again.”

      	
      “Damn, I’m glad I found you.”

      	
      Damn, I’m glad you said that. I was trying not to do the cheese grin.
      

      	
      He leaned forward and kissed my nose. And then leaned back relaxing into the bath
         on the opposite side. He grabbed a washcloth and then pulled my foot up and nipped
         my piggy toe. Then he sucked it and popped it out of his mouth. 
      

      	
      “I wonder if every part of you tastes good.”

      	
      “Probably not.”

      	
      I reached down and rubbed my nails lightly up and down his calves.

      	
      “Mmm.”

      	
      “You like that?”

      	
      “I like your hands on me.”

      	
      “I’m sorry I didn’t go with you tonight. I never get like that. I hope I never do
         again.”
      

      	
      “Wasn’t that bad. I actually lucked out. I rented a sprayer to paint with and had
         it delivered. Two guys dropped it off and I asked them how it worked. They showed
         me and sprayed the entire reception area in twenty minutes. I offered them a few bills
         and the other guy grabbed a machine they had picked up from a job that was finished.
         Took a little under three hours and the entire place is done. Looks cool too. I love
         the bare floors. Half of me doesn’t want to cover them but the tile that looks like
         wood goes in tomorrow.”
      

      	
      “So you didn’t even paint?” I asked sitting forward and rubbing his knees.

      	
      “No. I moved shit around so it didn’t get painted. You should see your office.”

      	
      “I have an office?”

      	
      “Right next to mine. I’m thinking of soundproofing it.”

      	
      “Why is that?”

      	
      “For when we need to get off.”

      	
      “Office hours.” I rubbed his thighs as he continued nibbling on my feet.

      	
      “We really don’t have a set schedule so fuck office hours. How far can you spread
         your legs?”
      

      	
      “What?”

      	
      “Tell me when it gets uncomfortable.” He leaned forward and grabbed my other ankle.
         “Lean back and hold the tub behind you and let that pretty little ass float.”
      

      	
      “Xavier I--.”

      	
      “Please trust me with your body. I’ll never hurt it. Trust?”

      	
      “Trust.” I let out a deep breath and leaned back.

      	
      “Relax and float up to me.” 

      	
       He spread me wide and when I looked down his jaw was clenched and the muscles in
         it twitched.
      

      	
      He ran his thumb up me and I jumped making me sink.

      	
      He looked at me and tilted his head to the side and narrowed his eyes. “Relax.”

      	
      “Easy for you to say,” I huffed and he lifted my ass up. “You’re not spread all wide
         open.”
      

      	
      “Anytime you want that to happen just say so. I want to see, touch, and taste every
         part of you.”
      

      	
      “Dear God.”

      	
      He gave a little dark chuckle and blew against my wide open spot.

      	
      “We use mirrors next time. I wish you could see how pretty you are here.”

      	
      “No thanks I’ll pass.” His tongue flicked my clit. “Damn it.”

      	
      “Lick it, suck it, finger fuck it, but never damn this perfect little pink pussy.”

      	
      His mouth was now covering me.

      	
      “Xavier, I--.” His tongue circled the outer area and then my clit. He lifted my butt
         higher and his tongue traveled down farther. “Not there, please, not--.” His tongue
         traveled back to my clit.
      

      	
      “Mmm.”

      	
      I was so sensitive. But I couldn’t get past the fact that--.

      	
      “No. Xavier.” I wiggled free from his grip and my ass was now out of his hands and
         on the floor of the tub.
      

      	
      “You’re angry?”

      	
      “That’s just not right.”

      	
      “You aren’t even bleeding.”

      	
      “What if all the sudden I gush.”

      	
      “Gush?” He looked shocked.

      	
      “Google that buddy.”

      	
      I pulled my knees up to my chest and hugged them.

      	
      “Well, it’s a chance I’m willing to take.” He reached up and grabbed my ankles and
         dragged me up to him. “I told you I want everything. I wasn’t joking.”
      

      	
      “So I’m just supposed to let you?”

      	
      “Hell yes. And you’re supposed to enjoy it.”

      	
      He held my hips and rocked me back and forth against his erection.

      	
      “You enjoy it?” I was trying to be pissy but it was a difficult task when I was being
         teased.
      

      	
      “Hell yes or I wouldn’t have kept it up.”

      	
      “Have you done that a lot?”

      	
      “Never.”

      	
      I felt myself start to smile.

      	
      “Oh you like firsts huh Irish?”

      	
      “I didn’t think there could be any with you.”

      	
      “Ouch, are you calling me a whore?”

      	
      “No just surprised that’s all.”

      	
      “I don’t eat pussy like I eat you either.”

      	
      “What’s that supposed to mean?”

      	
      “I lick a little, here.” His finger was now rubbing my clit, “And the rest is finger
         banging and fake chow.”
      

      	
      I smiled and yes I blushed.

      	
      “See, this is us. We don’t hold back. We jump in with both feet and fuck what anyone
         else says. As long as we’re good with each other nothing else matters. There are no
         cameras here. This won’t be on the internet tomorrow. So lay back and let me explore.
         Let me touch you. I promise I will make you come.” 
      

      	
      I held up two fingers.

      	
      “Twice?”

      	
      I nodded.

      	
      “Be a good girl and I may even give you three.”

      	
      “No butt action.”

      	
      “I won’t tongue punch the dark star.”

      	
      “What?”

      	
      “Think about it Irish. I will lick where I want to and my cock will be in every part
         of you.”
      

      	
      “I don’t think--.”

      	
      “If it’s awful just tell me no. But open up your body and your mind.” I laid back
         and he smiled. “Could you be more perfect?”
      

      	
       

      
   
      
      Chapter 23

      	
      

      	
      PPP - X

      	
       

      	
      She was unlike anyone I had ever met. She truly was amazing. She laid floating in
         a tub, her hair wet and fanned out in the water. The contrast in her dark hair and
         the pale skin under the low lights above us was almost heavenly. I would take a picture
         and frame it if I knew no one would see it and that it wouldn’t end up on the fucking
         internet.
      

      	
      “No one can see us here Taelyn.” I pulled her closer to me. Her pussy against my chest
         and I bowed my head in this pussy praising position I not only wanted to be in but
         needed to be in. I wanted to show her all the pleasures I could give her so she wouldn’t
         look for it elsewhere for a long fucking time.
      

      	
      I kissed her hips and she moaned softly. My tongue found her belly button, one I swear
         was going to be jeweled with emeralds as soon as she would let me pierce it. Her hips
         swayed slightly but she was relaxed and floating. I was hungry as fuck. 
      

      	
      I licked her lips softly, easing her back into this. I wanted to taste her. There
         was nothing going on in there I had already checked it out real fucking close up and
         personal. Her body tensed and I pulled back a bit, licking just where I knew she wanted
         me too. I wanted her to trust me. I wasn’t pushing because every fucking time we were
         together she got more daring. Taelyn was a little vixen. She was as needy sexually
         as I was and I’d be damned if I was gonna fuck that up.
      

      	
      I spread her with my finger and flicked her clit a few times before I couldn’t hold
         back I needed to suck it. I needed her to come and I knew I could make her without
         anything but my mouth.
      

      	
      She came and she came hard. Her hands grabbed the sides of the tub and her knees clenched
         around my head. I held her ass firmly in my hands and I even let my fingers rub the
         backdoor a little and guess what? She allowed it.
      

      	
      When she was done she laid back again fully relaxed and biting back a smile. After
         a few minutes I pulled her up and she kissed me.
      

      	
      “Not bad,” she said as she licked her lips.

      	
      “Good stuff huh? But if I ever walk in and catch you licking yourself we’re gonna
         fight. That’s all mine.”
      

      	
      “I’ll try to restrain myself.”

      	
      I reached between us and cupped her tit. “I’m gonna make you come like this to.”

      	
      “Please.” She kissed my neck and then pulled on my nipple ring.

      	
      “Then you’re gonna ride me and we come together.”

      	
      ~

      	
      We laid in bed and I looked at the clock, “Two in the morning; we’re sleeping in tomorrow.”

      	
      “Sounds good. Nine?” She reached over to set her alarm.

      	
      “Sleep in means noon.” I grabbed her phone.

      	
      “There is no way I’ll be able to sleep that late.”

      	
      “That’s right, you’re a morning girl.” I rubbed her lip.

      	
      “Is that supposed to be a subtle hint?”

      	
      “More subtle than smashing your phone and asking your mouth to be my alarm clock.”

      	
      “Alarm cock.”

      	
      “Sure that’ll work.”

      	
      She laughed and snuggled into me.

      	
      “Feels good here right?”

      	
      “More than good.”

      	
      ~

      	
      “I’m living a dream,” I said as I pulled the covers off and held her hair in my hands
         so I could see her mouth full of me. “Morning beautiful.”
      

      	
      She sucked hard and pulled her mouth away making a loud pop sound. “Morning angel.”

      	
      “Babe, angels don’t have tattoos.”

      	
      She licked my head and I groaned, “Mine does.”

      	
      “You’re gonna make me blush, so how about you keep that mouth busy and stop talking.”
         I pushed her head down lower and felt my tip hit the back of her throat. “That’s it
         girl you’ve got almost all of me, relax a little and you’ll have—Fuck yes.”
      

      	
      Her tongue was rubbing up and down the back of my cock as she rolled my balls in her
         hands.
      

      	
      “Perfect Taelyn. Damn.”

      	
      She was looking up and me and moved slowly up.

      	
      “Harder and faster. Fuck yeah just like that,” I nearly whimpered.

      	
      Her red lips around my cock was another picture I wanted. Watching her so willing
         and wanting to please me sent waves through my flesh, my whole body, and so deep I
         felt it in my bones.
      

      	
      Her tongue rubbed the underside and she swallowed squeezing me.

      	
      “I’m gonna come, I’m gonna come so fucking hard for you. So damn hard.” She swallowed
         again and I lost the ability to control myself.
      

      	
      I guided her head as my hips rocked into her mouth and I came. She swallowed every
         last drop and then sat up on her knees and wiped her chin and smiled.
      

      	
      “Get over her, now.” I pulled her arm making her fall against my chest and I held
         her ear against my heart. I wanted her to hear what she did to me. How she affected
         me.
      

      	
      “Your wings are flapping on the inside.” She said as she lifted her head and rested
         her chin on my chest.
      

      	
      “You’re a work of art you know. I wish I could take pictures of everything I see in
         you, just so you could see it. But they’d end up on the internet and I’d end up killing
         someone.”
      

      	
      She smiled and just stared at me, green eyes shining and dancing. She climbed up and
         kissed me. She stuck her tongue in my mouth and rubbed it up and down my tongue and
         then sat up.
      

      	
      “I like the way you taste.” 

      	
      “A little salty.”

      	
      “Perfect. Every tattooed, pierced, hard, part of your body makes me want more of you.
         The way you touch me, the way you treat me, makes me crazy with want. You’re patient
         yet persistent. You seem to know what I want and how to make all the things I don’t
         want desirable. So you,” She climbed up on top of me and straddled me. “Are my angel,
         tattoos and all.”
      

      	
      “You know I’m gonna keep pushing until you’ve let me have ever inch of you.”

      	
      “You know I don’t want it any other way don’t you?”

      	
      “Damn.”

      	
      “Damn.”

      	
      She jumped up. “We have a lot to do. Stage the offices, get the computer programs
         up and running, have legal draw up contracts, and later, break in my office.”
      

      	
      I sat up, “You had me at break in my office.”

      	
      “I want to be bent over the desk.”

      	
      “You will be.”

      	
      I stood up intent on showering with Taelyn and looked at the clock. “No way. You know
         it’s seven in the morning?”
      

      	
      She leaned out of the bathroom door and nodded. “You know your family will be here
         in just two days, that we have a show to see tonight, that you have dinner on Sunday
         with all of them, and that Monday, you’re gonna sign three, maybe four people to Forever
         Four and take the music world over just like you took me over?”
      

      	
      “You know I’m hearing nothing you’re saying and picturing you in a cheerleading outfit
         with pom poms.” She laughed. “You know I love to hear you laugh?”
      

      	
      “Good because laughing is my second favorite thing to do.”

      	
      “Oh yeah, what your first?”

      	
      “Anything with you—naked.”

      	
      I looked up at the ceiling, “Thank you God.”

      	
      ~

      	
      We busted ass all day and well into the night. The office space looked perfect. I
         had asked why we needed the reception area when we didn’t have a receptionist.
      

      	
      “I will act as the receptionist.”

      	
      “They know I’m into you Irish.”

      	
      “Fine,” she grabbed her phone and called Abe. 

      	
      She fucking called Abe and asked him to send a receptionist downstairs for the afternoon
         on Monday. He must have asked her why and she said, “Because Mr. Steel has requested
         one until the position is filled.” I’m pretty sure he laughed at her because she huffed.
         “Just do it!” And then she hung up.
      

      	
      I waited until she was in the bathroom to call him and tell him do as she says, she’s
         on the rag, and she caught me.
      

      	
      “Tell him you bought me tampons.” I heard her voice snap.

      	
      He heard that shit too because he laughed his ass off.

      	
      When I got off the phone I tried to argue that what happens between us is ours to
         discuss not for him or anyone else to take part in. 
      

      	
      She very calmly told me her, “Bleeding vagina isn’t appropriate for office talk either.”

      	
      Then I asked her how bad Flo was and she said she was just spotting. Then I reminded
         her about this morning’s talk and fuck yes I banged her over the desk. No blood on
         my dick either, fucking perfect lunch hour.
      

      	
      ~ 

      	
      We made it to watch River James beat the fuck out of the drums. He was hard core.
         And I wanted him bad, up until I realized he was tittie fucking Taelyn in his fucking
         head. I stood to leave mid-sentence and she excused herself. 
      

      	
      “What are you doing you love him?” She grabbed my hand stopping me.

      	
      “I’m avoiding jail time.”

      	
      She grabbed my face and made me look at her. “What just happened?”

      	
      “He was fucking your tits.”

      	
      “Wow, and I missed it.”

      	
      I pulled my head back and scowled, “He wants to. Let’s get out of here.”

      	
      “Wait,” she grabbed my hand. “Xavier. I think you’re wrong. Even if you aren’t what’s
         wrong with someone admiring my boobs. I have to see you wink at every one who looks
         at you.”
      

      	
      “I do not.”

      	
      “Yes, yes you do. If I deal with it you can deal with someone thinking I have a nice
         rack. Let’s go.”
      

      	
      “You need a break tonight because you make me go over there I’m gonna fuck him up.”

      	
      “You fuck him up you won’t be shoving that thing in me again for a long time.”

      	
      “Yeah right, let’s go.” I grabbed her hand and she pulled it away. “You really telling me no?”
      

      	
      “Yes I am.” She crossed her arms in front of her and stuck her nose in the air.

      	
      “Because you want him looking at your tits?”

      	
      “What does it matter? Everyone has them.” She opened up her little cardigan and walked
         towards the table and bent over right in front of him. Mother fucker.
      

      	
      She handed him a card and shook his hand. He kissed her fucking hand and winked at
         her. 
      

      	
      She turned around and smiled as she walked back to me, “Let’s go.”

      	
      “Tell me you did not just ask him to come by the office.”

      	
      She didn’t answer.

      	
      “You stay right the fuck here and don’t you even think about moving.”

      	
      I walked over to the table River and the band sat. “I’ll take that card back. I’m
         in charge here, not her. I’m not interested.”
      

      	
      “No?” The punk ass laughed in my face. “I wasn’t gonna show anyways.”

      	
      “Sure you weren’t.”

      	
      “I just said yes to be polite to her. I had a record deal once. Not interested in
         bitches like you using women to lure in talent then get fucked over. So again, I wasn’t
         fucking interested.”
      

      	
      “I don’t give a fuck. I don’t need some fucking drummer checking out my girl.”

      	
      He smiled, “I was pushing your buttons man. Not that she doesn’t have a nice rack
         but I don’t need any help getting laid.”
      

      	
      “And I’m supposed to give a fuck.”

      	
      “Take it as you want to. I’m just telling you maybe you should stick around awhile.
         See those two girls over by the speaker tower. I’m fucking them tonight. They don’t
         know it yet. But that’s half the reason I beat the skins. I like the chase, the capture,
         and then the release. You had nothing to worry about. She wouldn’t have fucked me
         even if you weren’t here. You can tell by the way they look at you. She wasn’t throwing
         the vibe.”
      

      	
      “You may wanna watch yourself. I was just like you man, fucking a different girl every
         other day. One day you wake up, look at a girl and that’s fucking it. Watch out for
         the ones who push your ass away they make you want it even more.”
      

      	
      “I had one of those once. Never again.”

      	
      “I hear you man, fucks with your head until you wonder what the fuck happened to you
         and your balls. Don’t get caught River. Stay true to who you wanna be. And if you
         wanna show up Monday and you don’t stare at her tits I’d love to see what we can do
         together.”
      

      	
      “Monday at four?”

      	
      “Yeah.”

      	
      “You gonna apologize for being a dick?” He laughed.

      	
      “Nope.” 

      	
      We shook hands and I looked around to see where Taelyn was and saw her walking out
         the door.
      

      	
      I ran out behind her and grabbed her hand. “He’s coming Monday.”

      	
      She jerked her hand away and raised it to hail a cab.

      	
      “Come on Taelyn don’t be like this.”

      	
      “I am taking a time out.”

      	
      “What the fuck is that supposed to mean?”

      	
      “I need a break from you, that’s what that means.”

      	
      A cab pulled up and she started to open the door. “Get lost pal.”

      	
      “I am not riding home with you.” 

      	
      “Is this because I told you to stay put?”

      	
      She walked to the other side of the cab and got in. I opened the door and got in the
         other side.
      

      	
      “I’m asking you for a time out and you’re not allowing it. I’m going home. If you
         don’t get out.”
      

      	
      “We’re going back together.”

      	
      “If you don’t get out I am going home to Boston.”

      	
      “Don’t be fucking--.”

      	
      “One more word.” Her tone was calm and steady.

      	
      I stepped out of the car and held my hands up. “At least tell me what I did.”

      	
      “If this thing we’re doing is so awful then I don’t want to do it anymore.”

      	
      “Did you hear what I said to River?” She didn’t answer. “It was just shit talk. How
         do you think things are gonna be when my brothers are around? They’re gonna pressure
         me and I’m gonna tell them the same shit. What we have is ours, no one else’s.”
      

      	
      “Unless you get pissed Xavier. Unless you want someone to not look at my tits. Unless
         you feel threatened.”
      

      	
      “Well what do you want a fucking proposal?”

      	
      “I want space.”

      	
      “It’s because you have your--.”

      	
      “You are a complete boner you know that?”

      	
      “Boner? How the fuck old are you?”

      	
      She reached over and slammed the door. I stood and watched as the cab drove down the
         road.
      

      	
      I shoved my hands in my pocket to grab my phone and it was gone. “Fuck!”

      	
      I walked in and went back to River’s table.

      	
      “This your phone man?”

      	
      “Thanks.”

      	
      “She take off?”

      	
      “Yeah she did. See you Monday?”

      	
      “Sure thing.”

      	
      I got in the SUV and drove to as fast as I could to try to catch up and I did. I followed.
         And parked in front of her place. 
      

      	
      I waited until she got out and the cab to pull away before I got out. 

      	
      “Taelyn wait just a minute.”

      	
      “Xavier, it’s been a long day.”

      	
      “I’m sorry. I’m sorry I don’t want people looking at your tits okay and I’m sorry
         I want this to be just ours.”
      

      	
      “Okay.”

      	
      “You sure it’s okay?”

      	
      “Yep,” she opened the door and walked in holding the door she turned and looked at
         me. “I’m tired. I’ll see you tomorrow.”
      

      	
      “Seriously?”

      	
      She looked me straight in the eyes. “Goodnight.”

      	
       

      
   
      
      Chapter 24

      	
      

      	
      Spidey Love

      	
       

      	
      I woke in the morning to the phone ringing. It was nine and I was exhausted even though
         I never slept that late.
      

      	
      “Hello?”

      	
      “Taelyn, its Billy.”

      	
      “Hi Billy were we supposed to meet today?”

      	
      “No. I have something to tell you and I want you to understand that if I knew it was
         going to hurt you I would have never been part of it.”
      

      	
      “Okay.” What the hell was he talking about?
      

      	
      “I took the pictures at the bar that night.”

      	
      “You what?”

      	
      “My movie date was with a girl I have been seeing on and off for a few weeks now.
         Her name is--.”
      

      	
      “Angel.”

      	
      “Taelyn I am so sorry. She told me about this asshole that used her. He broke her
         heart. I had no idea who Xavier was and then when he came after me, well it was the
         only thing I could do. She told me he was a user and that he should have to pay for
         it. I took the pictures at the bar. The others were her. The ones of him from a few
         months ago were traced to the TV station. I assume she was selling them. Her parents
         are broke--.”
      

      	
      “Hold on. I just woke up. I need a minute to try to figure it all out.”

      	
      “I understand.”

      	
      I walked out on the balcony hoping the cold air would wake me up a bit. “Okay so she
         sold photos to the television station?”
      

      	
      “The picture of her, you know.”

      	
      “Sucking Xavier’s dick.”

      	
      “Yeah, that one was traced back to the stations IP address. She doesn’t know I’m telling
         you this.”
      

      	
      “You should stay away from her. She told Xavier she’s in love with Daniel. She told
         you she’s in love with Xavier. You’ll be the next one she’s bashing. You’re a nice
         guy--.”
      

      	
      “You don’t hate me?”

      	
      “No, just don’t do it again.”

      	
      “Are you gonna tell him?”

      	
      “Tell Xavier? No. Not about your involvement. I’m grateful you didn’t press charges
         against him.”
      

      	
      “I’m really sorry Taelyn.”

      	
      “I understand. Thank you for being honest with me.”

      	
      “So are you two together?”

      	
      “Xavier Steel doesn’t do normal. He’s incapable. So no, we aren’t together. We’re
         fucking until it’s not fun anymore.”
      

      	
      “Uncomfortable.”

      	
      “Sorry.”

      	
      “Be careful okay. I don’t trust her.”

      	
      “Angel?”

      	
      “She’s unstable. I saw her do a line right in the theatre the other night.”

      	
      “You be careful to. I’ll see you Tuesday.”

      	
      “You moved?”

      	
      “I did. It’s temporary. I’ll be going home in May though. I miss my family.”

      	
      “Taelyn, I really am sorry.”

      	
      I sat on the chair and tried to figure out how I would tell him, if I would tell him.

      	
      “Morning.”

      	
      I jumped and looked towards the door.

      	
      “Over here.”

      	
      I pulled the blanket around my shoulders and peaked over the railing.

      	
      “What are you doing over there?”

      	
      “It’s my new place. You should come over and check it out.”

      	
      “Are you crazy?”

      	
      “I am. Stupid too.” He climbed on the railing of his balcony and stepped across to
         mine.
      

      	
      “You’re gonna get hurt.” 

      	
      He hopped down landing on his feet right in front of me. 

      	
      “Did you sleep okay?”

      	
      “I told you I wanted a break.”

      	
      “You had nine hours. Who was on the phone?”

      	
      Oh dear god, “I was having a private conversation.”

      	
      “Billy?”

      	
      I wasn’t gonna answer that, fearing I would be considered an accessory to whatever
         batshit crazy move he was gonna make.
      

      	
      “Billy gave the pictures from the bar to his movie date Angel who is a freak. He hasn’t
         seen her since, am I close?”
      

      	
      “Did you tap this phone?”

      	
      “No I got the information two days ago. James followed him. George checked into the
         IP crap. I just put two and two together.”
      

      	
      “Why didn’t you tell me?”

      	
      “You’ve been cranky.”

      	
      “Okay Spidey, hop back over to your place. I’m going to get ready for work.”

      	
      “You won’t let me use the door?”

      	
      “Why would I?”

      	
      “Cause you like me. Cause I’m gonna go all junior high on you in about two seconds,
         you’re gonna turn a pretty shade of pink and you and I are gonna end up in the shower
         together, fucking like monkeys.”
      

      	
      “You’re crazy. You can use the door but only because I’m late for work and I don’t
         want to have to call an ambulance when you fall off the balcony and break your leg.”
      

      	
      He reached over and pushed my hair out of my face. “See you like me. You don’t wanna
         see me hurt.”
      

      	
      “I just forgave a guy for making me look like a whore on the internet. I’m a nice
         person. Don’t flatter yourself.”
      

      	
      I walked in the door and he followed.

      	
      “Two minutes?”

      	
      “One.”

      	
      “This thing between us is ours. But something you said last night really resonated
         with me. I do want all that with you. I wanna be pissed if someone looks at your tits
         because they are mine. I don’t want people to wonder what we are. I want them to know
         that you and I are serious and not just when I get pissed. I don’t need a label but
         if that will make you feel better I want to call you mine. I want you to call me yours
         and I want that for a long time. Taelyn can we date exclusively, can I call you mine,
         will you be my very first girlfriend?”
      

      	
      “That’s all nice Xavier but as you said it’s very junior high. And you’re an idiot
         because that’s not what I was pissed about. I want respect and I sure as hell don’t
         want to hear you tell some guy that he should steer clear of feelings. Like I’m some
         ball and chain.”
      

      	
      “That’s not what I meant. Damn Taelyn I just asked you to be mine. I just basically
         gave you my balls.”
      

      	
      “I had them before. You get the respect part down and we can talk. Now even though
         you think I act like a child doesn’t mean I do. I have responsibilities so you need
         to leave so I can get ready for work.”
      

      	
      “Tell me what to say then because I have no clue what more I can say to you.”

      	
      “Nothing okay. Just give me space.”

      	
      “Fine.” He started walking away and my heart felt like it was breaking. “One more
         thing. These feelings I have for you are real. I’ve never felt it before. If I had
         there would be no way in hell I would have been able to walk away. So what we have
         is ours, it’s the real deal and I’m just waiting for you to be done feeling like shit
         because you have the same feelings for me. It was from day one and you know it. So
         I need some space too because I know that I want you fully and completely. When you’re
         ready let me know.”
      

      	
      He started to walk away and I was so mad at him I couldn’t let him.

      	
      “That’s a cop out. You wanna be a man then you don’t get to do it in bed or when you
         feel like it. You want me to trust you tell me why I should. Tell me why I should
         lay wide open for you. Tell me why you demand trust from me when you don’t trust in
         yourself or what you say we have. Give name to the feelings because I am so scared
         that you’re gonna crush me worse than anyone ever has or anyone ever could. You have
         me by the feet dangling me upside down over a snake pit and you don’t know if you
         would pull me up or let me go. If you wanna be the one to save me, protect me, control
         me, you better damn well man up.”
      

      	
      “I’m not dangling you Irish I’m holding you the fuck up. Giving you what you can handle.
         If you’re sure you are ready I have no problem admitting that I am in love with you.”
         He stormed towards me and grabbed my face positioning it where he wanted it. “I love
         you. You know it just like I know you love me.”
      

      	
      I closed my eyes and let his words continue to consume me. 

      	
      When I opened them he was staring straight into my eyes. 

      	
      “Does it scare you?”

      	
      “No Taelyn. Not even a little.”

      	
      “What happens next?”

      	
      “Shower, then fuck like monkeys.”

      	
      “Will you ever make love to me?”

      	
      “It’ll be a first.”

      	
      “Xavier?”

      	
      His lips were on my temple.

      	
      “Say it again.”

      	
      “I love you Taelyn Patrick.”

      	
      “I love you too.”

      	
      “I know.” He kissed my lips and I laughed. “We’re gonna be late for work.”

      	
       

      
   
      
       

      	
      Chapter 25

      	
       

      	
      Love - X

      	
       

      	
      We rode into work together and as much as I hate to admit it she was right, I did
         have post cum-snuggle syndrome. I didn’t want to let go of the girl who fucked me
         stupid like my brothers chicks had done to them. I thought of Dad a lot last night.
         I really wished he could meet her, Carly, Bekah, and Tara. He would be damn proud
         of our choices. We loved deeper than we fucked and let’s be honest, we fucked pretty
         deep.
      

      	
      I opened the door and held my hand out for her and she took my hand. When we opened
         the door Abe was standing there smiling.
      

      	
      “You did good X. This place looks great. Your family is gonna be proud of you.”

      	
      “We have work to do still. Gotta make the money now.” I squeezed Taelyns' hand.

      	
      “You two?”

      	
      “He loves me,” Taelyn said and smiled.

      	
      Abe’s eyebrows shot up and he looked at me.

      	
      “It happens.” I told him.

      	
      “Falcon’s done?”

      	
      “Yeah and moved up to Tarrytown. He’s gotta get Cyrus’s place done.”

      	
      “What’s he having done?”

      	
      “It’s a secret.” Taelyn laughed.

      	
      “You’re in deep Taelyn. If they’re sharing secrets with you already there’s no turning
         back.” Abe laughed.
      

      	
      “We got it Abe thanks.”

      	
      “A shipment was delivered at five this morning. It’s all in the back.”

      	
      “You were here at five this morning?”

      	
      “Everyday.”

      	
      “Abe you need a fucking break man. Go get laid, sleep in, and surf. Man you just need
         to breathe.”
      

      	
      “I have responsibilities.”

      	
      “I’m sure we can handle things for a while.”

      	
      “You two hash it out I’m gonna head back and check the shipment in.” Taelyn smiled.

      	
      I bent down and gave her a kiss and patted her little ass when she walked away.

      	
      Abe laughed and looked towards the door. “Uh oh.”

      	
      I looked over just in time to see Momma Joe getting out of a town car.

      	
      I walked to the door, opened it and she ran up to me and hugged me. “I have missed
         you so much.” She stood back and looked me up and down. “Tell me, what has changed
         with you? You look different.”
      

      	
      Abe laughed and interrupted, “Momma Joe, welcome home.”

      	
      “Abraham you need a vacation. I hear you are practically living here nowadays.” He
         kissed each of her cheeks. “I’m serious. You and Jase use to go on spring break in
         South Florida, you’ll do the same this year.”
      

      	
      “Things are busy here.”

      	
      “Don’t argue Abraham. Schedule it, all my boy’s will be home. How much could they
         possibly mess things up in two weeks?”
      

      	
      Abe tried not to laugh and Momma winked. “Go. We will discuss this more on Sunday
         at dinner.”
      

      	
      “Sure thing. Momma Joe?”

      	
      “Yes, Abraham.”

      	
      “Just so you know I tried my best to keep Xavier out of trouble.”

      	
      “I see that on the internet. Shame on you Xavier. I warned you about all that. I hired
         that nice girl, where did she end up.”
      

      	
      “In his bed,” Abe laughed as the elevator doors closed.

      	
      “No?” Momma looked stunned.

      	
      “She did. I won’t lie. I’m actually in a relationship with her now.”

      	
      “A relationship? Oh please Xavier, don’t lie to your Momma.”

      	
      “I am and get this, I’m in love.”

      	
      “With Miss Patrick?” She looked shocked.

      	
      “No one else.”

      	
      “Xavier, you’re joking right?”

      	
      “Swear to God above.”

      	
      She looked at me and I thought any moment she was going to reach up and feel my forehead
         to make sure I wasn’t sick.
      

      	
      “The redhead?”

      	
      “Yes Momma.”

      	
      “Okay dear.”

      	
      She went and sat down. “You alright Momma?”

      	
      “Of course I’m alright. I’m happy you have found someone to give your heart to.”

      	
      I had to laugh and she looked up at me. “I knew it. You’re pulling my leg.”

      	
      “You hired her. You must have known I’d fall for her.”

      	
      “Xavier that is not at all why I hired her.”

      	
      “I know why you hired her. You thought there was no way in hell I’d try to get into
         her panties.” 
      

      	
      “Whatever it is in those panties must be very special,” she mumbled.

      	
      “Xavier?” Taelyn yelled.

      	
      “I’m telling her you said that,” I whispered to Momma.

      	
      “You wouldn’t dare hurt her feelings. Xavier she has a sweet voice, we don’t chose
         who we love it just happens--.”
      

      	
      “Out here still.” I yelled back.

      	
      “You don’t make her feel insecure Xavier. Don’t make this uncomfortable for us.”

      	
      “You only ordered four guitars? I thought you’d have two for each.” She stopped and
         looked at a stunned Momma Joe.
      

      	
       

      	
       

      
   
      
      Chapter 26

      	
       

      	
      Meeting Momma

      	
       

      	
      “Oh, hello. I’m sorry to have interrupted.” I looked at the woman who looked like
         she may fall apart any moment and then at Xavier’s devilish grin.
      

      	
      “You didn’t interrupt. Taelyn this is my mother, Josephina Steel. Momma, this is--.”

      	
      “Taelyn Patrick?”

      	
      “Nice to meet you finally Mrs. Steel.” I walked up and held out my hand.

      	
      “I was just telling Momma that I’m glad she found you.”

      	
      She shook my hand and she smiled at me. Xavier shared her smile. I couldn’t help but
         smile back. It should have been an awkward moment but it was far from. She and I stood
         still shaking hands and smiling when Xavier cleared his throat.
      

      	
      “Momma you wanna tell her or should I?”

      	
      “Xavier she’s beautiful. Taelyn you’re a stunning young woman.”

      	
      “Thanks?” I giggled. “Xavier has your eyes, the shape anyway and your smile.”

      	
      “I suppose you’re right. He looks like my Jonathon. He’s the only one with his eye
         color and skin tone.”
      

      	
      “Momma tell her.”

      	
      “Xavier that’s enough,” Josephina gave him a look.

      	
      Xavier laughed.

      	
      “Oh, oh I see. You saw the picture. It was Daniel, my ex-Daniel’s, doing. He thought
         it would be safer if I didn’t put up a current photo.”
      

      	
      “Taelyn, she thought--.”

      	
      “Xavier I am warning you,” Josephina stopped him.

      	
      “She thought there was no way in hell I would--.”

      	
      “Son,” she warned again.

      	
      “She didn’t think I’d fall for the girl in the picture.”

      	
      I was shocked. He had told her that he had fallen for me.

      	
      “See Xavier now we have upset her.”

      	
      “No. Not at all. It was one of the worst pictures I’ve seen.” I laughed and she visibly
         relaxed.
      

      	
      Xavier took my hand and his mother smiled.

      	
      “Taelyn, you and I should have lunch today. I’d like to get to know you before the
         others get in.”
      

      	
      “The three of us can have lunch together Momma.”

      	
      “I didn’t invite you.”

      	
      I laughed and Xavier scowled, “This is all between her and me. I don’t need any help
         okay?”
      

      	
      “I didn’t offer help.”

      	
      “Momma--.”

      	
      “I would love to go to lunch with you Mrs. Steel.”

      	
      “Taelyn I think--.”

      	
      “I can do that for myself Xavier. I’m capable of--.”

      	
      Mrs. Steel’s laughter stopped me. “Oh thank God I was worried I threw some poor little
         girl to the wolves.”
      

      	
      “I have three brothers who act just like him.” I smiled.

      	
      “And she likes how I act right Irish?”

      	
      “Yes Xavier.”

      	
      “Are you catholic Taelyn?” Mrs. Steel asked.

      	
      “I am.”

      	
      “Wonderful you’ll attend Mass with me?”

      	
      “Momma, she and I--.”

      	
      “That would be wonderful Xavier, she and you both. Oh I am so happy right now. I will
         leave you two alone for a bit. I will be back to fetch you around one?” Mrs. Steel
         hugged me and then kissed each of my cheeks.
      

      	
      She got into the elevator and waved as the door closed.

      	
      “She seems amazing.”

      	
      “She’s taking over already.”

      	
      “She’s being kind Xavier.”

      	
      “Regardless. This is still a you and me thing. They don’t dictate how we live, or
         how we love.”
      

      	
      “Of course not.” My head felt like it was in the clouds today, and I loved it.

      	
      “You’re tired aren’t’ you?”

      	
      “I’m happy. But you look upset. Why?”

      	
      “I’m not ready to share you. I just got you and now.” He stopped. “They’re gonna stomp
         all over us and I’m not ready for that.”
      

      	
      “They love you. They won’t stomp.”

      	
      “Oh they’ll stomp, and meddle, and push so fucking hard it’s gonna drive me crazy.
         Then it’ll drive you crazy.”
      

      	
      “That’s what makes this you and me thing so strong. I get it. I was raised the same way. By the way, I like you crazy.”
      

      	
      He smiled, “You do huh?”

      	
      “Let me explain, I like you crazy when we’re alone.”

      	
      “We’re alone now.” He reached behind me and grabbed my ass.

      	
      “We are aren’t we?”

      	
      His mouth crashed onto mine. His kiss full of need and dominance. His tongue stroked
         mine and my hands found his hair. God I loved his hair. It was so silky and sexy.
         
      

      	
      My skirt was moving up and his hands were kneading my ass. “I love you Taelyn.”

      	
      “I love you.”

      	
      “Say it again.”

      	
      I laughed against his mouth, “I love you.”

      	
      The elevator dinged alerting us the door was about to open.

      	
      He growled and set me on my feet. “Stand in front of me. No way in hell to hide what
         I got for you.”
      

      	
      The door opened and three men walked out laughing, they stopped when they saw me.
         There was no mistaking who they were. 
      

      	
      “That’s her?” One whispered.

      	
      Xavier’s hands gripped my hips and pulled me harder against him. 

      	
      “She’s hot,” another said.

      	
      “She’s fucking your brother for fuck sake Z.” 

      	
      I looked over my shoulder at Xavier. His lips formed a line and his stare was incredibly
         intense.
      

      	
      “That’s Cyrus?”

      	
      “That’s all of them.”

      	
      I laughed and stepped forward and he held tighter.

      	
      “Xavier, go say hello.”

      	
      “Fine.”

      	
      He let go and I grabbed his hand. His grip became stronger as we walked towards them.

      	
      “

      	
      Cyrus?” I smiled.

      	
      “Taelyn. Nice to put a face to a name.” His voice was thick like Xavier’s when he
         was, oh wow.
      

      	
      “Sure is,” the one with kink written all over his face walked up and hugged me.

      	
      “Zandor?”

      	
      “How did you know?”

      	
      “You got dirty written all over you that’s how. You can let go of her now.” Xavier
         sneered.
      

      	
      “He’s doing it to get you going.” The man in the suit who must have been Jase smirked
         at me and then gave Xavier a quick hug. “We owe you big time.” I heard him whisper.
         
      

      	
       Zandor laughed and let go of me and then hugged Xavier and kissed his cheek, “Hey
         pretty boy. Nothing to say? What’s wrong cat got your tongue, no wait that’s not it,
         kitty got your balls?”
      

      	
      “Keep your shit up and you’ll have my balls, smacking your girls.” He stopped and
         looked at me and shook his head. “Sorry Taelyn.”
      

      	
      “It’s called shit talk Xavier. I can handle it. These three are much easier to handle
         than my three brothers.” I winked at him and he chuckled silently.
      

      	
      “Was that a dare?” Zandor asked.

      	
      “Nope. Just a statement Zandor. I can hang with the best.”

      	
      “So she literally has your balls?” Zandor looked at Xavier.

      	
      “I have balls of my own, there just bigger than yours and higher up.”

      	
      Cyrus and Jase laughed out loud and Zandor’s eyebrow raised. “I don’t believe you.
         So how about you show me yours and I’ll show you mine.”
      

      	
       “Okay that’s enough.” Xavier took my hand.

      	
      “Damn you got it bad.” Zandor laughed.

      	
      “What we have is between us, end of subject.” 

      	
      It was quiet for too long and I knew he was upset.

      	
      “Cyrus can you come look at something with me?” He squeezed my hand. “For the wedding.”

      	
      “That okay with you X? I swear I’ll be gentle.” Cyrus winked at him.

      	
      He dropped my hand. “Whatever.”

      	
      Jase looked at me and smiled a soft smile. “X, show us around here would ya?”

      	
      He ran his hands through his hair, “Yeah, sure.”

      	
      And he walked away.

      	
      “Lead the way girl.”

      	
      We sat at my desk. 

      	
      “I found some pretty interesting things online. I know you want it small but thought
         you may be interested in a few things that can make it even more special for the two
         of you.”
      

      	
      “Sounds good let’s see what you got.”

      	
      I clicked on a link, “This is a man in Tarrytown who has birds. Homing pigeons to
         be exact. They look exactly like doves. He comes to the event and releases them at
         a specified time. You call her Birdie. You said you wanted birds. I think that these
         would add a nice touch.”
      

      	
      He smiled and nodded, “It would be perfect actually. You got his number.”

      	
      “Yep I’ll email it to you. I also found these nests. I don’t know how many people
         you’ll have in attendance but these would make beautiful centerpieces for the tables.”
      

      	
      “Fifteen.”

      	
      “All will fit in the house?”

      	
      “No but they’ll fit in the addition that Falcon is finishing.” His smile was full
         of pride.
      

      	
      “She doesn’t know?”

      	
      “Not yet.”

      	
      “Will you be selling the beach house?”

      	
      “No. But when we have little birdies we’ll be spending a lot of time there. It’s the
         house she was raised in. Her parents died when she was five. I wanna make sure she
         always feels close to them. She went through a lot of rough years. It won’t happen
         again, ever.”
      

      	
      The way he talked about her made my whole body tingle.

      	
      “She’s a lucky girl.”

      	
      “Not as lucky as I am.” He smiled as he looked down. “So the nest, is there a website?”

      	
      “No, I thought maybe your niece and Mrs. Steel could make them.”

      	
      “Momma cooks, she isn’t the craftiest. You wanna help?”

      	
      I felt like I should say no. Xavier might have an issue with it. “I can teach them
         how.”
      

      	
      I looked up when Xavier, Jase, and Zandor walked in. “This is Taelyns’ office.”

      	
      “The place is great X.” Jase patted his back and Xavier looked pleased, but didn’t
         want them to see it.
      

      	
      “Falcon did good work.”

      	
      “Xavier was here every step of it. He even helped paint the space.”

      	
      “Cool,” Cyrus smiled.

      	
      “He works hard. He’s going to be amazing.”

      	
      Xavier looked at me and his head tilted slightly to the side. I couldn’t read what
         he was thinking. Had I done something wrong?
      

      	
      “Lunch at one?” Jase patted Xavier on the back.

      	
      “Wouldn’t miss it.”

      	
      “You coming to dinner Sunday Taelyn?”

      	
      “I, uh--.”

      	
      “She is.” Xavier nodded to Jase.

      	
      They all said goodbye and Xavier walked them out of my office.

      	
      I decided to create an inventory spreadsheet and went through the shipment list and
         entered everything in. I looked at my watch it was twelve thirty. I stood up and stretched.
         My stomach cramped and I knew this past couple days of spotting was about to change.
      

      	
      I walked out of my office and looked into Xavier’s. His door was shut and he was on
         the phone. I tapped lightly on the window and he held up a finger telling me to give
         him a minute. I pointed to my wrist and he looked at his wall clock and nodded.
      

      	
      I went out and grabbed a cup of water and looked around admiring the reception area.
         I snapped a few pictures wishing I had taken more of the place before construction
         started. In three weeks this place was transformed into something beautiful. 
      

      	
      I snapped a picture as Xavier walked out of the hallway.

      	
      I walked up to meet him and hugged him. I was taken aback by the lack of enthusiasm
         in his return embrace.
      

      	
      I stepped back and looked up. “Everything alright?”

      	
      “Yep.”

      	
      That was it, just one ice cold syllable of a response.

      	
      He walked past me and grabbed a glass of water. He stood looking out the window and
         I could feel the tension building around him.
      

      	
      “Xavier?”

      	
      “Yeah?”

      	
      “What did I do wrong?”

      	
      He didn’t reply.

      	
      “Alright then.”

      	
      I walked back into my office and grabbed my bag, the stupid pink one, and walked out.
         He hadn’t moved. I didn’t want to walk past him because I couldn’t handle a fight
         right now and I couldn’t handle it if he didn’t put up a fight either. I quietly walked
         to the elevator and pushed the button. 
      

      	
      The door opened and I was ready to step inside when Josephina Steel stepped out.

      	
      “Were you coming to meet me?” 

      	
      I looked back hoping he hadn’t heard her and he did. Of course he did.

      	
      “Yes.” I forced a smile.

      	
      “Xavier, you could have ridden up with her. That would be the gentlemanly thing to
         do you know.”
      

      	
      Xavier’s eyes narrowed as he looked at me and I stood tall. I couldn’t let him try
         to intimidate me.
      

      	
      “Well Momma, you know how I am.” 

      	
      “Well let’s get going shall we. We’re going to meet Carly, Tara, Bekah, and Bella
         out to lunch.”
      

      	
      “Do you really have to push that down her throat already? We had a day left, one day
         before this shit started and you guys showed up.”
      

      	
      “Xavier I’m okay--.”

      	
      “Well I’m not. This is fucking--.”

      	
      “In my presence you will not speak like that.”

      	
      “This wasn’t about--.” I reached out to him and he recoiled. The look he gave me made
         my stomach turn. I was sure I was going to throw up. 
      

      	
      “Xavier, you get it together right this minute.”

      	
      He stormed past us and slammed his office door. I looked at Josephina Steel and she
         looked at me.
      

      	
      “I’m not feeling all that well. If you don’t mind I would like to pass on lunch.”

      	
      “We’ll discuss it in the car. Let’s leave him to pout.”

      	
      When we sat in the car she reached over and held my hand. “My sons are very hard to
         deal with. Xavier has always been the one to push away when things get uncomfortable
         for him. When Steel Incorporated came to be he felt it was a betrayal to his father.
         He toured around Europe for a year making me crazy. We moved a lot when he was young;
         my husband was in the military. I believe that and the fact that I was such a young
         mother and Jonathon was away most of the time is why Xavier is the way he is.”
      

      	
      “He’s not a bad man.” I managed to say without spilling tears.

      	
      “Of course he isn’t. All of my boys know what they want as soon as they see it. But
         Xavier being the youngest has watched his brothers’ mistakes and that has made him
         the toughest of them. Jase and Cyrus made mistakes very young. Zandor is well Zandor
         is a lot like me. Xavier is, for lack of better words, fierce. He is fighting a lifetime
         of living in the shadows of three brothers who also helped to raise him. Much of the
         things he holds tightly on to are misguided information he obtained from his brothers.
         They have changed and he doesn’t want to. When Jonathon died he was the most affected.
         He wanted to be with them the day of the accident and Cyrus told him no. He did this
         to keep him safe of course but Xavier felt it was because they treated him like a
         baby. He won’t admit this even to me but he had nightmares for over a year that would
         have him sleep walking. He would come in my room and ask where Jonathan was. He was
         always half asleep and far too old and large to be held but for a longtime I had to
         tell him almost every night that his father was gone. He would argue that he saved
         him. Then he would fall asleep trembling but never crying. He had no recollection
         of this. Typical of his brothers they poked fun at him thinking he was some hero.
         They did this once and never again.”
      

      	
      “I’m sorry you lost your husband.”

      	
      “Me too.”

      	
      “Be patient with him if you love him.”

      	
      “I do love him.” I shocked myself by admitting that to her. I hadn’t even told my
         mother yet.
      

      	
      “Would you come to lunch?”

      	
      “Would it offend you if I just went back to the apartment your son forced me to live
         in?”
      

      	
      She laughed, “No dear of course not.”

      	
       

      
   
      
      Chapter 27

      	
       

      	
      Bitches will be bitches

      	
       

      	
      I sat at my desk stewing. This was a complete fucking nightmare. I was pissed at her
         because she not only engaged in my brothers shit, but encouraged it to continue. I
         was pissed at them for not letting it go.
      

      	
      I looked up and Jase was walking in my office. I was about ready to tell him to step
         the fuck off when he sat in the chair at the opposite side of my desk. He looked as
         fucked up as I felt.
      

      	
      “I’m pretty damn proud of you X,” He said leaning forward and resting his elbows on
         his knees.
      

      	
      “Thanks.” Yeah it was short but if it wasn’t I was gonna blow.

      	
      “She reminds me of Carly you know.”

      	
      “She’s not Carly.”

      	
      “No but she’s full of piss and vinegar like my wife is. She’ll be good for you if
         you can.” He stopped and laughed. “You remember what you said the first time you met
         her?”
      

      	
      “No.” The fucking point?

      	
      “You introduced yourself as the hot one. Zandor eye fucked her and Cyrus; do you remember
         what he did?”
      

      	
      I shook my head yes and tried not to laugh. “He threw her ass in the ocean.”

      	
      “Yeah he did.” Jase laughed. “She took it like a champ too.”

      	
      “You didn’t meet Tara at the beginning but just so you know I pierced her tits.”

      	
      “Yeah I think I remember that.”

      	
      “Bekah, do you remember anything about that first meeting?”

      	
      “At a club. I banged her friend -- Tiffany. She was hot I did her for a week or so.”
         
      

      	
      “Okay bro, you’re a little off task here.”

      	
      “Just trying to see if I could still get hard thinking about another chick.”

      	
      “How did it work out for you?”

      	
      “Partial chub.”

      	
      Jase laughed. “I missed you.”

      	
      “How’s Bella?”

      	
      “Well she missed you more than I did.”

      	
      “She upset about moving back here?”

      	
      “Not even a little.”

      	
      “How’s Carly, you fucked her yet?”

      	
      “Glad you asked it brings me back to my point. If you like the girl we’re gonna like
         her too. With that comes a little ribbing, you need to learn to deal. She seems fine
         with it.”
      

      	
      I didn’t say shit cause I was not okay with it.

      	
      “X, you remember the last thing you said about my fucking wife?”

      	
      Yeah I did, but I wasn’t gonna mention it cause it only made me look like a completely
         irrational fuck.
      

      	
      I looked up and saw Zandor and Cyrus walking in. “You said you were jerking off to
         thoughts of our women.” Cyrus growled.
      

      	
      “Told me if I didn’t fuck my wife you would.” Jase said through his teeth and then
         gave a fake ass smile.
      

      	
      “I only asked to see her tits bro.” Zandor laughed.

      	
      “We made a pact a long time ago not to bang each other bitches. That shit hasn’t changed.”
         Cyrus leaned against the door.
      

      	
      “That’s right, now let’s go walk in Forever Steel through the front door since your
         pretty little mug is all over the place--.” Jase stood
      

      	
      “And your dick, in a chicks mouth. Does that make you a porn star? I’ve always wanted
         to.” Cyrus cleared his throat and Zandor stopped. “Sorry bro, my bad. Let’s jet.”
      

      	
      We all piled in the car. “Forever Steel James.”

      	
      “Yes sir.”

      	
      “We sure we should take Rocky with us?”

      	
      “He’ll be fine. Just wanna check things out.” Jase glared at Zandor.

      	
      “Why? what’s up?”

      	
      “When’s the last time you were at the shop?” Cyrus asked.

      	
      “Week ago, why man?”

      	
      “Did you notice the old bakery two doors down getting a facelift?”

      	
      “No.” I watched them look at each other. “Spill it.”

      	
      “You know how Momma always said that copying something someone does is a form of flattery?”
         Zandor voice dripped with sarcasm.
      

      	
      “No fucking games I’ve had enough for today.”

      	
      “A new tattoo shop opened up.” Jase huffed.

      	
      “No fucking way.”

      	
      “Yeah fucking way. Ricco didn’t call you because he was pretty sure you’d destroy
         the place.” Cyrus hissed.
      

      	
      “Apparently they got the whole Italian flag flying, window dressed up nice just like
         ours. Its family operated and the whole works.” Zandor chuckled
      

      	
      “Not gonna put up with that shit are we?”

      	
      “The way I look at it shit may be good there for a few weeks for them before people
         figure out how fake there asses are. They’re waving flags, kissing babies, they even
         have special’s running.” Jase laughed.
      

      	
      “No shit they’re giving away their work already?”

      	
      “It ain’t their work. It’s ours. You didn’t see any other tattoo shop popping up around
         here until our name became something. Now these posers are coming in laying down sucking
         whatever dick they can right out of the gate. Fucking joke if you ask me.” Cyrus was
         pissed. “I mean fuck do whatever but do you, not someone else.”
      

      	
      “It won’t be a joke if we lose business.” I sat back. “Fuck that’s our place. Forever
         Steel is our fucking place.”
      

      	
      “It’ll be a temporary thing. We may lose a few people but they’ll be back. Talents,
         talent.” Jase patted my shoulder
      

      	
      “Bitches are bitches,” Cyrus sneered.

      	
      “Whore will always be whores,” Zandor added.

      	
      “Thieves will always be thieves,” Jase chimed in.

      	
      “Dumb fucks with no fucking imagination themselves will always try to suck off those
         of us who have it. Fuck them. We could sue them.” I swear I was gonna blow.
      

      	
      “We’re not copyright protected like music and books X.” Jase grumbled.

      	
      “That’s a shame, cause then we could nail their asses. Sit back and watch the bitches
         make the cash and then sue their asses when we knew they had it. Get paid for work
         that was ours.”
      

      	
      “If it was worth it yes. If we flipped out we’d look bad.” Zandor rubbed his head.
         “Well at least they could try to make us look bad.”
      

      	
      We all laughed.

      	
      “What’s the place called?” I asked and they all looked at each other. “Spill it.”

      	
      “Forever Inked.”

      	
      “And you three are gonna sit back and let that shit happen. Let them steal our creation,
         and our name and you expect--.”
      

      	
      “Class vs. trash Xavier.” Jase let out a deep breath. “Momma raised us better than
         that. We’re the real deal; we don’t have to fake the shit.”
      

      	
      “You remember when Momma started buying generic food and tried to trick us by putting
         it in the pretty package’s we were used to?”
      

      	
      “Same shit huh X?” Cyrus chuckled.

      	
      “Same generic shit.” I laughed.

      	
      The car stopped in front of Forever Steel and I looked down the street.  I saw people
         walking in the door and yeah I was gonna see the place too.”
      

      	
      “X, don’t do it man.” Jase yelled from behind me.

      	
      “Come on lets go check it out.”

      	
      “Oh for fuck sake,” I looked back at Jase storming towards me. “Don’t lose your shit.
         I don’t wanna end up in jail.”
      

      	
      “I’ll try.”

      	
      Zandor ran up next to me and laughed. “Class not trash man.”

      	
      “Should I call Tara and let her know I’ll be late?” Cyrus was behind us now.

      	
      “Fuck that. I’m gonna go home and bury my dick in Irish.”

      	
      “Thank God.” 

      	
      We walked in and looked around. I grabbed a pamphlet and looked at it while my brothers
         looked around. 
      

      	
      I looked up when I saw three dudes looking at me and whispering. A girl walked out
         of the back and up to the desk. “Can I help you?”
      

      	
      “I was looking at the--,” I cleared my throat and coughed. “Bullshit, I mean pamphlet.
         I was looking over your services and didn’t see Prince Albert. Do you do them?”
      

      	
      Jase chuckled and Zandor whispered, “Here we go.”

      	
      “If it’s not on there then no we don’t.”

      	
      “Do you know what it is?”

      	
      “Yes we do. We just don’t have anyone that specializes in that yet.”

      	
      “Oh I see.  Well you pierce cocks right?”
      

      	
      “We do penis piercing yes.” She was growing sick of my shit I could tell.

      	
      “That leaves us out Bro’s.” I laughed.

      	
      “Oh I’m sorry to hear that none of you have a penis?” She snickered.

      	
      Jase was beside me in two seconds and he winked at me.

      	
      “What he’s saying Miss?” She started to answer and he laughed, “Oh never mind not
         like it matters. We don’t have penis’s we have cocks. Big--.”
      

      	
      “Huge,” I corrected him.

      	
      “Enormous,” Zandor walked up.

      	
      “Fucking perfect,” Cyrus chuckled.

      	
      “We came to be neighborly. Shit you forgot the lasagna man. We should do something
         else nice then.” Jase gave me that look.
      

      	
      “Hell yeah we should.”

      	
      We both unzipped at the same time and pulled out our cocks. “This is a Prince Albert.
         No one who does this shit for real calls it a penis piercing.”
      

      	
      “Call the cops.” One of the guys came up to the counter.

      	
      “You’re offended by our dicks but you’re gonna play like you know your shit?”

      	
      “You four leave or I’m calling the cops.”

      	
      “We got the number if you need it,” I laughed as I pushed myself back in my pants.

      	
      “Great guys.” Cyrus laughed. “I got the number right here.”

      	
      “Let’s go.” Jase zipped up.

      	
      “Nice to meet you. You need anything; nah fuck it. Call someone who gives a fuck.”
         Zandor laughed.
      

      	
      We walked out, all of us laughing.

      	
      “Fuck I missed you assholes.” 

      	
      “Of course you did,” Zandor threw his arm around me. “I still wanna see if your girl’s
         tits are as big as my balls.”
      

      	
      “Okay, you I didn’t miss.”

      	
      ~

      	
      We spent four hours at the shop trying to convince Kat and Ricco that things would
         still be just fine. They talked about relocating and the four of us all agreed that
         we don’t run from shit. We stand tall and proud of what we have created together.
      

      	
      The four of us also realized how much we miss this place and after a few beers decided
         we would spend at least five hours a week here. Jase was in rare form too. I hadn’t
         seen him let loose in forever and he sure as hell did today.
      

      	
      When we got in the car he called Carly.

      	
      “Wife, prepare yourself. I’m about to reacquaint you with a screaming orgasm.” He
         stopped talking and then whispered, “Multiple.” He listened again. “Yes a little oral.”
         He groaned and hung his head. “Half an hour.” He sat back. “Awe for fuck sake’s Carly
         just have your naked ass in bed when I get there.” He laughed. “If I hear any more
         out of you I’ll gage you, see you soon baby.”
      

      	
      “You sure you remember how?” Zandor laughed.

      	
      “We have sex Zandor. I’m just less--.”

      	
      “Of a man?” Cyrus laughed.

      	
      “Laugh now, wait until Tara is knocked up, you’ll want to be gentle too.”

      	
      “Nah.” Cyrus had a shit eating grin on his face.

      	
      “Okay tell me that when she’s pregnant.”

      	
      He chuckled.

      	
      He looked up at me and we locked eyes. Very discreetly he shook his head no.

      	
      I smiled and looked at the ground then up and he winked. 

      	
      We went to Cyrus’s place first to drop him off and I made up some bullshit about needing
         to grab something because I had to know.
      

      	
      We walked in and he looked at me, “Don’t ask ‘cause I won’t answer you.”

      	
      “You happy?”

      	
      “Un- fucking- believably happy bro.”

      	
      “When is she--.”

      	
      “Can’t say shit. We get married next weekend that happens first. I want her to have
         that moment. I want her to have everything that she lost.”
      

      	
      I gave him a hug, “Lips are sealed.”

      	
      I grabbed a bottle of wine out of the fridge. “Gotta make it look good.”

      	
      “We don’t need it anyways. See you Sunday?”

      	
      “See you Sunday.”

      	
      ~

      	
      I punched in the code, opened the door, kicked of my shoes, and walked into the kitchen.
         I grabbed two glasses out of the cupboard, grabbed the wine. Then I skipped my happy
         ass up the stairs. I had to say I was sorry, explain I was being a douche, give her
         a sweet kiss, some puppy dog eyes, a glass of wine, and then she was getting the D.
         
      

      	
      I had this shit all figured out.

      	
       

      
   
      
      Chapter 27

      	
       

      	
      The Girls

      	
       

      	
      I threw up for an hour straight before I called my Mom after Mrs. Steel had dropped
         me off. Yes even at my age I wanted her when I wasn’t feeling well. She convinced
         me that I should go to the doctors. It was flu season and I had forgotten to get my
         shot. 
      

      	
      I called a cab, I didn’t want to bother James and I didn’t want to upset Xavier more
         than I already had. 
      

      	
      They got me right in and did the nasal swab test. While I waited they did blood work
         and a urine sample. It was a half an hour before they came back in. The nurse informed
         me that I didn’t have the flu. She thought I had a cold. I was sent home and told
         to sleep and drink as much water as I could.
      

      	
      I called Mom to let her know I was fine. She asked that I please come home during
         spring break. I agreed to. It would be just a Friday and through the weekend. I told
         her work was busy and important to me. 
      

      	
      I didn’t tell her I was in love with Xavier. I didn’t want her to think I was crazy
         or tell me it was too soon. I had been telling myself that enough I didn’t need outside
         reinforcements.
      

      	
      I looked at me phone several times before I finally fell asleep.

      	
      ~

      	
      I woke feeling the bed dip behind me, “Taelyn.” His lips touched my neck first. “I’m
         sorry about earlier. It won’t happen again.” I pretended to be asleep. “It’s only
         seven o’clock, wake up and tell me you accept my apology.”
      

      	
      “Tell me what I did. That’s all I asked earlier. Please just tell me what I did.”
         I realized I was pleading with him and the way he looked at me hurt. I knew he looked
         shaken.
      

      	
      “It was all me. Jealous, not wanting to share you, not wanting to share my time with
         you and I fucked up. I promised if you were mine you would never spend Friday night
         alone. I already fucked that up.”
      

      	
      “You’re here now.”

      	
      “Tomorrow is Saturday you’ll wake up in the morning with my tongue between your legs
         and don’t tell me you’re bleeding.”
      

      	
      “I haven’t all day.”

      	
      “I told you if you were mine no one would hurt you and live to see the next day. I’ve
         hurt you but I won’t again. Ever.”
      

      	
      I rolled over and looked at him. “Please don’t! It hurts so much more with you than
         --.”
      

      	
      “If you love me you won’t say his name again.”

      	
      “Whose name?”

      	
      “You are so beautiful Taelyn. So damn beautiful.”

      	
      He was about to kiss me and I yawned.

      	
      “I don’t want you to cry again--.”

      	
      “You told me you’d cut off your balls if you made me cry. I kind of like your balls.”

      	
      “Crying out my name is the exception.”

      	
      “I remember.”

      	
      “You do?”

      	
      “Of course I do, no one had ever talked to me like that before.”

      	
      “Porn talk?”

      	
      “Xavier talk.”

      	
      He smiled. “I also said I’d ruin you for anyone else. Did I fulfill my promise?”

      	
      “Over and over again.” I smiled.

      	
      “Tell me how lunch was.”

      	
      “I didn’t go.”

      	
      “What?”

      	
      “I didn’t feel good. I threw up a few times.”

      	
      “Christ are you okay?”

      	
      “I think I was just upset. The doctor--.”

      	
      “You went to the doctor?” He looked pissed.

      	
      “The clinic--,” I began.

      	
      “Why didn’t you call me?”

      	
      I looked down.

      	
      “Because I hurt you.”

      	
      “It’s okay.”

      	
      “No it’s not. Not ever again.”

      	
      “Good cause --.”

      	
      “I’m sorry.”

      	
      “Okay.”

      	
      “I really do love you Taelyn and I promise I’ll get better at it. I swear I will.”

      	
      I nodded.

      	
      “What did the doctor tell you?”

      	
      “Sleep and lots of water.”

      	
      “That’s it?”

      	
      “Yep, it’s a cold.”

      	
      “I’m gonna let you sleep then. I won’t promise I will stay away in the morning.”

      	
      “Good.”

      	
      “Yeah?”

      	
      “I told you your oral skills make me crazy.” He leaned forward to kiss me. “I don’t
         want you to get this. You should probably stay at your--.”
      

      	
      “Not a fucking chance. Roll over and back that ass up and go to sleep. I’ll try to
         not fondle you in your sleep.”
      

      	
      I rolled over and scooted back against him. He kissed the back of my head until I
         fell asleep.
      

      	
      ~

      	
      We spent the entire day as promised on Saturday, in bed. We didn’t get out of bed
         until noon on Sunday just in time to get showered and dressed and head to Jase and
         Carly’s house.
      

      	
      It was a beautiful home outside of town. There was a lot of land and no neighbors.
         Josephina was cooking when Xavier brought me into the kitchen. 
      

      	
      “You made it?” She hugged me and kissed each of my cheeks. “You feeling better dear?”

      	
      “Yes thank you.”

      	
      “That means you’re being kind?” She kissed Xavier.

      	
      “Actually I went to the doctors. I do have a cold. No fever though so I shouldn’t
         be contagious. If that makes you uncomfortable I could--.”
      

      	
      She laughed, “No you’re stuck with us. Xavier go introduce her to the girls.”

      	
      We walked out and I held my stomach. “You okay?”

      	
      “Nervous. She must think I’m crazy I just can’t stop talking around her. Does that
         bother you? Are we going to fight about it? Should--.” He turned me to face him and
         kissed me. I laughed. “You’re doing that to shut me up?”
      

      	
      “More because I wanted to, but yeah a little bit. You may not get it but everyone
         you’re about to meet has been brainwashed just like you have been.”
      

      	
      “What’s that supposed to mean?”

      	
      “It’s all in the secret sauce.” I looked behind me and Zandor walked past us.

      	
      “Don’t start your shit already Z,” Xavier laughed.

      	
      Zandor stopped. “It’s family day, get your mind out of the gutter. I was talking about
         Momma’s marinara.”
      

      	
      “It’s not the sauce it’s the Italian sausage.” Cyrus walked past.

      	
      “And so it begins,” Xavier rolled his eyes and I smiled.

      	
      “Hey Taelyn,” Jase was next. “Carly would be out if she knew you were here but she’s
         a bit tired.” Jase winked. “You know how it is huh?”
      

      	
      I looked at Xavier and he shook his head.

      	
      “Suck it up X, we owe you.” Jase patted his shoulders and then yelled. “Hey Momma
         Joe you need some help with the balls?”
      

      	
      “Jase where is Bella?” she yelled from the kitchen.

      	
      “Setting up her Barbie stuff. She knows how much Xavier loves to play with them.”

      	
      “Fuck you Jase.” Xavier snapped.

      	
      I was worried he was going to get angry again. 

      	
      He lifted my chin and kissed me again. “You ready to meet the coolest kid on the planet?”

      	
      “I am. Are you alright?”

      	
      “Better than alright. Let’s go.”

      	
      As soon as he walked into the enormous living room Bella screeched and ran and jumped
         Xavier’s arms. “I missed you Xavier Doll.”
      

      	
      “I missed you too Bella Doll.”

      	
      They hugged for a while before he introduced her to me. “Bella this is Taelyn, my
         girlfriend.” When he said girlfriend he looked freaked out. His expression made me
         laugh.
      

      	
      “Is your Mommy dead?” Bella smiled up at me.

      	
      I was a bit stunned, “No.”

      	
      “Oh well my Mom died, Carly’s mom died, and Tara’s parents both died. Is your Dad--.”

      	
      “Little Bell she just walked in the door and now I bet she thinks you’re as crazy
         as the rest of us. You where my ace in the hole. I was sure you’d be the one who would
         make her wanna stay.” He laughed and tickled her.
      

      	
      “Well now I’m just more intrigued Bella. So you did a good job.” 

      	
      “Do you play Barbie’s?”

      	
      “Not as much as I used to but sometimes when I’m home I sneak them out of the closet
         and play.”
      

      	
      “No need to sneak them out here. I have tons of them, come on let’s play.” She grabbed
         my hand.
      

      	
      “How about we introduce her to Momma Carly, Tara, and Bekah first.”

      	
      “Fine,” she grumbled and pulled my hand towards the couches where they were all watching
         the interaction between us.
      

      	
      “I’m Tara,” the petite brunette stood up and shook my hand. “It’s nice to meet you
         Taelyn Cyrus said you were pretty cool, which means he likes you.”
      

      	
      “He seems like a nice guy. Nice to meet you.”

      	
      “This is Bekah.”

      	
      The tall curvy blonde stood up and I was immediately drawn to her necklace. “That
         necklace is gorgeous.”
      

      	
      “Thanks, Taelyn right?” Bekah stood and smiled as she shook my hand. “A gift from
         Zandor.”
      

      	
      “He has great taste.” She laughed like it was funny and so did I.

      	
      The other blonde stood. I stuck out my hand and she hugged me. “Taelyn Patrick. Irish
         right?”
      

      	
      “Yes, both my grandparents are immigrants.”

      	
      “I’m a quarter Irish, on the O’Donnell side.”

      	
      “Like Abe O’Donnell?”

      	
      “My cousin. That’s how I met Jase. Well sort of. It’s along very confusing story but
         it ends with a beautiful little Bell and this one.” She rubbed her belly.
      

      	
      “When are you due?”

      	
      “Two and a half months.”

      	
      “Do you know what you’re having?”

      	
      “We know it’s one. There’s an envelope in the kitchen drawer that will answer that
         question later I think. I’m just worried that Jase will chicken out.”
      

      	
      “Chicken out of what?”

      	
      “Learning our child’s sex.” She leaned in and whispered. “He thinks it can feel any
         action going on in there.”
      

      	
      I laughed and Jase looked over and rolled his eyes.

      	
      “He’s been a pain in the ass since he found out. I hope when you and Xavier do this
         he’s not like Jase.”
      

      	
      “Baby I can hear you. You don’t whisper all that quietly.” Jase scowled at her and
         she turned around and rolled her eyes.
      

      	
      I looked back at Jase and he was smiling adoringly at her.

      	
      “I don’t think he wants kids and I am nowhere near ready.”

      	
      She pointed to Bella and Xavier on the floor playing Barbie’s. “He’ll do just fine.”

      	
      “We have our own crazy thing going. In just three weeks I am in so deep it should
         scare the hell out of me, but it doesn’t.”
      

      	
      Carly took my hand and we sat on the couch. Bekah and Tara sat with us.

      	
      “The Steel boys are all alike.”

      	
      “I heard that,” Jase glanced over at Carly.

      	
      “I wasn’t trying to whisper Jase.” She tried to scowl and then laughed.

      	
      I looked over just as he pulled his tongue back in his mouth.

      	
      I snapped my head back around hoping they hadn’t seen me notice that exchange. 

      	
      I looked at Carly and she laughed. “I love that thing.”

      	
      “Zandor’s tongue is pierced too.” Bekah smiled.

      	
      We all looked at Tara, “Nope he likes his ink. I have nipple piercings though.”

      	
      “I assume he likes those a lot huh?” I laughed.

      	
      “He loves me, every part of me. He is; I love that man so much and he feels exactly
         the same.” Her smile was so bright and sincere
      

      	
      They all looked at me I blushed. “He has a lot going on.”

      	
      They all laughed.

      	
      I felt his hand wrap around the back of my neck and he kissed my head, “What’s going
         on over here?”
      

      	
      “Taelyn says you have a lot going on. She won’t say what though.”

      	
      “Jase has a lot going on too that’s all you get. Come on Irish, let’s play some Barbie’s.”

      	
      “Penis, definitely penis,” Carly laughed. “You met the Prince huh?”

      	
      I laughed, “And his friends.”

      	
      “Alright you, let’s go.” He pulled me up.

      	
      “Wait what’s that means his friends?” Carly asked.

      	
      “Ask your husband,” Xavier laughed.

      	
      ~

      	
      After Barbie’s and a very entertaining dinner Jase and Carly took Bella in the kitchen.

      	
      “Are you serious?” She yelled and laughed.

      	
      They came out holding hands. Jase sat down and pulled Carly on his lap.

      	
      “Little Bell has an announcement to make.”

      	
      She walked out beaming and waved a picture in the air. “It’s a girl, and a boy.”

      	
      Jase spit his drink all over the table. 

      	
      “Carly.” He growled.

      	
      “What? I didn’t know. Oh dear God.” She closed her eyes and held her hand to her heart.

      	
      “Are you okay Baby?” Jase rubbed her back.

      	
      Bella laughed. “You got a girl Daddy, meaning me. The one in Momma Carly’s tummy is
         a boy. Look right here it says penis and testicles.”
      

      	
      The room fell silent and then Zandor, Cyrus, and even Xavier started laughing.

      	
      Bella laughed a big belly laugh, “Penis and--.”

      	
      “We get it Little Bell,” Jase laughed. “Get over here so I can squeeze you.”

      	
      She skipped towards him laughing and hugged him tight. “I’m still the Princess Daddy.”

      	
      “You are.” He looked up and winked at Carly. “Love you Baby.”

      	
      “Well good luck with a boy,” Momma Joe laughed and raised her glass of wine.

      	
      ~

      	
      Monday was phenomenal I woke to Xavier’s tongue and then got to go to work and listen
         to him play guitar, drums, and even piano. He could sing too. All four artists signed
         with him. Billy who I knew Xavier was keeping close because he worried about me was
         the fourth. There was a very soft side to him that I enjoyed almost as much as his
         rough side, which I would never get enough of. I learned so much more about him every
         day. 
      

      	
      He told me he didn’t want to spend time away from me be but would like it if when
         I was finished with school we could go to the shop a couple days a week. He missed
         it. I agreed, of course I agreed. 
      

      	
      “That means you’ll stay here?”

      	
      I nodded.

      	
      “Thank God. I can’t lose you Irish.”

      	
      I couldn’t lose him either. 

      	
      He consumed my life but he wanted me to consume his too. Four weeks into what started
         out as a way to deal with being cheated on and I was in love. Real love. The kind
         of love that knew no bounds. The kind of love that doesn’t leave you still feeling
         lonely. The kind of love I would have never known existed if Josephina Steel didn’t
         intervene.
      

      	
      By Wednesday I was exhausted but Carly, Bekah, Joe, Bella, and I were making bird
         houses and birds’ nests for the reception.  Cyrus sent me a text of a sign he had hung on the addition he had built on their house and I nearly cried.
      

      	
      Friday I was invited to dinner and drinks with the girls. The men were going out to
         a club to play cards. I was a little uneasy about it but Xavier told me it was just
         a bunch of guys and the club was not up and running. Zandor owned it but ditched the
         idea of opening it when he met Bekah.
      

      	
      We were in the SUV and Carly was driving she had music pumping as she pulled onto
         the strip. She slowed down when we past the new tattoo shop that had Xavier and apparently
         his brother’s up in arms over. 
      

      	
      She rolled down the window, laid on the horn, and flipped the crowd gathered in front
         of it off she leaned out the window. “Ink this bitches.”
      

      	
      She revved the engine and peeled out.

      	
      Bekah and Tara laughed, “You told them didn’t you Carly?”

      	
      “I said bitches and I flipped them off.” She was a little overly excited.
      

      	
      “You sure did,” Bekah laughed.

      	
      “Lame huh?” Carly giggled.

      	
      “I’d say your inner bad ass is almost there. You keep working on it Mrs. Steel,” Bekah
         giggled.
      

      	
      She pulled in the alley leading to the back of the shop. 

      	
      “We don’t chicken out.” She said as she put the vehicle in park.

      	
      “No we don’t,” Tara laughed and got out.

      	
      “What are we doing?” I asked Bekah.

      	
      “Surprising the guys let’s go.”

      	
      I followed them in the back door and Momma Joe was waiting. “Let’s do this before
         my boys find out.”
      

      	
      We all followed her into the room. “Bekah what did you decide on?”

      	
      “Steel Kitten. Tramp stamp.” She grinned.

      	
      “Kat can do you. Are you alright with that?”

      	
      “I trust you Momma Joe. If you’re cool so am I.”

      	
      “Perfect. Carly, Jase will have a fit. Are you ready to deal with that?”

      	
      “You and I both researched it. Nothing big and if you do it he’ll be fine. On the
         back of my neck very small Forever Mrs. Steel. I want three little hearts. One that’s
         says Jase, one that say’s Bella, and one left empty. I want him to pick our sons name
         and ink me.”
      

      	
      “Good. And then Tara?”

      	
      Josephina Steel loved those girls. It could be seen in the love in her eyes and the
         reverence in her voice. And they loved her.
      

      	
      “On my side.” She looked at Carly, “You sure?” Carly nodded. “Forever Mrs. Steel,
         then the tattoo he fixed I want a little sign that’s says.” She cringed, “Cyrus’s
         nest?”
      

      	
      “Oh Tara that’s very naughty.” Joe laughed.

      	
      “If you don’t want to--.”

      	
      “No he will love it.” She smiled. “And you Taelyn?”

      	
      “Oh I’m just a spectator.”

      	
      “You’re more than a spectator. But if you’re not ready for the Steel name I understand.”

      	
      “He doesn’t want marriage. I wouldn’t do that to him.”

      	
      “We don’t do it to them Taelyn we do it for them,” she laughed. “He will and you’ll
         have no choice.”
      

      	
      “Irish.” I smiled. “I want Irish on the back of my neck. Nothing big.”

      	
      “Kat will have to do that. I don’t think my hand will allow it.” She laughed and so
         did I. 
      

      	
       

      
   
      
      Chapter 28

      	
      

      	
      Rings

      	
       

      	
      I pulled in to Tara and Cyrus’s Red Hook house and jumped out of the SUV. I walked
         around back and just about fell the fuck over. Cyrus said he was putting on an addition
         not building a new place. It was the shape of an octagon and dark wood half way up.
         The rest of it was glass.
      

      	
      I looked at the sign that said Birdie’s Nest. Damn that’s cool.
      

      	
      I walked inside and Cyrus was standing in a tux next to Jase and Zandor. Falcon, Abe,
         Kat, Ricco, and Carly’s stepdad Thomas were there too. 
      

      	
      The room was all wood and around the entire perimeter were leather built in benches.
         Under each were baskets. There were four tables each had five chairs and a smaller
         table with two. I assumed that was for them. I wished it was for Taelyn and me. 
      

      	
      We had been so damn busy all week and she spent the night with the girls and Momma
         at a hotel just outside of town. Cyrus was taking this all very seriously and you
         know what? I understood that now. 
      

      	
      When Taelyn was free I knew that I had to have her. I sure as hell didn’t want anyone
         else to get her. I fought so hard to hang onto my views on love for my entire sexual
         life. Variety was not the spice of life…Taelyn Patrick was. 
      

      	
      Momma Joe and Little Bell walked in. “Places.”

      	
      “Where is she at Momma?” Cyrus asked.

      	
      Momma wiped her face, “She’s out there with her sisters trying to fix her makeup.
         You Cyrus Steel are a beautiful man. You make her feel like Jonathon made me feel.
         Your father would be so proud of you.”
      

      	
      Momma hugged Cyrus and cried.

      	
      I looked at Jase and Zandor who looked just like I felt. We weren’t pussies but we
         missed Dad. Fuck this was hard. I took a few deep breathes and a minister walked in.
      

      	
      Jase, Zandor and I stood next to Cyrus and music blew softly through the speaker system.
         Unconditionally by Katy Perry started playing. Jase, Zandor, and I looked at each other and Cyrus
         glared.
      

      	
      “She likes this song, Back the fuck off.”

      	
      When Taelyn walked in she tried to sit with the others and Carly grabbed her hand.
         Taelyn looked up at me lost and needing direction. I smiled and winked. Bekah put
         her hand on her back and guided her towards us.
      

      	
      All three of them had on a metallic brown dress. None were alike but they were the
         same material. Taelyn stood next to me and I wrapped my arm around her waist. 
      

      	
      “Sorry I didn’t know,” she whispered.

      	
      “This is where you belong. I fucked up that day. Let me off the hook babe. I love
         you.” I kissed her neck.
      

      	
      Her dress was floor length and strapless. I was thanking God that I had a jacket on
         because the only thing I could think about was licking her bare neck, unzipping that
         dress and licking the rest of her.
      

      	
      “You look so fucking sexy right now Irish.”

      	
      “I can’t wait to show you how hot you make me in that tux.” She looked up at me and
         smiled.
      

      	
      Tara floated in. Yeah she floats. All her movements are fluid. She stopped and locked
         eyes with Cyrus. Her mouth opened a little and she took in a big breath and her whole
         body quivered. She mouthed hi.
      

      	
      He gave her a half smile she held her hand out.

      	
      He walked towards her and she hugged him as soon as he got to her. She looked up and
         he rubbed the back of his hand up and down her cheek.
      

      	
      I looked over at Taelyn and she was taking a tissue Carly passed her. The chicks were
         already crying.
      

      	
      Cyrus and Tara walked up together and the minister did his thing. I didn’t pay much
         attention because I was too busy watching Taelyn’s reaction to it all. That girl couldn’t
         hide emotions at all.
      

      	
      When they kissed she turned to me with tears falling I had to kiss her. Fuck she was
         stunning.
      

      	
      We ate and danced and ate some more. 

      	
      When all four of the girls were out dancing Tara, took off her little jacket and Cyrus
         jaw dropped. Tara looked over at him and smiled. She lifted her arms and shook her
         ass in a circle. The back and sides of her dress were opened.
      

      	
      “Does that say--.”

      	
      “Forever Mrs. Steel. Fuck,” he growled, “My little Bird just got even hotter. She
         must have done that last night. Wasn’t there before she left.”
      

      	
      He stalked up to her and whispered in her ear. Then they disappeared into the main
         house. 
      

      	
      Bekah and Carly were laughing and Bekah looked over at Zandor. She turned and lowered
         the top of her backless dress exposing her back further.
      

      	
      “Kitten.” Zandor gasped and he walked towards her.

      	
      He pushed her forward and pulled her dress out and looked down it. He reached and
         put his hand around the front of her neck and pulled her up and kissed her neck. No
         hold up, he was biting her neck. 
      

      	
      I looked over at Carly and Taelyn and then at Jase.

      	
      “She better not have let someone else touch her body,” he said staring her down. 

      	
      She bent over and acted as if she were showing him her tits.

      	
      “You better not have.”

      	
      She smirked and nodded yes and then turned her back to him.

      	
      “Shits about to get ugly in here.” Jase hissed.

      	
      Carly looked over her shoulder and blew him a kiss. He shook his head slowly no.

      	
      She pulled her hair to the side and she had ink too.

      	
      “No fucking way.” He stormed towards her and Momma Joe was there in a flash.

      	
      Taelyn smiled at me. I lifted my palms in the air and she walked over.

      	
      “What no ink for you?” I kissed her cheek.

      	
      “Just something small. It hurts you know.”

      	
      “Where.”

      	
      “Your families place of course.”

      	
      “No. Where on your body?”

      	
      She turned and pulled her hair to the side.

      	
      Right under her hairline it said Irish. Nothing more just Irish.

      	
      I kissed her neck.

      	
      “Who got to do you?”

      	
      “Kat. She did me and Bekah. Your mom did Carly and Tara.”

      	
      “You plan this?”

      	
      “No. I actually said no and then I decided what the hell.”

      	
      “I wanna pierce your belly button.”

      	
      “I’m not sure about that.”

      	
      “Okay your hood then.”

      	
      “No thank you.” She laughed.

      	
      “I love it.”

      	
      “It’s a little sore.”

      	
      “It’s needled going in your skin Irish.” I kissed it softly. “Come with me to the
         SUV for a minute.”
      

      	
      We walked outside and to the vehicle. She was grinning when I opened the door for
         her.
      

      	
      I walked to the other side and got in. 

      	
      “I love you.”

      	
      “I love you too.”

      	
      “Didn’t expect it to ever happen. Didn’t know I ever wanted it to. But it did. Four
         weeks ago we met and have been together every day since. Have I mentioned I love you?”
      

      	
      “Yes.”

      	
      “Good. I got you a present. Today actually. It’s not a proposal, but I’m not saying
         it’s never going to happen because I never thought this would. It’s how I feel and
         it’s who you are.”
      

      	
      I pulled the little box out of my jacket pocket and opened it.

      	
      “It’s a --.”

      	
      “Claddagh ring.” She laughed.

      	
      “Right hand with the heart facing you means you’re spoken for. Maybe someday we switch
         it around?”
      

      	
      She held out her hand and laughed. “I love it.”

      	
      “I knew you would.”

      	
      “One more thing?” I kissed her hand.

      	
      “Anything.” She pulled up the console and reached between my legs.

      	
      “You are perfect you know that?”

      	
      I moved closer to her and she stood on the seat and pulled off a thong. 

      	
      “Over here.” She curled her finger towards herself. She pulled her gown up and straddled
         me, “One more thing?”
      

      	
      “When we do this thing. You’ll have an Italian flag next to the Irish on your neck.

      	
      She reached between us and positioned my cock. “Ireland’s flag on the other side and
         you got yourself a deal.” 
      

      	
      She stroked me against her opening and moaned. “Give me Italy?”

      	
      “Italy is all yours.”

      	
      She sunk down on be and moaned.

      	
      “Italy needs to concede quicker than usual. There’s cake to be eaten.”

      	
      She grabbed the back of the seat and rode me hard and real fast.

      	
      “Cake sounds like a good appetizer if pussy can be the main dish.”

      	
      “Italian sausage too?”

      	
      “I fucking love the Irish.”

      	
      She moved faster and cried out. 

      	
      “Don’t stop now Irish. Show me what you’re made of.” I grabbed her hips and bounced
         her up and down on my cock.
      

      	
      “No more fucking nights apart,” I groaned. 

      	
      “None,” she whimpered. “I’m gonna come. Oh yes, yes, yes—oh God!”

      	
      “Fuck Babe.” I continued bouncing her up and down as I slammed my cock into her. 

      	
      “Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” I came inside her sweet wet little pussy and pulled her down hard
         on me one last time.
      

      	
      She nuzzled into my neck and I continued swaying inside her just so I could hear her
         whimper against my ear.
      

      	
      ~

      	
      Two weeks later she dropped the bomb shell. She was going home for four days the following
         week. It was spring break and she needed to see her family.
      

      	
      “I wanna show my Mom the ring. I want to tell my brothers and father all about you.
         It’s four days.”
      

      	
      “Fine. I’ll go too.”

      	
      “You have work Xavier.”

      	
      “You don’t want me to meet them?”

      	
      “Of course I do. I love you. I just need to tell them face to face. Four days that’s
         it.”
      

      	
      “Next time I get a say?”

      	
      “Next time they can come here and stay in your place.”

      	
      I was not cool with this and she knew it. She started sleeping a lot again. Feeling
         like crap and she even cried a couple times.
      

      	
      I hated that. Hated seeing my Irish upset. So I kept it under lock and key, or at
         least I tried.
      

      	
      ~

      	
      Two days before she left I really noticed a change and when she was off, I was off.
         It couldn’t be helped.
      

      	
      We had a little argument that resulted in her getting physically ill. That was enough
         for me. I didn’t want her to cry and I sure as fuck didn’t want her to vomit because
         of me.
      

      	
      She spent the day in bed and I went to meet with River. 

      	
      When I got home that night she was asleep and she slept the entire night. 

      	
      I woke in the morning to her going down. She was leaving the next day and I sure as
         hell wanted her to remember I was a giver. 
      

      	
      I swung her around and started eating her like it was my job. And it was. I was spreading
         her and I massaged her ass poking a bit and she moved faster. I reached over into
         the nightstand drawer still tongue fucker her pussy and grabbed the lube I bought
         the other day. I squirted it on my pinky and then rubbed around her tight little hole.
         
      

      	
      She moaned and I pushed in a little. She took my cock deeper in my mouth, a sign that
         she was turned on. I pushed in some more and she gasped.
      

      	
      “You okay?”

      	
      “Yes I’m,” I nudged further in and she whimpered.

      	
      “Relax babe. Take a deep breath.”

      	
      She took a deep breath and I pushed half way in and then started massaging inside
         of her.
      

      	
      “Ahh--.”

      	
      “Hurt?”

      	
      “No, more,” She pushed against me and my pinky was inside her. I massaged her deeper
         and she hissed taking my cock deep inside her mouth.
      

      	
      I used the other hand to finger her as I licked her clit.

      	
      She came hard, bucking wildly against my face and deep throating my cock. I felt my
         release burning inside of me and I came real fucking hard.
      

      	
      We stayed real close at work that day. When it was four o’clock I decided to try to
         stay busy so I wouldn’t focus on what I had planned for us tonight. She had given
         me everything else, I was sure she wouldn’t deny me this.
      

      	
      I was tuning one of the guitars and she walked in and sat directly in front of me
         and leaned back.
      

      	
      “Will you sing to me?”

      	
      “Sing?”

      	
      “Yes. I want you to hold me, play the guitar, and sing to me.”

      	
      “We can try.”

      	
      I started with G.

      	
      “I don’t wanna fight no more.”

      	
      Then D, F#.

      	
      “I only wanna get to shore.”

      	
      I continued singing as I played.

      	
      When the song ended she stood up.

      	
      “Can we go home? I want you to hold me.”

      	
      “Taelyn, don’t go. You have been so damn down for two weeks you’re scaring the hell
         out of me. If it doesn’t feel right then don’t go.”
      

      	
      “Please don’t make it harder than it already is.”

      	
      “Okay we need to stop at the shop is that okay?”

      	
      “Yes.”

      	
      She sat real close to me in the car. I didn’t drive because we both needed the closeness.

      	
      “I want you to go to the doctors. You’ve been tired--.”

      	
      “I probably need iron. I’ll go when I get home.”

      	
      “You are home.”

      	
      “You know what I mean.”

      	
      “As long as you do.”

      	
      “Xavier please I don’t want to fight.”

      	
      “Me either.”

      	
      We pulled up in front of the shop and I got out. “Come in?”

      	
      “I’ll wait.”

      	
      “I kind of need you to come in. I wanna do something to you. Trust me.”

      	
      “I trust you but I really don’t want to come in.”

      	
      “One little poke and then I know--.”

      	
      “You can’t, I won’t, why are you doing this to me?”

      	
      “I promise it won’t be anything like--.”

      	
      “No.”

      	
      “Fuck it. Hey James take Taelyn home.”

      	
      “Xavier--.”

      	
      “No. Isn’t that what you just said to me? I don’t know what your problem is. You won’t
         even talk to me. This isn’t what either of us signed on for. This isn’t us Taelyn.”
      

      	
      “Please. I’ll go to the doctors when I get to Boston. I’ll be better when I come back.
         Please don’t fight with me. Not now. Please.”
      

      	
      “Jesus Christ Taelyn,” I got back in and shut the door. She grabbed me and held onto
         me like I was the only thing keeping her on this earth.
      

      	
      “I just want you to be happy. I promise I’ll be better.”

      	
       

      
   
      
      Chapter 29

      	
      

      	
      Boston Bound

      	
       

      	
      I had left when he fell asleep. I didn’t want to break down in front of him again.
         I had been a mess for two weeks and Xavier had noticed and been wonderful anyway.
      

      	
      I skipped class one day and went to the doctors. I didn’t know when I walked in that
         my dreams of a life with Xavier would be crushed and because I would lose him my entire
         life was going to fall apart. 
      

      	
      How ironic is it that when you finally find the kind of love that doesn’t hurt, hell
         it didn’t even sting, you lose it. It was perfect once we committed to each other.
         Xavier Steel loved me and I was going to break his heart.
      

      	
      ~

      	
      I stood in line for an hour. I never realized a five am flight would be was so popular.
         I suppose it was because all the people who flew for business between New York and
         Boston would be taking the early flight so that they could get home to their families.
      

      	
      I exchanged my ticket to get an earlier flight for a hundred bucks. The only seats
         left were in first class. So I would be taking it to ensure I was long gone before
         he woke up and found my note. I knew he’d be pissed and I didn’t want that but I knew
         it was going to happen anyways. 
      

      	
      I was pregnant. Me, the girl who faithfully took the pill everyday, was pregnant.
         When they asked me when my last period was I told them. They asked if it was normal
         and it wasn’t. So me, the girl who took the pill regularly and has only been with
         two sexual partners was pregnant. To make things worse it was a good possibility that
         it was not Xavier’s. 
      

      	
      If it was Xavier’s I am sure he would try to do the right thing for me and his child
         but for the rest of my life I would feel guilty. He made it clear he didn’t want kids.
         So I was running home to try to clear my head and decide whether I would keep my baby
         or not. Then I had to decide whether to tell Xavier and even worse I may have to tell
         a man who hit me that I was carrying his child.
      

      	
      I walked onto the plane and sat in my big cushy seat and closed my puffy red eyes.
         I put on the earphones and tried to fall back to sleep.
      

      	
      I was almost asleep when I felt someone moving into the seat next to me. I pulled
         my legs in so that they could have room to move. Normally I would give a nice smile
         and say good morning but it wasn’t a good morning. It was a horrible morning.
      

      	
      The plane started to taxi and I sat my seat back in the upright position. I glanced
         over to my left and into the most intense set of blue-green eyes I had seen. His hair
         was a mess and his expression unreadable. But I did know he wasn’t happy.
      

      	
      “You have an hour and twenty minutes to tell me what’s going on. You should be aware
         that I’m pretty sure I can figure it out and that I cannot believe you are pulling
         this shit on me.”
      

      	
      He was beyond angry, he was livid.

      	
      I nodded and swallowed hard. “I’m sorry.”

      	
      “Keep going Taelyn.”

      	
      “I’m doing this because I love you.”

      	
      His eye brows shot up as soon as the plane left the ground. My very sensitive stomach
         did a flip.
      

      	
      “I have an appointment later this afternoon. The clinic I went to Tuesday doesn’t
         have ultrasound equipment. I didn’t know--.”
      

      	
      “Hold up! You’re sick and you couldn’t tell--.” He stopped talking and I’m pretty
         sure realization set in. 
      

      	
      A smile crept up on just the corner of his mouth. “So you weren’t leaving me for him?”

      	
      My stomach lurched and I reached for the vomit bag. He grabbed my hair and held it
         back as I threw up several times. When I sat back the flight attendant took the bag
         and handed me a cold clothe.
      

      	
      “You left because I told you I didn’t want kids. Taelyn, I also told you I didn’t
         want to get married but I gave you a ring and fully intended on switching hands. Wait.”
         He reached in his pocket and pulled out a ring, I assumed a belly button ring with
         a very large dangling emerald. “I was gonna propose to you tonight. A little unconventional
         I know but that’s us--.”
      

      	
      I sat up and reached in front of his seat for the bag and he grabbed my hair again
         as I threw up.
      

      	
      “Irish if you hadn’t just thrown up I’d be kissing your beautiful red lips right now.
         The lips of the girl that I am gonna marry and that will have my--.”
      

      	
      “Xavier please stop. No more, it’ll only make this harder.”

      	
      “Don’t you hear me? I love you. I want this. Say--.”

      	
      I blurted out, “I don’t know if it’s yours.”

      	
      And then the tears began to fall.

      	
      The flight attendant was back she took the barf bag and gave me two more and a bottle
         of water. He hadn’t said a word and I couldn’t look at him.
      

      	
      The pilot announced that we were at twenty five thousand feet and would be landing
         in an hour. The flight attendant came back with a blanket and a pillow. I thanked
         her as I wiped my eyes. I pulled my legs up and closed my eyes facing as far away
         from him as I could. I didn’t want to see him hurt and I didn’t want to see him angry.
         I just wanted for this day to be over and for him to go back to New Jersey and lead
         a happy life.
      

      	
      I was almost asleep when he took my hand and held it. I didn’t pull away. I wanted
         him so bad it hurt and now that he knew he wouldn’t be able to love me ever again.
         I was sure I wouldn’t love me either.
      

      	
      When they pilot announced we would be landing I sat up and looked straight ahead.

      	
      Xavier was still holding my hand but now he was rubbing his thumb over the ring he
         had given me. I slid my hand from under his and pulled the ring off.
      

      	
      I turned and looked at him. He was staring intently at the ring.

      	
      “I’m sorry I did this to you.” I reached over and handed him back the ring. “Xavier.”

      	
      “Do you think it’s his?”

      	
      “I have no idea. My period wasn’t normal. It may not have even been a period. I was
         sick then too.”
      

      	
      “You had a cold.” The pain in his voice sent chills through my body. “Were you going
         to tell me?”
      

      	
      “I don’t know. I really don’t know.”

      	
      “If it were mine would you have told me?”

      	
      “I don’t see how that matters anymore do you?”

      	
      “I would have known. I do know. How many times did you and he have sex that month?
         Did he always finish inside you? Have you ever had light periods before? Did you really
         fucking think I would turn into some monster if I knew you were having a child, my
         child?”
      

      	
      I closed my eyes and leaned back.

      	
      “Come on babe--.”

      	
      “Please don’t call me that.”

      	
      “Answer a couple questions. Just a couple.”

      	
      “Fine.”

      	
      “Did you think I didn’t love you enough to want to take care of our child?”

      	
      “I know what kind of man you are so I knew you would. Even if it meant changing the
         man I loved.  I wouldn’t do that to you.”
      

      	
      “You said loved. When did you stop?”

      	
      “I didn’t.”

      	
      “Good because I want you to know that I don’t give a fuck whose kid is inside of you.
         To me, if it’s in your body, it’s mine. Do you hear me Taelyn? It’s mine.”
      

      	
      “I can’t live a life with you knowing you resent me.”

      	
      “Resent you? I don’t resent you. I fucking love you.” He pulled me against him. “It
         won’t go away. Don’t ask me to try or make me. I love you.”
      

      	
      The plane landed and I got out of my seat. Xavier grabbed my bag from the overhead
         compartment and then grabbed his back pack.
      

      	
      Neither of us had checked luggage so we walked out and hailed a cab. He reached in
         his backpack and grabbed a baseball cap and pulled it on his head.
      

      	
      “You like?”

      	
      “You’re in Boston that’s probably not a good idea.”

      	
      “Gotta be true to who I am. You need to accept that. Nothing will change it. Nothing.”

      	
      ~

      	
      We bickered about him coming to my family’s house. He agreed to stay at the airport
         Hilton if I stayed with him. I didn’t want to wake my parents at six thirty in the
         morning when they weren’t expecting me until four. 
      

      	
      We slept and held each other for the rest of the day. I told him it felt wrong and
         that I felt like I was using him. He told me to use away.
      

      	
      When he woke me at three he had already rented a car. He was going to drive me to
         the ultra sound appointment. I begged him to let me go alone and he wouldn’t.
      

      	
      While we waited for the technician he paced. “I wasn’t joking about not giving a shit
         about the dates. I will never resent you or our child. Besides Irish I know it’s mine.
         It’s my kid inside of you.”
      

      	
      I knew he was trying to convince himself. He was just as worried as I was. I knew
         if it wasn’t I would not be able to hold him to what he had said in a moment of anguish.
      

      	
      She walked in and he stood at my head holding my hand as the technician started the
         exam.
      

      	
      “Right there is your baby. You are measuring at eight weeks.”

      	
      We both looked at each other as we counted the weeks. His face fell and my heart started
         to crumble into pieces. 
      

      	
      “The date of conception would be March twenty first. You’re a very new mommy.”

      	
      “What? How does that make her six weeks?”

      	
      “Conception usually occurs two weeks after the last period--.”

      	
      “So that means there’s no way in hell that a period in January or late Frbruary and
         this baby’s size would even be match up?” He was nearly crawling out of his skin.
      

      	
      “Not possible.” 

      	
      He grabbed her face and kissed her. “I love you nurse--Nurse?”

      	
      “Sandy.”

      	
      “I love you Nurse Sandy.”

      	
      He walked over and rubbed my belly and laughed. “Who’s your Daddy?” He pointed to
         himself. “This guy is.”
      

      	
      He kissed my stomach at least twenty times.

      	
      “And then there is you.” He grabbed my cheeks and kissed my entire face. “I love you.”

      	
      “I love you.”

      	
      “Of course you do, that’s how we are.”

      	
      “You’re sure about this?” 

      	
      “Sure? I’ve already picked out his name, and his first tattoo.”

      	
      “Oh yeah?” I sat up.

      	
      “His name is X2 and his first tattoo is gonna say, My Mommy is Sexy as Hell.”
      

      	
      The nurse laughed and so did I.

      	
      “If it’s a girl?”

      	
      “Her name is Chastity, middle name Belt and we're moving to a deserted Island with
         its own nuclear missiles.”
      

      	
      When we left he seemed happy, excited even, I was relieved. We were us. Or as he said,
         us plus one.
      

      	
      ~

      	
      My mom met him first and she seemed to like him a lot. He held my hand, opened doors,
         and paid attention to everything that went on. 
      

      	
      When I used the bathroom I walked out and heard her ask him how he felt about my daughter.

      	
      His reply, “Is there a stronger word than love?”

      	
      “No.”

      	
      “I wish there was because then I would know what to call this feeling inside I have
         for her. It’s crazy, insane, and irrational. I look around and see couples and I think
         there is no possible way they could feel as intense a feeling I have for her.” He
         snickered. “Maybe I could come up with a word someday.”
      

      	
      I walked out and Mom looked at me and smiled. “You can keep this one.”

      	
      “I’m going to.”

      	
      When my father came home I was a bit anxious. Xavier walked out and shook his hand.
         They stood outside for nearly half an hour and my nose was literally glued to the
         front window. Mom laughed at me.
      

      	
      When they came in I heard my father say, “There is only one way to prove to me that
         you’re worthy of my only daughter.”
      

      	
      “Become a Sox fan.”

      	
      “There has to be something else. Like maybe cut off my left nut?”

      	
      My mom covered her mouth and we both laughed quietly so they didn’t hear us. 

      	
      “Son then if you fucked up I wouldn’t be able cut it off myself.”

      	
      “I have two.”

      	
      “That’s nice to know.”

      	
      “I won’t fuck up. But there is no way I’ll be a Sox fan.”

      	
      “New England Patriots?” Dad asked.

      	
      “Giants.” Xavier answered.

      	
      “I don’t know what she sees in you,” Dad chuckled.

      	
      “I don’t either but I’m grateful for whatever it is.”

      	
      All three of my brothers came to dinner. Grady was decent enough. Kaen and Keller,
         well that was a different story. My mother tried to interfere and my father shook
         his head no. I saw the look in his eye, Dad wanted to see how Xavier dealt with them.
      

      	
      When we all sat for dinner Kaen looked at me, “This one isn’t gonna work out either.”

      	
      Xavier did his little neck roll thing and Dad sat back ready to watch the fight.

      	
      “It’s not up to you. She can make that decision on her own.”

      	
      “She doesn’t choose well.”

      	
      “From what I understand he had you all fooled as well.”

      	
      “And what makes you any different.” Keller asked. “You are all over the internet,
         pictures of girls sucking you off--.”
      

      	
      “That was before Taelyn. Irish I don’t have to explain my shit to him in order for
         you and I to do our thing, do I?”
      

      	
      “No.” She looked at her brothers. “We love each other you’ll have to accept it.”

      	
      “Irish?”

      	
      “Keller don’t--.”

      	
      “This has got to be a joke. You can’t seriously want a man like this. He comes here
         to get a nightstand and kicks Dan’s ass. He’s got you living with him--.”
      

      	
      “We’re going to be together. No need for this discussion.”

      	
      “Fine so tell me what’s so different about Steel?”

      	
      “Everything.” I looked at Xavier and smiled.

      	
      “Dad you seriously can’t let this punk--.”

      	
      “Daniel cheated on me. Xavier was there for me.”

      	
      “To get in your pants!”

      	
      “No to stop him from hurting me.--.”

      	
      Xavier grabbed my hand. “You don’t have to sell me to anyone. 

      	
      “This douche has a bad temper Taelyn. You think he drove five hours for a nightstand?
         He did it so that he could--.”
      

      	
      “Not that I want to keep living this nightmare and correct me if I’m wrong Xavier.
         You probably drove here more because he hit me. Because you wanted to--.”
      

      	
      “Daniel what?” All the men at the table said at the same time.

      	
      “When I broke up with him, and no you don’t get all the details, it’s incredibly humiliating
         but I confronted him. Punched him and he hit me back. He held me down--.”
      

      	
      “Don’t get yourself all worked up babe.” Xavier rubbed my back. “It won’t ever happen
         again.”
      

      	
      “Why didn’t you tell us?”

      	
      “Why didn’t you know that the piece of shit banging your sister was screwing around
         on her? Why didn’t you know that he has a blow problem and that she was busting her
         ass to make sure he could go to Harvard while she footed the bill and he snorted his
         trust fund away? Here’s the deal. We’re getting married--.”
      

      	
      “Taelyn for Christ sake move home. He can--.”

      	
      “Over my dead body,” Xavier sneered at Kaen.

      	
      “That can be arranged,” Kaen sneered back.

      	
      “Don’t talk to him like that. He’s been amazing.”

      	
      “Yeah we see that online.”

      	
      “Yet you can’t seem to figure out Danny boy had a little fuck pad at property your
         company over sees security at--.”
      

      	
      “We took over the two days before your sorry ass showed up.”

      	
      “My sorry ass?”

      	
      “Enough! You’ll have to learn to get along. I love him. We’re getting married--.”

      	
      “Did he have the decency to ask you Dad?” Keller snapped.

      	
      “He told me he cut off his left nut before he chose the Soxs over his New York team.
         Shows conviction. Your mother likes him. She wasn’t sold on Daniel. Your sister is--.”
      

      	
      “Head over heels in love and eight weeks pregnant.” I said quietly.

      	
      “What the hell did you just say?” Kaen snapped.

      	
      “You heard me, now hear me again. Your niece--.”

      	
      “Nephew,” Xavier whispered. “Oh and while you’re breaking the news, let your father
         know he’ll be a Yankees fan.”
      

      	
      Dad huffed. “We’ll see about that.”

      	
      “Sorry but it’s gonna happen.” Xavier smiled back.

      	
      “You Catholic?” My dad asked. 

      	
      “Yes. Although I must admit I haven’t attended mass a lot lately. And when I did it
         was more for the wine and all the girls.”
      

      	
      I laughed and he winked.

      	
      “I love your sister, your daughter, the mother of this child. I told her I didn’t
         want kids or marriage.Two weeks after meeting her I knew I wanted it all. She was
         going through hell so I gave her space until I just couldn’t anymore.” He looked at
         my brothers. “From what I understand you three aren’t much different than I was. Fair
         warning, when it happens you’ll know and there isn’t anything you can do to stop it.
         So did I ask permission to marry her? No. That would be like asking for air that is
         already free, the sun to stop shining in July, or my heart to beat. It’s a given.
         She was mine from go and I was hers.”
      

      	
      My mom was crying and my father smiled. “Even if you don’t need my permission you
         got it son. Just remember I have your balls.”
      

      	
      “I told you I’d gladly hand them over.”

      	
      Xavier told my parents that his townhome was open and connected to mine. He would
         make sure anytime I wanted to come home he would make it happen, and that anytime
         they wanted to come down there was always a place for them.
      

      	
      He extended the offer to my brothers as well but it seemed a bit less sincere.

      	
      When we left the next morning my mother had already said she would be there next weekend.
         She wanted to meet his family and be there with me through every step of my pregnancy.
         
      

      	
      Xavier smiled. I knew what he was thinking. 

      	
      “It’s still us,” I said as we got in the car to head to the hotel.

      	
      “Always will be.”

      	
       

      
   
      
      Chapter 30

      	
       

      	
      Forever Steel - X

      	
       

      	
      We left a day early. Taelyn and I both wanted to tell my family. It felt odd not telling
         them first but I was gonna have in-laws who would be involved, a lot from what I understand.
         It would be a little hard to get used to since we were so damn close but I wanted
         it for her. She was damn lucky to have a family still here and as solid as the one
         I was raised in.
      

      	
      We walked into Jase and Carly’s as the lasagna was being passed.

      	
      “You made it?” Momma smiled, “Sit and eat.”

      	
      Everyone was there. Cyrus and Tara were home from their honeymoon and I was dying
         to tell them all I was getting married. How fucked up was that? 
      

      	
      Cyrus stood as we sat. “We have an announcement to make.”

      	
      How fucking perfect is this? Three out of four of us were having babies. I felt a
         little ridiculous about these girly feelings so I grabbed Taelyn’s hand, pulled it
         under the table, and put it on my dick.
      

      	
      She giggled and yeah she blushed. My good girl was walking on the wild side but she
         hadn’t fully crossed over yet. That shit would change. I swear I would make sure when
         I was seventy she’s he still wanting to jerk me off under the table in public restaurants.
      

      	
      “Tara and I are expecting. She is four months pregnant and we are pretty sure there
         are two.”
      

      	
      Momma started laughing and crying and speaking all sorts of Italian.

      	
      After all the congratulations, hugs, and tears had subsided I stood up.

      	
      “Brace yourselves I have an announcement too. We spent the past two days with Taelyn’s
         family in Boston; I like her parents and one of her three brothers.”
      

      	
      “Because the other two act like you.” She laughed.

      	
      “Hush up.” I winked. “Taelyn and I will be married this summer. No dates set but get
         this Momma; it’s gonna be a full blown Catholic wedding in a church and all.”
      

      	
      “You better make sure the foundation is strong if we all walk in there together,”
         Zandor laughed.
      

      	
      Momma covered her mouth and then started to stand. “Wait there’s more. Taelyn you
         wanna tell them?”
      

      	
      She shook her head no, “You go ahead.”

      	
      “We are expecting a baby in about thirty two weeks. But just so you know I had already
         planned on proposing and that’s a whole-other story that we won’t get into. I also
         want to apologize to the three of you. I was pretty damn harsh on you all for falling
         so fast and I understand now. You don’t chose it, you fight it for so long but when
         it happens, there isn’t a damn thing you can do to stop it, and there isn’t a damn
         thing I would do differently. So here’s to the beauties that came to us by fate, the
         only ones we asked for a second date, the ones who we chose as our best friend, and
         who really dig us hot as hell tattooed men.” I lifted my glass. “Forever Steel.”
      

      	
      They all followed suit, “Forever Steel.”

      	
      Zandor stood. “I suppose I can share something too. No we’re not having a baby. We
         still have some -- kinks to work out.” He winked at Bekah. “Two weeks before we came
         home we too became man and wife or as I like to say…”
      

      	
      “Zandor, Bella.” Jase warned.

      	
      “Sorry Little Bell. We chose a very nontraditional way to get married. Not one I would
         have wanted any of your vanilla--.”
      

      	
      “Zandor.” Jase sneered.

      	
      “I like chocolate Uncle Zandor.”

      	
      “Me too Little Bell.”

      	
      “Well, I would have come.”

      	
      “Well I wish I had known that then. Will you forgive me?”

      	
      “Maybe if you buy me a necklace like Bekah’s.”

      	
      After hugs and tears and Zandor getting scolded by Momma we headed home she was exhausted
         and so was I.
      

      	
      ~

      	
      Taelyn graduated from college and both of our families met. They stayed the entire
         week and I was well aware that I was being scrutinized but I didn’t give a shit. I
         had nothing to hide from them, well almost nothing. I certainly wasn’t going to let
         them know about our adventurous sex life or the fact that Taelyn and I had sex everywhere
         we went. I didn’t push that shit either but I ate it up.
      

      	
      ~

      	
      We were signing new people every week and we even hired ten interns, internet geeks
         who blew shit up online. Forever Fours headliners were a four man band that were now
         known as Steel. No that wasn’t my idea. Finn, Memphis, River, and Billy on keyboard
         were a tough sell. They fought it hard but when they played together it was fucking
         intense and pure genius. Apparently that mixed with their looks made them a must see.
         The local bars sold out shows and now we were getting approached by smaller venues
         in the Tri State area. Their record would be completed by the end of the summer.
      

      	
      I was acting as their manager too. Taelyn didn’t mind, she loved going to their shows.
         She did all the leg work while I was helping them create an album that would take
         them from Tri State local legends to international award winning, platinum selling
         artists. It was gonna happen. We all knew it.
      

      	
      ~

      	
      We had just gotten out of the shower after two hours of life changing sex. She was
         brushing her hair and I was watching her. Willing her to hurry up so I could get her
         in bed so she would cling to me all night when she took a quick breath and jumped.
      

      	
      “Taelyn is everything alright?”

      	
      She held her belly and ran into the room. I followed and she jumped into bed.

      	
      “Hurry.” She whispered.

      	
      As soon as I got to the bed she took my hand and held it to her belly. I felt nothing.

      	
      She jumped again and looked up at me.

      	
      “Did you feel that?”

      	
      “No babe sorry.”

      	
      “It was like little butterfly wings inside.”

      	
      I laid down next to her and turned off the light. 

      	
      She laid perfectly still waiting for it to happen again. The look on her face was
         of wonder and pure joy. I won’t tell her but it was similar to the look she had when
         I made her come with my tongue the first time.
      

      	
      You know the look. Its intense excitement when you know your world is gonna change
         at any moment, and the feeling that you have when you know it’s going to be something
         wonderful. I’m sure I looked that way when Taelyn Patrick walked into the bathroom
         at Carly’s old place. When I stepped out of the shower and she was standing there
         and I knew she wanted me. That was the moment I knew there was no turning back. She
         would be mine forever.
      

      	
      Forever Steel.

      	
       

      	
       

      	
      ~The End~

      	
       

      
   
      
      THANK YOU

      	
      To the owner of this book, thank you.

      	
      ~ 

      	
      To all of you who enjoy reading my stories: thank you. I love that you fall in love
         with these characters when reading about them, just as much as I fall when writing
         them.
      

      	
      ~

      	
      To Richard Americo Rocco our cover model 

      	
      ~

      	
       To Scott Hoover the amazing photographer who did the photo shoot and edits

      	
      ~

      	
      To Author Kari March for the amazing cover design and ability to understand my vision.
         
      

      	
      ~

      	
      To Kris for the intro and the pimpen’

      	
      ~ 

      	
      To Ellie N. for taking the time to understand my vision for them and embracing it.
         Thank you for being not only my friend and cheerleader but for pushing me and my work
         harder than I could have begun to imagine. You’re truly amazing.
      

      	
      ~

      	
      To Marisa C. we got this…right, lol.

      	
      ~

      	
      To Crystal and at Little House of Edits thank you so much!!

      	
      ~

      	
      To Michelle G, thank you for everything, I  <3 U, and your ability to be so ‘Pure’
         even when you deal with me daily.
      

      	
      ~

      	
      To Stephanie H. thank you for being my forever friend. I <3 U!!!

      	
      ~

      	
      To Brandi C… I <3 U!

      	
      ~

      	
      Aubrey Storm, you make me look good, like I have my shit together and we both know
         I don’t, lol, thank you.
      

      	
      ~

      	
      I can’t wait too meet you all in July at the Southern Girls Author event

      	
      ~

      	
      Can’t wait to meet Beth and more or you at the Denton Author event hosted by The Indie
         Bookshelf
      

      	
      ~

      	
      To Rockers and Bikers Romance thanks for all the love and support

      	
      ~

      	
      Three Chicks and their books thanks for #sharingthelove of my first series, they are
            my heart.  

      	
      ~

      	
      Eye Candy for Bookstore glad you ‘get me’ XOXOXO

      	
      ~

      	
      To Book Boyfriend Hangovers, Laney, Paige, Maria, Tiffany, Erin, and Aubrey… You are
         some naughty girls. That’s why I love you.
      

      	
      ~

      	
      To Renee Entresss Blog, Sexyways Book blog, As You Wish Reviwes, AJ’s Bootylicious
         Book Reviews, Anny Books, Smut and Bon Bons, Evocative Book Reiview, Till The Last
         Page, and so many others but if I don’t upload now I’ll miss my deadline, lol.
      

      	
      To Suzanne and Stephanie for not getting annoyed that childhood nicknames become penis’s
         and hot lover’s pet names. For both of you reading this and helping me fix some of
         the the boo boo’s before final edit and because I <3 U!!!
      

      	
      ~

      	
      To all of you on Facebook, Twitter, and Goodreads: thank you for reaching out to me…
         you inspire me, make me smile and laugh, and want to do better. I <3 U!
      

      	
      ~

      	
      To the Beta Chicks 

      	
      I am so glad to have you here with me on this journey

      	
      Gloria, Bekah, Laurie, Tiffany, Michelle, Brandi, Jennifer, Jeana, Lauren, Tracy,
         and Stephanie. 
      

      	
      ~

      	
      To the MJ Fields of Fictional Fornicators Team

      	
      Thanks for all the support and encouragement. The messages about Lucas and Maddox
         and … I love you all. Oh and the pictures, definitely the pictures
      

      	
      ~

      	
      To my family, you are my forever inspiration and where I draw from emotionally when
         writing, when reading reviews, when I need comic relief, and love.
      

      	
      Norfolk was an amazing experience and see we behaved…

      	
      Easter was epic Em. Jared thanks for the vulgar lines, yes I used one. To my siblings
         I love you more than the cousins, but you need to step your game up.
      

      	
       No “You wanna see my Dad’s John Deere” really isn’t a good pick up line.

      	
      When you take on one, you take on us all…except for you Nate, you’re fucked! LOL I
         <3 U!!!
      

      	
      BTW, some reviewers think I’m vulgar. They should know I come by it naturally.

      	
      ~

      	
      To my <3 Ally B there is a deeper meaning here, I pinky promise, seal it with Eskimo
         kisses, and belly laughs. 
      

      	
      When you are 30 we’ll discuss, maybe 40…
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