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Norfolk


Jax

I was born and bred to be the man I am today. My father and his father were both graduates from The United States Naval Academy in Annapolis. Both went on to become helicopter pilots. Both had seen plenty of action. Both had met and caused devastation. Both men, whom I respect above all, had served and protected the United States and her people honorably for decades. I swore the same oath they had. I would fight, protect, and put my country’s safety and security above my own for the greater good.

I was trained well by men who had toed the line before me. I kept myself in top physical and mental condition. My hands were lethal weapons, my body was the property of the United States Navy and I was damn proud of it.

My best friend, William Cruz, who attended the academy with me, had flown beside me, had lived the same life as I had and shared the same ambitions in life, was gone now. This was not part of the plan. Will and I were supposed to have each other’s backs, support each other and never let anything supersede our bond.

*     *     *

After mishap debriefing I needed a drink. I pulled down Waterside Drive and parked the Mustang, jumped out and threw four quarters in the parking meter. I was gonna sit at our normal table, slam a few beers, grab a piece of ass, head down to Hampton Avenue, get a room, fuck, and drink until I could get the past two days out of my head.

When I walked into Bar Norfolk, I overheard the bastards that we were picking out of the water blaming Will for the rescue mission taking the life of one of them. I saw nothing but red.

Ace, the Officer in charge of the SEAL platoon whose ass we put ourselves on the line for, stood toe to toe with me and poked me in the chest, once. That’s all he got before I shattered his nose and beat his face bloody. Luckily for him, my friends Titan, and Shadows pulled me the fuck off him or he’d be dead too.

We weren’t back at my house very long before Commander Smith showed up screaming at me. Telling me how wrong I was and how I shouldn’t get drunk and fight, especially at a civilian establishment.

He thanked Shadows and Titan before telling them to take a walk and that’s when I informed him I wasn’t drunk. I was stone sober and would do it again if that mother fucker ever disrespected Will’s name again. He didn’t respond or show emotion so I went on to tell him if Ace was ever in trouble, I’d piss out of my hawk in his face and let the mother fucker drown,; taking pleasure knowing that the fucker drowned in my piss.

Then he lost it. He pinned me against the wall. Let me be honest, here, I let the old man pin me and scream in my face because I respected him. To continue the truth telling, had I not just busted Ace’s face, I would not be against the wall now.

“After you attend Will’s funeral, which you will be attending, and handing his mother the United States flag, you’re going to Florida to train our new guys for a year. Consider it a favor returned that I owe to your father or you’d be facing a Captain’s mast!”

“Kick me out. I’m a pilot. I didn’t spend seven years of my life busting my ass to not be up in the sky!”

“That’s an order, Lieutenant!”

Now I was fighting to retain what little control I had left.

“One year and if you keep it together, you come back here, you get back in the air. Fuck up, Jaxson, and you’ll be out!”

*     *     *

I stood over Will’s casket. Everything appeared to be in order, the national ensign was positioned over where his left shoulder, underneath the dark cherry coffin his body was laid in. Shadows was carrying the flag ahead of us as we carried the box containing my friend into the church in his hometown of Princess Ann, Maryland.

Out of the corner of my eye I noticed Will’s parents, Rosa and William Sr., his sister Francesca, and his grandparents. They all stood tall and proud of Will. I focused forward and stood beside his casket while the minister gave the ceremony. I focused, boring a hole in the Christian flag that hung above the United States flag in the back of the church. I needed to focus on something, show no emotion. This was a mission. This was what we did far too often.

His father gave a eulogy about how proud he was of Will. I heard Francesca and glanced towards her when her voice broke. She wiped a tear and cleared her throat.

“Jaxson, I know you have to stand there and do your duty, but I want you to know how much Will loved you. Thank you for making sure we had his body home to bury and… well, thank you for bringing Will home.”

I nodded slightly and stood focused.

We waited until the room was empty, and lifted the coffin and carried it to the hearse.

We carried Will from the hearse to the grave while the band played Eternal Father, Strong to Save. The committal service included a gun salute and that was followed by a trumpeter playing Taps. Titan folded the flag and handed it to my father, Congressman Irons. He saluted the flag and took it from Titan. My father turned to me, and handed me the flag and saluted it again.

I turned and walked towards William, Rosa, and Francesca. I stopped and handed the flag to Rosa. “On behalf of a grateful nation and a proud Navy, I present this flag to you in recognition of your son William’s years of honorable and faithful service to his country.”

Rosa and Francesca sobbed and I saluted the flag, looking above their heads, avoiding eye contact. I spent time with all of them. While my parents traveled and campaigned, I spent holidays with these people. I had to be strong for them.

I turned and walked beside the casket. Will’s casket was lowered and the prayer was given. I couldn’t help but watch as William held Rosa and Francesca tried her best to not fall apart. When she looked up and saw me, her lips quivered and I know Will would have hugged her. Just like he did every time we left to go back to Norfolk.

The only emotion I was ever allowed to share was strength. The only emotion I ever fought to hide was anger. So the burning in my chest I felt while looking into Francesca’s eyes was foreign and unwelcome, as was the welling of tears behind my eyes.

I looked forward, and swallowed hard and tried to let anger blanket the pain as it always did so many times before.

*     *     *

I walked into my room at the Hampton Inn and changed out of my dress Blues, into jeans and a long-sleeved polo. I shoved my wallet in my pocket, grabbed my jacket and, helmet and walked out the door. I sat on my Harley Fat Boy and revved the engine.

I drove up the windy road towards Will’s place, slowly. I needed to give myself time to put shit in perspective. Today I said my last goodbye to my best friend and now I was going to do the same to a family that had been in my life for six years. A family that wasn’t the same as mine. They were emotional and warm. It was gonna be a long fucking day.

I rolled up to the driveway and sat looking up at the house and realized that there was no possible way this day would end. Even tomorrow I would miss him, miss this. As an only child to a family like mine, the brotherhood I had gained from Will was irreplaceable. Where I was intense, he was calm. Where I was a hot head and reacted without thinking, he was methodical. Will being the one in the crash blew my fucking mind. I didn’t know why he was flathandeling, putting him and his crew at risk. It wasn’t like Will.

I took a deep breath and started up my bike and headed down the driveway. When I walked up the steps, Francesca was walking out the door. She was crying and wiped her eyes when she saw me.

“Frankie, I’m so sorry, baby girl.” She dove into my arms and fell apart.

It wasn’t normal for me to stay in an embrace for any longer than a few seconds, but she needed me.

“You’re going to be okay.”

A shaggy hair punk opened the door and looked frustrated when he saw her.

“Jesus Christ Francesca don’t get pissed and take off!” I stared at him and he rolled his eyes. “Fucking chicks.”

My glare never left him. I stepped back and wiped her eyes. “You know this boy, Frankie?”

She nodded and finally let go. “Joel, my boyfriend.” She used air quotes when she said boyfriend.

“Nice, Francesca. You need to grow…”

“You go inside and freshen up, Francesca. I’d like to talk to Joel for a moment, alone.”

I turned, and put my hands on the railing and looked out over the grounds. If I didn’t take a minute, this punk would be breathing out his ass.

I turned and sat back on the railing. “You ever meet Will?”

“Yeah.”

“How do you think he’d feel if you were treating his sister like that?”

“She’s being a …”

“Listen, punk. I’m not Will. As a matter a fact, I’m far worse. That girl lost her brother. A man, not some punk ass kid. She’s grieving and so help me God if I ever hear you talk to her like that, scratch that, if anyone ever mentions that you ever called her any name but sweetheart, I will rip your mother fucking…” I stopped talking when the door opened and William Sr. walked out.

“Jax, are you coming in?”

“Yeah, give me just a minute, sir.”

“Jax.” The way he said my name and looked at me was no doubt a warning.

“We clear, Joel?” He didn’t answer me, he just looked at me. I wasn’t sure if he was being a little punk or if he’d just shit his pants. I walked past him and whispered, “I will find out.”

I sat quietly next to Francesca and listened to the family talk about Will. Their stories were all true. Never a better man than he was. Never a better man would there ever be.

Francesca didn’t leave my side. She looked up at me and smiled from time to time. Cute little kid, always had been. If that punk hurt her, there would be no doubt I would come back and kick his ass. When he was of legal age, of course.

When just immediate family was left, I helped clean up. Pissed me off that people who came to pay their respects didn’t have the decency to pick up after themselves.

“Jaxson, I can do this.”

“No ma’am, I want to help.”

“It’s Rosa, Jaxson.” She patted my shoulder. “It’ll give me something to keep me busy son, you’ve done enough.”

I smiled at Will’s mom but didn’t do as she asked. I wasn’t leaving them with a mess.

When I was at the sink I looked out the window and saw Francesca telling the punk off. Her little hands flailing in the air. Her head bobbing around and finally, she pointed to the driveway. I saw him scowl at her and then look around. He spotted me in the window. I took my hand, and drew it across my neck and gave him a look that made the fucker shake. He headed down the road, and hopped in a Lexus and peeled out of the driveway. I heard Will Sr. chuckle behind me and turned around.

“Sorry, sir.”

“Don’t be sorry. I never liked that Joel to begin with. I think you just did her a favor.”

I nodded. “I’m gonna head out myself.”

“Back to Norfolk?”

“No. I’m heading to Pensacola in the morning. I’m needed there for a while.”

“How long?” I looked up and saw Francesca’s angry face.

“They say a year.”

“You’re leaving us for a year?” Her voice cracked and tears started falling.

“I go where they tell me to go Frankie.”

“They can go to hell!” She stomped out of the room and I heard the back door slam.

I watched William struggling with what to do or say.

“Sorry sir. I didn’t mean too…”

“Someday you’ll stop calling me sir.” He smiled, “And someday my daughter will grow into a sweet young lady and not be so difficult to deal with.”

“She graduates next year, right?”

“She graduates next month. She had planned on attending Old Dominion to be closer to Will and to you. That’s part of her problem. Rosa and I want her to stay here and attend community for a couple years and then transfer. She’s just too hard, too temperamental, I’m afraid she’ll…” he stopped and looked at me.

“I understand, sir.”

“Maybe if you were still here, hell, I don’t know anymore. I wish she would just stay a senior in high school and live here forever.” He looked out the window and let out a groan.

“When I come back, I’ll do whatever I can to help.”

After saying my goodbyes to Will’s parents, I walked out back and saw Francesca swinging in the old tire swing. When she heard me approach, she wiped her face and looked up.

“You come to say goodbye?”

I stood behind her and gave the swing a shove. “I did.”

“Well, don’t bother. I’ve said enough goodbyes today.”

She jumped out of the swing and stomped back into the woods. I followed.

“Frankie, get back here and say goodbye.”

She turned around and her little lip stuck out as she tried to look tough.

“I told your Dad when I get back maybe I could check in on you once in a while at Old Dominion.”

“You did?” She sounded surprised.

“Yeah, I did.”

“They’re being so…”

“They’re grieving just like you, Frankie.”

She scrunched her eyes shut and tears fell harder.

“I don’t know what we will do without him.”

I walked up and hugged her. “You’ll do whatever Will would want you to.”

She looked up at me, “He’d say, ‘Be good Frankie don’t give them…”

“Any more than they can handle.” I repeated the words Will, used every time he left to go back to base when Frankie got upset.

“They’re getting older every day.” She continued where I left off.

“Love ‘em now, cause someday they won’t be here anymore.” We finished together and she grabbed a hold of me and cried even harder.

I held her like he did until she was done crying and she stepped back.

I bent to give her a peck on the cheek and she grabbed my face and held it and her lips touched mine.

I didn’t move, didn’t reciprocate. I did nothing.

She pushed against me harder and I stepped back. She looked up and smiled.

“Frankie, that’s not…”

“Will isn’t the only one here who loves you, Jax.”

“Okay, look…”

“No, you look. I’m eighteen now and graduating. I’ve wanted to kiss you since I was twelve years old. You were my first crush, Jax.”

“You’re making me extremely uncomfortable here, Francesca.”

“You’re leaving and I don’t know when I will see you again. I just wanted to make sure you knew.”

“Okay, kid, but…”

“I love you, Jax, nothing uncomfortable about it. If I never see you again, at least I said it.” She smiled and shook her head. “Okay, you have places to go, right?”

“I do.”

We walked silently towards the driveway and she was still smiling.

I sat on my bike and started to put on my helmet.

“Hey, Jax?”

“Frankie?”

“I’m a really good kisser. Someday you’ll regret that you didn’t experience the full effect.”

“You better keep your lips to yourself girl. Boys like Joel don’t deserve them.”

“Jealous?” She poked me in the chest.

“No, just want you to have everything you deserve. Boys are bad news, Frankie.”

“Drive safe, Jax. Please keep in touch.”

She turned around and walked away.

I started up my bike and took off down the driveway.

I pulled up to the bar Will and I would frequent when we visited. Mandy was the bartender here. No strings Mandy. Girl was a freak in bed. I walked in, ordered a shot and tossed it back. I laid a twenty and my spare room key on the bar and walked out.

*     *     *

When Mandy walked in my room, I had polished off half a bottle of Jack. I was ready to fuck the pain away.

“On your knees first, girl.”

“I know what you like, Irons.”

She unbuttoned my pants and I leaned back against the desk. Her mouth was surrounding my cock and I was determined to finish this bottle before I filled her mouth with cum.


Pensacola


Jax

I had been here a week and not stepped foot on base yet. I secured a place off base. I didn’t want the students I would be teaching to know my every damn move. I didn’t want my commanding officer breathing down my neck, either. I knew myself and I damn well knew that one wrong push of a button and I could snap. The wounds were still too damn fresh and I should’ve taken more time off after a loss like that, but that’s not what a man does. Not a man like me.

I was hanging up the clothes the movers had delivered three days ago when I heard a knock on the door.

“It’s open,” I yelled over my shoulder.

They knocked louder.

“What the fuck, this place isn’t that damn big,” I cursed as I walked to the door and opened it. “I said it’s…”

“What the fuck do we have here?”

“You lost, boy? You’re a long way from Nor fuck.” Layes gave me a quick hug while Deuce stood behind him.

I laughed and step back allowing them entry. “Pussy Cola was calling my name. Heard the scuttlebutt that you two bitches couldn’t keep up anymore. Thought I’d come lend a hand. Come on in.”

“You got two minutes to throw on some clothes. It’s Friday night and the bars are hopping with huntresses.” Deuce walked over to the fridge and grabbed three cold ones.

“One still not enough, Deuce?” I asked as I took the beer from his hand.

“Hell, no. I was born with this name for a reason. Too much hot ass out there hunting, wouldn’t want them to starve when I got all this to offer.” He grabbed his crotch.

Layes held up his beer. “To us who live and us who breathe, to brothers who we lost at sea. To booze and boats and bikes and babes. Come on Jax, tell me this toast made you cave.”

“I really have a lot of shit to do, guys.”

“To clouds that float up in the sky, to our brother who has past his time. To the beer that waits to add sparkle to my glass, let’s go, dear friends, or I’ll kick your ass.”

I looked between them. Both had acknowledged Will in their own way. I sat down. “I’d love to go, but I have a lot of shit to do.”

“We’ve left you alone for a week. No more bullshit, let’s roll.”

I slammed down my beer and looked at the empty bottle. “Here’s to the beer, here’s to a glass. May I find a girl with the prettiest ass.”

“That’s what I’m talking about!” Layes clapped, “Let’s roll.”

*     *     *

The place was packed with women on the hunt. Nothing had changed in the two years I had been gone. I walked up to the bar and laughed to myself when I saw Carmen the bartender. She turned around and walked towards me.

“Jaxson Irons, what brings you back to our little piece of heaven?” She set a shot of Jack in front of me and a draft.

“I was missing your sweet ass.” She leaned forward and I put a twenty between her tits. “Missed those two as well.”

She purred and winked. “You are about a year late, my friend. I’m married now.” She held out her hand and I saw her rings.

“Damn, Carmen, congratulations. I have to say I never saw that coming.” I tossed back my shot and took a drink of my beer. “Gonna need three more of each of these.” I pointed to the empty shot glass and the now half empty beer.

“Anything you want Jax, just ask.”

“I wanted my dick between your tits again but apparently that’s not gonna happen,” I joked as she poured the shots.

She laughed and leaned forward, “If he ever fucks up, I will call you first. I remember that masterpiece between your legs very well.”

I threw another twenty on the bar, and grabbed the tray she had set the drinks on and headed to the high-top table.

I sat the tray down, and looked around and laughed. “Everything has changed, yet absolutely nothing has changed.”

Deuces held his fingers up to his lips, signaling me to be quiet and then nodded back to the table behind him with three girls. He tapped his ear, signaling me to listen.

“Okay here’s the deal, flight instructors are the ones you want if you’re into the relationship scene.”

“What do you mean and how to you know the difference?”

“You ask them, Kipper, duh. The instructors are here for a few years so if you’re looking to have a relationship, those are the ones to look for…”

“They have more money than the students do, some live off base, have cars and homes.”

“You learn well,” the redhead laughed. “Okay, so as Casey said, you ask what they do. The students or fly guys, as I like to call them.” All three started to laugh, “Okay, now let’s be serious here for a couple minutes, I don’t want to waste any of my time. The fly guys are the ones you grab onto if you just need to get laid.”

“That’s crude, Tally,” the girl who was apparently new gasped.

“It is what it is.” Tally laughed and did a girly pink shot.

I leaned back and grabbed the barstool of the girl behind me, the red head, and dragged it to our table.

Her face turned red and I leaned over. “You girls want a drink?”

She looked at me in shock for a moment and then smiled, “Hell yeah.”

I signaled to the cocktail waitress as the other girls pulled their chairs over to the table.

“Do you three live around here?” Tally asked.

“We do.” I answered.

“Cool, what do you do?”

All three of us answered at the same time, “Students.”

She smiled. “Pretty cool.”

“And the three of you? What do you do around here?”

“We’re seniors at UFW.” Tally looked me up and down as her friends giggled.

“You a student?” I asked.

She raised an eyebrow and nodded.

“Perfect.”

“How about you two ladies?” Deuce asked.

“Yes. I’m Casey.” She stuck out her hand and he kissed it.

“Nice to meet you.” He didn’t let go of her hand and he looked at the other girl and held out his hand to her to take. “And you are?”

“Kipper?”

“You sure about that?” he asked as he stared at her arm and turned it so that her wrist was facing up. He brought it to his mouth and kissed it. She blushed.

“Yes, I’m sure.”

“Perfect.”

I looked at Layes and then back at Deuce, wondering what the hell he was thinking.

“Why don’t you ladies go dance to this song? It’s my favorite.” Deuce kissed each of their hands again and let go.

The three girls looked at each other and then slowly got up.

When they were out of ear shot I leaned over to Deuce, “You can share, man, Layes is here too, you know.”

I laughed and patted Layes on the back.

“He’s no longer…”

“Shut the fuck up, man,” Layes snapped at Deuce.

“What? You embarrassed? It’s not like he won’t find out sooner or later.”

“It’s our first night out man, let the guy have some fun.”

Layes was blushing.

“Spill it.” I did a shot and looked back at them.

“Our boy Layes here got married.” Deuce laughed and patted him on the back.

“Congratulations.”

“Fuck you, Deuce, and I don’t wanna hear shit from you either, Irons.” Layes got up and stormed to the bathroom.

“What the hell is up with him?” I asked Deuce.

Deuce laughed a full out belly laugh. “I would much rather he tells you about it.”

“Deuce, cut the guy some slack, some guys like that shit. The home life, the same pussy, the…”

“The two point five kids?” Deuce laughed again.

“Yeah, shit like that.”

“Well he got it.” Deuce was dying.

“Alright out with it.”

“Dude married Sally.”

“Sally?” I was confused.

“Mustang Sally? Name ring a bell?”

“Holy fuck, no way. Sally, the blonde who fucked half of our squadron, Sally?”

“The same fucking one.”

“What the fuck was he thinking?”

“Seven days Layes.” Deuce roared.

I looked towards the bathroom to make sure Layes wasn’t coming out.

“He married her!”

“He was on leave for seven days and came back married with two kids. I’m not even fucking with you. When he heard that half of our guys banged her, he was gonna get an annulment, pissed that she didn’t tell him. A month goes by Sally hadn’t been out hunting,” he tipped his glass towards the three girls dancing, “She shows up with a hot stick in her hand that says baby point five is on its way. Fucker almost died.”

I laughed. “So he’s gonna be a Dad?”

“Gonna be, he already is, Jax. Has her two kids plus his now one year old daughter. First thing he said to me when we found out you were coming back was, ‘I thought I’d heard the end of the Sally and seven days Layes,’” he said. “You and Sally?”

“Maybe, who the hell knows…?”

“I know. She told me everyone she’d been with.” Layes sat down. “You were the first she mentioned.”

“I don’t know what to say, Layes.”

“Well get it all out now, ‘cause I don’t wanna hear another word about my wife.”

“You happy?”

He nodded and smiled, “Yeah. She’s no different than I was. Just so happens chicks get the scarlet letter A, we get an Atta boy.”

I nodded. “I get it, man. No ball busting from me, congratulations.”

“Ask him how he knew she was the one?” Deuce laughed.

“Fuck you, Deuce!”

“No, man, it’s the best part of the story, tell him, come on. I promise not another word after that.”

“She was the first one to say yes? Is that what you’re talking about?”

Deuce was laughing so hard he couldn’t speak. He nodded and then shook his head no.

Layes rolled his eyes and serious as shit looked at me and said. “I like to fuck a woman’s ass. Whenever I asked before, I always got what I wanted, fuck, look at me.” He pointed to himself. “But it took persuasion. I asked Sally and she said yes…”

“Bullshit, that’s not the way you told it before,” Deuce roared.

“I was pissed before, dick!”

“He wasn’t here, you gotta tell him.” Deuce wiped the tears from his face.

“She said, ‘Yes, please, oh yes, fuck my ass, Layes.’ All throaty and shit.” Layes’ face was fire engine red. “We done, here. Conversation over. I don’t want to revisit it.”

The conversation stopped when the three girls walked over and sat down. The drinks kept flowing and I was wasted. Tally was on my lap dry humping me and Deuce was going from one girl to the other, kissing them each. When Layes’ phone rang, he smiled when he looked at the screen. I looked over at him and he showed it to me. A family picture: him, Sally and three kids.

I smiled, and picked Tally up off my lap and sat her down in her chair.

She groaned in protest. “Listen Red, my dick has denim burn. Give me a couple minutes with my boy and I promise I’ll have you screaming my name soon.”

“Promise?”

“I promise a good time, not a long time.”

She laughed. I smiled and turned back to Layes.

“You happy, man?”

“Fuck yeah, I’m happy.”

“I can tell. Good for you, man. Good for you.”

“I gotta head home, can I give you all a ride?” he asked.

“That would be perfect.”

*     *     *

I jumped and sat up in my bed. Will, every night I had dreams of him. About the crash, about the academy, about the last six fucking years that we had accomplished every goal we set, and how in a split second it was all gone.

I leaned over the warm body beside me, and grabbed the half empty bottle of Jack sitting on the night stand and took a swig. I looked down at the red head and took a deep breath. What the fuck was her name?

Her eyes fluttered open and she quickly covered them, shielding them from the sun.

“What time is it?”

“No idea.”

“You don’t have a clock?” she whimpered, holding her head.

“Not unpacked yet.”

“My phone.” She sat up and then held her head and moaned.

“No idea. I don’t even know where mine is.”

I stood up and looked around. Our clothes were not even in the room.

“I’ll look.”

I walked out in the living room and found my jeans and her skirt.

She walked out wrapped in a sheet. I noticed her looking me up and down.

“Sorry if this offends.” I was naked.

She smiled and shook her head no.

“I have no fucking clue where the rest of our clothes are.”

I looked at the front door that was still half opened and walked over to close it.

“Found underpants,” I said as I stepped out on the enclosed porch.

I picked mine up and threw them on.

I looked over and she was looking out the screen.

“Looks like two shirts and a bra out there on the sidewalk.”

Fuck! What the hell was I thinking? I bent down, and grabbed her thong and went to hand it to her.

She giggled. “No sense in trying to fix these.”

I squinted as I looked at them. The strings were popped. “Sorry about that.”

I ran out the door, and grabbed her bra and shirt and kicked my shirt up into my hand as I ran back in, hoping the neighbors wouldn’t see me.

She laughed when I shut the door behind me and handed the chick her clothes.

“What’s so funny?”

“You not like under clothes?” She held up the ripped bra.

“Apparently not.”

We threw our clothes on as we walked into my place. Then we stood silently for a moment and she smiled.

“I don’t have a car here.”

“I can take you home, um…”

“Tally. My name is Tally.”

“Right, sorry about that as well.”

“You explained last night. No strings.” She held up the underwear and smirked.

“That’s me.”

“Can I ask you something?”

“Sure.”

“Who’s Frankie?”

“Excuse me?”

“Well if you’re bi or….”

“Fuck no, I’m not bi.” I laughed out loud.

“Okay, well, you called me Frankie so I just thought…”

“Didn’t know your name.”

“Okay, that’s cool.”

We were silent again.

“Look, I have a lot to do today…”

“Right, me too.” She nodded and grabbed her phone off the couch. “It’s noon.”

“Shit!”

“Yeah, right?”

“So you wanna ride or a cab?”

“Cab’s fine.”

Thank Fuck! “Cool.”

*     *     *

After she had left I laid in bed, staring at the ceiling. Frankie? What the hell was I thinking? Whatever it was, that shit needed to stop.


Old Dominion


Francesca

It had been three years since my brother, Lieutenant William Cruz, had died at sea. I missed him terribly but was proud of how he lived the life he had, regardless of how long he spent here on earth. I sat on Norfolk Beach, needing to feel close to him on the anniversary of his death. It was a beautiful day in May and I was cutting class. I had done the same every year since he passed.

Mom and Dad were coming down for dinner. A short three hour drive. A drive they took monthly to check on me.

Joel, my boyfriend, was here until about an hour ago. We had dated now for three years. He was going to school at Duke and we rarely saw each other but for some reason, we stayed together. We fought like crazy, he was as stubborn as I was but it was something normal in a now abnormal life.

When Will died, everything changed. Mom and dad tried to make everything appear normal but the hole I felt in my chest was never filled. The emptiness never went away.

I was never a great student. Will was the brains in our family and I was the constant entertainment. I always thought I just liked to be the center of attention and if I couldn’t gain attention the way Will did, through achievement, then I would be the funny one, the loud one, the pain in the ass little sister that Will fawned over.

I hugged my knees and looked out at the sea as three helicopters flew into view. I used to love hearing Will and Jax talk about their missions. I loved listening to them talk with passion about their chosen careers. I suppose that’s why I was going to school for Physiology, minoring in exercise science.

When we received the autopsy report, a month after the Navy had, we found out that although Will was in top physical condition his heart failed him, which was what caused the crash. I now wanted to find out what caused it and hoped that my life’s work could help others realize the dangers of putting chemically engineered substances into their bodies that caused perfectly healthy young people to die. It wasn’t just happening to pilots, it was happening to athletes and otherwise healthy people.

I lay back on the blanket and watched as the Seahawks came into view. I smiled as I watched them. I wasn’t angry anymore. I wasn’t afraid to fly, or pissed at the Navy. I was empty because I missed my brother. I was empty because I missed Jax.

Jaxson Irons was only supposed to be in Pensacola for a year. The last time my parents spoke to him he, was staying another year and then he would be on sea duty with the USS Truman for another year. The Truman was docked here but I had yet to hear from him. Mom and Dad said that a man like Jaxson needed to grieve in his own way. That we should let him heal and, if and when he wanted to see us, he would.

I looked at my watch and realized I had been sitting here for three hours and that my parents would be arriving in a little less than an hour.

I jumped up, grabbed the blanket and shook off the sand. I kicked off my flip flops and walked out into the water one last time before I would head back to my apartment to get ready to meet my parents at Ship’s Cabin for a five o’clock dinner.

I turned around and saw a man running down the shore line. He had on basketball shorts, sneakers, sunglasses, and an arm band holding what I assumed was an iPod. When he came closer I looked away, hoping he wouldn’t see me staring. He was built very well. It was obvious he took care of himself. His dark hair and light scruff was sexy and sweat drenched. I loved watching a man sweat, nothing turned me on more than watching muscles work together in unison.

When he passed I noticed a tattoo on his left shoulder. It was the same one Will had. It hit me then.

“JAX!” I yelled behind him.

He slowed but didn’t stop.

“Jax!” I yelled again and he turned as he continued running in place and pulled out one ear bud.

“Can I help you, ma’am?”

I walked quickly towards him. “Don’t you ma’am me, Jaxson Iron.”

“Do I know…? Frankie?”

I nodded as a smile spread across my face.

He stopped running and his head tilted as he looked at me.

“You gonna just stand there or are you gonna come give me a hug and say hello?”

He pulled out the other ear bud and smiled as he walked towards me.

I was about ready to hug him when he stuck his hand out.

“Sweaty, girl. Wouldn’t want to dirty you up.”

“Are you serious right now?”

I jumped at him and hugged him tight around the neck.

“You sure are sweaty.” I laughed and kissed his cheek. I stepped back and looked up at him. “We have missed you so much, Jax.”

“Been busy.”

“I know, I know. Hey, Mom and dad are coming into town for dinner. Come with us, Jax. Please!” I jumped up and down.

He smiled, “Night duty, Francesca. I can’t tonight but we’ll catch up again soon, okay?”.”

“When?” I asked, a bit louder than I intended.

“Soon, okay?” He looked at his wrist and then at me. “I’m running behind. Take care, Francesca.”

I didn’t respond with words. I forced a smile and then waved. He waved back and took off down the beach.

I stood and watched until he was gone.

Thump, thump. I placed my hand on my chest as I felt my heart beat again for what felt like the first time in three years. Thump, thump. I felt the blood moving quickly through my body. It’s heat once again present. Thump, thump. I looked up at the sky and let out a breath. A breath that I had been holding forever. Thump, thump.

I felt tears fall down my face as I raised my hands in the air and laughed out loud. Just then the clouds parted for the first time in forever. I saw the sun smiling down on me.

*     *     *

I walked up the sidewalk and saw my parents sitting outside on the deck overlooking the ocean. I stopped and smiled when I saw mom look up at dad and kiss him. He always looked at her like he adored her and she looked the same way at him. They were truly an amazing couple. Growing up, I had never seen anyone like them. So rare, like a blue diamond.

“Francesca.” My mom jumped up and walked quickly towards me.

I ran to her and we hugged like we always had.

“You look beautiful, Francesca.” Mom grabbed my hand and dragged me to the table.

“Thanks, Mom, you, too.” Dad stood and hugged me. “Hey, daddy.”

“Hermosa, chica.”

“Apuesta, padre.”

He hugged me tight and then kissed the top of my head before pulling out the chair for me.

“You look happy.” Mom watched as I took a drink of her wine.

I wanted to tell them I had seen Jax, but I didn’t want to hurt them. I knew they missed him too.

“School is going well. I just completed my orientation on base so that I can start my internship.”

The waitress came over and took our orders as we chatted about the internship.

“Your smile looks genuine.”

“Yeah.” I couldn’t hide it. “I was on the beach before coming here to meet you two. The clouds opened up.”

I looked up at them and they both looked at me peculiarly.

“It’s been a long time since I noticed the sun, that’s all.”

“That’s good Francesca.” Mom smiled and choked back her tears.

“You’re still taking your medication?”

“Dad…”

“I’m just asking. Things were dark for a while.”

“Yes dad, I am. But I don’t think I’ll need to for much longer.”

“But if it helps, Francesca …”

“Mom, I’m doing well, I really am.”

The darkness they talked about was over. It was a change in life. I didn’t play sports while attending community school. I didn’t hang out as much with my friends. I spent time at home. I slept a lot. I gained the typical freshman fifteen and when Joel was home I spent time with him. If they knew how Joel and my time was spent together, they would have been more concerned about the darkness as they called it.

We finished dinner and said our goodbyes when they dropped me off at my shared apartment, off campus. When I walked in, Mary and Renee were getting ready to hit Thirsty Thursdays at Bar Norfolk.

“You wanna come?” Mary asked as she applied lip gloss to her full beautiful lips.

Renee laughed. “Why do you keep asking her every week?”

I smiled and hung up my sweater. Every week they asked and every week I declined. I wasn’t into the bar scene. The one time I went, it hurt so much to feel the vibe the amped up Sailors gave off. It made me miss Will… and Jax.

I drove all the way to see Joel at school and when I got there he was having a party at his place. He, his four roommates and an apartment full of under dressed, over made up girls. He hadn’t heard me come in and he appeared awfully chummy with three blondes sitting too close to him on the couch.

I turned right back around and walked out the door. I heard him call after me and kept walking. When he grabbed my arm a little too forcefully, I turned and slapped him across the face. He dropped my arm to cup his face and I took off running. When he caught up to me, he apparently tried to grab my shoulder but caught a fist full of my hair. I was so angry that I tried to slap him and he caught my hand.

“If you hit me, Francesca, so help me God, I’ll…”

“Do what! Go fuck one of your blonde bimbos!”

“They’re friends, Francesca! I was gonna say I’d hit you back!”

“Oh, really!” I spat at him.

“Well, no, but…”

“Good, because I’d have someone bigger than you kick your ass!”

Drunk, he grabbed my arms so I wouldn’t hit him again. He backed me up against the car and screamed, “Oh yeah, who?”

“Fuck you!”

“Is that what you want? Is that why you came here, to get fucked, Francesca?”

“Maybe it is! That’s all we are anyway. But if you’re getting it elsewhere then by all means…”

His mouth crashed over mine and his hands tangled in my hair. His body slammed against mine and I felt his erection pushing against my stomach. “You don’t deserve my time after that little show but if that’s what you want, then I’ll fuck you right here and right now.”

He pulled my dress up and spun me around so that I was facing my car.

He pulled my panties to the side and rubbed the head of his dick against me. I was so angry with him I should have moved away, told him no; but I needed this now.

“I should be spanking your ass and not giving you an orgasm,” he growled as he rammed himself into me fully.

“You wouldn’t dare.”

That was the first time he spanked me. I was not all right with it at all and he held me still.

“Is that what you want, Francesca?”

“Fuck you.” I pushed back against him, needing him deeper, and he smacked my ass again.

“I’m gonna fuck you as I beat your ass. If this is all we are, then let’s do it right.”

I didn’t say no. I wanted it and he was giving me exactly what I wanted; in a lighted parking lot at one in the morning.

We didn’t talk for a week after that and then he showed up with flowers.

“I’m sorry. I don’t know what the hell came over me…”

“I wanted it. Don’t be sorry.”

“What the hell are we doing, Francesca?”

To avoid an awkward conversation, I pulled him in the apartment and down the hall to my room.

“I don’t know what happened, Joel, but I want it again.”

As the years passed, we had gotten more deviant in the bedroom. The pain and pleasure combination was welcome. Sometimes he took it too far and I would wear bruises on my ass or across my back. Our first experience with a crop cut my ass and the scar was there still. I wasn’t looking forward to explaining that over the summer. Joel had changed, too. He wasn’t interested in conversation any more than I was ‘because it always ended in a fight. So we spent our time fucking and the darker it became, the more I liked it and the less I thought about the emotional pain.

“I’d love to go. Give me five minutes.”

Mary and Renee gasped and then squealed as they jumped around. I laughed as I walked down the hall to my room to change.

I grabbed a black tank dress and threw on a pair of strappy sandals. I pulled the clip out of my hair and fingered through the black mess of curls, trying to make sense of my hair and decided it really didn’t matter. My nails were a mess, and my makeup was non–existent; it had been that way for a few years now. I grabbed my makeup bag and swiped on some mascara and then some lip gloss. I squeezed some lotion in my hands and rubbed my legs and arms that had finally gotten some color.

I walked out and looked at Mary and Renee, who still appeared surprised.

“You two ready or did you decide to stay in, because I’m going out.”

I walked out the door and they followed.

“Where to?” Mary grabbed my hand, smiling like a fool.

“No clue, I’m following you.”

“I say we try something new. Last time we went to Bar Norfolk, you took off.” Renee nudged me.

“I won’t tonight.”

“Good, okay I’m in the mood for hot alpha men who I can bring to their knees.” Mary laughed as she skipped about.

“Let’s go to Hot Tuna’s,” Renee laughed.

“Eww, that’s gross,” I laughed.

“It’s SEAL specific hunting ground, Frankie. I know you have Joel but maybe it’s time for some SEAL.”

“I’ll have fun watching you two hunt,” I laughed. “Remind me to buy some earplugs.”

“Why?” Mary asked.

“All that barking coming from your rooms will drive me nuts.”

They laughed as we stood waiting for our cab.


Hot Tuna


Jax

“I can’t believe you two assholes dragged me here,” I grumbled as I tossed back another shot of Jack.

“Lot of ass to be had,” Shadows laughed as he grabbed bottles of beer off the table. “Let’s go outside and check it out.”

We walked out front where part of the street was blocked off for the 94.9 Points party. I wouldn’t admit it to them, but it was pretty damn cool.

Spring break brought out the hotties for sure. And let’s just say I needed to get back on the saddle. After seeing Frankie two hours ago, I was struggling and I sure as hell didn’t need that shit in my head again.

Everyone was having a good time. Titan and Shadows were dancing with a couple hot brunettes and I was looking around for a—specific type. I grabbed some more shooters. Jell-O shots, mixing rum and Jack probably wasn’t a great idea, but I was ready to get lit up.

I saw what I was looking for, a hot curly dark haired girl with a Hispanic flair. She had a tight body, nice full ass and tits that looked to be a bit more than a mouthful. The black dress hit above the knees at that spot that made you wonder what the hell was up there. She looked up and away quickly. I wasn’t sure if she was looking at me or not but I didn’t care. You don’t go out looking like that expecting to blend. I started walking towards her and I spotted Ace immediately. He put his hand on the small of her back and whispered in her ear. She tossed her head back and covered her face laughing. I wanted to tear his head off.

He took her hands and placed them on his shoulders and they began to dance. I watched him smiling and laughing. I got a chuckle out of the fact that his nose was a bit bent. “Fucker.”

I looked around needing to find a distraction or I was gonna be back on the shit list when I tore that bastard apart again.

I grabbed a chick I noticed had been eyeing me earlier.

“Dance?”

She nodded and took my hand and followed me closer to Ace. I wanted to make sure he knew I was here and then take the girl he was with home and fuck her.

“Tonya,” she smiled. “My name is Tonya.”

“Jaxson.” I pulled her closer as we danced.

“I’m from Minnesota.”

“Cool. I live here.”

“Cool.”

“I’m on Spring Break…”

I kissed her just to shut her the hell up. I didn’t give a fuck who she was or where she was from.

I felt someone bump into me, pried my lips off Minnesota, then turned and saw the chick I’d be banging tonight was the guilty party.

“Excuse me, miss,” I said loud enough for Ace to hear me.

He looked at me and glared.

“Well hello there, Ace. How’s it been?” He didn’t say a word. “Did this beautiful lady hear what a douche bag you are?”

“Go fuck yourself, Jax.”

“You do know that act is supposed be done with a partner. You may have to resort to doing it alone but I’ve never had a problem finding a willing participant.” Minnesota snorted. “Hey doll, how about you go grab us a drink?”

I handed her some cash and she headed to the bar.

“Dancing requires two people as well, Jax, so how about you run along with your little friend…”

“No, I’m good here, thanks. I’ll wait till your dance partner gets sick of smelling your nasty stench and wants to come dance with a man who knows what he’s doing. Sweetheart, why don’t you come over here?”

She turned and looked up at me. “I’m good, thanks.”

I tried not to look stunned but I was.

“I’m good, Jax, was it?”

“She’s good.” Ace pulled her closer.

She leaned up and kissed him, she fucking kissed him.

“Frankie,” I grabbed her shoulder and pulled her back, “Not him.”

“Back the fuck off, Irons,” Ace growled and pulled her tighter against him.

“Frankie, I’m not fucking…”

“Aren’t you supposed to be on night duty?” She used those fucking air quotes when she said night duty.

“That’s neither here nor fucking there!” I air quoted that shit right back. “Not him!”

“Back the fuck off, Iron!” Ace yelled.

“When I bust your nose this time, you gonna go crying to the Commander?”

“You touch me and I’ll be ready, mother fucker. You won’t be getting a bitch slap in this time.”

“The only bitch in that jab was you Ace!”

I drew my arm back and Frankie’s hand came up and she slapped me across the face.

I grabbed her hand and pulled her towards me. “Not him!”

“Get your hands off me!”

Shadows and Titan grabbed me and pulled me back as I was stepping around her to go after Ace.

“Not here, man.”

I watched as she turned and kissed him again.

“Get her the FUCK away from him!”

“Jax, that’s enough man. It’s been three years. He’s nothing…”

“That’s Frankie! That’s Will’s kid sister,” I pulled away from them and started to walk towards her.

She whispered in his ear and they both started laughing. I saw red and then I was jacked back by Titan and Shadows—again.

“You two better take your fucking hands off of me!”

“Is there a problem here?” A tanned up, waxed beach bitch walked over flexing his muscles and I laughed. “What’s so fucking funny?”

“You, are you fucking kidding me?”

“Nothing, sorry about that.” Shadows stood in front of me while Titan shoved me down in a bar stool.

“Cut the shit, man, or they’ll kick your ass out,” Titan growled in my ear.

“Like I give a shit.”

“Look up at the stage, man. Little Will is about to enter the wet t-shirt contest. You wanna miss that?”

“Over my dead…” Titan and Shadows shoved me back down. “Back the fuck off.”

“What the fuck is wrong with you, man? Get a damn grip, Lieutenant!”

“She doesn’t even have a fucking t shirt on. She wouldn’t…” She turned as the DJ handed her a t shirt and pulled the dress down as she slipped the white Hot Tuna shirt over her body. I closed my eyes as she turned around. Fuck!

I sat and watched as she danced to some dirty ass song I think was called Talk Dirty. She avoided the water and was pretty damn tame compared to the rest of chicks up there until two girls in the front of the crowd started egging her on. She took a shot from each of them and her face scrunched up as whatever the hell they gave her went down.

Then she looked out over the crowd, cupped her hand to her ear and made the come here signal. The place roared and she walked down the stairs into the crowd, shaking that round ass that had never been there before. She was working the crowd, eye fucking every guy she grinded up against and then pushing them off when they got too close and laughed. She started doing her own thing, a fucking striptease if you ask me. I was this fucking close to jacking her ass up and out of here when she stomped to the beat of the music towards me, hands gliding up her side and into that black curly hair. I could see black lace, sexy as hell and I forced my eyes up to meet hers.

She was right in front of me, pulled my knees apart and started bending her back as she pushed her very nice tits further out.

“Chest to chest, tongue to neck, international oral sex,” She sang in my ear.

She circled her hips to the beat of the music turning her back to me. She bent slowly over, shoving her ass between my legs. I was drunk and it took every ounce of control I had to not grab her ass right then and there.

Control and I don’t really play well together. I put my arm around her waist and pulled her up so she was against me.

“No more, Frankie.”

“Put me down, Jax.”

I walked out into the street carrying her and hailed a cab.

“Put me down, Jax!”

“I’m taking your ass home!”

“You’re not my fucking father, Jax.” She squirmed as the cab pulled over.

I pushed her head down and shoved her in the cab.

The cabby looked concerned. “She’s drunk. Atlantic Ave.”

“You’re drunk, too!”

“No kidding!”

“Miss, would you like me to call the police?”

“Fuck! Frankie, don’t be so fucking difficult.” Unreal I was gonna end up in jail tonight.

“Miss?”

She looked at me, her big brown eyes confused and scared. She shook her head no.

“You have to answer him, Frankie.”

“No,” her voice broke and she took in a deep quivering breath and tears started to fill her eyes.

“Where to then, Frankie?”

“I don’t know?” She wiped furiously at her tears as they began to fall.

I threw my arm over her shoulder. “Don’t cry Francesca.”

“You lied to me. Why, Jax? Why did you say you had to work when…”

“I don’t know, okay?” I wiped her tears. “I just don’t know.”

She pushed her face into my hand as I continued thumbing her tears away. She looked up at me, “I missed you.”

She wrapped her arms around me and I held her. She kissed my cheek, my neck, and up to my lips.

“I’m drunk, Frankie. You’re drunk.”

“I know,” she said against my lips.

“Frankie.” Drunk and emotionally amped up, I kissed her back.

When she moaned against my lips I kissed her harder. She smelled, and tasted so good. So sweet and hot. I knew there was no turning back. Her tongue explored my mouth, mine explored hers. Her hands rubbed my face, my neck, my chest. Every inch she touched ignited something inside me that had never been ignited before.

The cab pulled in front of my place and I got out. She looked up at me as she scooted out.

I walked towards the ocean and she followed.

“Frankie, what the hell are we doing?”

“We’re adults.” She shivered.

“You’re Will’s sister.”

“I don’t think he’ll try to beat you up for kissing me.” She rubbed her arms up and down, warming them.

“You cold?”

“Freezing.”

“If we go in we can’t… Frankie, I’m not good for you.”

“I’m cold.” She turned and walked towards my house.

I walked to the door and unlocked it. I held it open for her and she walked in.

She stood looking around. “I haven’t been here in a while.”

“Not much has changed. Come on, I’ll get you some clothes.”

I walked into my room and heard her following. I walked into the closet, turned on the light and grabbed her a t-shirt and a pair of my jogging pants.

“These will do.” I turned and she was two feet away. Completely naked and absolutely gorgeous. I couldn’t move, couldn’t talk. Fuck, I could hardly breathe.

“Jax, say something.”

I shook my head no and took a step towards her.

“I’m an adult now. I want you and I know you want me.”

“I’m drunk.”

“So am I. But I know I want you. I know you want me.” I started to interrupt and she stepped forward and held her hand to my chest. “I know this will be nothing more than what you would have done with that woman and you know I’m expecting nothing more either, okay?”

I closed my eyes trying to summons something to stop me. Something to kill this need, this desire. I opened my eyes and I saw her.

“Fucking beautiful.”

I grabbed her and kissed her. “God, you’re fucking beautiful, Frankie, when did this happen?”

“Birth, same as you,” she said as she lifted my shirt.

“God forgive me for what I’m about to do,” was the last thing I remember saying.


Burning


Frankie

He lifted me up as he sucked on my neck and down to my collar bone. “Mouth, Jax, mouth.”

He kissed up my jaw. He pulled back and looked at me. “You need to keep quiet.”

I grabbed the back of his head and pulled it to me. With my lips against his I said, “I will not.”

He threw me down on his bed. “Frankie, this shit isn’t gonna work if you keep bossing me around.”

His eyes were red but I saw a twinkle in them.

“Tell that to your dick. Looks like there will be only one problem here.”

He knelt on the floor and grabbed my ankles. “Oh yeah and what’s that?”

I rested my foot on his shoulder and he kissed up my leg.

“Jax.” I sat up and undid his pants. “Jesus, that thing is huge.”

He closed his eyes and tried not to laugh.

I pulled down his pants and his cock shot out at me. “Fuck me.”

“That’s the plan. Unless you’ve changed your mind.” He tried to push me back down and I pushed his hand away.

“Not changing my mind, but this is impressive, Jax.” I held him in my hand and he groaned.

“You talk too much.” He pushed me back down.

“I do that when I’m…oh God,” he was between my legs nipping at my inner thigh.

His nose ran across me and he inhaled a deep breath. “So hot.”

I was ready to say something when his tongue ran up, causing me to jump back.

He grabbed my hips and held me still, “I need to taste you, sweetheart.”

His tongue plunged into me and I gripped the sheets. I had never felt such pleasure in my life. I was holding my breath as he continued his pleasure filled assault on me. I felt like I was about to explode.

“Stop, oh, God, Jax, stop.” I closed my knees around his head as he continued. He peered up at me, his green eyes almost black, and his tongue circled my clit.

I threw my head back and clenched my teeth.

His tongue swept up hitting my core and then my clit again. I looked down at him with my jaw clenched. His eyes lit in desire.

“Let go Frankie,” Jax demanded as his tongue hit that spot again.

“Oh, God.”

“Come on, give it to me.”

“Not yet!” I screamed.

“Now.”

He sucked on my clit and I screamed out his name surrounded by ‘yes’ and ‘fucks’ as he continued making me fall further and further apart.

He kissed his way up my body as I fought to find my breath. He sucked hungrily at my breasts as his hand went between my still quivering sex. He pushed a finger in me and then tried another.

“Jesus, Frankie.”

“Sorry, I just… Oh, God!”

“Fuck, forgive me but I need more.”

He moved back down my body and, as he fingered me into yet another out of control orgasm, he sucked and licked between my legs.

When I lay still, unable to move from the exhaustion he had caused, he moved back up to my breast and then my mouth.

“Tastes so good,” he groaned and then kissed me. “See how fucking good you taste?”

“Jax,” I moaned.

“I need in, Frankie.” He lay between my legs, holding himself above me with one arm as his heavy erection pressed against my belly. “I don’t want to hurt you.”

He rubbed his cock against my opening.

I looked up into his concerned eyes.

“I want you inside me, Jax. Please. I want you so bad.” I was burning inside.

When he pushed in, I closed my eyes.

“Open your eyes, Frankie. I want to see you when I’m pounding into your tiny little pussy. I want to see you when you take me in deep. I want that so bad, I can’t explain why. I don’t understand what the hell…”

“Please.” I opened my eyes and looked at him. He looked so vulnerable.

“Tell me what you want, Frankie. Tell me, damn it!”

“Make love to me.”

His eyes opened wider and he looked stunned.

“Fuck me Jax. Push that huge cock of yours…” He rammed into me, holding nothing back, and stilled as I cried out.

“I’m bottoming out, Frankie. You gotta tell me how much of me you can take.” His teeth clenched as he sucked in a breath between them.

“I want everything you can give me. I want all of you.”

He closed his eyes and growled. “Say it again, Frankie. I need to hear it again, damn it. Let me know it’s not just me that wants this so bad it fucking hurts. So bad it’s all I can think about. So bad it’s haunted me for three fucking…”

I was drunk and so was he. I wasn’t sure if I was just hearing things that I had wanted to hear for so long now.

I looked up at him and his head hung down and his eyes were closed tight.

I sat up and kissed him and pushed him to the side.

“Let me show you, Jax.”

His eyes opened wide and again a look of angst and confusion showed.

Without taking him out of me, I rolled on top of him and kissed him. I held his beautifully chiseled face in my hands as I moved my body. His hands captured my hips and took control of our pace. I sat up and he hissed when I lowered myself down, taking his huge cock fully inside of me. He waited until I began to move and then he took control again, guiding me, moving me, and making me feel more than I had in years. Pleasure and desire.

We met each other’s movements as his fingers rubbed my clit. His other hand was holding my breast as he rubbed my nipple between his fingers.

He sat up, held me close and stilled. “Frankie. You’re stunning, so fucking beautiful. I can’t even think. Please tell me you’re on the pill. Please trust that I don’t do this without condoms. Let me fill you. I need to fill you.”

“Yes…”

He flipped me on my back and began pushing into to me faster and harder. “Come with me, sweetheart.”

“Yes, oh, God, yes.”

He thrust over and over until I felt his cock jerk wildly between my legs. “God, Frankie, fuck, I can’t stop. Feels so good!” He roared.

When he finished, his entire body crashed down on me. I fell asleep with his mouth against my ear, listening to him try to catch his breath, feeling his heart beat against mine and thinking about the words he’d said to me in the most amazing sensual moment of my entire life.

*     *     *

I woke hung over but I felt like the gloom was now gone. The darkness broken by light, I hopped up and saw my dress. I picked it up. It was still wet. I walked into his closet, and grabbed a t-shirt and threw it on. I looked around and saw my underwear on the floor.

I bent over, picked them up and started to laugh.

“What the fuck is this, Frankie?” Jax picked me up and pushed me over the bed.

“Well, good morning, Jax. That would be my ass.” I tried to stand and he held me down.

“How did this happen? What the fuck happened?”

I let myself sag into the bed as he man handled my naked ass.

“It’s a scar.” I tried to stand and he held me firmer. “What the fuck happened?”

I looked over my shoulder and he was staring right at it.

“Hey, Jax?”

His head sprung up. “Yeah?”

“Not that last night didn’t happen and it was great, but I am female and a little bit of privacy would be appreciated.”

He scowled and pulled me up.

I turned and fixed his shirt.

“What the hell happened?”

I smiled at him. “I just want you to know how hot you are even with all this scruff.” I ran my hands nails across his stubble and his eyes narrowed a bit.

“Are you gonna answer the question?”

I started to feel anxiety build up and I shook my head no.

“Bullshit, Frankie.” He pulled me up and dragged me behind him.

“Let go!”

He stopped, and turned around and looked at me. He dropped my hand and stepped back.

I walked back into his room and started to grab my clothes. I turned and looked at the doorway. Jax stood expressionless, looking at me with his arms crossed in front of his chest. It was hard to will myself to look away from him. Jax had always been a fantasy. He was six foot three and built like a statue. His chest, abs, the V, his strong thick thighs, all in perfect proportion. His skin was always sun kissed and glowing. His lips lush and eyes emerald green. His jaw was square and so damn strong. His nose was even perfect. There was not one inch of this man that was undesirable. And now I knew what the rest of him looked like. His cock, the one that I had fantasized about, matched the rest of him, perfectly.

“I don’t want you to know, okay?”

He didn’t say a word and I couldn’t break the control his eyes had over me.

“Sometimes I like to be spanked.”

The muscles in his jaw tightened and the vein in his neck bulged.

“It was an accident. A crop. We hadn’t used anything like it before and…” Jax turned and walked away.

I followed him and saw him pick up my phone.

“What do you think you’re doing?” I tried to grab it and he held it up so I couldn’t reach it.

“His name?”

“None of your business.” I jumped to grab it and he held it higher.

“Tell me it’s that punk ass kid I met. I’ve wanted to bust his ass apart since I met him.” He seethed. “Is that why you’re not together anymore?”

“We are together.”

The look on his face went from shock to emotionless in a second. “I cannot wait to rip his head off.”

I walked into the kitchen scrolling through my phone looking for his number.

“And what are you going to say to him. ‘Hey Joel, I was fucking your girlfriend and as I was looking at her ass’—”

He turned and slammed the phone down on the counter.

“You break up with him right this god damn minute!”

“You can’t tell me what to do!”

“Oh that’s right, I can fuck you, lick and eat you without knowing you’re fucking a guy who happens to be your boyfriend that marks your ASS!”

I went to grab the phone and he snatched it up and held it high again.

“Fuck, Frankie, I won’t call him. I’m calling your Dad. Maybe he’ll go kill the mother fucker!”

I grabbed his dick and squeezed.

He laughed, “You feel that? Nothing like that been inside you before last night has it? You need to squeeze a bit harder when trying to hurt a real man, Frankie. Fuck, I feel bad for you having that pencil dick for all these fucking years. I’m pretty sure I popped your cherry last night because fucking you was like fucking a virgin.”

I let go of him and walked into the bathroom and slammed the door.

I was going to the bathroom when he walked in. “Get out!”

He didn’t leave he stood looking at me.

“I’m trying to pee, Jax!”

“I’m calling your parents.”

“I will never talk to you if you do, not ever again.” I grabbed toilet paper. “Do you mind?”

He turned his back to me.

I wiped, flushed and pushed him out of the way so I could wash my hands.

“If you won’t do as I ask, maybe you’ll listen to them.”

“Maybe you’re just jealous.” I grabbed his toothbrush and he looked at me and tilted his head. “What?”

“How many times has he come inside you?”

“You can’t be serious?”

“I can. I fucked you raw dog last night. If that fuck has done the same, I deserve to know.”

“Never.”

“Don’t lie to me, Frankie.”

“I’m not a liar, Jax.”

He rolled his eyes.

“What? I’m not!”

“Says the girl who failed to mention a boyfriend when she asked me to fuck her.”

I didn’t respond. I finished brushing my teeth and walked around him and out the door.

I heard him dialing my phone and I ran in the bathroom and tried to snatch it again. “You gonna tell them or am I?”

I felt myself tremble, “I’m not a whore, but thank you for making me feel like one.”

“I never said…”

“How many people have you fucked, Jaxson?”

“Plenty, but I can GOD DAMN guarantee I’ve never left a mark on anyone of them! That’s sick shit, Frankie…”

“I asked him to!”

He looked dumbfounded.

I blew a breath up, wanting to cool the burning in my eyes.

“Okay your parents need to know. If you won’t…”

“NO!” I screamed and started to shake. “They’ll find out I haven’t taken that damn Zoloft and they’ll be worried. They don’t need to worry, I can handle this. I have for three years! I can handle it, Jax!”

I walked away and felt my legs become weak. My body was trembling and I was scared. What would they do?

Jax grabbed me and I started to cry.

He lifted me up and carried me to the couch.

“Just leave it alone, Jax. Leave me alone. Last night was …”

“You need help, Frankie. I need to make sure you get it.”

“How did you do it, Jax? How did you get through loosing Will? My parents saw me struggle and made me go to counseling and take anti-depressants. I was sick of feeling like I lived in a cloud of smoke all the time so I flushed them! They were okay thinking I was fine. The first time I asked him to hit me, it hurt like hell, but then the other hurt went away. Then he fucked me and everything was better. I asked him to hit me, I bought the stupid crop. Me, not him. So you do whatever it is you need to do. But know this, they can’t handle any more. I found a way to cope. A way that worked for me.” I tried to stand and he held me tighter. “Just let go, okay. I will never be able to look at you again anyway.”

“Why’s that?” His voice was tender and he kissed the back of my head.

“Well, you think I’m a whore and now you know I’m fucking crazy.”

He kissed me again. “Break up with him. I’ll say nothing to your parents as long as you promise to talk to me when you get low.”

“Like you’ll be around,” I huffed.

“Break up with him and I promise I will be.”

I turned around and looked at him and then looked away, “I can’t even look at you.”

“Why Frankie?”

“Because you know everything.” He took my face and forced me to look at him.

“A girl I banged in Florida probably thinks I’m gay.”

“What are you telling me that for?” I was confused.

“Apparently I said your name in my sleep…”

“What?” I gasped.

“So now who should be embarrassed?”

He blushed.

“Jaxson, you’re blushing.”

“I couldn’t be.”

“No, you are…”

“Great, can we drop this now?”

“No way.” I turned and straddled him and hugged him tighter.

He leaned back and looked up at the ceiling. “What are we doing here, Frankie?” He looked at me. “I was banging a girl, calling her Frankie, who is my dead best friend’s baby sister, who I banged last night, who…”

“Hold up, you were banging her thinking about…”

He stood up and I clung to him so I wouldn’t fall. “Listen, you started this shit when I left back then.”

“Told you I was a good kisser.” He grabbed my ass and carried me to the bedroom.

“True. But you never warned me that you were gonna sprout tits and have the sweetest little pussy in the world.” He sat me on the bed.

“Oh, the world, huh?”

“I’ve been around, Frankie, can you deal with that?”

“I liked to be spanked, can you handle that?”

“You didn’t need to be spanked, you just needed a real dick.” He pulled my shirt up and leaned down and kissed my breast.

“I don’t agree.”

He let my breast fall out of his mouth, “No?”

“No. I think it’s the whole package.”

His eyes had that look as he brushed my hair out of my face. “I want you again.”

“I want you too.”

“I don’t want to hurt you, Frankie. I’m not good at this shit, never tried it before, and never wanted to.”

He was opening up to me. We were opening up to each other.

“How about we play it by ear. And how about you stick to what you do know you’re good at?”

He kissed my nose. “Fucking?”

“I’ve never had oral before.”

“You have got to be kidding me? That poor bastard doesn’t know what he’s missing.” He kissed me again. “You’ll break up with him or I won’t be doing this again.”

“This?” He kissed down my body. “Oh. Oh god. This.”


Poker


Jax

“Training, Frankie, that’s where I need to go, and you need to study, college girl.” I said as I hopped around, putting on my sneakers. I was running late already and I didn’t do late.

“I can study here?”

I bent down and tied my sneaker, “Probably not a good idea. We play cards after Saturday training at my place.”

“Oh, okay.”

She stood up and gathered her things. I stopped and watched her. I knew that face. The one she gave Will every time we left their family home. “You’re pouting.”

“Am not.” She turned her back to me so I couldn’t see her.

“Frankie, we should probably exchange numbers.”

“You sure about that?” She turned and looked at me.

“Wasn’t it you that I told I would try, right before I made you come, again? Or am I missing something. You know what—”

“I do. This is a bad idea.”

She turned and started walking to the door.

“Hey Frankie, I was going to give you a ride.”

“I’ll walk.” She opened the door and walked out.

I grabbed my briefcase and gym bag and was gonna take off after her, but fuck if I knew if that was the right thing to do or not.

I locked up the house and headed out the door. I decided to take the car, just in case she wanted a ride. I didn’t have two helmets, so the bike wouldn’t work.

I drove down the road and pulled over and rolled down the window. She looked over and then quickly away.

“Go away, Jax.”

Son of a bitch, she was crying. I slammed the car into park and jumped out. She saw me and walked faster.

“Frankie! If you want a ride, get back here. I told you this is all new to me. No god damn games.”

She stopped and turned around, “This is new to me too!”

“No, you’ve done this before, fuck you’re still doing it. I never have.”

She started storming towards me, and then walked around me and got in the car.

I jumped in and slammed the door. “What the hell is your problem?”

“You! This! It’s not a good idea.”

“Fine.”

“Fine!”

I drove towards the campus in silence until I couldn’t stand it anymore.

“Tell me what the hell I did. Give me at least that, Frankie.”

“Nothing, you did nothing.”

“Then why are you pissed off and crying.”

“I’m not crying.”

“Come on Frankie it’s me, not some god damn kid who doesn’t know how to eat fucking pussy.”

“Well at least he wouldn’t shove me out the door.”

“I didn’t shove you Frankie. I have to go to work, what would you like me to do?”

She pointed to an apartment building just off campus. I parked and she opened the door and got out. She looked back at me, “Grow up Jax, think beyond yourself. That’s what I want you to do.”

“That’s not fair, Frankie, I told you I had no idea how this works.”

“Well look, let’s just go back to the way it was a month ago.”

“Is that what you want?”

“Yes, it is.”

She slammed the door and ran through the gate and into the courtyard.

I looked at my clock, and I didn’t have time for games. And honestly, I wasn’t sure that’s what she wanted anyway.

As always, my temper got the best of me and I laid rubber as I pulled out onto the street.

I pulled into the hanger parking lot, jumped out and hauled ass inside just in time.

We were training in the pool today, rescue and night vision exercises.

“Alright everyone, today we’re going to crash and burn.” A bunch of the new jacks chuckled. “This is no joke. Today you’ll live and so will the people you rescue but when you’re out there for real, you have no idea what’s gonna happen. The better trained you are, the better chance you and everyone around you have at surviving.”

*     *     *

I was in the locker room changing when Titan and Shadows walked in.

“You take care of little Will last night?”

“Yeah.” I shut my locker. “Let’s go play cards.”

“I’ll ride with you, Shadows, you stopping at the store?”

“Sure thing.” Shadows flipped his shades down and walked to his Jeep.

We got in my car and I started it up. “Spill it, Irons.”

“What are you talking about Titan?”

“Little Will.”

“Her name is Francesca and there’s nothing to spill.”

I backed out of my spot and pulled out of the parking lot.

“This how it’s gonna go?”

“Titan, this isn’t up for discussion.”

“The fuck it’s not. You were an ass today so one of two things happened. You either fucked her or you didn’t.”

I didn’t feed into his shit. It was none of his business.

“And for what I’m guessing by the shape you two left in, you fucked her. Now you’re pissed at yourself ‘cause she’s Will’s baby sister.”

“Titan,” I warned.

“And if you fucked her, you better believe Will would be ecstatic that two people he loved were dating. But if the fuck didn’t lead into something you’re an asshole.”

“I’m an asshole?”

“If you did her like you do everyone else then yeah, you’re an asshole.”

I pulled through the gate and out onto the street.

“So are you an asshole, or are you dating little Will?”

“She has a boyfriend.”

“You banged Will’s sister?”

“Enough! I don’t wanna talk about Frankie, understand?”

“No man, I don’t fucking understand.”

“Not that it’s any of your fucking business, because it’s not. But yeah, Frankie and I fucked. Then shit went south and she walked out.”

“Then fix that shit.”

“Titan, I am almost at boiling point. Back off.”

“What would you say if I was fucking Will’s kid sister? We loved him too. He was one of us. Thicker than blood, man, remember?”

“She has a boyfriend.”

“Did you ask her to dump him?”

“Yeah I did, what the fuck do you think I did?”

Titan knew I was gonna blow but he pushed and now he knew that she blew me off.

“Sorry, man.”

“Yeah, whatever. I’m killing this conversation, understand?”

“I sure do.”

*     *     *

I spent the rest of the weekend drinking with the guys. We didn’t go out, we chilled at my place. Sunday, dad called.

“Well, we have the support we need to move ahead, son.”

“Support?” I sat up and scratched my still foggy head.

“The Republican party is nominating me. They are all on board.”

“That’s great.” I looked at the clock and it was noon already.

“You know what this means, right?”

“Keep my shit together and smile pretty, yeah. I know what to do.”

“We’re campaigning now. So that means we divide and conquer. Your mother is working on a list of events close to you. She will email you a schedule. I expect that you attend them and represent me just like you’ve been taught, son. This is it, this is what we’ve been working toward.”

“I’ll see what I can do.” I lay back and looked at the ceiling.

“Please keep in mind, discretion is important. The Democratic Party will be looking for anything they can to discredit me. No fights, no unruly women, no drinking and driving, no—”

“I got it, Dad. I’ll do what I can.”

“Good, I know you will.”

“Congratulations, sir.”

I hung up the phone and lay back down. I tried to go back to sleep but it wasn’t happening.

I pulled my lazy ass out of bed, and pulled on some shorts and decided to go for a run. I needed to clear my head and let go of this guilt I had been carrying around for two days. She didn’t want anything more and that was just fine.

As I ran, I thought a little harder about my situation. I never promised not to tell her parents about that slimy fuck. And Will would want me to watch out for her, regardless. I fucked up, I fucked up bad. It never should have happened but I couldn’t walk away now. I needed a plan and then I would give her a chance to fix things before going to her folks. Maybe after that, I could turn the shit off in my head. Because God knows I couldn’t stop thinking about her.

*     *     *

Monday morning didn’t come soon enough. I had been awake since three and, because I had one too many damn dreams about her, I didn’t wanna go back to sleep.

I walked into the training center knowing we had a presentation this morning and then I was in the air that afternoon. I never looked forward to sitting through these things. It’s not like one was any different from the next, but it was hours towards qualifications so it had to be done.

I walked past the desk where Ace was leaning over, talking to a skirt. I couldn’t even look at the bastard. I wanted to crush him.

“Morning, Jax,” he said in a fake ass way, obviously trying to either get in the civilian’s skirt or looking for me to lose my shit on him in front of the civilian.

I walked on by and turned down the hall to the training room. Everyone was already seated when I walked in., Shadows was tilted back in his chair and waved me over. I walked over and sat.

“Good way to start the week, huh?” He winked.

“Fucking great.” I plopped down.

Titan was all smiles. “You have a good weekend?”

“Hell, yeah, I did. Left your place Saturday night and found myself a hot piece of ass at Tuna’s. Dropped her off at Dominion this morning. Fine, fine young lady who happens to have a serious oral fixation. I think I’m in love.”

He held out his fist waiting for the bump, Shadows and I obliged.

Commander Smith walked in and we all stood. “At ease.” He set his file down and looked directly at me. “About two weeks ago, headquarters received several applications for internships from Old Dominion. Normally this company doesn’t accept any, however, one was accepted. I didn’t find out until this morning and truly wish that I had more time to prepare you all for this.”

I wasn’t sure why the hell he was staring at me but he was.

“A couple of the SEAL teams will be joining us as well. Lieutenant Ace offered to do the introduction. Please give all due respect to Ace and the intern who will be joining us for the next six weeks.”

He came around and sat right behind me.

Ace walked in and stood at the podium. “A few years ago we suffered a tragedy and lost one of our own.”

No fucking way. I shifted and then felt a hand on my shoulder.

I looked back at Smith and he shook his head back and forth.

“The accident could have easily been avoided had this information been available to us then. I would like to introduce Miss. Francesca Cruz, a junior at Old Dominion whose research and findings came a bit too late to save her brother, and our brother, Lieutenant William Cruz. She has dedicated her time and efforts into trying to spread the word and hopefully save some lives.”

My heart was beating out of my chest when she walked up to the podium and set her notebook down.


Flight


Frankie

“Good morning. I am Francesca Cruz. Three years ago we lost my brother, Will, due to a horrible accident that took not only his life but the life of Robert Snell. A year later, we were finally given an explanation as to why my brother crashed and was killed in a rescue mission.”

I took the remote and clicked on the presentation I had prepared. “As you see here, we have energy drinks. Moonstar, RockStars, five hour boost, and the one here that gives you wings. They all look perfectly safe and they’re sold in every convenience store and drug store in America. So they’re perfectly safe, right? No. Wrong.”

“Energy drinks are sold as nutritional supplements so the FDA does not regulate nor limit the amount of caffeine, taurine, ginseng, carnitine, or other stimulants that are added. Caffeine in a cup of coffee gives us a boost at 100mg. These substances in small doses are pretty innocuous. However, many of these energy drinks give us five times that in one drink. This is not only dangerous but can be deadly. Sleep disturbance, restlessness, elevated heart rate and blood pressure, arrhythmia, seizures and even deaths have been reported and linked to these seemingly safe drinks.”

“As pilots and flight crew, you know what obstacles you are up against while in flight. You have to depend on your ability to stay calm, and react with the precision with which you were trained to perform. It should be very clear why these drinks are dangerous to your ability. The US Navy has begun testing pilot flight performance. So far, it is evident that after drinking energy drinks a pilot’s abilities are notably impaired.”

“Colonel Smith has agreed to let me be part of the team assigned to getting a new policy placed in AvMed prohibiting pilots from flying for twenty four hours after an energy drink is consumed. That being said, you’ll more than likely be seeing me around here a lot more often.”

“Thank you for your time. If you have any questions, I will try to answer them to the best of my ability.”

Hands shot up and Colonel Smith walked up and stood next to me at the podium.

I pointed to one of the men whose hand was raised. “Your brother was a great man, Miss Cruz. His and Roberts loss still weighs heavy on many of our hearts. But with all due respect, twenty four hours seems like a bit of overkill, don’t you think? I mean alcohol can’t be consumed for twelve hours preflight.”

“Alcohol’s effects are known. Studies have been conducted and it is regulated by the FDA.”

“The stuff in these drinks is mostly all natural.”

“I understand that, but that argument won’t work. Caffeine is a natural ingredient but again, you wouldn’t drink five cups of coffee down in the matter of minutes and expect that not to affect you. Calling something all natural and assuming it’s safe is, with all due respect, ignorant.”

I avoided eye contact with Jax but his presence was not easily ignored. I continued answering questions and when I had finished, I glanced over at another hand in the air.

“Your question?”

“Frankie, we loved your brother and I just want you to know that you have our support. He’d be proud of you.”

“Thanks Titan, that means everything to me.”

After spending the next three hours with Colonel Smith setting up a schedule and teams to conduct the studies I wanted to do, it was time for me to leave.

As I was walking down the hall Ace was walking out of the training room.

“Miss Cruz,” he smiled.

“Ace?”

“That’s me. Can you and I have lunch? I’d like to talk to you about something.”

“Sure, let me know when and I’ll see if I’m free.”

“You free now?”

“I guess I am.”

We decided to meet at a Mexican restaurant on Hampton. As I drove, I thought about the fact that Jax and I hadn’t even talked and I regretted what had happened between us. I knew how I felt about him but I’m sure it was compelled by how much I wanted Will back. Jax and Will were a team. Will rarely came home without Jax. I knew at some point I needed to talk to him because losing him completely was not an option for me, but what had happened between us was wrong.

I parked and sat in the car to return a message from my parents. They wanted to do dinner soon and hear about how things were going. I looked up and Ace was standing by the restaurant door.

He was a very attractive man. Tall, built, blonde spikey hair, and piercing blue eyes. Yes, Ace was very nice looking and I wasn’t sure what this was about but I wasn’t interested in another one night stand with a friend of Will’s.

He pulled my chair out and I sat.

“The steak enchiladas are the best here.”

“Have you had the chicken enchiladas?”

“No, but the way you say it, sounds much better that I do. Maybe I’ll have to give them a try for that reason alone.”

I looked up and he was smiling at me.

“I think you’d like them.”

“I think I would, too.”

He sat back and continued staring at me.

“Look, I was under the impression you wanted to discuss something.”

“Right. I just wanted to eat lunch before. Is that all right with you?”

“No, not really.”

“Fine. What I am going to tell you is understandably going to make you angry.”

“Okay, look, I think we should just cut through the pleasantries and get to it, shall we?”

“As you wish.” He sat back and ran his hands through his hair. He shook his head and then leaned forward looking me straight in his eyes. “I blamed Will for Bobbie’s death. I told Irons it was Wills fault. I was pissed, I started a fight—”

“You were grieving.”

He stopped and sat back. No words were exchanged.

I looked down trying to gather my thoughts when the waitress came to take our order.

“Francesca?”

I looked up at him and then at the waitress. “Chicken enchiladas.”

“Make that two orders, please,” he picked up the menus and handed them to her.

When she walked away he leaned forward. “You’re pretty damn amazing you know that?”

“I understand grieving. It’s not all that amazing.”

“Yeah, well, your brother’s best friend didn’t.”

“Jax?”

“Who else?” He took a drink and sat back, “The guys a loose cannon. He heard me and my boys venting and then broke my nose.”

I didn’t mean to laugh but I did. He didn’t look angry he just shook his head back and forth.

“Jax loved Will. He’s a good guy.”

“I’ll take your word for it. So what happened when he dragged you out of Tuna’s the other night? You do know that was all about me. He and I, well we will never be close.”

“That’s too bad. Will thought an awful lot of him.”

“So what’s Irons to you now, your protector?”

“Well Jax does whatever Jax wants to do, so I guess if that’s his chosen role there isn’t much I can do about it.”

“So, if I wanna take you out again, I have to go through him?”

“I didn’t say that. Nor did I know that this was ‘taking me out’.”

“Okay, that’s fair.”

He sat back and stared at me then smiled, “You’re a very beautiful girl, Francesca. I will absolutely want to take you out. If I have to make nice with Irons, then that’s what I will do.”

“Oh, I don’t know about that,” I laughed, because I knew damn well Jax would have a problem with it. Not because of what took place between him and me but because of Will. I could forgive, I just wasn’t sure Jaxson Irons was built the same.

When we left the restaurant Ace tried to kiss me, I turned so he caught my cheek, “A lady, huh?”

“Of course.” I smiled and waved as I walked away.

*     *     *

I pulled up in front of my apartment and grabbed my bags. I wanted to do some more work before meeting the people chosen to be on the committee to help set restrictions on the use of energy drinks for pilots and soldiers. Aside from school, this is what was most important to me. I couldn’t change what happened but I could hopefully stop it from happening again.

I was walking up the stairs when I heard my name. I turned around and saw Jax walking towards me.

He stopped abruptly, about two feet in front of me. He looked angry, and I would not be intimidated by Jax. I stood taller and rolled my eyes.

“Can I help you?”

“No, but you can answer four questions for me.”

I turned and started walking up the stairs, “Make it quick, I have work to do.”

“Why didn’t you tell me?”

“Tell you what, Jax?” I unlocked the door and walked in.

“How Will died. Why didn’t you tell me?”

I sat my bag down and turned around and looked into his eyes.

“I thought you knew. I thought—”

“I didn’t. Family did and the Navy did, but I didn’t,” he poked himself in the chest. “I didn’t fucking know!”

His hands were trembling and he fisted them.

“Have a seat, Jax. I’ll get you a drink.”

“Question two.” His bark caused me to stop and turn around.

“Alright let’s hear it.”

“Why didn’t you tell me you would be doing an internship where I work?”

“It didn’t come up, Jax.” I walked in and grabbed two bottles of water out of the fridge.

“I think you should rethink it.” I walked in and sat down and handed him a water. “I don’t want it.”

“Okay, well explain to me why I should rethink it.”

“I work there. That’s where I train, that’s where I—”

“So what, Jax? So I should hide in my own little corner of the world so you can what? Avoid me, shun Ace for—”

“Question three!”

“No! Do you hear yourself, Jaxson Irons? It’s all about you, isn’t it? Every question is about what you want. Well, you know what, that’s not how the world works. I’m sorry you didn’t know what was found in the investigation of Will’s crash, Jax, but did you even ask anyone? And I’m sorry you don’t want me to work where you do, but that’s where Will worked too, you know.” I stood up and walked towards the door. I couldn’t even look at him. “It’s time for you to leave.”

“The fuck it is,” he growled as he walked over and slammed the door shut. “Stay the fuck away from Ace. He’s a piece of shit and if you knew—”

“I do know. He told me at lunch today. He was grieving too, Jax. He lost someone too.”

“Question four.”

“No, I don’t—”

“Did you break up with—”

“That is none of your business.”

“I told you what I would do.”

He was inches from me, and moving closer.

“Jax—”

“Break it off now. Right now, god damn it, Frankie. While I’m standing here so I know you did as you were told.”

“As I was told? Really? How well do you think that’s gonna work?” I stepped back and was against the door.

“It’ll work just fine.” He took another step towards me.

“Jax—”

His hands were on the door on each side of my head and he leaned in. “You gonna stay with him after you fucked me?”

“I was drunk.”

His eyes bore into mine trapping me in every possible way.

He leaned in and whispered in my ear, “While I was eating your pussy the next morning you were sober, sweetheart.”

I wouldn’t stand up to him while he was this close, I couldn’t move and I couldn’t stop desire’s flame from igniting. I closed my eyes, turned my head towards him and my lips touched his.

He breathed out slowly against me face and then his tongue touched my lips, I tried not to move, not to make a sound but a whimper escaped.

His lips crashed against mine and I grabbed the sides of his head. My tongue met his greedily,; ready to taste the sweetness of his mouth, a taste I had craved since our mouths last touched. His hands cupped my ass and squeezed hard as he lifted me. I wrapped my legs around his waist and he pushed me against the door. My hips rocked into his growing erection and he groaned into my mouth. I let go and reached down, pulling at his shirt like it was on fire and he needed to be freed of it. He pushed his leg between my knees as he lifted his arms, then I pulled his shirt over his head. He pulled mine off and then my bra. I pushed my rigid nipples against his chest, needing to feel his skin against mine. His mouth closed over mine as he held my hips and rocked them against his leg. I began unbuckling his belt as his hand pushed under my skirt. I continued rubbing myself against his leg as his finger circled my clit.

I unbuttoned and unzipped his pants and found he had nothing on under them. I stroked him as I tried to guide him into me. His skilled fingers continued the pleasant torture and tease until finally, “I’m gonna come, Jax. I’m gonna come.”

I tried to move, to adjust so that I could feel his massive length pounding into my core, filling me to the point than pain became pleasure but his fingers continued to move and his knee pushed up against me and I couldn’t hold back any longer.

“Oh, God, oh, yes, oh,” I pushed my mouth against his chest, knowing I was not going to be able to stop until I came down from the intoxicating high that Jax brought me to. A height I had never reached before, a peak that I would never forget.

As I panted, he pulled his hand out from under my skirt and lowered his knee allowing my feet to both touch the floor.

I held onto his obliques and rested my head on his chest. Opening my eyes I saw his beautiful cock standing straight and I pushed him back and started kissing my way slowly down his chest and belly as his cock rubbed against me. I looked up into his hooded eyes and then took him in my hand.


Break Up


Jax

I stepped back away from Frankie and lifted her up. She looked confused, but I wasn’t. Not at all.

“When you’ve broken up with him, that’s all yours.” I pulled my pants up and adjusted myself as I buttoned and zipped. “Until then, you don’t get that part of me.”

“Go to hell, Jax.” She turned and opened the door, “And get out.”

“Stay away from Ace, and break up with your boyfriend. You have two days before I make a call.”

“And say what, ‘Hey I’ve been banging your twenty one year old daughter and’—”

“That’s not fair, Frankie.” I grabbed the back of her head, pulled her closer and kissed her hair.

She pushed me away, “Do whatever it is you wanna do. You will, anyway.”

Walking out was nearly as hard as it was coming there in the first place. But I did it.

*     *     *

When I got home, I ordered take out and went for a run. I needed to clear my head. I needed to figure out what the hell I was gonna do, how I would tell her parents. How I could make things right or how I could walk away.

Nothing was clear to me. Nothing in my life before this moment wasn’t a laid out plan. The only thing that had changed was everything that was fucking important to me. My best friend had been gone for three years; I had avoided any connection to him for that long, and then Frankie. Fuck!

I was a man of my word and, by God, if she didn’t do as I said. Break up with a fucking boy who beats her because he can’t make her feel any other way. I was gonna do what I had to do.

I grabbed my laptop and checked my email. Mother had sent me a list of events, or opportunities as she called them. I chose three that were close enough to Norfolk to drive and were close in date. I needed something to keep me occupied. I had no desire to go out and no desire to sit home.

Luckily, I was doing flight rescue drills so I wouldn’t run into Frankie for the next couple days. But after that I would run into her and I prayed she’d do the right thing.

*     *     *

I sat looking at the clock and typed in Frankie’s number. I got it from a file in the training center. Wrong or right, it had to be done.

I sent a message:

Two hours, Frankie.

I stood up and walked out the sliding glass doors and onto the deck. I stood staring at the ocean.

I turned around when I heard the doors slide open.

“Hi,” I leaned back against the railing and watched her pull her phone out of her pocket.

She pushed a button and it rang a few times before I heard his voice.

“Hello.”

“Hey Joel.”

“What’s up?”

“Look, this thing we’ve been doing has to stop.”

“I agree, wasn’t my idea to begin with. You’re the one who likes it dirty, girl.”

Her eyes closed and her cheeks turned pink.

“Joel I mean all of it. I’m breaking up—”

“What the fuck ever, Frankie. Seriously, over the fucking phone, that’s a bitch move, you know. You ought to have your ass beat for that.”

“Yeah, well, here’s the thing. I’m not calling you names, so you shouldn’t be—”

“Who the fuck is he, who’s beating your ass now, or have you gotten into even more twisted shit?”

“No one’s beating my ass, Joel. Look, I gotta go.”

“No fucking problem, Frankie, and just so you know, I’ve gotten more head since starting college than you ever gave.”

“Congratulations. Goodbye, Joel.”

She hung up the phone and looked up at me. “You happy now?”

“Yes.”

“You know it’s not going to change a thing. I’ll find someone else to make me feel and you’ll have to wonder if this guy will stop once he starts. Joel knew the word no. So you sleep on that one.”

“What makes you think I’m gonna let you sleep with anyone else?”

“Fuck you, Jax.”

“And only me. We do this my way.”

“What the hell are you talking about? Me and you? Yeah, right. It lasted, what, two hours before you kicked me outta here to play cards? I have no desire to be fourth or fifth on someone’s to do list.”

I couldn’t help but laugh and then she turned around and opened the door.

I grabbed her shoulder and turned her around, “That’s why you walked out of here. That’s why you got all pissed off and crazy acting?”

“Don’t laugh at me Jax. Don’t you fucking laugh at me!”

Tears started pouring down her face, “Okay. Jesus, Frankie.”

I pulled her into my arms and hugged her.

“Let go, Jax.”

“I can’t, Frankie. I wish I could but I can’t.”

She was a mess. She was a mess and had been trying to hold it all together for three fucking years now.

I stood back and held her biceps.

“You’re beautiful when you cry, Frankie.”

She looked at me like I was insane and fuck, maybe I was.

“Look, I don’t wanna hurt you or be hurt by you. For three years now I’ve thought about you. And for three years it felt wrong to do that. I stayed away. After the other night,” I closed my eyes and shook my head, “I have no idea how that will ever happen. So no, you won’t be sleeping with anyone else. You don’t go to dinner with Ace. You can—”

“Jax I can’t do this right now. I can’t—”

I took her hand and walked inside. “You’re tired.”

“I am. I want to go home and sleep.”

“Sleep here.” She scowled at the floor. “I’ll make you dinner.”

She didn’t say no and I walked her to my room. She laid down on my bed and I covered her up.

*     *     *

I grilled steak and roasted vegetables, then threw out the takeout I had ordered. When she walked out, she rubbed her eyes and looked at me.

“You sleep well?”

She rubbed her arms and yawned.

“You still like steak?”

“Yeah.”

“Have a seat on the couch; I’ll bring dinner to you.”

I was cutting up the veggies and steak when there was a knock on the door.

“It’s open,” I yelled.

“You still held up in here thinking about Little Will?”

She cleared her throat and Shadows looked into the living room. “Jesus Jax, you could’ve told me.”

“Hi, Shadows.”

“Francesca how are you?”

“Fine, thank you. I’m just gonna use the bathroom,” she said as she started walking down the hall.

“What’s going on?” Shadows whispered.

“I’m hopeful that things are moving in the right direction.”

“Which is?”

“I want her to be my girl.”

“Your girl?”

“Yes, Shadows, mine.”

She walked out of the bathroom looking at us. I could tell she was a little uncomfortable, but, typical Frankie, she put on a big smile. “Did he invite you to dinner as well?”

I raised my eyebrows and shook my head.

“No, he actually didn’t. I just stopped over to let him know we may be getting called out in a few days.”

“Really?”

She sounded a little upset.

“Frankie, when we train for a week straight you can safely assume something’s going on.” Shadows reached over to the platter I had prepared and grabbed a potato. “Alright see you both in the morning.”

When he left, she walked up and sat on the barstool. “Do you know where you’ll be going?”

I picked up the platter and two forks, “To the couch. I’m starving.”

“I saw take out, you can’t be that hungry still.”

I set the platter on the coffee table and went back to the kitchen, “Didn’t eat it.” I opened the fridge, “Wine or beer, Francesca?”

“Beer is fine.” She sat on the couch with her legs under her and I handed her a Guinness.

“Hope you like dark, it’s all I have.”

“It’s fine.” She took a sip and set it down, then reached for the fork.

“Uh uh, I wanna feed you.”

“Jax, I’m perfectly capable.”

“I know that. But when you were sleeping I thought about you. I thought about what I wanted to do for you.” I held the forkful of potato up to her mouth, “Open.”

She chewed the potato and I watched. Her eyes rolled back and she moaned a little, “What did you put on these, they’re delicious?”

“More?”

“God, yes.” She scooted closer and opened her mouth.

“You’ve been bullshitting everyone since Will died. Acting like you’re okay, worrying about your parents and it struck me that no one has taken care of you.”

She held her hand in front of her mouth, shielding it as she talked, “Who’s taken care of you Jax?”

“I’m not the same as you. You know that, pointed it out, actually.” I held the fork up. “Open.”

She held her hand up again before speaking with her mouth full, “I was angry.”

“But not dishonest. It’s true, I do think of me and how things affect me. But now I want to think of,” I stopped ‘cause I was feeling a lot less confident about it than I did while I played out the scenario in my head. “I want to think of us as a unit, a team. Me being the leader, of course.”

“Because?”

“I think it’s obvious Frankie. I have some pretty strong feelings for you.”

She smiled, “No, silly, why should you be the leader?”

“Because I can’t be any other way. And honestly I don’t think you’d want it any differently. What I mean Frankie is I want to take care of you. I want your parents—”

“Hold up, Irons, I don’t want them to be caused any pain when you’ve had enough of me or I’ve had enough of you. We can leave them out of it, okay?”

“We can discuss it, but I don’t want to lie to your parents. And when you move in—”

“Jax, I have a year left of school. I have an apartment. I don’t think we need to rush this.”

“I don’t want you to tell me what you think I wanna hear. I’ve been with a lot of women, Frankie, women who I made no promises, who said they understood I wasn’t relationship material. Then when it ends and I move on, it’s different. My point, don’t act like you don’t want this when we both know you do. Don’t pussy foot around my emotions because I don’t play that way.”

“You’re pretty sure of yourself.”

“I am. I know who I am and I know you want me as much as I want you.”

“Maybe I’m here for the steak.” She opened her mouth, asking for more.

“I’m pretty sure that’s exactly why you’re here.”

She shook her head and looked down. “It can’t be that easy, Jax.”

“Everything else in the past three years has been hell. Don’t you think its time for easy?”

“I miss him,” she whispered.

“Me too, sweetheart, me too.”

“I hated when he left, every time he left, it hurt.”

“Is that why you’re not sure about us? Is it because of what I am?”

“Jax, I don’t think I could handle losing someone else again.”

“They say only the good die young, Frankie. I’m not all that good.”

“Don’t you think we should think about this a little more? What if it’s because of Will?”

“It was because of Will that I know you. It was because of Will that I care about you. It’s because of Will that I understand what you need. I watched him handle you for years.”

“Handle me?”

I smiled and nodded, “I also watched you handle him, so don’t get pissy. But understand, I know all your little tricks to tug at someone’s heart strings. That being said, it’s also because of Will, that I know what you want and what you need emotionally. But Frankie, Will, wasn’t here when I started caring deeper. He wasn’t in Pensacola when I couldn’t get you out of my mind. He wasn’t here when we kissed that night and I felt a need that I had never felt for a woman before. That was all you.”

“But if he was here—”

“I’d have some explaining to do, because one look at you as a woman and I would’ve used every move I had to get you under me.”

She tried not to smile and looked down. “What would he have said?”

“He would have been pissed, but when he figured out that I wanted to do you right, I’m sure he would’ve been just fine with it.”

“But if you hurt me…” she looked up sadly.

“He would know I’m a man of my word and if I said I wanted to take care of you, that’s exactly what I would do.”

I held up the fork and she shook her head back and forth. “I don’t want any more. I want you to take me to bed.”

I wanted nothing more than to do just that. “When can we tell your folks?”

She stood up and started undressing very slowly and I knew I was not going to be able to walk away, I did that two days ago and it nearly killed me.

“You said I could have that part of you when I broke up with Joel. It’s time to pay the piper.”

Her blouse fell to the floor, exposing a red lacy bra that I am sure should be illegal because it, alone, could cause men to tear down a country. She undid her pants and slowly they shimmied down her body, exposing matching red lacy booty shorts. I wanted her to turn around so I would see how that tight little ass looked in them.

“You just going to sit there and stare at me or are you going to accept this mission, soldier?”

“It’s all very tempting, sweetheart, but I’m pretty sure you’re breaking laws right now.”

“Oh yeah, how’s that?”

“You could start a war, Frankie. Nobody should look that beautiful.”

And then she turned around and walked into my room.

As I walked in the room after her, my house phone rang.

“You gonna get that?” Frankie asked as she sat on my bed.

“No.”

I pulled my shirt over my head and tossed it on the ground. Then I walked up to the foot of my bed, hooked my hands around the back of her knees and pulled her down to the edge.

“Where to start?” I leaned over and kissed the top of her head.

‘Jaxson, it’s your mother,’ came over the answering machine. ‘We need to discuss the events you will be attending.’

“Jax, you should get…oh God.”

I took her lacy little bra down and licked her hard nipple as I reached around and unhooked it.

‘You’ll need to bring a date, so I have arranged to have Mimi Deveroux attend with you to three of them.’

Frankie’s body stiffened and I leaned back on my heels and looked at the little scowl she had going.

“Frankie—”

“No. I don’t wanna know, okay.” She looked up at me, “What? I don’t.”

I stood up and grabbed the phone, “Mother, it’s Jaxson I want you to…”

“Mother, listen, I don’t need a date…”

“No, that’s not all right with me…”

“Look, I’m seeing someone.”

Frankie shook her head back and forth telling me no.

“No. When we’re ready you can meet her, just not now…”

“This is not up for discussion…”

“Of course I will ask her to accompany me but if she doesn’t feel ready for all that yet, then I will be going alone…”

“I don’t care how it will look…”

“I understand I am part of this family…”

“As I said, when she’s ready, then…”

“I understand…”

“No mother, she isn’t someone with baggage…”

“I’m not hiding anything. When she’s ready…”

“No, she’s not indebted to this family at all, it’s not her duty…”

“I will talk with her and get back to you…”

“Mother, cancel Mimi. Goodnight.”

I looked over and Frankie, who had been sexy as hell sitting on my bed moments ago, was now wrapped in my blanket twisting her hair in her finger like she did when she was upset when she was younger.

I stood up and walked over to her and sat down. “Why are you upset?”

“I’m not.”

I took her hand and kissed it, “You twist your hair when you’re upset. So spill it. What’s upsetting you?”

She shrugged and took in a long deep breath, “Jax, I want you.”

“That’s perfect because I have never wanted anyone the way I want you.”


Darkness


Frankie

He pulled me onto his lap and I wrapped my legs around him. His mouth covered mine and he sucked on my lips. His hands ran slow and firmly up and down my back as I pushed my tits against his bare chest. I needed more than this.

I pushed my tongue in his mouth, exploring, trying to focus on anything but the slow burn that needed to be set ablaze. He tasted like mint and beer. I held his face in my hands and pulled it closer to me as I licked deeper into his mouth.

I felt him growing hard underneath me. I began rotating my hips and grinding against him. He pulled back and looked at me. Desire and need emitted through his eyes, causing my body’s hunger to increase.

I reached between us and stroked his colossal erection. His eyes hooded and he groaned. I stepped off his lap onto the floor and pulled him up to rid him of his shorts. As I moved down, I rubbed my face against his hard cock, causing him to twitch and release a groan that made my insides shutter. After he stepped out of his shorts, I pushed him back to sit on the bed. I walked to his side, bent over his toned leg and licked the pre-cum from his cock. His reached across my back and his hand cupped my sex with his palm pressed against me. I took his shaft in my hand and stroked him as I licked his broad head. His finger slid between my folds and he slowly rubbed his fingertip around my opening.

I took him in my mouth further, slowing my descent to lick the rim of his broad head and then stroke every bulging vein I could find.

“That’s so good, Frankie,” he hissed.

His finger pushed inside of me and he began circling, stretching, making me even more wet than I already was. I took him in my mouth as far as I could. He pushed another finger inside of me. I sucked up and down him faster, pushing my pussy against his hand.

“That’s it, sweetheart,” he said as he pulled my hair away from my face. “Fucking beautiful.”

He began fingering me harder as I moved faster up and down his cock.

“Damn, you better slow down, girl.”

I filled my mouth as full of him as I could and swallowed.

“Fuck!” his hand left my hair and his fingers pulled out from between my legs. Then they took my hips and lifted them as he lay back, pulling me on top of him. I sucked harder and faster as he spread me and began licking my saturated pussy. My hips rocked against his face and his thrusts were forcing his cock further into my mouth.

His tongue plunged deeper inside me and I felt my orgasm approaching. “Jax.”

“Give it to me,” he growled.

He spread me wider while I sucked him feverishly. I wanted him to come with me. I wanted to feel him go off in my mouth. I wanted to taste him, swallow him and suck him dry.

His finger pushed inside of me, “You gotta stop.”

“No,” I said and descended again.

“Final fucking warning,” he said and then sucked hard on my pussy. He licked my clit circling, sucking and then cried out. “Frankie!”

His cock twitched in my mouth as my pussy clenched around his tongue. I swallowed his first shot as it hit the back of my throat and continued until he was empty.

Exhausted, I lay against his warm body as he continued to slowly rub my insides and cover my sensitive post-orgasmic flesh with petal soft kisses.

After several minutes, he slowly rolled to his side so I was on the bed. He sat up and pushed my hair away from my face.

“Thank you.”

His thanks were sincere, as if I had just given him something he had wanted for a long time. I knew how he felt. Jaxson Irons was my first crush. At twelve I desperately wanted his attention, at thirteen I prayed for him to be my first kiss, at fourteen I wanted him to notice my changing body, at fifteen I wondered what he felt, if anything, for me. At sixteen I wanted him to hold me for longer than the five second quick hug he’d give me and my parents before he left, at seventeen I wanted him to touch me, at eighteen I gave up hope that he would ever notice me and started dating Joel, and then after Will’s death I had nothing to lose by telling him how I felt.

Then he left and what little hope I had slipped into the same dark hole we had lowered Will’s casket in that same day. That day I lost my brother, my hero, and I lost the man who I had loved since I was twelve years old.

It wasn’t until I saw him again that I felt hope creep back into my life.

“My pleasure.”

His eyes were on my hips and his hand was rubbing my ass. I laid back to let him continue looking at me. His hand moved to my belly and continued moving up until he was at my breasts. His eyes devoured every inch of me.

No one had ever looked at me the way he was looking at me now. No one had ever made me feel pleasure that took away the need to feel pain. No one had ever made me feel as desired as he did.

He put his hands on each side of my shoulders and bent down, taking my nipple in his mouth and biting down on it. I closed my eyes and arched my back, pushing against him. He sucked and released and moved to the next.

Looking down, I noticed his cock was getting harder, causing me to pull my knees together.

His knee pushed between mine, spreading me again. He held himself over my body as he continued moving from breast to breast, pleasing and teasing me. He reached down and rubbed his cock against me and I whimpered as he dragged it across my swollen nub.

He pulled it down and placed it at my opening and then slowly began entry. I wrapped my legs around his body and pushed into him, wanting more.

“Easy, I don’t wanna break you.”

“No?” I moaned as I pushed against him again.

“Bruise you a bit, maybe.”

“Don’t be a tease, Jax.”

He pushed one hand underneath me and squeezed as he pushed in slowly. “You’re so wet, sweetheart.”

“Is that a problem?”

“Hell, no. Makes it a little easier to get in here.” With that, he surged forward and I cried out.

He pulled back, almost leaving me entirely, and I grabbed his tight, muscular ass, trying to push him back in.

“Patience,” he whispered as he nipped my neck.

I was about to tell him no, I have none, when he slammed into me again.

“Yes.”

Again he pulled out and stilled.

“Jax—” His thrust took my breath away. “Oh God.”

“Is that what you want?” he asked as he withdrew again.

“Please.”

He thrust in harshly again and now there was no reprieve from his assault. He moved in and out, in and out, pounding into me. A sexual scent filled the room. Not like Joel and I did together, but a light musk and manly smell, the intoxicating scent of Jax and me.

He plunged into me., “Kiss me, taste yourself on my tongue.”

And I did. I sucked his tongue as he fucked me harder and harder. There was no slowing down, no stilling so that he didn’t come too quickly, he just kept going. The feelings, the taste and scent of us together, were something I never wanted to forget. The way he kissed me, the sounds he made on his inward thrust and the regret in his face on the outward movement were so real. I never thought it could be this good. I never thought that vanilla sex would be enough and I never thought after the first night together I would be here again.

He pulled out and rolled me onto my stomach. Then he dragged me to the edge of the bed so that my feet touched the ground. I looked over my shoulder at him as he squeezed my ass and then rubbed his cock against me.

“Hold tight,” he groaned as he pushed in aggressively.

“Oh, God, oh, God, Jax!”

I came instantly as he continued fucking me from behind. I heard him growl and then his cock twitched. I felt his cum shooting off inside of me as he groaned with each hot burst. It was so sexy, so erotic, so much more than I had ever imagined.

When he was done, he pulled out and reached underneath me, lifting my torso so that my back was to his chest. I turned and looked up as he bent and kissed me. “Shower,” he whispered against my lips.

“No.”

“No?’

“I like the smell of us, Jax.”

He smiled and kissed my cheek, “Me too. I can assure you there won’t be a lot of alone time that you won’t smell exactly that.”

“Promise?”

“Oh, you can count on it.”

In the shower, we washed each other’s bodies. Neither one of us seemed able to keep our hands off each other. And kissing, God, Jax was an amazing kisser and I couldn’t get enough of his gentle, yet possessive, exploration. And he wanted the same from me.

He got out before me and grabbed two towels. One he wrapped around his waist and the other he wrapped around me, rubbing it up and down to dry me off.

“Tired?”

“Yeah,” I smiled and looked down, not wanting him to see the child inside of me that was doing cartwheels and jumping up and down, celebrating a very much anticipated union. It felt amazing to be rid of Joel. And although I wasn’t ready to step into the public eye with Jax, I was ready and willing to do this for as long as he would have me.

“Stay?”

“I can’t.” I closed my eyes and prayed that he would just let us be this way.

“Why?”

“Jax, I have work to do, school stuff.”

“You can do it here.” He was behind me drying my ass, which surely was dry by now.

“Just tonight. I don’t want you to leave tonight.”

I turned around, saw the apprehension in his eyes and immediately reached up and rubbed his face.

“Tonight and weekends.”

I smiled, pushed myself up on my tip toes and kissed his nose,” You’ll be sick of me in a week.”

“No, Frankie, I won’t.”

“You will,” I laughed as he picked me up and walked us to his bedroom.

“Not possible.”

He kissed me as he laid me down on his bed.

“We need a plan.”

“A plan?”

“A schedule. We need to map out how long you feel we need to do this before telling your parents. How long before you can attend these dreadful events with me. How long before—”

“Now, why would you want me to have to attend these events if they were so dreadful? I thought you liked me,” I pouted.

He smiled, gave me a quick kiss and then walked to his closet. “You would make them less dreadful.” He yelled over his shoulder and then walked out in shorts, carrying a tee shirt.

“Can’t we just be us? Figure out how to make us work? And why do you have to go to these things, anyways?”

“It’s a secret,” he winked as he pulled the shirt over my head.

“Which you can’t share with me?”

“I suppose, but you can’t go to the media.”

“Well you know how I am,” I joked.

“Father has gained the support of the Republican Party, which means he’ll be running for governor of the great state of Virginia in the fall.”

“What?” I was shocked.

“Yep. So I, the ever dutiful son, have to kiss babies and smile for cameras.”

“Wow. I didn’t know.”

“It’s been something he’s been working on for years.”

“And you have, too?”

“Yes, his political aspirations don’t end there, either.”

“Meaning?”

“Well he’d love to be resident of 1600 Pennsylvania Avenue in DC by the time he’s sixty.”

I was shocked. “How? I mean is it possible? Could your father really become President?”

“It’s very possible. That has been in the works since he was a boy.”

“Jax, I’m not ready for that.”

He studied my face then closed his eyes and rubbed his hands over his head.

“Jax, please understand that we are very capable of ruining this ourselves, let’s not let anything else interfere. I…” I looked down at my hands and shook my head. “I want it to work but in order for that to happen, I know both of us need to take it slow.”

“Frankie, I’m not worried at all. As long as you and I decide that we—”

“Jax, please.”

He lay down next to me. “I want you to attend these events with me. I’m expected to take—”

“Then take that Mimi girl, just until we have had enough time to build a foundation.”

“You’re saying take a date so we can gain strength. Do you understand how ludicrous that sounds?”

“I said take her Jax, not fuck her.”

“I don’t think that’s a wise idea. I wouldn’t be all right with you doing the same.”

“I won’t. I wouldn’t. But Jax, I want to trust you. This is a good way to see if I can.”

He started laughing and covered his mouth. If he wasn’t laughing at me, I would be ecstatic, because I’m certain I had only seen him laugh about five times. It made me laugh, too.

He held my hand and kissed it. “This might work, you know.”

“Why do you say that while laughing?”

He rolled to his side and looked at me. “Maybe because I have no idea what else to do with you, besides laugh at you and fuck you. I mean, I can’t take you out, can’t tell my family, can’t tell yours. I finally have something that makes me feel and I can’t say shit.”

I took his hand and placed it on my face.

“Which is why I think it’s going to blow up in my face or work out just fine.”

“Shadows knows.”

“Sure does.”

“But he already knew.” I rubbed his bottom lip with my thumb and he bit it.

“Stay with me tonight.”

“Will you stop asking me that?”

“When you say yes.” He pulled me against him. “Give me something, here.”

“Call your mom and tell her to keep Mimi for the events she invited her to and I will.”

His brows turned in a bit as he looked at me and shook his head. “I don’t like it.”

“It’s just for now.”

“Promise?”

“Yeah.”

Jax sent his mom a text, he showed it to me for proof, then he threw his phone on the nightstand and held me until he fell asleep.

I lay there listening to his soft breaths as I watched his chest rise and fall. I wanted this so badly, but I couldn’t imagine what my parents would say. Things had been a mess for a couple years. But it was all better now. I just had to find a way to tell them and make them understand that Jaxson didn’t need to know about those years. That he and I were healing each other and that everything would be okay.

Everything would be okay.


Date Night


Jax

“I told you, Frankie,” I held her upper arms and squatted so that we were eye to eye. “It’s a fundraiser for the children’s hospital. I have to throw around some smiles, a concerned look, some money. Eat dinner, rub elbows with a big wig local lobbyist, that’s it.”

She smiled sweetly, as she had for the past three days as the weekend slowly approached. “Right.”

I knew she wasn’t all right and I hated seeing her like this. Christ, this was what Will dealt with every time we visited and I didn’t really understand until right now as those big brown eyes looked at me as if I was tearing her heart apart.

“Say the word and you can come with me. I’ll call your parents on the way. You say the word.”

“Don’t put this on me, Jaxson.”

“Who decided this for us, huh? Look at me, Francesca. I—”

“I know, okay. I know.”

If there was a way out of this, I would have found it, but it was an obligation that I needed to fulfill.

“Tell me when and we move ahead. I won’t hurt you intentionally, but you’re tying my hands here, sweetheart.”

*     *     *

I drove into the city to meet Mimi and then head to the hotel where the event was being held.

When she came out, she smiled and got in the car as I opened the door.

“You look as handsome as ever, Jaxson.”

“Thanks Mimi, you look wonderful, too.”

“Can you believe this, Momma and Daddy couldn’t be any more pleased to support your father. It’s wonderful news, isn’t it? Your Daddy Governor and mine Senator. What a pair we make.”

“Be sure to congratulate Colonel Deveroux for me, will you?”

“I’m sure you’ll be able to do it yourself next weekend.”

“Next weekend?”

“Didn’t your Momma tell you we would be renting a house in Arlington? I could’ve sworn she said you’d be joining us, Jaxson. Please say you will. It’s for the whole week, at least come for the weekend.”

“I apologize, Mimi but I already have plans.”

“Is it a girl? Oh how silly of me, Jaxson Irons hasn’t settled down yet. Which is another reason you should join us. Remember that time we all went to—”

“That was a long time ago, Mimi.”

“Tell me you still don’t think about it every once in a while.”

“Mimi—”

“I’m just pulling your leg. But still, you should come, lots of money gonna be there. I bet you could convince some of those older women with nothing but a smile that they should insist their husbands support your father. We all gotta play the game, Jaxson. It is our obligation.”

We pulled in front of the Ritz Carlton and the valet opened the door for Mimi as another met me at mine and took the keys.

She stood waiting and when I walked up; she linked her arm in mine and kept talking in her exaggerated southern accent. She paused for the photographers and leaned in closer.

When we walked in she smiled, and stood on her tip toes and gave me a kiss on my cheek. “Now you make sure to say hello to everyone.” She reached over and adjusted my tie. “I much prefer you in uniform, Jaxson, and I still remember every moment of our night together.”

I did everything mother’s email told me to do. Spoke to all those people she insisted I speak to and even danced with a few wives of very prominent men.

“One dance, Jaxson.” Mimi said as she pulled me back to the dance floor.

We were on the floor. I was smiling and nodding to the couples surrounding us as Mimi went on and on about the Butler family, or the Hoskins, or anyone else who were strong supporters of the Republican Party. And honest to God, I couldn’t have cared less. My mother kept me well informed on which asses needed to be kissed or what ego needed to be stroked. I didn’t need any more information than that. I wasn’t a stupid man, I was bred for this life, but it didn’t mean I had to like it.

“Jaxson Irons, are you even listening to a word I am saying?” She laughed as she took my face and turned it to hers.

“I was, Mimi. I just have a lot on my mind.”

“I can imagine with all the responsibility laid at your feet you must be exhausted all the time, you poor, poor man.” Her hands were still on my face so I stepped back and took her hand.

“I am very exhausted. As a matter a fact, we should probably be heading out.”

“Of course.” She wrapped her arm around my waist and leaned into my side as we left the dance floor.

“Give me just a minute, please.”

I went to the restroom to escape her clutches. I did appreciate what she was doing but Mimi was crossing a line now. After using the bathroom, I checked my phone. I had seven missed calls from Frankie.

I immediately called her back, worried something had happened. When she answered I could tell she had been crying.

“Frankie, what’s wrong?”

“Nothing, it’s stupid. I just, well, I wanted to know if I could stay at your place tonight.”

“I’ll pick you up in an hour.”

“No, I’ll meet you there.”

“Perfect, wait for me in bed?”

“God, yes.”

I hung up, then walked out of the bathroom, said goodbye and thanked a few key players in this political game we were playing.

When I pulled up in front of Mimi’s apartment, she reached over and rubbed my leg. “We had a good night, right?”

“Yes, thank you again, Mimi.”

“How about you come inside and make it a great night.”

“I’m sorry, Mimi, but I—”

“Oh, I know, you’re tired. Next time, Jaxson,” she said as she got out.

Bullshit, I thought to myself as I pulled onto the street.

*     *     *

When I pulled into the driveway, I saw the living room light on. I, honest to God, had never been happier to be home. I got out and locked the doors as I walked in. I walked into my room and smiled when I saw her laying on the bed in the hottest little white lace set I had ever seen.

“Where the hell did you come from?” I asked as I slipped my jacket off and started undoing my tie.

She closed her eyes and smiled, “Leave it on.”

“My suite?”

“Please.”

“As you wish.”

I walked over to the bed, bent over and kissed her. She tasted different. “Have you been drinking?”

She giggled and held up her fingers, showing me., “Just a little.”

“Just a little, huh?”

“Maybe a little more.”

She pulled me to her by my tie, “Lay down.”

I laid down. She began kissing my neck and moved down. She sat up abruptly and her lip began to quiver.

“Frankie—.”

She jumped off the bed, ran into the bathroom, leaned over the toilet and threw up. Quickly I grabbed her hair and held it back as she continued. When she was finished, she started crying. I helped her up and to the sink.

I put toothpaste on the brush for her. As she brushed her teeth, tears fell down her face. That’s when it hit me. “What did you drink?”

“Peppermint something.” She said as she rinsed her mouth.

“Where?”

“What do you mean?”

“Where did you drink?”

“Tuna’s. I didn’t drive.”

“Who were you with?” I felt anger building up inside and she looked away from me. “Frankie, answer me.”

“My friends.”

She walked out into the bedroom, grabbed her dress off the floor and stumbled as she pulled it on. I swear to Christ that was the shortest dress that was ever made.

“And you fucking wore that?”

She fumbled with the zipper and looked away from me.

“Answer the dam question, Frankie. You went out with who and please tell me you wore more than that or I’m gonna flip shit.”

“Renee and Mary! And yes, I wore this. What do you care, you were on a date!”

“I wasn’t on a fucking date.” she attempted to walk by me and I grabbed her.

“Let go. I should never have come, I should’ve left with Ace.”

“What the fuck did you just say?”

“You heard me. And now I’m leaving.”

“Like hell you are. You get your drunk little ass in bed.”

“And if I don’t?”

“You will or I’ll put you there.”

“You can’t make me stay.”

Control had left the fucking building. I picked her ass up and put her in the bed. When she tried to get up I put her back. When she started crying I stepped away.

“You smell like another woman! You made me sick, Jax, smelling her on you. You smell like another woman!”

“That’s because I danced with several, Frankie. I was there without you because you wanna keep this between us, yet you still go out and get fucked up to the point you throw up and say you should’ve left with fucking Ace?”

She started sobbing and I was torn between being angry and wanting to comfort her., “You smell like her.”

“And you smell like vomit.” I bent down and picked her up, walked into the bathroom, turned on the water and walked under it.

“You’re crazy!” she said as she clung to my neck.

I set her down, peeled off my clothes and then scrubbed my body. She looked at me with sadness in her brown eyes.

I knelt down and removed her panties. I pushed her back against the shower wall and lifted her leg, resting it on my shoulder. I held her hips tight against my face as I sucked, licked and fucked her with my tongue. When I sucked her clit, she came.

I stood up, grabbed both sides of her head and kissed her, shoving my tongue into her mouth and then sucking on hers. I pulled back and looked her straight in the yes, “Now who do I smell like?”

“Me,” she panted.

“That’s fucking right,” I got out of the shower and grabbed two towels. I dried off, and then held one up for her and she stepped into it. “Now get in bed and sleep it off. Tomorrow we fix this.”

I walked out into the kitchen and grabbed a glass of water. I didn’t like feeling this way, not one fucking bit. She pushed my buttons harder than anyone else. I was a man of my word, if I said I was gonna do something, by God, I would. I didn’t understand why she didn’t get that.

When I heard footsteps, I turned around.

“Can I get a drink?” she whispered.

I didn’t answer. I would probably say something I would regret tomorrow. I grabbed a glass out of the cupboard and filled it from the tap. I handed it to her and went and grabbed Tylenol out of the cabinet then handed her two.

“Jax?”

“Not tonight, Frankie.”

“I understand you’re angry.”

“Not. Tonight.”

“Okay,” she drank down her pills and set her glass in the sink. She turned and looked at me, “Will you come to bed?”

“Give me a few minutes.”

“Okay.”

I heard her walk away. I didn’t like that I was being harsh with her but I didn’t know what else to do. I suppose tomorrow, when we both had a clear head, we would figure it out because the other option, the one that would mean I end this and walk away before the two of us got hurt, wasn’t an option anymore. But I hoped that, in the quiet of the night, I could see a way to make this better. I had to find a way for her to understand that hiding this wasn’t helping us become a stronger couple but, in fact, making us weaker by the minute.


Understanding Me


Frankie

I felt him get in bed and I knew things were changing because he didn’t pull me as tight against him as he had for the past week.

For the past week, I had stayed with Jax every other night. It was never really planned, it just happened. He would cook me dinner and feed me. I loved the way he looked at me when I took the food from the fork he held out to me. The look was a cross between adoration and lust.

We never ate in the same place, it was always different. Once on the beach, once on his deck, and another time in bed. We never talked much, which was fine. Our bodies touching were enough and somehow words weren’t required. The connection I felt to Jax was deep but when we were physically connected it was unbelievable. He knew what I needed and how I needed it. When we finished, sometimes we stayed connected as we slept.

Right now, I craved that connection so badly, but he wasn’t giving it to me. I suppose I deserved it. I knew better than to go out tonight and even more than just going out, I knew that I shouldn’t have drank. Drinking made me different. It brought out a darkness in me, a darkness that I had never known existed before Will died.

I wasn’t sure how I would tell Jax what had happened, but I knew I had to. If I lost him, I knew I deserved it. And if that happened, I knew the darkness would swallow me whole again, but this time, I wasn’t sure I would come back.

I woke up several times and knew it was morning because the light shone in the room, but I forced myself to fall back to sleep each time. I was hung over and felt like hell had thrown everything it had at me. I’m pretty sure it was just how life would be. So I slept.

I heard voices outside of the bedroom, one was Jax, the other was a male voice that was somewhat unfamiliar to me, maybe Shadows, or Titan. It was their poker day. I sat up, rubbed my eyes and looked at the clock, two in the afternoon.

I wasn’t surprised that I slept that late, I had done it many times before.

“I want you to turn around and walk out that door. If you come back, I will fuck you up, do you understand me?”

“Would you fucking listen to me? I said I was sorry, I was grieving too, Irons. She gets it and Will was her brother. I was wrong, okay, it’s time to move on.”

“Because you came here asking permission to date Francesca. Are you out of you god damn mind?”

“We have a connection and last night, I know she felt it too. I am asking you because I think she sees you as a brother. I will pursue her without your permission. I just thought it would be the right thing to do by her.”

“You have a better chance of seeing God, Ace. Permission denied. Now get the hell out of my house.”

I lay down and closed my eyes. I desperately wanted to go back to sleep. I heard the door slam and jumped up to see if I could see him. I did see him. He was running down the beach.

I got up and threw on my clothes and called a cab.

I wouldn’t be here when he returned. I knew that whatever we said to each other wouldn’t be nice. I knew that I wasn’t ready for him to tell me he was done. That he wouldn’t put up with me. Inside I knew it would happen sooner or later, but I didn’t want it to happen now.

I wrote a note and sprinted outside to catch my cab.

*     *     *

I stayed in my room the entire day and waited for Jax to call, to text, to knock down my door and demand an explanation, but he didn’t.

I showered at midnight, trying to relax my body enough so that I could at least get a few hours sleep before class.

When I came out, I checked my phone and there was one message from Jax.

Did he come inside you?… Irons

That’s all he asked and it broke my heart. Tears raced down my face as I texted back:

I didn’t have sex with him Jax. I wouldn’t have done that… Me

He didn’t reply.

The next day was horrible. I had so much work piled on me that I wasn’t sure how I would get it done when I was spending three days on base. I tried to convince myself that I was, in fact, being ridiculous, I could surely get it done because I no longer had a life.

When I got home, I called my mom. I was now worrying that Jax may have. That maybe he wasn’t talking to be because he knew everything. All my dark secrets.

“Hola, Francesca.” Mom sounded happy so I had to do the same.

“Hola, mami.”

“It’s good to hear your voice!”

“We text every day,” I laughed.

“Not the same, mia.”

“I know.”

We talked for an hour about school and the study. Never once was Jaxson Irons brought up. We made plans for dinner in two weeks, and honestly, I couldn’t wait.

My mom sounded good. For once there was no fighting, no telling her to leave me alone, and no trying to backpedal, knowing I had hurt her and my father. That’s what it had been like for two years after Will’s death. In my darkness, there was no quiet. It was like a summer storm that tore apart anything in its path. That made physical pain not only wanted, but needed, to make the emotional hell subside and quiet down, until it started again.

Saturday night I felt it starting. I did find hope in the dark storm. The moment I knew I would cross a line that I could not return from, I finally received a call from Jax and then the storm clouds parted, until I smelled perfume on him.

The days on base were spent with exercise physiologists, going over findings of studies conducted in different areas. Our plan was to get more in-depth, to find more evidence supporting the findings already completed and discover more evidence supporting our cause. I threw myself into my work. I didn’t give myself a chance to think about Jax.

It wasn’t easy at night. I fought against myself but for once I was winning.

On Friday, I walked out of the office, looking down at my feet. I had done this all week. I didn’t wanna see Jax because I was sure the look he would give me would tell me we were through. As if the fact that all communication had ceased didn’t say that loud enough. But I wasn’t ready to accept the inevitable, so I tried to ignore it. It was also the reason I waited until after five to leave. I knew no one would be there.

It was no surprise that when I walked out the door, I ran into a brick wall and nearly fell on my ass. That brick wall was Jax. He grabbed me before I could fall and that connection, made my body ignite immediately.

I looked up at him, expecting him to release my arm, but he didn’t. His gaze was intense and caused me to tremble. His grip tightened as his eyes raked down my body, stopping for a moment, no doubt checking out the effect he had on me. This caused my nipples to harden even more and the burn in my belly began to ignite.

He looked around and walked around the side of the building to a door that said authorized personnel. He swiped his badge and opened the door, dragging me inside behind him.

It was a storage area and it was totally dark.

When the door shut, I couldn’t see anything, but it didn’t matter. I could sense him and finally, I could feel him.

One arm snaked around my waist and pulled me harshly into him. I heard his zipper and then his hand was under my dress. He tore my panties and lifted me.

“Legs around me,” he growled, and I did as he asked.

One finger and then two entered the wetness between my legs, “Christ, Frankie,” he growled before his lips crashed against mine. Our kiss was not loving and tender, it was feverish and animalistic.

His fingers stretched me and then they were gone. The emptiness was not long lived. His cock rubbed against me and then he thrust deep inside. I couldn’t hold back, I screamed against his neck and my back hit the door as he thrust in and out of me. He was too deep, too big, it was too much.

I bit down on his shoulders, afraid that if I screamed out again, we may be caught. His thrusts hastened and pain gave way to pleasure. I felt another earth shattering orgasm ripple through me as I dug my nails into his back, afraid that if I let go I would never have him again.

My legs tightened around him, as he continued surging deeper inside, pounding harder and faster. Until his head dipped into the crook of my neck and he came, growling, filling me with his molten hot lava.

When he was done, I didn’t let go. He was leaning against me, panting, and I was holding him tightly to me.

“I’m sorry,” I whispered.

He stepped back and slowly my feet touch the ground.

I didn’t let go. I held his shoulders, hoping and praying he would accept my apology. Aside from Will coming home, I had never wanted anything more in my life.

I heard his zipper and then his hands covered mine and he pulled them away from him.

“When I open this door, go to your car and go home, Frankie.”

“Jax I said—”

“I’ll text you later.”

I pulled my skirt down and walked out when he opened the door.

I wanted to look at him. See what expression he had on his face, but I didn’t. I knew what just happened wasn’t planned and knowing Jax, I knew he wouldn’t put his career in jeopardy like he just did if he felt nothing.

*     *     *

I sat on my bed staring at my phone, waiting for a message or call. After an hour, I laid back. Every hidden emotion I had felt for a week flowed out of me. I cried myself to sleep.

When I woke, it was nine o’clock. He still hadn’t messaged me. I couldn’t take it any more so I sent him a message.

I haven’t showered. I feel like part of you is here with me, inside me, keeping me from losing all hope… Frankie

When he didn’t respond, I got up and walked into the kitchen. I wanted a drink, or something to dull the feelings, but there was nothing. I grabbed a glass from the cabinet and filled it from the tap, then walked out of our little living room and onto the balcony.

I sat in the white wicker chair and looked up at the stars. There was light in darkness. There was, and I had to find it, because the alternative was something that I knew would cause me to never turn back again.

Ace had kissed me while Jax was on a date. I knew from years of counseling that pain, emotional pain, didn’t go away for me easily. I immersed myself in it. Instead of facing what was causing the pain and dealing with the issue. Instead of being the source of someone else’s discomfort, I soaked it all in and tried to find a stronger source of pain to make that go away.

“You okay?” Mary walked out and sat down across from me.

“Yep, just enjoying the clear sky.”

“It sure is beautiful. We’re going to Tuna’s tomorrow, they’re having some beach themed party. I can’t believe I’m asking this since you seem to get all the hot ones, but do you wanna go?”

“No,” I said as I tucked my knees underneath me.

“Francesca, are you really sure you’re all right? I mean you were with Joel for a long time and now—”

“Now what?”

“I don’t know, you just seem off, that’s all.”

“By off, you mean?”

“You’re going out a lot, spending nights away. Coming home for a couple weeks smiling and then not. Then last week with that guy at the bar, I mean, how you acted. Francesca you came onto him, he kissed you and then you ran. I worry about you, that’s all.”

“I didn’t like him like that.”

“Okay,” she smiled and stood. “If you ever wanna talk, I’m here.”

“Thanks, but I’m fine.”

“Whoever had you smiling for a couple weeks, I like him.”

I smiled. “Thanks.”

When I started to feel a bit chilly, I decided to go inside. I had to sleep.

The phone rang, unavailable. I answered anyway, thinking maybe it was Jax, hoping it was, anyway.

“Hello?”

“Stay away from Jaxson Irons. He has a bright future, one that you will ruin.” The voice was unrecognizable and obviously, the person on the other end was using a voice changing device. The hair on the back of my neck stood up and, yes, I was scared.

“Who is this?”

“It doesn’t matter. Stay away from Irons.”

And then the line went dead.


Unforgettable


Jax

I sat and read her text over and over again. I didn’t know how to respond.

I haven’t showered. I feel like part of you is here with me, inside me, keeping me from losing all hope… Frankie

What the hell was I thinking? She had lost her brother, and I had lost my best friend. I wasn’t anyone’s hope.

I grabbed the half empty bottle of Jack and took a swig as I looked out over the Atlantic, and then I took another. Tomorrow was another damn event. I wasn’t looking forward to it, but I had obligations, country, family, and self. If I deviated from that, there would be hell to pay.

*     *     *

“Why, Jaxson Irons, don’t you look handsome as always.” Mimi kissed my cheek before getting into the car.

“Thanks Mimi, you look great, too.”

I walked around and hopped in the car.

“Looks like we have lots of these coming up now, don’t we?”

“Apparently so,” I said, trying to sound like I was all right with it when I wasn’t.

“NRA tonight, this is a big one, Jaxson. We’ll be rubbing elbows with folks with very deep pockets tonight. You up for that?”

“Of course, and you?”

“I’ll do whatever it is you need me to do. I just ask that you stay close to me tonight, makes me kind of nervous to know all them men will be packing, you know.”

Mimi’s cousin Stella had been shot and killed by a gangbanger two years ago after a college frat party. A drive by, and the man responsible was caught. He was the one hundred and tenth man to be put to death by lethal injection in the state of Virginia. How did I know? It was an unforgettable event. The story was widely covered and very controversial.

The man maintained his innocence and was also the quickest tried and executed in the history of Virginia. Some say the judicial system acted too swiftly and others said it was not fast enough. One thing most people agree upon was that it was family and political connections that made a man be tried, convicted and executed in less than thirteen months. Mimi was with her cousin that night and it very well could have been her.

“Of course.”

She was quiet the entire way to the conference center. “Mimi, you don’t have to do this—”

“I’ll be fine, Jaxson. My family supports the NRA.”

The way she said it, confirmed what I had been thinking all along. She was not all right with being at this function. I couldn’t blame her.

“Why are you doing this?”

The valet came to my window and I held a finger up, asking him to wait.

“The same reason you are, Jaxson. It’s who we are.” She smiled a plastic pageant girl smile. “Let’s not keep them waiting.”

The entire event was much different than the one last week. It was a dinner with speakers, all supporting our second amendment rights. I pulled out Mimi’s chair at our ten thousand dollar per seat table and sat down next to her.

She smiled at the couples who sat with us. She seemed to know them. They looked familiar, and they knew me, so I pretended I knew them.

We danced and laughed and joked with everyone. As promised, I kept close to Mimi. When the night ended, there were photographers everywhere. We posed, smiled, and waved to them as we exited the hotel.

Once in the car, Mimi let out a sigh and reclined the seat a bit.

“You okay?” I asked as I pulled out of the driveway.

“That was exhausting.”

“Well, you made it look like a breeze.”

“Thanks, Jaxson.”

After a brief silence, I looked over at Mimi and she was staring out the window.

“Can I ask you a question?”

“Sure,” she said without looking at me.

“Why are you doing all this?”

“You really don’t know?”

“No, I honestly don’t.”

“Well, for starters, I like you, Jaxson Irons.”

“Thank you, but that still doesn’t answer the question.”

She looked down at her hands and then laughed uncomfortably. “You really don’t know?”

“I wouldn’t be asking if I did.”

“Our fathers made a deal a few years ago. Your father runs for governor and mine gets Lieutenant Governor.”

“Pardon me for asking, but why would your father settle for that?”

“Between you and meI?”

“And apparently our fathers.”

She giggled politely. “My family has a few skeletons.”

“The shooting wouldn’t hurt his chances, especially with the Republican Party, unless of course your family denounced our second amendment rights.”

“Well it wasn’t that and I really don’t want to talk about it, if that’s all right with you.”

“Of course.”

When I opened the door for her she stood and kissed my cheek. “Jaxson, thank you.”

“For what”

“For staying close tonight.”

“It wasn’t a problem, Mimi. Looks like we’ll be seeing each other a lot for the next five years.”

She smiled and walked into her townhouse.

While driving home, I thought about how Mimi and I had met. My graduation from Annapolis, drunk as hell, at my family home for a celebration. She was there and I woke up with her in my bed. I didn’t remember shit from that night but I do remember waking up with then twenty year old Mimi in my bed.

As I pulled away, I looked at the time. It was only eleven.

I drove by Frankie’s place, willing myself not to pull in. I pulled over on the side of the road and looked at my phone. She hadn’t sent another message.

Frankie, I’m ready to talk…. Irons

When she didn’t reply, I sent another:

I’m ready to listen. Come on Frankie, tell me yesterday, last week I didn’t completely fuck things up… Irons

I’m not good for you Jax and you’re not good for me. Take care… Frankie

I sat and read it at least five times before responding.

I’m outside your place right now. Come say that to me face to face… Irons

Please don’t make this harder than it is… Frankie

Frankie come down here… Irons

No Jax. Goodnight… Frankie

Is that really what you want?… Irons

Yes, it is…Frankie

I peeled out and made damn sure I left a mark.

*     *     *

I woke up Sunday after finishing a bottle of Jack and passing out the night before. I decided I was going to do exactly as she wished. I mean we’d both fucked things up and she said she didn’t wanna see me again, so I was going to do as she asked.

After a run and my shower, I flopped on my bed and went to grab my phone. I looked again to see if I had a message and my phone rang.

“Thank God,” I grabbed it and immediately felt panicked.

“Is everything okay?”

“Jaxson, of course everything is okay. Frankie had mentioned she ran into you a week or so ago and we were coming in for lunch today. We would love to see you. It has been too long.”

“I apologize and yes it has, but I—”

“One hour, Jaxson.”

“Of course. Of course I will,” I conceded.

“Great, three hours at—”

“Same place as usual?” I asked, knowing where we always used to meet them.

“Yes, of course”

*     *     *

I showed up early and sat at the bar. I wanted to see them come in and gauge the mood. It had been three years since I had seen them. Will’s parents, the people who hugged and laughed and talked about family, not politics or political strategy. The family that I had been embraced by from the first time I met them. A family who I respected and secretly coveted, a family who very recently I betrayed.

I saw them sit and tossed down my Manhattan and ordered another. Then I saw Frankie walk in. I walked closer to witness the greeting. Wanting to see how, if at all, it had changed since Will’s death. If they looked sad when they saw Frankie.

She had on a red tank top, a white skirt and sandals. Her hair was down and hanging mid-back. She looked stunning. I listened to the exchange.

“Francesca.” Her mom walked up to her.

They hugged like they used to hug Will.

“You look beautiful, Francesca.”

“Thanks, Mom, you, too.” She kissed her cheek and then hugged her father. “Hey, Daddy.”

“Hermosa, chica.”

“Apuesta, padre.”

He hugged her tighter and then kissed the top of her head.

“You look wonderful.” Her mom sat and patted the chair next to her, leaving the one by Will Sr. vacant.

I decided now was as good a time as any to make an entrance.

“Hello, Mr. and Mrs. Cruz, Frankie.” I nodded to her as they each stood and hugged me.

“Jaxson, when will you call us by our names?” Will Sr. laughed as he sat.

I smiled and looked over at Frankie. “Good to see you again.”

Her eyes grew wider and she swallowed hard. “You, too.”

I sat and listened as they discussed Frankie’s work and answered questions when they arose. It was very difficult sitting here for two reasons. Will, wasn’t here and he should have been. And it was incredibly hard to not look at Frankie.

“Are you alright chica? You seem nervous, are you still taking—”

“Mom,” she whispered and glanced at me.

Her mom nodded and mouthed sorry.

When the food arrived Frankie pushed her pasta alfredo around.

“Is something wrong with the food?” Will Sr. asked her.

“No, just not hungry.” she smiled and looked down.

“Frankie, is your appetite—”

“Mom,” she warned her for the second time.

I didn’t remember Mrs. Cruz being on top of her kids like she was with Frankie right now, but then again she had never lost a child back then.

I looked up at her and she was looking down.

“¿Qué pasa, Francesca?”

“¿Me estás avergonzando.”

“Es sólo Jaxson,” Will Sr. chuckled. “¿Todavía tiene un flechazo con él?”

“Detengo o me iré,” she scowled.

Both her parents laughed and she sat back and crossed her arms, pouting like Frankie always did when she was annoyed. I really enjoyed the fact that they seemed unaware that I knew Spanish almost as much as I enjoyed knowing that Mr. and Mrs. Cruz already knew and didn’t seem upset that she had those types of feelings for me.

“She still pouts the same, huh?” I said before taking a bite of my steak.

Everyone laughed except for her.

“It’s very good to see you again, Jaxson.”

“It’s good to see you as well.”

“Joel stopped over last Sunday.”

“What? Why?” She gasped.

Her parents looked at her strongly and finally Mrs. Cruz answered. “He said he needed to grab a movie that you had borrowed. Why, Frankie, what’s wrong?”

Frankie’s facial expression changed, she looked like she was going to get sick.

“¿Qué te pasa?” William asked.

“Don’t get all, you know, crazy when I tell you this but Joel and I broke up—”

“You what?” They both asked at the same time.

“Why?” Her mother asked.

“There is no real reason,” she said quietly and then looked up at me for a moment. “Things just weren’t going anywhere with him, so what’s the point?”

“You two have been together for a long time, Frankie. You’ve been through a lot and he—”

“Mom, don’t.” she whispered as she sat her napkin on the table, “Please, excuse me.”

Frankie’s mother fallowed her to the back of the restaurant and into the bathroom.

After a few moments of silence, Will Sr. spoke, “She’s been through a lot, you know.”

“You all have been through—”

“No, not like she has. After we buried Will, she changed. Went to community college and gained a noticeable amount of weight. When her clothes wouldn’t fit, she lost it. Threw things out the window. Said she hated herself and wished it were her instead of him. We got her some help. I couldn’t imagine losing another child. Then she went to the other extreme. She starved herself and refused to eat. It got to the point we had to hospitalize her. When she came home, it seemed everything was all right. She saw a counselor twice a week and things were good, until one night she crashed her car. When the police called, they told us to come pick her up, she had refused a breathalyzer but we knew she was drunk. One night while we were asleep, she took my car, when we found her she was at a party, drunk, so drunk that we ended up taking her to the hospital, scared that we would lose her. She spent some time that summer in rehab, she received counseling and after ten days she came home. It was like a switch had been flipped. She was, well, Francesca again. We watched her, tried to make sure she wasn’t doing any other self-destructive things to herself. A week later, she and Joel were sitting there and she was acting as if nothing had ever happened. When he left that night, she told us if she didn’t have Joel she’d be dead long before now. I am sure my wife is a mess. I pray that she is still taking her medication and not crushing it up and snorting it because we couldn’t survive much more.”

“I’m so sorry to hear all that.” And I was, more than he knew.

“Joel is a good kid. He kept her level, you know. I don’t know what to do now.”

“I’m sure she has her reasons”

“Right, I agree, the two of them have broken up a hundred times. It’ll all work out.” He sat back and closed his eyes, “Jaxson, I hate to ask but could you please check on her once in a while? Since that summer, she has tried to be so strong, but we know better.”

There was no way possible I could tell him no, but if she knew, I am sure there would be hell to pay. “Of course.”

“Thank you Jaxson.”

They walked out and we stood as they sat down. Mrs. Cruz seemed to be all right. Frankie, on the other hand, did not.


When it all falls apart


Frankie

You know that feeling you get right before taking the first big dip on a roller coaster ride at the summer county fair? The moment where you regret the choice you made to get on the ride in the first place? The regret and the anxiety? That’s how I felt about what had gone on with Jaxson and me. That’s what I felt as soon as he sat down at that damn table and that’s what I felt when I dared glance up at him and saw the way he looked at me.

Concern, maybe hurt, maybe betrayal. I wasn’t sure and I was trying not to allow myself to care. Not caring about Jaxson Irons was foreign to me. Since I was twelve, he had been included in my evening prayers and nearly every daydream I had was about him.

“Francesca?”

I looked up and everyone was staring at me. “I’m sorry, what was that?”

“Jaxson is going to give you a ride home. He’d like to know where you live, maybe the two of you could connect once in a while?”

“No, I can walk, it’s only—”

“Frankie, don’t be silly,” he said in a playful manner, but nothing in his eyes showed that he was joking.

I looked at my father and he looked taken aback by my reaction.

“Sure,” I placed a smile on my face, the one for show. The one I had invented for my parents’ sakes. Will died and then I put them through hell. I would not do it again.

We all walked out together, Jax gave my parents a hug goodbye and stood back waiting as I did the same.

When they pulled out, I waved and waited until they were out of sight and turned to Jax, “What was this all about?”

“Your father called. I tried to decline,” he took my arm and tried leading me towards the parking lot on the other side of the restaurant. I pulled away. “Look, I didn’t say a damn thing, okay. I came because he insisted.”

“That was nice of you Jax. Why the change of heart after three years?”

He crossed his arms and cocked his head to the side and looked at me. I recognized the look now, it was pity.

“Don’t you look at me like that, Jax.”

“Come on, let’s go.” He started walking.

I couldn’t go with him, couldn’t chance that whoever it was that called me would find out, and I couldn’t be the reason Jax’s life would be anything other than what he wanted it to be.

“I’m going to walk.”

“Fine, I’ll walk you.”

“I’m not a dog, Jax, you can’t walk me.”

“Don’t be difficult, Frankie, you and I have some unfinished business to discuss.”

I must have looked around and didn’t realize it because the next question he asked was, “Are you expecting someone?”

“No.” I looked down and played with my ring, Will’s class ring, the one he received when he graduated from Annapolis, the one I wore to remind me who he would want me to be.

“Frankie, please don’t make me cause a scene.”

“Excuse me?” I whispered and looked around.

“You heard me, now let’s go.”

“I’m not going with you Jax. Please, just leave it alone.”

“You and I will talk, let’s go. Now.”

I knew there was little I could do or say standing out in front of the restaurant, and I knew Jax to be a man of his word. If he said he would cause a scene, I knew he would.

I followed him to his car and got in.

He jumped in and started it up. He didn’t speak, didn’t look at me, and when he didn’t go to my place I spoke up. “Jax, take me home.”

He didn’t reply. He just gunned the accelerator. When he turned down his road, I reached for the door and unlocked it. In that moment I wanted to jump, to escape, put distance between us because I knew if I didn’t, I would break.

“Don’t you pull that shit on me,” he sneered as pulled my hand away from the door handle.

He pulled in his driveway and slammed on his brakes.

“I don’t want to be here,” my voice broke. I couldn’t help it. Last night had me on edge and then today, seeing how determined he was. Knowing he’d stepped out of his comfort zone. Yes, Jax loved Will, but when he left, Jax left us behind.

He opened his door, got out and slammed it. When he reached my door, he opened it. When I didn’t get out, he reached in and pulled me out.

“Let me go. Let me go, Jax!” I yelled as he hoisted me up and carried me into his house against my will.

When he plopped me on the couch, I went to stand up and he yelled. “Enough! God damn it, Frankie, talk to me.”

He started pacing back and forth, rubbing his hand over his black hair. “Ace, is this about Ace?”

“No,” I whispered. “It’s about us Jax, you and I won’t work.”

“That’s bullshit and you know it!”

His chest rose and fell at a rapid pace, his jaw tightened as he looked at me. When he was about to speak, he stopped himself and started pacing again.

“Joel, why the hell is he going to your parent’s house? Is this about him? Are you two—.”

“No.”

I wondered why Joel had gone to my family’s home, too. I don’t remember a movie of his being there—“Oh my God.”

I covered my face and began to feel like I couldn’t breathe. I stood up and tried to go to the door.

“No, we get this out—”

“Can’t breathe.”

My heart pounded so hard against my chest that I felt like it would come out. My body started to tingle and then the tingling subsided and I felt numb.

“Frankie?”

I could hear his voice but the tightness in my chest worsened and I was sure my heart would stop beating at any moment. “Movies.” I tried to push past him, “Me and him, oh God!” I cried out and held my chest.

“Okay, breathe, Frankie.”

“I’m gonna die,” I cried as my body started shaking uncontrollably. I had suffered from anxiety, but never an attack like this. It was a new feeling, one in which I knew would not go away.

“I won’t let that happen.” He picked me up in his arms.

“Air, outside.”

He walked quickly outside and held me as I gasped for air.

“Breathe slower, Frankie, in and out. In and out. That’s good, Slower and deeper.”

He sat on the steps of his back deck, cradling me in his arms as I took slow deep breaths.

It was several minutes before I felt like I was going to be okay, that I could breathe.

His lips were on my head as he whispered, “In and out.” Over and over again.

When I had calmed down enough, I sat up and stepped off of his lap. “Thanks.”

I started walking down the beach and he followed.

Once I stopped and looked over the water, he stood beside me and shoved his hand in his pockets.

“How bad are they?”

I shook my head from side to side and whispered, “Bad.”

“You need to call him and ask him what his intentions are with the videos.”

“I don’t know what to say, how to even go about starting that conversation.”

“I can do it.” The low rumble in his voice shook me a bit.

“No, I will.” I turned and walked towards his house. “I need to leave. You and I aren’t good for each other just like they said. I will ruin you.”

“Who said?” He asked grabbing my hand and stopping me.

“What?”

“Like who said, Frankie?” He scowled as he waited for the answer.

“I was rambling.”

“Bullshit. Tell me the damn truth.”

I felt myself shaking again and I closed my eyes, taking in long deep breaths trying to calm myself.

“I got all night, Frankie,” he warned.

“Please, Jax.”

“You tell me who and why and I will take you home. I will leave you the fuck alone like I have all week, even though it’s crushing me, Frankie. Do you understand that? It is crushing me.”

I understood perfectly well what he felt. I felt it too.

“Someone called me. They said to stay away from you, that I wasn’t good for you or your future plans.”

“Are you fuck—” He stopped and took a step to me, took my hands, pulled them up to his face, and held them against him.

“Listen to me and listen well. I won’t repeat this again. When I think of my future now, I don’t see me alone and it has never been that way. You and I, we talk about the call. We talk about the video and we talk about what your father and I discussed about that first summer we lost Will.”

“What did he tell you?” I tried to pull my hands back, only to have him hold tighter and kiss my palms.

“Nothing that made me afraid to bring you here. Nothing that made me want to run.”

“Then you don’t know a damn thing.”

He pulled me against him, “You were grieving the only way you knew how. But that’s all changed now, hasn’t it?” I shook my head no. “Don’t lie to yourself, Frankie. Be honest and ask yourself what made that change.”

“I’m cold.” I didn’t want to face my feelings right now. Feelings that would cost me my heart and him a future.

He pulled me tighter. “I’ll fix that, too.”

I looked up into his beautiful green eyes as he looked down at me.

“You and me, were gonna happen—”

“But—”

“But nothing, we just have to figure out what we’re up against.”

“Mimi?”

“I don’t think so. And you don’t have to worry about her. It’s a show, Frankie, her father and my father made a deal years ago.”

“It’s none of my business.” I looked away and then felt his finger lift my chin.

“It is and you know it. Let’s go inside. I wanna warm you up properly.”

“Jax, we shouldn’t.”

As we walked to the house, his hand on the small of my back, guiding me, I couldn’t say no. Couldn’t walk away if I tried. My body and brain were at war inside of me. I knew the warning I received wasn’t in jest or without merit.

“Jax, between the video and my… past,” I stopped and closed my eyes. “I told you three years ago how I felt about you and that hasn’t changed, it’s only grown stronger. But I’ve grown too and I will not be selfish with the man I—”

I stopped again and he turned me and held me as he whispered in my ear, “Say it.”

“It’s not fair, it’s no good. I can’t—”

“Say it,” he whispered again, a bit louder.

“I love you, okay? Is that what you wanted to—”

His lips crashed down over mine before I had time to finish and he lifted me up as he walked into the house, kicking the door closed behind him.

His tongue traced the part in my lips, I opened, giving him what he desired and he groaned as his tongue stroked mine. My body immediately came to life. Nothing could stop this feeling if I wanted it to. No amount of will power could exist in a world where Jaxson Irons was touching me. It simply didn’t exist.

My arms wrapped around his waist as I closed the distance, that seemed to be more than a million miles between us, as my tongue met his. Even with our bodies touching, it wasn’t close enough. I wanted to be closer to him. My hands found their way to his neck and I pulled him down.

“Fuck,” he said in a growl as his teeth pulled at my lips, and then he pulled away abruptly.

I looked up at him. He closed his eyes tightly together and the muscles in his jaw twitched.

“Jax?”

He grabbed my hand and opened his eyes, looking intensely into mine.

“You’ll be staying with me until we figure out who the hell is calling you. I’m going to call my mother and find out—”

“Jax, no. I’m not ready.”

“You are.” He turned his back and walked into the bathroom.

“I am?” I asked, following him. “What is that supposed to mean?”

I stood beside him as he washed his face with a wash cloth then stretched his neck and took a deep breath.

“Look in the mirror, Frankie. What do you see?”

“Excuse me?” I had no idea what he was asking me.

“Look in the mirror and tell me what you see.” I started to object and he shook his head no.

“Please, just do as I asked.”

“My hair’s a mess.” He closed his eyes and looked down. “You, you’re stressed and tense and borderline crazy. You’re miserable and I make you that way.” His lip curled up on the side. “Are you smiling?”

He shook his head no, “This week was almost unbearable, Frankie. I was so angry with you. I wanted nothing more than to stop feeling. Then I saw you at work and it hit me like a brick to the face that it wouldn’t be as easy, or even possible. You evoke feelings in me I have never had. So yes, I am stressed and tense and making decisions that are fucking insane, but you being able to see that makes something inside of my chest burn. When you look in the mirror, you see flaws in yourself that I don’t see and I am very visual, critical, and pretty much an asshole when it comes to what I want. When I look in the mirror I see you, not me, and I want you so bad that the burn in my chest is almost unbearable.”

He grabbed my hand and pulled me over so that I was in front of him. “Now I see us, Frankie, not you, not me, but us. I don’t see the girl whose brother’s death nearly crushed her. I don’t see the girl who thinks she is so broken she begs to be beaten, I don’t see the girl you do, I see the girl I want in my life—.”

“But—”

“You say you love me. Words that I have never heard before from anyone. Words I never needed to hear, but fuck if it didn’t change something in me the first time you said it and it’s changed me ever since. I don’t want to look in the mirror and not see you standing in front of me. So whatever we have to do to make this work, we do it. If you tell me you love me, you damn well better not stop because I want that from you. I want your love, Frankie. I need it like I need my next breath.”

“But—” I said as tears started falling.

“Say it again.” One arm snaked around my waist pulling me closer to him and his free hand captured my neck not allowing me to look away.

“I love you.”

“We figure it out together. That’s what love is, right?”

“Yes.” The unintentional innocence in the question hidden behind his eyes as he asked was sad, yet beautiful. “But Jax—”

“No more buts, Frankie,” he smiled with a sad smile. “You’ll stay with me tonight and every night until—”

“No—”

He pulled me harder against him and I felt his erection against my back as his hand moved under my shirt and slowly went up. His large rough hand against my skin caused goose bumps in the wake of his touch. It felt so good, I leaned against his chest and looked up into the mirror and saw green eyes watching me, watching us. A vision I had dreamed about nearly half my life that was not only a day dream, a night time fantasy, something that woke me in the middle of the night because I physically wanted him so badly it was almost painful.

He wanted us.


Us


Jax

Looking at her in the mirror as she looked back at me was different now. Love, an emotion, emotions that I was raised to avoid because emotions interfered and interrupted plans and progress, emotions I could not ignore, avoid, or push away with Francesca Cruz, and I had no intentions of doing so.

The other thing that could not be ignored when I was in the same room as her was the attraction, not only physical, not only sexual, but deeper, so much deeper. I felt it the first time I saw her on the beach and it scared the hell out of me then. It didn’t anymore.

I pulled down the cup of her bra and felt the reaction she had to our proximity, no different than mine. I rubbed my thumb across her taunt nipple and watched as her eyes closed and head jerked up in the mirror.

“Look at us, Frankie, tell me what you see,” I whispered against her head.

When she looked up her eyes were dark and glassy., “Us,” she panted as she pressed back against me and rotated her hips against my strained pants, “Please, Jax.”

“Please what?”

“I need you inside of me, I need that now.”

I reached my free hand down, pulled her skirt up and pushed her panties to the side rubbing my finger as gently as I could against her moist lips.

“All of you,” she whimpered as she pushed towards me.

The need in her voice was so fervent and so fucking familiar. I pulled myself free from the restraint of my pants and pushed her forward, trying to be as gentle as I could, “Hands on the counter.”

She did as asked and I rubbed my cock against her slick, hot, flesh. The moan that escaped her nearly made my knees buckle. The need, the desire, the want, the—love, unreal. Her head fell so that she was no longer looking at me. Instinctively I reached in front of me and wound her thick black hair around my hand and pulled back forcing her head up so that she was again looking at me.

Her lip curled slightly and her eyes blazed as she pushed back as hard as she could against me.

“Fuck,” I groaned.

“Harder.” Her voice was a cross between a purr and a growl.

I held her hair in my hand as I thrust in and out of her, unable to use any restraint.

“Oh, God, Jax,” she yelled out as I continued my assault, driven by the new level of desire that was sparked seeing her raw, animalistic need.

I pounded into her as I stared in the mirror at the reflection of us united in the most erotic sexual moment of my existence.

I felt heat pooling in my groin and stilled.

“Don’t stop,” she begged.

“I don’t want to come yet, damn it,” I said, trying to hold her still.

“I do, please, I need it so bad Jax.”

“Don’t you fucking look away,” I said as I released her hair and held her hips as I drove into her, over and over, until she cried out as her pussy contracted around me, until I couldn’t take it anymore and I joined her in an orgasm unlike any other I had ever experienced.

I pulled out, and grabbed the cloth from the counter and gently cleaned between her legs as she rested her body over it. I cleaned myself off, and then pulled her up, took her hand and walked into my bedroom, where I quickly took her clothes off and then mine.

“Sleep.” I pointed to the bed and she lazily climbed under the covers and lay down.

I climbed in beside her and pulled her as close as I possibly could without being inside her.

“Jax?” she yawned.

“Yeah.” I rubbed her back.

“I love you, but I really think this is a bad idea.”

“I won’t let you stop. I can’t let you stop so, good or bad, it doesn’t mean fuck all to me. I swear I will take care of you.” I kissed her head and then held her hand. The hand that Will’s ring was on. In my sleepy post orgasmic state, I held her tighter and made a silent promise to my brother by choice, her brother by blood, that I would never stop taking care of this woman, not until my last breath.

*     *     *

I woke to her thrashing in my arms and turned on the side lamp. She was asleep and must have been having a nightmare.

“No, please, no,” she whispered.

“Frankie.” I sat up and leaned over rubbing her back. “Frankie.”

“Jax?” She looked shocked when she saw me.

“I’m here.” I pulled her against me and kissed her cheek.

“You’re sure? This isn’t a dream?”

“I’m sure that it’s a dream but one that’s real. Go to sleep, I got you.”

She nodded her head and lay back, pulling me with her.

When I woke up, I made breakfast and let her sleep. My room was always pitch black. It had to be that way, because when I had the time to sleep, I needed to make sure I did. You never knew when duty would call.

When the eggs were finished, I saw her phone lying on the counter and decided to check and see if she had missed a call. Ok, more specifically to check out her recent calls and try to see if the bastard who had called was dumb enough to not block it. Wishful thinking on my part.

She had a missed call from her mom and four from Joel. I was scrolling through her messages when I heard her.

“Jax, is that my phone?”

I looked up and saw her standing in my t-shirt, which was incredibly sexy, rubbing her eyes.

“Morning.”,” I set the phone on the counter and turned around to grab a cup of coffee for her. When I turned back around, she was looking at me strangely. “Coffee?”

“Is that my phone?” she asked again.

I handed her the cup of coffee and kissed the top of her head. “Apparently you need some more sleep.”

“Why’s that?” she asked before taking a sip.

“Well, I would think you would know if it was your phone if you weren’t still exhausted.” I took her cup out of her hand, and set it on the counter, then turned around and looked into her eyes. “I think you should go back to bed.”

“Why are you going through my phone?” She tried to reach around me to get it and I grabbed her and picked her up.

“Because I can,” I said before biting her neck. “Do you know how hot you look in the morning?”

She grabbed hold of my shoulders and leaned back trying to look annoyed. “My phone is mine.”

“Irrelevant.”

“Irrelevant? Pfftt.”

“Seeing you in my shirt makes me a little uncomfortable.”

“Oh, I’m sorry, I just—,” she looked so confused.

“You should take it off,” I smiled, “Now.”

She looked at me and smiled back. “Yeah?”

“Fuck yeah.”

She reached down between us and pulled me free of my pants. “Thought you were upset with me.”

“I am,” she said as she rubbed my cock against her wet hot pussy.

“Christ, Frankie, remind me to piss you off more often.”

“I don’t want to be pissed at you, Jax, I want to love you.”

To that, I couldn’t hold back.

*     *     *

I spent my morning inside of her and she did drift back to sleep. I stood on the back deck overlooking the Atlantic, trying to figure out what I was going to do about Joel. That little punk had whatever I was going to give to him coming. He took a tape of the two of them fucking and was trying to scare the shit out of her. The thing I didn’t understand was how the hell he knew about me.

My pocket vibrated and I pulled out my phone. It was my mother.

“Hello, mother.”

“Jaxson, we are in a bit of a predicament and need you and Mimi to attend an event in Roanoke. She has agreed and we have a suite already booked.”

“When?” I asked as I sat on the steps.

“Tonight, you would have to be there by eight which means—”

“I’m sorry. I won’t be able to make it.”

“Jaxson, this is very important.”

“Again, I apologize but—”

“We have a plan, Jaxson. We are a team.”

“I understand.”

“Your father spoke to Colonel Smith, you are not on duty this weekend.”

“Mother—”

“Pick Mimi up at three. You have three hours.”

She hung up the phone and I tried to call back. She didn’t answer. “FUCK!”

“Jax?” She walked up and sat next to me on the steps. “Is everything all right?”

“Did I wake you?” I asked as she leaned over and rested her head on my shoulder.

“It’s noon. I should have been up hours ago.”

“If I remember correctly, you were.”

I wrapped my arm around her waist and pulled her in tighter.

“Yeah,” she smirked.

“Yeah.” I kissed her head.

“Your mom?”

“Yes, apparently, there’s a function.”

“Tonight?” her voice squeaked.

“I won’t go.”

“You have to go.”

“I won’t stay the night.”

Her body tensed and she looked down and very slowly the distance between us became apparent.

“Frankie, I—”

“I understand, Jax. It’s who you are, your family is important. The whole political thing, I get it. But why would you have to spend the night?”

“It’s in Roanoke. I don’t have to stay. You can come—”

“Will you be with her?”

“Mimi?”

“Yeah.”

“Understand that this is not a date. Anytime you’re ready to come with me, just say the word.”

“Then whoever called the other night will—”

“I’m pretty damn sure it’s that punk that likes to beat you—”

“Jax, please don’t. Besides, why would he care?”

“If he has been inside your pussy, Frankie, he certainly doesn’t want anyone else to be.”

“Is that how you feel about the other girls you’ve been with?”

“It’s how I feel about you and no one else.”

“I can’t go until—”

“Hold up, you just said until?”

“Yes. Until we see what we’re up against.”

“Joel is what we’re up against. Does he know about me?”

“I don’t know.” Her face started to change colors and she looked away as she played nervously with her hands.

“Frankie, does he know about me?”

“I guess, maybe,” she said quietly.

“So you’ve seen him since we—”

“No.”

“Then why do you think—”

“I have a scrapbook, okay. It’s stupid and childish and, arrrggg, yes, he knows, drop it, okay?” She started to stand and I pulled her down on my lap. “Let go, Jax.”

“Spill it.”

“Leave it alone,” she groaned.

“What’s this scrap book, Frankie?”

“If I tell you, you drop it. Never mention it again?”

“Scout’s honor.” I flashed the sign.

“Fine. Growing up I planned my dream life and made a book about it. My wedding, my kids, my home, my family—” She stopped talking when I chuckled, she tried to wiggle away., “Just forget it.”

“No.”

“You laughed at me—”

“I laughed at the difference between males and females.”

“Meaning what?”

“I planned how to take over the world.”

“Not marriage and kids, you’re such a man, Jax,” she said, settling back against my chest.

“I never thought much of having a family.”

“I’m sorry.”

It wasn’t untrue. I had never even considered what it would be like until I met Will and his family. And then I didn’t want that either because I knew I wasn’t built that way.

“Don’t be sorry, but please finish. I want to know why you think Joel has suspicions.”

She took a deep breath and tried sitting forward again, but I held her still.

“Fine, your head was attached to the groom pictures, the husband, the father, okay?”

I couldn’t help but laugh out loud and she elbowed me in the stomach, which made me laugh harder.

“I told you three years ago how I felt and five minutes ago you promised not to laugh at me. Apparently, I was wrong about you back then, thinking you would be a good husband. Now I know you suck.”

I laughed against her neck as she huffed and squirmed in my arms.

“Did he adore you?”

“What?” she gasped.

“The husband, the father, my head in a scrapbook. Did that guy adore you?”

“Hell yes, he did and he was nice, too. He was caring and would never have laughed at me.”

“Never?” I tickled her ribs and she laughed.

“No, not ever.”

“And Joel knows this how?”

“He found it when he was helping me unpack at my apartment.”

“You brought it with you to college? Your little girl scrap book?” I joked.

“It was my dream book and yes, I did, you big jerk.”

“Was he pissed when he opened it?”

“What do you think?”

“I think I would have shredded it.”

“Well he asked me to toss it and I told him no.”

Again I laughed and this time she did, too.

“Flat Jax.”

“Come again?”

She turned and smiled a bright beautiful smile. “I do love you, Jax.”

“I do love hearing you say that.”

She gave me a little kiss on the cheek and stood up. “Let’s go get you ready for your date.”

“Frankie, it’s not a damn date,” I groaned as I stood up.

“Do you know how lucky you are to have a girlfriend like me?”

“Girlfriend,” I repeated her word out loud just to see how it sounded.

“Oh I’m sorry, that’s not—”

“Don’t be sorry.” I interrupted her. “Damn, I have a girlfriend.”

“No—”

“Frankie, cut it out. It sounds good, feels good. Just new to me, you know. But I like it, a lot.” I took her hand and we walked into the house. “You hungry?”

“Are you going to cook me lunch too?”

I smiled, “In that book of yours, did—flat Jax?”

She bit her lip and laughed, “Yes, flat Jax.”

“Did he do all the cooking?”

“He did,” she grinned. “And cleaning.”

“Yeah, I bet. What did flat Frankie do?” I grabbed some veggies and chicken out of the fridge.

“Watched him,” she pushed herself up on the island counter.

“Wow, that’s just, wow.” I grabbed the skillet out of the cupboard and put it on the range. “What else did she do?”

“She worked in her shop off the back of the house.”

“Really, what did she do in this shop?”

“Made stuff. Soap, candles and fragrances.”

“Interesting,” And it was. Listening to her talk about her dreams was so far from any conversation I had ever had.

“She sold them online and was able to take care of the ten kids.”

I dropped the knife I was using to chop the water chestnuts and she laughed.

“Ten?”

“Well, to start. Flat Frankie wanted more. Flat Jax was one hundred percent on board.”

“You do realize flat Jax had no sense at all, right?”

“He couldn’t resist the temptation.” She smiled and lifted her shirt, flashing me.

I tried not to react because, well I have no idea why, because this shit wasn’t real, but her tits were.

“Flat Frankie isn’t so flat.” She laughed. “You are kidding, right? I mean ten kids is sort of… insane.”

“Four.”

“Still a lot, Frankie. I mean, how on earth would flat Frankie take care of flat Jax’s sexual desires with even four kids running around raising hell?”

She grabbed a carrot and took a bite. “Flat Jax got it whenever he wanted. Ergo the ten flat kids.”

“I see. Apparently flat Frankie didn’t know the joy of swallowing.”


The other woman


Frankie

This side of Jax made him even sexier than I had ever imagined. I loved the strength and the control he possessed, but the fun loving Jax was equally as amazing.

He set the knife down and just looked at me with a half-smile until he finally said, “I don’t want to go tonight. Fuck, Frankie, I just want to stay here. Just cook, eat, sleep and fuck all weekend.”

I tried not to smile, I really did, but I couldn’t help it.

He walked over and kissed my head. “This sucks and I won’t do it again. I will make damn sure when I am through tonight I take care of that tape, that punk ass—”

“You can’t get into trouble Jax. Your career…”

“I will take care of it without incident, trust me. I want you to stay here while I’m gone. I will be back early in the morning and—”

“I’m going home.”

“Why?”

“Well, first of all, you won’t be here.”

“You’re welcome here; actually I’m going to have to insist on you being here until—”

“I would feel more comfortable having my roommates around as opposed to being here alone.”

He looked at me, examining me for a moment. “I will allow it tonight.”

“Allow it?” I half laughed.

The way he tilted his head to the side and his eyebrows knit slightly was a reaction I hadn’t expected. It was as if he didn’t understand my dislike of being ‘allowed’ to do something.

“Why does that make you upset?”

“You’re being serious.” I tried not sound amused but I was. “Oh, Jax, we’re going to have to work on this a bit, aren’t we?”

“On?”

“I can make decisions for myself.”

He looked down at the pan and smirked, “I know what you’re doing, Frankie, but it won’t work.”

“Care to enlighten me?”

“Picking a fight. But I didn’t enjoy cold eggs this morning so before I take you back in the bedroom, we’ll eat.”

I laughed out loud. “That is so not what I was doing.”

“Uh huh, tell yourself whatever you want to. I know better.”

“Just for that we are at the I’m not putting out stage in our relationship.”

“Good to know. And just so you know, after lunch I’ll be at the I’ll take it because it’s mine stage in our relationship.”

I hopped down from the counter and walked up beside him. I took the spatula out of his hand, and then took that hand and turned him towards me. His sexy devilish grin nearly made me squirm. “What I say goes, Lieutenant Irons.”

“I out rank you, Cruz.” I started walking backwards toward the bedroom and he stopped. “I’m not going to burn lunch.”

“I wouldn’t expect you too.”

“Where are you trying to drag me to, then?”

“I am going to shower and need you to show me where the washcloths are.”

He shook his head no. “In the closet.”

I turned and lost my shirt before even walking into the bathroom.

I stood under the rush of hot water and tilted my head back, allowing the water to fall over my face as I thought about what I would do tonight while Jax was on his date. I know he said it wasn’t, but all I can wonder is if she really knows this isn’t a date or if she has an ulterior motive. Any woman with a pulse would be attracted to him. And any woman who had been in bed with him would crawl through a snake pit to get back there. He was amazing. Just like I knew he would be. I only hoped that his desire for me was at least half of what mine was for him.

I scrubbed my head with his shampoo, hoping that tonight as I tried to sleep, I would smell him. I washed with his body wash, unsure if I would rinse or simply deal with the dry skin caused by soap residue being left on my body. I had always known I loved Jax, but never could I have imagined the need I felt for him physically as well.

“Penny for your thoughts.” His gravelly voice from behind caused my sex to clench even before his arms surrounded me.

“Mmm,” I said, leaning back into his embrace, “I like how you smell, how you feel,” I turned so that I was facing him and grabbed hold of his massive erection, “And how you taste.”

I slid down his body until I was on my knees and immediately I took as much of him as I could into my mouth.

“Jesus Christ,” he hissed as I began moving up and down at a pace driven by desire, need, and the want for him to never even imagine another girl sucking his long, broad, rock solid cock.

His hands hit the shower wall as he looked down at me with dark hooded eyes watching. I slowed down, allowing him to fall out of my mouth as I wrapped both hands around him. I stroked him as I lowered myself further so that I could suck his equally amazing sack.

“Damn,” he growled and attempted to pull back.

I rolled his left ball as I sucked gently on his right and then switched sides, giving each equal attention. The way he looked down at me made me truly want to please him even more. This was a new feeling for me, sexually anyway. I pulled his cock down, licked the head and felt the warmth of his pre-come, then wiped it on my lips, looked up at him and slowly licked him clean.

“Fuck,” he murmured under his breath.

I licked around his head, then took it in my mouth and sucked, hollowing my cheeks as I flicked my tongue across the tip. I took him deeper and deeper and then used my hands to stroke him as I sucked, moving up and down his hot cock. My tongue ran along the underside, stroking his veins, and tasting his flesh. I took him as deep as I could and then swallowed, ensuring my throat contracted around him.

“Gotta—stop,” he growled.

I gripped his rock hard muscular ass holding him still as I pushed into him farther, nearly choking myself, and I felt him twitch in my mouth. I moved back and forth, feverishly sucking and continuing to take him as far as I could, when his hands gripped the back of my head. His hips thrust back and forth while he groaned, hissed and growled my name, until his thick cum hit the back of my throat. I opened wider and looked up so that he could see his seed filling my incredibly hungry mouth.

“Francesca, fuck.” He pulled out and knelt down in front of me, pulling me tight against his chest.

Water poured over us as I took comfort in his embrace while listening to his heart beat wildly against my ear.

“I love you,” I whispered.

“Thank God,” he panted.

*     *     *

I sat on the bed hugging my knees as I watched him throw clothes in his duffle bag as he talked on the phone to his mother.

She was giving him instructions and telling him who to interact with. I knew this because he would grumble “Yes mother, I know who they are,” or “I’ve met them several times,” or, “I will make sure to hit that topic.”

When he ended the call, he was walking out of his closet with a garment bag. He laid it on the bed and walked back, then reappeared with a black tux. While he neatly placed it in the bag and zipped it, I couldn’t help but feel a twinge of jealously that I would not be the one holding his arm tonight.

He looked at me less frequently as he packed. I felt distance between us already and he was still here.

I slid off his bed and walked into the bathroom, gathering my belongings, which consisted of a tank top, skirt, a bra, and torn panties. I was dressed in one of his t-shirts and nothing else, as I had been all day.

While stepping into my skirt, I looked up in the mirror and saw him standing behind me. The look on his face was hard and unreadable.

“You keep your phone on you and stay in your apartment at all times. I will be calling or messaging you every two hours.”

“Okay.”

I turned around.

“I’m serious. This is not what I want to be doing tonight so please don’t make it any harder by forcing me to worry about you.”

“Jax, I said okay.” I brushed past him, exiting the bathroom.

Hard on him? I wasn’t going on a damn date. How did he think I felt?

I grabbed my phone off the counter and shoved it in my pocket. “I’m gonna head home.”

“I’ll drive you.”

“I want to walk,” I snapped and didn’t mean to.

“Don’t be difficult, Frankie.”

“I wouldn’t dream of it, Jaxson.”

He grabbed me and pulled me tight against him. “Feelings are not my thing, okay. I was taught they were a detour from the objective. I don’t wanna feel like when I return here, you and I are going to be starting all over again. It’s not what I want. Look, god damn it, you have me under some sort of stronghold and I should be fighting with everything I am to escape it. But I don’t want to. I want you. I want to wake up and see your hair all over my chest, smell your skin on mine, taste you on my lips. I want to hear you tell me you love me. Whatever the hell is going on with us, I don’t want it to stop.”

I leaned into him and nodded. “This is going to be a lot of work, Jax.”

“I’ve never been afraid of work. I will figure it out. The only thing you need to do is figure out how we tell your folks because I want you with me, by my side at everything, public and private.”

“You’ll get sick of me.” I closed my eyes remembering when Joel felt that way and how in just two months it all changed.

“You’ll get sick of me first.”

*     *     *

I walked into the apartment, texting Jax that I was inside so he could pull away.

“Hey, stranger,” Mary said as she was walking out of the bathroom.

“Hey.” I made myself smile even though I had a sick feeling in my stomach about Jax and that Mimi.

“Was it the same guy from the bar?” she asked sitting on the couch and patting the spot next to her.

I sat down, shook my head and smiled.

“It was.” She nudged me. “I want details, you ho.”

“I’ve known him for eight years. I think that takes me off the ho list.”

“How is that possible? You’ve only been here two years.”

I had never told them details about Will. Just that he passed away. I figured I should, now that Jax and I would soon be a public item.

“He was my brother’s best friend.”

“Oh,” she said quietly.

“Yeah, I know, right.”

I sat back and looked up at the ceiling. “We have some things to get through so please don’t say anything. My parents are probably going to be upset about this. Well, upset because they didn’t know.”

“He’s a good guy, though?”

“He’s a wonderful man, yes.”

“Then why hide him and, more importantly, when can I meet him?”

“Soon, I promise.”

“We’re thinking about going to Tuna’s, do you want to come or do you have plans for tonight?”

“I have plans, but thanks.”

“Is he coming over,” she smiled and wagged her eye brows.

“No he is attending a function. I plan to hit the books. I have been slacking lately.”

“At least you’re smiling again. I was getting worried about you.”

“No need to worry.” I gave her the reassuring smile I had given my parents for years now.

*     *     *

I looked up from my physiology paper that I had been working on. It would need to be turned in to the professor and Colonel Smith in a week, detailing the findings so far. It had been an hour and a half since Jax texted last.

My eyes were buggy so I decided to put the book away, lie on the couch and turn on the eleven o’clock news.

I hated the news. It was always bad and, frankly, it tended to freak me out a bit. But I was waiting to see if there had been any coverage on the event Jax was attending.

The anchor woman came on announcing that a grand ball in Roanoke tonight that raised funds for children of disabled soldiers was a hit. They showed photos of all the people dressed in fancy gowns and tuxes. I hit pause on the TV when I thought I saw a man who looked like Jax. Well, it wasn’t him. I was obviously more over tired than I thought.

I looked down and grabbed my glass of water, glancing away for only a minute when I heard Jax’s voice.

“Jaxson Irons,” he smiled at the reporter.

“And this beautiful woman?”

“This is Mimi Caldwell.”

“Daughter of Stan Caldwell?” the reporter asked.

“The one and only.” Mimi, a buxom blond with a million watt smile and deep southern accent, answered.

“Rumor has it that your fathers may be in the running for gubernatorial candidacy. What does this mean for the two of you? Is there romance in the air?”

Jax didn’t say a word. He just looked down. Mimi on the other hand laughed and linked her arm through his. “Well, y’all just have to wait and see.”

Jax started walking and Mimi giggled, “See y’all later.”

The camera followed as they walked to the elevator. Jax’s hand was on the small of her back, guiding her through the elevator door.

I rewound and watched over and over again and looked at my phone. Jax was five minutes late in calling. I turned off the TV and threw the remote on the ground. I walked into the bathroom and brushed my teeth, then grabbed my phone and looked at it again as I walked into my bedroom.

I flopped on the bed and stared at the ceiling and then sat up and walked over to my bookshelf, grabbed my dream book hoping to ease my angst. I flipped through, looking at it in a whole new way. When I was done, my anxiety had lessened and I lay in bed.

My eyes became heavy. I knew I was going to fall asleep so I got under the covers and grabbed my phone. I decided to call him instead of allowing anxiety to shatter the progress we had made. I held the phone and thought about how much I knew my love for Jax was real and true. It was different from how I felt about Joel, even in the very beginning.

The only thing that still bothered me was that he hadn’t said I love you in return and it hurt a little. But I promised myself I would be patient. We had so much to get through before either of us could be together the way I knew we both wanted to.

Jaxson Irons, once a dream boyfriend and lover, was now both of those things.

I pushed in his name, now located in my favorites alongside my parents in my cell phone. It rang several times before going to voice mail.

I hung up immediately, feeling the sickness in my stomach again. I pushed his number again and on the third ring the call was answered.

“Hello?”

It was that sticky sweet southern drawl. I froze and she said it again, “Hello.”

“May I speak to Jaxson, please?” My voice didn’t fail me, I sounded stronger than I felt.

“May I ask who’s callin’?”

“No,” this time I was sure I sounded annoyed.

“Well I apologize, he is currently unavailable.”

“Please tell him to take the call.”

“Sugar, he’s in the shower.”

I wanted to scream, to cry, to ask her why she was answering his phone, why she was in his room while he was showering but I didn’t. Instead I hung up.


Indescribable feeling


Jax

Exhausted from the sleepless night before and even more exhausted now, I walked out of the bathroom in a towel to grab clothes from my duffel bag. I would prefer to sleep nude, but not with Mimi in the room on the other side of the suite.

I couldn’t believe how drunk she got and I couldn’t believe I was doing shots with the senator’s son, so I was almost just as bad as she was.

I dropped the towel and stepped into my shorts, ready to fall into bed. It was late, real late.

“Jaxson?”

I looked up to see Mimi entering my room, wrapped half way in a hand towel that covered very little of her.

“Mimi, you shouldn’t be in here.” I knew that look in her eyes. I had seen it on several women in my day.

“Well, the hotel failed to put towels in my bathroom and the shower is very cold. You don’t mind, do you?” she asked and pointed to my bathroom.

“Of course not, go ahead.”

She laughed and tripped, dropping the towel and falling onto the floor. “Dear lord, what was that we were drinking?”

I looked down and she was at my feet, naked, lifting her hand, “Be a gentleman and help a drunk friend up, Lieutenant Irons.”

“Cover up, Mimi.” I looked away, waiting for her to do as she was told.

“It’s ugly, isn’t it?” she whispered and I felt her hand on my knee, “Help me up. I covered it.”

I helped her up and she blinked her eyes a few times before she started to cry.

“I’m sorry it’s so disgusting it disturbs you, but it is partially your fault.”

“I don’t think you’re ugly Mimi, it’s just, I can’t do that again.”

“Not me, the scar. Our families’ skeleton, and yours,” she babbled as I helped her to the bathroom.

“Mine?”

“C-section.”

I stopped and looked at her. I wasn’t following what she was saying and I wasn’t sure if it was because I was buzzing or because she was drunk. “Sorry, I don’t understand.”

She looked at me and covered her mouth. “Please ignore the drunk girl.”

I replayed the conversation in my head, because no, I wasn’t one to ignore anything.

“C-section. You have—”

“We, silly man.” She slapped her hand against my chest.”

“Mimi, you’re confusing the hell out of me right now. Please explain.”

She dropped the towel and traced the line above her small patch of pubic hair.

“I don’t like hair, Jaxson but I do hope someday this ugly scar, this scarlet letter, this mark on me will be covered and the hell that I went through a little over four years ago disappears from my conscience with it.”

“What the hell does it have to do with me?” I knew the answer before I even asked the question.

“Our family is bound very tightly, Jaxson Irons, but none of you have to worry about it. Daddy covered it all up, made it go away. No one will ever find out. There is no reminder of it in the public or you all, just me.” She traced it again.

“Mimi, I need an explanation.” I was growing angry.

“No, you don’t. I wouldn’t want you to carry the burden I have since that morning I woke in your bed.”

I felt sick to my stomach immediately. “My parents knew about this?”

“I don’t know,” I started to walk towards my phone. “Jaxson, stop. Enough blood has been shed.”

I turned around, grabbed her arm, and dragged her into the walk in shower and turned on the water, holding her under it. “Sober up Mimi. I deserve a fucking answer!”

She started shaking and crying. “You’re scarring me.”

“Then fucking talk!”

“Please don’t hurt me. Please, Jaxson, I won’t tell anyone. Please!” she cried.

I let go of her, turned off the water and went and retrieved the hotel robe hanging on the back of the door, then walked over and handed it to her.

“I’m not going to hurt you, Mimi, I just want a god damn answer. Did I, was I—.”

“Yes, damn it!” she said, wrapping herself in the robe as she cried. “But you can’t say a word, Jaxson. Not one word.”

“Enough blood has been shed! What does that mean?”

She shook her head no and crouched on the floor. “I can’t, I just can’t.”

When she started visibly shaking, I picked her up, carried her trembling body to her room and sat her on the bed. “Start talking.”

She shook her head no and covered her face.

I took her hands and held them so she couldn’t cover her face again.

“Are you going to try to make me disappear?”

“Mimi, of course not. Fuck, I just want a damn explanation.”

“Sandra’s death. I told them I was gonna tell you and they said if I did, life for me or you would never be the same. That I was to give our child—”

“Our child!”

“Yes! Yes Jaxson, our child. Our daughter, our beautiful little—.”

I stood up, ran into her suite’s bathroom and threw up repeatedly.

“Then she died.” I turned and looked at her as I grabbed toilet paper and wiped my face.

“Our daughter?” I felt myself tremble.

“No, Sandra. She was killed and although they said I was crazy and sent me away, I believe it was them trying to kill me.”

“Jesus Christ, Mimi, who is them?”

“My parents? Our parents?”

“No, you’re wrong.” I stood to walk to the phone.

“Jaxson, no!” she screamed so loud my ears rang and then she began crying so hard she was hyperventilating.

“Fuck, Mimi, calm the hell down!”

“Don’t,” she gasped, “Call. Them.”

“Or what? Don’t you want answers? Where is my child? Our child?”

“She was adopted at birth. A family in Canada.”

“She’s alive and well?”

“For now, but Jaxson, I don’t believe she would be.” She started crying hard again. “Why did I say anything! She’s safe, she’s happy. They will destroy her like they have me. They may kill her like Sandra—”

“Okay, Jesus Mimi, okay.” I grabbed her and held her as she sobbed until she fell asleep.

When she was asleep, I stood off the bed and covered her and then left the room.

I looked at the clock and it had been over four hours since I called Frankie. What the fuck was I going to do about her?

Quickly I grabbed my phone and called Shadows.

He answered in a groggy voice, “Irons?”

“I need a favor.”

“At,” he paused, “two thirty in the morning?”

“Yes.”

“You in jail, man?”

“No, worse, I’m in Roanoke with Mimi.”

“Little Will and you—”

“Look, don’t ask questions but I will text you her address. Go there, break in if you have to, make sure she’s okay and stay put. I will be there by ten in the morning.”

“Seven and a half hours? You want me to bust in there and refuse to leave—”

“If it wasn’t important, I wouldn’t ask.”

“Fine, and what the hell do I tell her when she says to get the fuck out or tries to call the cops?”

“I don’t know, tell her I insisted. She wouldn’t doubt it. Or bang one of her roommates. Actually, that’s a damn good plan. Tell Frankie you’re interested in—”

“She anything to look at?”

“Shadows, just go, we’ll rub vaginas later, alright, man?”

“Fine.”

*     *     *

I checked in on Mimi and she was passed out. My blood was boiling, my head was spinning, and I wanted answers. I sat down and tried to figure out if the time line even made sense. I was about to go online and check out stories about Mimi Caldwell to see if there was anything about her during the time Sandra was shot, but I didn’t want to do it from my phone. If there was reason to suspect that Mimi or my alleged child would be in danger, I didn’t want to raise red flags.

I grabbed the yellow pages to see if I could find an all-night coffee house that may have access to a computer. I found one right around the block. I threw on a shirt, jeans, and baseball cap, left my phone so that if someone was tracking me or keeping tabs on me they wouldn’t have the ability. I headed down the stairs and out the side entrance of the building.

*     *     *

I ordered an iced coffee, something I never drank, and paid cash. I sat down at the table in the corner and looked around, happy that I wasn’t the only one here. I Googled Sandra Caldwell and the story popped up, along with pictures of her funeral services. I looked though ten or fifteen before spotting Mimi. She looked horrible. Not ugly, but worn down and nothing like she did in any other photo I had ever seen of her. I also spotted her looking off in the distance and she looked afraid. In a couple of keystrokes, I enlarged the photo enough to see my parents in the distance talking with her father. I zoomed out again and carefully examined Mimi’s line of vision and yes, in fact, she was looking at them.

I sat back and took a drink, trying to wrap my brain around what I had learned tonight before further investigating online as to what Mimi did in the next few months.

An hour passed and I looked up at the clock, it was four in the morning and I needed sleep before driving four hours home. I stood up and pulled the brim of my hat down, shielding my eyes and avoiding the cameras that surveyed the coffee shop as I walked out.

Once back in my room, I flopped on my bed and grabbed my phone. The battery was dead so I got up and plugged it in, set the hotel alarm clock for six fifteen and closed my eyes, seeking respite from the nightmare in which I had just entered.

*     *     *

“Jaxson,” I heard and felt a hand on my shoulder, “Jaxson, wake up.”

I opened my eyes to Mimi standing above me.

“It’s nine o’clock, I have to be back by—”

I sprung up and looked at the clock, “I set the alarm.”

I jumped out of bed and jetted to the bathroom, turned on the shower and yelled out, “Can you be ready in ten minutes?”

“Yes,” she yelled back.

*     *     *

“Jaxson, slow down please.” She grabbed the dash.

“I fly helicopters at a much higher speed than this every day.”

“I trust you, but all these other people, not so much. I can be late, it’s all right with me.”

She and I hadn’t spoken about the bomb that was dropped last night and I knew we had to at some point.

“See if my phone has a charge yet?”

She picked it up. “My, you have five missed calls.”

“From?”

“Four from a Shadows and one from a Frank. Are they important?”

I cut across the highway, took an off ramp and she gasped.

“Apparently so.”

I flew into the first parking lot I saw and jumped out, phone in hand.

“Irons, where the fuck—”

“She okay? She didn’t answer.”

“How far from home are you?”

“Why, what the hell is going on?”

“Answer the question, Irons.”

“Three hours.”

“She’s here, and sleeping.”

“So she’s okay?”

“Yep, just get home safe, man. I got this until then.”

“She pissed?”

“She’s a bit fucked up, yes.”

“Wake her up.”

“Not gonna happen. Just get back safe.”

When I jumped in the car she asked, “Is everything okay?”

“Yep, everything is fine.”

I heard her stomach growl, fuck.

“You hungry?”

“Thirsty. I don’t think I could eat. I drank way too much last night.” The last part she whispered.

I pulled into a drive-thru and ordered us drinks and some bagels. Not the shit I ate but I didn’t think I could eat if I wanted to.

About half an hour went by without a word spoken. I had to say something.

“We should talk about—”

“I do not wish to talk about it, Jaxson. Leave it alone, please. Nothing good will come of the discussion. Nothing good at all.”

“So I should just pretend that you didn’t tell me that I have a child out there somewhere, and that the mother of that child has lived in fear for—”

“I beg you, Jaxson Irons, to not ever mention it again.”

I drove quietly for a moment and looked over when she wiped a tear off her face.

“Mimi, this isn’t something I can just forget.”

“You’ll wish you could,” she sniffed. “When you have to look over your shoulder every day and carry the burden alone. When no one else on the planet knows your pain and no one can know because you don’t want to see them hurt. I am so very sorry I even mentioned it. I wish I hadn’t been drinking, if I didn’t feel safe and connected when you were around…” She stopped. “I care about you. Not because of one drunken night. Not because of a little girl. But because no one else I know feels like they only exist to be used as a pawn in the sick and twisted world of politics. And I am deeply sorry that you now know just how sick and twisted it is.”

‘You think my parents know about this?”

“I suspect. But I don’t know. They just look at me differently. It may just be me, Jaxson. I pray, for your sake, it is.”

“I need to ask this and I hope you understand—”

“You were the first man I was with.”

“Jesus Christ. I am so sorry.”

“Please don’t be. I know it wasn’t planned. Not by you, anyway.”

“What is that supposed to mean?”

“Have you ever been so drunk you wake up and not know what the hell happened?” she cried softly. “I swear I had three drinks. Three, that’s it.”

I reached over and took her hand, because I needed to console her. Because I needed her to know I was here and because I was not the type to roll over. “Can I ask,” I paused. “Do you see her?”

“Of course not. I woke in a French speaking hospital to extreme pain and emptiness. When I asked, I was given pain meds that made me sleep. And a few days after, with no one around, I stopped asking where my child was and started asking for more drugs. I just didn’t want to deal with another loss. When something grows inside of you and then is torn away from you, it’s a much different kind of hell than you can even begin to imagine.”

“How do you know where she is and that she is all right?”

She stiffened. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“Mimi, you told me last night she was safe. You told me she was in Canada.”

“No.”

“Yes, you did. I deserve to know, Mimi. I deserved to know then. I would have—”

“Someone killed my cousin when I threatened to go to you. I tried to keep you safe from this. I tried—”

“Okay. Just tell me, tell me she is treated well.”

“She is. Her parents are wonderful people. I have never met them but I have seen them. I have seen her. But no one knows, Jaxson. If they did, I don’t think I’d be here today.”

“They love her?”

“They seem to adore her.”

“I don’t know how you’ve been so strong.”

“Look at me, Jaxson. Look at how I was raised. I love her, but I see adoration in their eyes and I know she is much better off with parents, grandparents, who know how to love, than with me.”

“What does she look like?”

“You really want to know? You promise this secret goes with you to the grave. There is no other way to give her what she deserves.”

I hated this, it was ripping at my chest, my heart, but what she said was true. Who the hell was I to think I could be a parent? When Frankie talked about it the thought seemed intriguing. But the reality was I wouldn’t want any child to go through a life as a pawn, or a chess piece to be used to get ahead in life, like Mimi or I had. And if her suspicions where correct, I wouldn’t wish for the grandparents I would bring into their life who would treat them the way they treated us.

“Fine, I agree.”

“No one, Jaxson. If someday you meet a woman and fall in love, not even her. Protect her from this.”

“I said I agree.”

“She looks just like you.”

The next hour my foot was on the floor. No talking, and she didn’t complain about how fast I was driving and I didn’t realize I was still holding her hand until we exited the highway for Virginia Beach.

*     *     *

I rolled up near Frankie’s and parked across the road in a restaurant parking lot. I didn’t want to bring attention to her. I needed to keep her safe.

I walked around the block, cut across the yard and ran up the stairs to the second story of the apartment complex.

When I knocked on the door I heard voices inside, but couldn’t distinguish whose they were. I tried the door and it was locked. I banged harder on it and Mary, one of her roommates peeked out.

“Just a minute,” she shut the door and I heard the security chain being removed and then Shadows opened it.

He held his hand to my chest and pushed me back.

“You and I need to talk before you go in there.”

“She’s pissed?”

“A bit, yes. But—”

I tried to walk around him and he stepped in my way again.

“Shadows, you can leave. I got this.”

“No, listen to what I have to say in full, Irons. Keep your cool, do you understand me?”

“No, I don’t fucking—”

“She wasn’t here when I showed up. Her roommate and I called her and hit everyplace she knew that Frankie would hang out.”

He stopped, “Keep talking ‘cause you got two point five to spill it or I’ll go through you.”

“Seven o’clock this morning, she walked in. She’s a mess, Irons. Someone fucked her up pretty bad and she’s not talking.”

“Get the fuck out of my way.”

“No. She doesn’t want to see you. She wants to sleep. She agreed to contact you when she wakes up.”

I pushed past him and through the door. Her roommate Mary stood in front of her bedroom.

“You need to move.”

“She needs to sleep.”

“I won’t ask again.”

“I’ll call the cops. You can sit on the couch and wait until she wakes up and that’s going against what she wants. So you take it or leave it, but you will not go in there. She just fell asleep and trust me, she needs to sleep.”

This five foot three little girl was about to get her ass kicked and she didn’t even seem to care. I glared at her and she didn’t waver. She held eye contact and stood, hands on her hips, toe to toe with me. She looked as exhausted as I felt, but wasn’t budging.

“Is she okay?”

She shook her head no and only then did I see fear in her.

“She needs me.”

“She needs sleep. I am going back in, you take the couch or leave.”

“Irons, this little doll has had a real bad night.” Shadows put his hand on my shoulder. “I would take what she’s offering.

“Why the hell didn’t you call me?” I sneered at him.

“I tried, went straight to voicemail.”

I turned and walked to the couch and sat, arms crossed, trying like hell to not crush the two people in this room who seemed to care about Frankie.


Pain


Frankie

I woke up in pain. My ribs hurt and so did my head. My hand still held the SD card that I found when I broke into Joel’s apartment before I was attacked.

I sat up and looked over at Mary, who was laying on the edge of the bed, her face was tear-stained. I hated that she was brought into the drama, the hell that is my life, since Will died.

I looked at the clock and it was three in the afternoon. I had slept seven hours. I stood up quietly and tiptoed to the door, trying not to wake her. I backed out slowly and shut the door gently, making sure I didn’t shut it hard enough to cause her to wake. I turned around and was staring straight at Jax’s chest.

When I looked up, he cringed as his hand crashed over his heart, “Who? Who did this to you?”

“I need the bathroom.”

I stepped around him and he followed me down the hall, “Frankie, who the hell hurt you?”

I turned and looked at him, “You did. When she answered your phone and told me you were in the shower. You hurt me, Jax.”

I walked in the bathroom, shutting the door in his stunned face and locked it.

I looked in the mirror at my bruised cheek and bloodstained split lip. My head hurt, hell breathing hurt.

I turned on the shower, took off my tank and shorts and slowly walked in. The water didn’t kiss my skin like it normally did, it bruised instead. I washed my body as best I could and conditioned my hair. I stood and let the water rinse my hair and skin until I ached so badly that I needed to get out.

After brushing my teeth and throwing on my robe, I opened the door and Jax still stood in the same spot I left him.

“You trust me?”

I shook my head no as I walked around him.

“Are you okay?” Mary stood outside of my room.

“I’m sorry, Mary. I’ll be fine, please just pretend it never happened.”

Jax’s growl rumbled behind me.

I could ask him to leave. I should ask him to leave, but I knew he wouldn’t without an explanation as to why I looked the way I did.

I walked in my room and turned, looking back at him.

His jaw twitched and he swallowed hard before speaking. “Two room suite, Frankie. Nothing. Happened.”

I turned away and he grabbed my elbow causing me to flinch and he immediately released my arm.

“Frankie, I need you to tell me you trust me.”

“But you can’t call? Text? Why didn’t you get a separate room? Why didn’t you say no, we aren’t dating on TV? Why, Jax?”

“My phone was dead. We were in separate rooms. I was drunk. I can’t make waves on TV.” He looked down and shook his head. “Tell me who did this to you.”

“I did,” I lied.

I walked over and lay down on my bed with my back facing him.

My bed dipped when he sat on it and even that hurt.

“Where did you go? Why didn’t you answer anyone’s calls? And I am not stupid, tell me who did this to you or I will turn the world upside down until I find out and then I will tear them apart limb by limb.”

I rolled to my back and held my breath so that I didn’t cry out from the pain I was in, and then slowly let it out as he visibly trembled.

His jaw muscles popped and he stood up and ran his hand over his head. “God damn it, Frankie, this is not okay. Whoever did this to you—” He paced at the end of my bed. “You say you love me. You’re full of shit. How does that work without trust? How does that work when you spend half of the fucking time pissed at me? Answer me!”

My eyes filled immediately and a sob escaped as I yelled. “Please, just go.”

“I won’t. I won’t until you answer me. Until you trust me.”

I reached over and grabbed my ear buds, put them in my ears and pressed shuffle so that I could drown him out, to get lost in music which had become my respite from pain in the past.

The bed dipped again and he lay next to me. I opened my eyes when I felt his breath against my cheek. I looked him in the eyes for the first time since I woke to find him here half an hour ago.

His green eyes, normally hardened and full of control, were moist and confusion overtook them. I had never seen him look so hurt and that hurt was worse than any physical pain I was feeling.

“Tell me,” he pleaded in a whisper.

“Jax,” was all I could get out before tears flooded my face.

He softly kissed my tears away and held me. “I don’t want anyone but you. I never have, never will. But this isn’t going to get any easier for a while, Frankie. I have a lot of shit to bury. Tell me you don’t love me and I will do what I should and walk away, but if you do—if you really feel what I feel for you—”

“How do you feel about me Jax? I don’t even know.” I couldn’t help but get angry. He hadn’t even said it back.

“Oh, Frankie.” He closed his eyes and rested his lips against my cheek. “I have never felt what I feel for you. I don’t know how to describe the feeling. I wouldn’t do it justice. There are a million tiny things you do that strengthen the hold you have on me. I hated yesterday when I was away from you. Seeing you today, like this, kills me but seeing you at all is what I look forward to and I have felt like that for a while now.”

“Jax—”

“I can’t believe only three words are used to describe what I feel. Three words people say every day. Don’t get me wrong, to hear you say it makes me so happy. But I know it’s not possible for anyone to have ever felt what I feel for you. If I allow myself to think back to when Will was here, even then there was something about you, even when you were being sassy or difficult, being around you was like sunshine on a cold day. My feelings for you can’t be described in three words Frankie. There is no way.”

“I love you,” I whispered.

“Without trust, it’s impossible, say you trust me.”

“I trust you,” I whispered.

“Then you tell me who hurt you so that I can take care of it.”

“I don’t know. I really don’t know.” Even though I hurt, I rolled to my side and held onto him.

“I will find out and make them pay.”

“I have to tell you something.”

“Go ahead,” he said as his fingertips rubbed up and down my back slowly.

“Can you reach under the bed? There’s an SD card and video.”

He tensed, “Where did you go last night?”

“Duke,” I whispered.

“Did he do this to you?”

“No—”

“Don’t think I won’t find out.”

“I broke in, found the video and left. No one was there. When I walked out to my car I was jumped by two people. Joel and his friends stopped whoever they were. When they ran to a black car, Joel’s roommates, and his new girlfriend, chased them. There were no plates. Nothing. Joel was angry and wanted to know why I was there. I told him and then I told him I wanted the SD card from his phone. That’s where the video was made. He unlocked his safe in front of me and handed it to me. He said he didn’t want me to use it against him. I believe him.”

“He let you leave like this?” He growled.

“He had no choice. He thinks I’m crazy anyways, Jax—”

“Fuck!”

We were quiet for a few minutes.

“Jax, he didn’t call me.”

He didn’t reply, he just stiffened.

“Jax?”

“Yeah?”

“I think it has something to do with the campaign.”

“Then we confront my parents.”

“We?”

“After we talk to yours. And Frankie you will be safer at my place.”

“That—”

“Please, beautiful girl, Jesus, please don’t fight me on this.”

“We’ll discuss it, okay.” I nuzzled into him, needing to be closer, even if it hurt.

“We need to get you something for pain.”

“You and music.”

“Me and music. I can do that.” He grabbed the headphones on the mattress and placed one ear bud to my ear and another to his.

“Preference?” He kissed my forehead.

“This is good.”

And it was, Jar of Hearts by Christina Perri. I closed my eyes and laid my head on his chest.

Somewhere between that song and the next, Aviation High by Semi Precious Weapons, I fell asleep.

*     *     *

I woke to a growling stomach, a delicious smell, and a song that began again on repeat, one that wasn’t on my play list before. I Wanna Know What Love Is by Foreigner.

Someday I hoped to look back on that moment and not wonder why out of every song in the world, he would choose that one. And I hoped that by that time, I could stop picturing Tom Cruise singing it in a cheesy rock movie.

I covered my mouth as it started again and tried not to laugh. Because I never wanted him to feel as if that one song, and what it meant, had not been something I have wanted with him forever.

I loved Jax. I had been falling in love with him since I was twelve. It never went away. It just kept growing stronger every time I saw him. Seeing him on the beach after three years and then the night he dragged me out of Tuna’s erased any doubt in my mind that those feelings were anything but love. I loved him and I trusted him.

I looked up and he was standing in the doorway with a dish towel slung over his shoulder.

“How are you feeling?”

I smiled as I pulled the ear bud out of my ear. “Sore. Thank you for the song.”

He walked slowly towards me. “Thanks for trusting me.”

He leaned in and gave me a soft kiss. “I made you dinner.”

“I can smell it. It smells amazing.” My stomach agreed and loudly made it known.

He bent down and opened my robe. Quickly he closed his eyes and let out a frustrated breath before kissing my belly lightly.

I looked down when he stood and saw the bruises that were purple and yellow.

“It’s hideous.”

I looked back down and looked at the bruises oddly. His look was different than it had been when he first saw it. Like suddenly, it had gotten worse, but he seemed distant as well.

“Jax, what’s wrong?”

He shook his head no. “Let’s feed you.”

He helped me up and I tried not to act like it was a big deal. “I can do it. I have to go to the base tomorrow.”

“Mary called, told them you had a bug. You’re staying home and resting. I’m staying with you.”

“Jax, you have to work.”

“I haven’t taken leave in a while. I’m due a sick day.”

I looked at the table, Mary, and Renee were sitting there, looking at me. Shadows and Titan were also there.

“Hi.” I felt very uncomfortable.

I looked down at our hands linked together and then up at him. His lip curled up in the corner and he looked away, never letting go of my hand.

“Who the hell did that to you?” Renee gasped.

“We aren’t sure yet—”

“Just some kids. I’m sure it was an attempted mugging. No big deal. That’s what I get for going to retrieve my things from the ex at four in the morning huh?” I laughed as I sat. “Hi, Titan.”

“Little Will,” he winked. “So you and Irons, huh?”

“I think he misses Will,” I joked. “I’ll let him stick around until he gets sick of me and then he’s all yours again, fly guy.”

“Awe, funny girl, huh?” he laughed.

I looked out of the corner of my eye at Jax and he was staring at me, expressionless again.

“Come sit down, Jax.”

He blinked and looked down, then turned and grabbed the bread off the stove and came over and sat down.

It was entirely too quiet. I noticed Jax looking at Shadows and Titan. I looked at them and they looked down.

“Frankie, why don’t you tell them about your book?”

I covered my mouth as I chewed a bite of tortellini.

“Book?”

“The one you made, your dream book.”

I looked over at him, surprised he had brought it up, embarrassed actually.

“You know, the one your ex-boyfriend saw that you had pasted my head on as your future-”

“I don’t really think that they would enjoy that story.” I took a drink of water.

“They seem to think that you and I have this thing going on because of Will’s death. I want them to know that you had feelings for me before that. That this thing isn’t some step in a grieving process. That what we feel is—”

I took his hand and he stopped and looked at it. “I think they were just joking. In their defense, I started it. And it is because of Will that we know each other.”

“And in our defense,” he looked at them. “It’s not a fucking joke.”

“Irons, chill man. Just trying to lighten the mood.” Titan looked at him like he was crazy.

“Moods don’t need to be lightened. Real shit went down last night. She could have been killed.”

Jax pushed his chair back and stood. “You two need to realize that.” he pointed to the guys and then looked at my room mates, “And you two need to start running a tight ship around here. That door needs to be chained, locked, and an alarm needs to be installed.”

“Please sit and eat, Jaxson.”

“I’m not hungry.” He walked away and into the bathroom and slammed the door.

I started to stand but Shadows reached over and held my chair, “He’ll be more pissed if you don’t eat. Give him a few minutes.”

I pushed my chair back and stood, “Thanks, but I think growing up like he did, he needs to know that isn’t what you get when you’re in a relationship. You don’t let someone you love go hide and over think things. You talk it out.”

I pushed my chair in and walked to the bathroom.

I opened the door and he was sitting on the edge of the garden tub with his head in his hands and elbows on his knees. I shut the door behind me and he looked up.

“They told me to give you a few minutes.”

“Obviously, you didn’t.”

“Nope and Jax, I am hungry, sore and nervous about what is going on, too.” I started to kneel in front of him and winced.

“Don’t do that.” He took my hand and stood up.

“Don’t hide. That’s not what we do. That’s not what you have to do anymore.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

I lifted my arms and linked my hands behind his head, “I love you. You put your trust in me like I have you. Tell me what really made you get upset out there.”

He rested his hands cautiously on my hips. “This isn’t a thing for me, Frankie. It’s not a joke to me. If you want this and are willing to go through the shit you’ve gone through because of me already—”

“We don’t know if I was jumped because of your family political affiliations Jax.”

“You’ll never be alone again. You won’t even walk to classes alone, do you understand me?”

“You don’t—”

“Yes I do. Fuck, Frankie, I am being real damn selfish here. If I’m right, then I am the biggest asshole in the world for not walking away and leaving you in peace. But I can’t. Then I think if I did, I’d still worry about you. So, selfishly, I won’t. I want you.”

“I want you, too.”

“We need to have a long talk after we get a good night’s sleep. You need to know exactly what you’re getting into.”

“Are you trying to scare me Jaxson? If so, it won’t work.”

He bowed down, resting his forehead against mine, and took a deep breath through his nose. “I don’t want you to be afraid of a damn thing, Frankie. I want you to be happy. To continue loving and teaching me how you want me to give it back to you.”

“You are doing perfect.”

“I’ll do better.”

We stood looking into each other’s eyes for a moment and my stomach rumbled again.

“Can we finish dinner and go back to bed?”

He kissed my nose and then my head. “Sounds good.”

*     *     *

I lay on my back and he on his side. He reached over and grabbed my ear buds and handed me one and kept the other. I thumbed through my playlist and yes, I had one that was all things Jax. Stupid, childish, call it what you will, but I knew he wouldn’t think it was.

I don’t wanna love somebody else by Great Big World played and his blue eyes blazed into mine, then cast down to my lip. He leaned down cautiously and rubbed his across mine, careful not to press too hard. It wasn’t enough and I knew he wouldn’t press for more, for the deeper kiss I desired. His touch had been careful, caring and thoughtful since he came back to me.

I pulled him closer and his tongue traced the part of my lip that had pained me the most and it no longer hurt. Nothing hurt. With Jax here, everything was as I knew it should be.


Slipknot


Jax

I convinced her to take some Motrin after dinner and insisted she go to bed. I held her until she drifted off as we listened to music together. It calmed her and it made me insanely aware that these feelings were real. People wrote songs about feelings. None even came close to being as deep as mine but still, they skimmed the surface.

We spent the entire night holding and kissing each other. I swear I have never kissed anyone as much as I did her tonight. It was not even sexual. I knew it wasn’t going to lead anywhere. It couldn’t and I didn’t want it too. I wanted to make her feel safe and to let her feel what I felt through touch and sound. I wanted her to know there was no place I would rather be, no one I would rather be with, and that it didn’t scare me one bit. I watched as she fought to stay awake. When her eyes closed for a few seconds, she would force them open and purse her lips, seeking more. I gave her anything she asked for. I wanted to give her that always but last night’s revelations loomed over my head. Reality was paused by touch but returned with any distance.

Her eyes hadn’t opened for ten minutes. I knew, because I watched her take in every slow steady breath. I watched as she drifted deeper and deeper into a peaceful sleep as I thought about how much Will loved his sister. How much he loved his family. How much I wanted Will, the closest thing to family in a form which I wasn’t accustomed to, yet was accepted as part of, to know I would do everything in my power to keep her safe.

I closed my own eyes and thought about what it was that I would bring into her life. I thought about what I had learned last night. About Mimi’s suspicions, about Sandra’s death, about Frankie’s attack, and yes, about a little girl who could have been part of me. A little girl who had parents who were said to adore her and who I knew that, if I tried to see, I may be putting her in harm’s way.

I looked back down at Frankie and kissed her again. Her soft purr and the way she nuzzled into my touch was something I knew I would never be able to get enough of.

I heard the door crack and looked up and Shadows gave a nod. I slowly backed away from her warmth, and put the pillow that was under my head next to her and laid her hand on it so that she still felt like I was with her.

I walked out and the guys were by the door and her roommates were on the couch, watching TV.

“I’m going to grab my bag from my car. Please lock the door behind me, I will be back. I’m staying here tonight.”

Mary got up and walked behind me. Shadows gave her a wink and she smiled.

“See you around?” he smiled.

“Yeah,” she smiled at the ground.

We walked out and Titan opened his truck door. “Thanks, man.”

“Not a problem.” I waited till he was in and pulled away before looking at Shadows.

“You have something to tell me?”

“I have no fucking clue what I should and shouldn’t, Shadows. So I’m choosing to keep it to myself until I figure some things out.”

“You don’t think it was a random mugging or just some punks that jumped her.”

I shook my head no. “Not sure yet.”

“I’m here, you know that.”

I nodded and looked towards her place.

“Come on, let’s get your bag so you can get back in there.”

I looked both ways and saw a black car parked just up the road from where we were standing. Frankie’s description, black car no plates, flashed though my head.

I started running towards the car full force.

“Irons!” Shadows yelled behind me.

The car started and quickly reversed and then the driver, who was unrecognizable in the dark of night, cranked the wheel and peeled out down the road.

“Irons!” Shadows screamed as I kept running, trying to catch them.

I ran until the taillights were nearly invisible, then slowed down and tried to catch my breath.

Shadows was beside me panting, “What the hell are you doing!”

I turned and started to jog back towards Frankie’s, when I felt his hand on my shoulder, “You better start talking man.”

“No, I can’t—”

“You sure as hell can. And you better start doing it now.”

“I won’t, Shadows, I won’t drag you or anyone else into this shit.”

We slowed down and began walking fast. He stayed quiet for a few minutes. “You think that was the car Little Will—”

“Her name is Frankie.” I turned and grabbed his shirt collar, “Not Will! You understand me!”

“You hear yourself, Irons?” He shoved my hands away. “You see what you’re doing? She’s in trouble, she is Will’s fucking sister and you aren’t the only one who loved him, Irons. So if she’s into some shit, we help too. The three of us! You fucking understand?”

I walked away, trying to keep myself from beating the shit out of him. He loved Will, hell, he and Titan had even been to Will’s family’s place with us. All of us agreed they were some of the best people we had ever met.

I stopped and turned to him, “I get it, but she is mine.”

“No shit, Irons. That girl has been yours before she was legal, we all knew it, you’re the only one who didn’t. Hell, Titan and I fucked with Will about how his kid sister and you were gonna be banging as soon as she was—”

“What did he say?”

“Will?”

“Yes, Will! What the hell did he say?”

“He laughed, man. Said if it happened he knew you’d do the right thing by her. We were brothers, man—”

“He knew how I was, I don’t believe you—”

“We, the three of us still are, and we know you Irons, just like Will did. You just needed someone to see what we do. She does.”

“She deserves better.”

“I don’t believe that shit and neither do you.”

“I come with a baggage. A ruthless family Shadows. Will’s death broke her down so much, imagine what people like me could do to her.”

“No, you got it wrong.”

“How the fuck can I protect her—”

“You have us too. You, me, and Titan.”

We made it to my car. I unlocked it, grabbed my overnight bag and then walked across the road then up to her place.

When we got closer, I noticed a box in front of the door.

I ran up and kicked it as hard as I could away so it rolled down the stairs and then I banged on the door.

When Mary cracked it, open she looked horrified.

“Thank God,” she closed it and unchained the lock.

“Shadows, go in—”

“No, I go with you.”

“No! You stay with her.”

I ran towards the box and opened it cautiously; inside was a rope with a slipknot tied in it. A warning.

“Irons!”

I turned and saw Shadows walking towards me. I grabbed the box and walked to the stairs.

Where the fuck are you going?”

“You wanna help, Shadows? Stay in that god damned apartment and let me deal with this! I need a fucking minute.”

*     *     *

After putting the box in my car, I dialed mother. There was no answer so I left a message for her to call me.

I walked in the apartment where just Mary and Shadows were awake. Renee and Frankie slept through the whole damn thing.

“Thanks, Shadows, I got it from here.”

“What was in the box? Who was the man who knocked on the door? Why don’t you just call the cops, you know she won’t. What the hell is going on!” Marry burst into tears and Shadows gave me a look that told me I better tread lightly.

“Mary, I can take care of this—”

“She could have been killed! Now we have people—”

“Mary, I promise I will take care of this.” I tried to remain calm.

“Really? Until when? Until you get pissed at her again! Until she climbs back inside herself where no one can reach her again! You don’t know what she has been through for three years, hell I don’t even know but she sure as hell looked happier today than she has in the three years I have known her, which is fucked up on so many—”

“I said I have this. End of conversation.” I snapped.

“Irons, don’t.” Shadows warned.

“I’m calling the police. You people—”

“The fuck you are.”

“Irons, go gets some fucking sleep. I’ll deal with this,” Shadows growled back at me.

“You better be damn sure you do,” I said as I walked to Frankie’s room.

She lay sleeping peacefully, holding onto the pillow I had left for her. She was oblivious and I wanted to make sure she remained that way. I just had to figure out how the hell I was going to make that happen with her roommate’s inquisition and the fact that I needed time to figure out what the hell was going on and still keep her, and now the other two people who lived here, safe.

I carefully moved the pillow and slid in. She snuggled into me and I could do nothing except force myself to enjoy this feeling because, at some point, she may realize I was more trouble than I’m worth.

*     *     *

I woke to my phone vibrating in my pocket and looked over at her bedside alarm. It was six am exactly and I knew only two people called at this time of day. Mother and duty, neither was what I wanted to wake up to.

I slid out from under her arm, put the pillow back in place and snuck out the door. I walked past Shadows asleep on the couch and out the front door to return mothers call in private. I sure as hell didn’t want anyone to know my suspicions.

“Good morning, mother.”

“Jaxson, you sounded upset in your message, and it’s so unlike you to call so late. Is everything all right?”

“No. It’s not.”

“Okay, I have about ten minutes before Lawrence arrives for my workout. Tell me what is wrong.”

Where the fuck was I supposed to start.

“You remember Francesca Cruz?”

“William’s sister. The spunky one, yes, why?”

“She and I are going to try to start a relationships.”

She laughed a condescending laugh, as if I was joking. “Is this a joke, Jaxson? You have never dated.”

“No, it’s not a joke Mother.”

“Jaxson, people like us, don’t date people like them.”

“And just what the fuck—”

“Watch your tone and language with me son.”

“Then explain what that is supposed to mean. She is a good person, Will’s sister.”

“Will’s sister, Jaxson, think about that. You apparently are missing him and that’s why “She loves me and my feelings—”

“Feelings, love? Jaxson you know better. And of course she would say that, you will be a catch to whomever it is you settle with. But you will be with someone with a similar background and social status, Jaxson. This discussion is over. Figure out a way to make her un-love you.”

“Someone beat her up pretty bad last night. Then someone in the same type of vehicle showed up here at her place and left a fucking rope in a box on her doorstep. You know anything about this?” I wanted to scream at her. I wanted to ask her if she knew about my child and the death of Sandra.

“You are publically dating Mimi Caldwell, Jaxson—”

“Like hell I am, Mother. I attend events with her because you’ve been insistent and Frankie isn’t—”

“Frankie,” she cackled. “Jaxson, don’t act like a love struck school boy. You’ve been raised better than that.”

My blood was at boiling point now, “You still haven’t answered my god damned question, mother.”

“Question, Jaxson?”

“Do you know anything about her attack or—”

“Now, why the hell would I know about that, Jaxson? Do you even know anything about this girl besides the fact that she is William’s sister? I mean really Jaxson.”

“I want to make sure she is safe. Do you understand that?”

“I want you to be seen with Mimi at functions, do you understand that?”

“No. No I do not. Francesca is my girlfriend. She will be attending—”

“She will be attending what, Jaxson? Do you really think that if she has someone after her that will make her safer? You do understand where this governorship is leading Jaxson. Your father has the support we have dreamed about. He has a great shot at the Republican Party’s support in a year for the next Presidential election if this goes well. One year, Jaxson, of toeing the line and we could be looking at residing at 1600 Pennsylvania Avenue in two years. Then in twelve years, it’s practically handed to you. Do you understand? This is a dream of our families and your obligation.”

“Presidency is your dream. It is not mine.”

“Jaxson, remove the emotional baggage you are allowing yourself to carry. Tell me being the Commander and Chief of this great nation is not something you have dreamed of your entire life.”

“I want both.”

She let out an exaggerated breath. “I have never indulged a spoiled child Jaxson and that is just what you’re acting like. But I will allow it, play with Francesca,” I heard her cover the phone and speak to someone for a moment and then she was back, “I will ensure her safety, put someone on her—”

“Someone that answers to me mother, not you. You send names, I chose who it is,” I demanded.

“As long as your indulgence is private and not public, son. As long as you continue going to events with Miss Caldwell, I will ensure that she is kept safe.”

“Francesca is not an indulgence. When you and father are living in Richmond in Capitol Square, I am out and that will all depend on whether or not Frankie is willing to play this game. I don’t like it one bit, do you understand?”

“Indulging you, son, don’t argue. My trainer is here. We will chat later.”

She hung up and I leaned over the railing trying to figure out how to I would proceed.

I had no clue who to trust anymore. I had no idea if Mimi was full of shit or if her family was behind the attacks and threats. I had no idea what the hell I was going to do, what I knew was that I didn’t want to walk away from Frankie.

What mother had said about feelings was not one hundred percent wrong. Feelings, emotions, those things clearly confused the mission I had been on my entire life. It felt too damn good, too right to be wrong.

I needed to speak to Mimi, and I needed to figure out if her suspicions were real or not. I needed to know who I could and could not trust. I needed to know more before I trusted one of her people to watch over Frankie when I was unable to. One thing that I was now sure of was that her safety, her sanity would come before anyone in my life.

I turned to see Shadows leaning against the door to the apartment, smoking a cigarette.

“Those things will kill you, man.”

He smirked and held it out, “Not lit.”

“What’s the sense, then?”

“Just want the choice to be mine. I love these damn things and everyone says they’re bad for me. I’m not sure I agree. I mean who the fuck knows if they really give you cancer, right? But I keep a pack on me so that I can be the one to make that choice. Not some fuck who has never sucked it into their lungs and loved the burn; me. Bad for me or not, if I want it, I can have it.”

He gave me a wink.

“Can you stick around for a few hours?”

“You have shit to stir up?” He opened the Camel hard pack and put the unlit cigarette back in.

“Maybe a little.”

“She’ll be pissed when she wakes up and you’re not here. You should go tell her you’re taking off.”

“She’ll understand.”

“Sure about that?”

“Shadows, I am pretty damn sure.”

“Alright man.”

“Thanks.”


Say Something


Frankie

After listening to Jax’s conversation with his mother through the cracked living room window inside my apartment, I knew it was going to be a long day. We needed to discuss what having a relationship with me would really mean for him and his future. Although he seemed adamant that he cared, and I knew he did, I wasn’t sure I was willing to let him throw away a future that he didn’t seem to want to walk away from.

While showering, I replayed his side of the conversation in my head. Good morning, mother. No. It’s not. You remember Francesca Cruz? She and I are going to try to start a relationship. No it’s not a joke, mother.

His mother clearly thought her son was incapable of loving me. But he had stuck up for me by saying explain what that is supposed to mean. She is a good person. I wondered what she knew that led her to believe I wasn’t good enough for him. And then when he said She is Will’s sister, I wondered if maybe Jax and I were kidding ourselves about our feelings not being brought on by Will’s loss.

I was sure I was wrong when he said, she loves me and my feelings, but then he was interrupted. The subject changed to the attack and maybe that was another reason he felt this way, maybe he was trying to protect his best friend’s sister.

I learned that a rope of some sort was left on my doorstep and yes, it scared the hell out of me, but what did it mean?

He went on to argue with her. About me going to events and I was sure I wasn’t ready for that, not at all.

Then wanting to keep me safe and names and he gets to choose. Choose what? He said I wasn’t an indulgence, and that his decision was based on whether I was willing to play this game. I assumed he meant political and I wasn’t sure I wanted to play it, either.

Then I watched him lean over, resting his elbows on the railing running his hands over his hair. I knew he was angry, tense, and he must have been tired. I knew I was.

The warm water didn’t hurt as much against my skin as it did yesterday, it was tolerable.

I closed my eyes and finally let it sink, in what had actually taken place in the last twenty four hours. I missed Will every day but today was worse. I needed him and the peace he brought to me, and I knew Jax needed him too.

My tears couldn’t be stopped. They released with my sorrow, my intense sadness, the fear I felt was imminent and the fear was of what was to come. I stood, allowing the shower water to dance with my tears, to hide them, to sweep them away, and to make them disappear so I wouldn’t make him feel more angst than I knew he felt right then.

When the tears dried up and the water ran cold, I got out and grabbed my robe, threw it on and walked out.

Shadows was standing against the counter, drinking a cup of coffee, and it startled me.

“Hey, girl, it’s just me.”

“Sorry, it’s just—”

“Lots going on, I know. Coffee?”

“Sure.”

I sat at the table and he handed me a cup of coffee and sat down.

“Did Jax go back to bed?”

He shook his head no and looked up from his cup. “He had to step out.”

“So you’re, what, babysitting me?”

Shadows smiled and then took a sip of coffee.

“Nah, he just needed to go out.”

“Is he okay?”

“He’s good. You don’t have to worry about him.”

“Shadows, please don’t treat me like I’m some kid. I’m not. I’m a woman now.”

“Listen Little Will, I don’t want to hear that, okay? Jax may be good with it but Shadows,” he pointed to himself, “is not.”

“You’re a jerk.”

He laughed and then we sat silently for a moment.

“Shadows, I don’t like him doing whatever it is he is doing alone. I—” I stopped when I felt the heat start in my throat. “I worry about him too, you know.”

“I do, too. I know he’ll be okay.”

Finally I couldn’t stop myself from asking the question, “Do you think his family—”

“No. No, I don’t.”

“Then who?”

He looked at me and shook his head from side to side, “No idea, but I do know it won’t happen again.”

“How do you know that?”

“Will left you three,” he scrunched up his face, “okay, Irons doesn’t count anymore, so two big brothers.”

“Who will keep me in the dark just like Jax.”

“On the contrary, we’ll keep you in the light, Little Will.”

There was a knock at the door and he jumped up and held his hand against his hip. “Oh, my God, do you have a gun?”

“A what?” Mary gasped as she walked out of her room.

I looked at Shadows, realizing I had just messed up and he smiled at her, then looked her up and down. She scowled and pushed her glasses up, then tightened her robe.

“I have a cramp, that couch isn’t comfortable. Mary, you should let me sleep in your room next time I stay over.”

“Pfftt,” she said as she turned red and went to walk past him to the door.

He grabbed her hand, stopping her. “Little lamb, I got it.”

She turned beet red and opened her mouth like she was going to say something, yet nothing came out.

He laughed and I watched as he looked her up and down, “That’s a good Little Lamb.”

Shadows turned around and walked to the door.

Shadows was the typical pilot, tall, lean, and muscular. He had dark brown hair and brown eyes. He was very good looking. I thought Mary was easily one of the most beautiful girls around, but it was obvious she didn’t realize it. Shadows did.

“Can I help you?” Shadows said through the cracked door with his hand on his hip, yes I was sure he had a gun.

“I’m here to see Mary.”

“Let him in, it’s Joe,” I said as I walked up behind him.

Joe was Mary’s boyfriend. He also attended school here. They had been dating for about six months. To me he wasn’t into her as much as I thought he should be. I thought everyone should have someone who makes them feel the way I felt for Jax.

“Mary, we have brunch in twenty minutes.”

“I sent a text. I don’t think I am feeling up to it today.”

“Don’t be silly. Just go put a dress on. My friends are expecting us.”

“She said she wasn’t up to it.”

Joe looked at Shadows and then back at Mary, rolling his eyes slightly.

“Mary, come on, hurry it up. You have class at ten.”

“Little Will, is Mary’s friend hard of hearing?”

“Boyfriend, Mary’s boyfriend, and no I am not.”

The look Joe gave him was intense. Shadows laughed.

“Mary, when did you and your friends start inviting soldiers over on Monday mornings?”

“Joe, allow me to introduce myself. I am Lieutenant Shadows and let me assure you, I wasn’t invited over this morning, I stayed the night.”

Mary’s jaw nearly hit the ground and Joe’s face immediately turned purple.

“With me.” I stood, walked over and handed Shadows his coffee and stood close to him, trying to give the impression that Shadows was in fact with me.

“I’ll be ready in just a few minutes, Joe.”

“I’ll help you get ready,” he said, still looking at me and Shadows.

When they left the room, I nudged Shadows and he threw his arm around my shoulder and whispered, “Irons know you feel this way about me?”

I laughed and so did he. I set my coffee back on the table and whispered, “Can you behave while I go get dressed?”

“I can try,” he whispered back.

*     *     *

After dressing, I walked out and Shadows was lounging on the couch, watching the morning news. I sat down just in time to see a recap from Saturday night’s charity event that highlighted Jaxson and Mimi’s interview. It was accompanied by a commentary about the possible romantic connection between the son and daughter of Virginia’s next Governor and Lieutenant Governor’s children.

I felt Shadows looking at me and I looked up at him, “I trust Jax.”

“No reason not to,” he said, grabbing for the remote.

I snatched it out of his hand when I saw a shot of Jax and Mimi walking down the beach drinking coffee and they appeared to be in an intense conversation.

“Where did Jax say he was going?”

“I don’t think that was today,” Shadows huffed.

“It says live, Shadows and I am pretty sure that’s near his place. Look at the sign, it says—”

“He said he had to take care of something. That’s it. But if that is him, I am sure he has a reasonable explanation.”

I sat back and watched, trying to ignore the reporter’s speculative banter she was exchanging with her co-anchor.

I stood up just as Mary and Joe walked out of her room.

It was obvious that Joe and Mary had just had an encounter of a sexual nature. Joe gave Shadows a look and Shadows laughed again.

I shot him a glare, hoping he wouldn’t say anything more to him, and he held his hands up signaling he wouldn’t.

When they walked out the door, Shadows laughed.

“Please share that story with me.”

“What story?”

“She has to complain about sex with that dick. I mean, really, they were in there ten minutes and she came out dressed with her hair done. I certainly wouldn’t walk out of there peacocking if I were him.”

“She isn’t the type to discuss that kind of stuff.” He laughed and it made me laugh too.

“It would be a short discussion,” he winked.

Then it hit me. “You like Mary.”

“What the hell do you mean, I like Mary?”

“I mean, you have the hots for her.”

“No.”

“Yes you do, admit it.”

“Jesus.”

“Please tell me. I could use the distraction right now, Shadows.”

“She’s a cute little shit.”

“Little Lamb,” I corrected him.

“Ha, ha. Stay out of it. I am here for a purpose and it is not to get up Mary’s little lavender dress.”

“That’s good, Lieutenant, because if you had been trying, I would say you failed this mission.”

He sat back and laid his head against the couch. “You want to place money on it, college girl?”

“Oh hell no, I’m not making this a game for you. I like Mary.”

“Ouch.” He held his hand to his heart. “Better than me?”

“Different than you.”

He closed his eyes and chuckled quietly.

“You should go home and get some rest. I know what happened while I was asleep last night. I heard Jax on the phone with his mother this morning.”

He opened his eyes and slowly turned his head towards me.

“I have a habit of—”

I heard the door open. Shadows jumped up and pushed me so I was low on the couch. His hand automatically went to his hip, where I knew a well hidden gun was strapped.

“Shadows, you here, man?”

“Jesus, Irons, you scared the fuck out of me.”

I stood up off the couch as he walked into the living room.

“Is there a reason the fucking door is unlocked!”

“Is there a fucking reason you were strolling on the damn beach with your girl Mimi!”

Before he could respond, I walked into my room and slammed the door.

I wasn’t sure why I reacted the way I did. I even told Shadows I trusted him.

I sat at my desk and took out my books. I was going to get some work done today, come hell or high water.

It was about five minutes before my door opened and I didn’t have to look back to know who it was. He turned my swivel chair so it was facing him. I started to say something when his hungry mouth devoured my lips. I tried not to reciprocate, I tried pulling back, but his strong yet gentle hand held my head in place.

His tongue lightly stroked my lips and I fought against my body and desire to open to him.

He continued and I quickly caved.

My mouth opened and his tongue darted in, rubbing firmly up the length of mine, tasting me over and over again.

Finally, when he had taken what he was after, his mouth left mine and his lips pressed gently to my cheek, “Morning.”

“Jax, I am—”

“I understand, but you and I will be discussing this laying in your bed. Nothing good comes out of fighting unless that’s where we are. Much quicker, much easier and I get to hold you before you say you’re sorry for assuming I have done anything wrong, when you know damn well, I only want you.”

“Jax.” his finger pressed against my lips, hushing me as his free hand pulled mine helping me stand.

Once I was in bed, he lay next to me and leaned over using his hands to hold himself above me as his forehead just barely touched mine.

His intense and extremely sexy green eyes peering down at me as he whispered, “Say it.”

“Jax—”

“Say it.” This time there was a touch of urgency in his voice.

“I love you but—”

“Again.” He closed his eyes and bowed his head, kissing my neck.

“I love you.”

“Again.” He nipped lightly on my neck.

“I love you, Jaxson Irons.”

I was putty in his hands.


Wings


Jax

I kissed down her neck, careful not to be too harsh with her.

I stopped and kneeled down beside of her, taking her hands, holding them to my face. “I have things going on that I can’t tell you. Not because I don’t trust you, not because I want to hide anything from you, but because I treasure you.”

Her lower lip began quivering and then she blurted out, “I heard you on the phone. I was at the window listening to your conversation.”

I took in a deep breath and looked into her eyes, trying to figure out how it made her feel, but I could tell it upset her.

“You heard me.”

“Talking to your mother. She doesn’t think I’m good enough for you, and I don’t disagree.”

“Well, then, you’d understand how it is I feel the same way about you being too good for me.”

“No, not ever.”

“Frankie, I need you to tell me that you’ll be okay.” I stopped and took a deep breath, trying to figure out how to say what needed to be said without hurting her as badly as it was hurting me.

“You’re scaring me,” she whispered.

“I’m terrified that loving me will cause you harm. That if I don’t put distance between us—”

“No!” She sat up and winced.

“It already has.”

“I don’t care. Jax, I don’t care one bit. I just want to be with you.”

Her arms wrapped around me tightly and she squeezed and the sound of hurt and pain escaped her.

“I have to. I have to do it to protect you.”

“So leaving me protects me how, Jax! How?”

“It’s the only way. You won’t be alone. I promise.”

“A hired man?”

“No, Shadows.”

“Why?”

“I am not one hundred percent sure why but that’s what I am going to find out.”

She looked up at me, her brown eyes filled with tears. “Who will protect you?”

“You. By agreeing to this, you are protecting me. By being strong and believing what I am about to tell you, regardless of what you see elsewhere, you, Frankie, are protecting me.”

“How long, Jax?”

“Until November.”

“Election?”

“Yes.”

“You promise me you aren’t with her. That’s it’s a show. And you tell me that—”

“You tell me you’ve loved me for a long time, that you realized it since the age of twelve. I am telling you that I saw that same emotion, felt that love, since then, too. For the very first time with your family, I felt a connection on such a different level than I had ever experienced. Not the same way as you. You did it gradually, knew what it meant. It didn’t scare the hell out of you. To me it happened with a kiss from one grieving soul to another. I ran from it, fought it, hell, I denied it, until that moment on the beach when I saw you after three years. You were not a child anymore. You grew so much in three years, and not just physically. Your eyes were different, like they had seen both sides of the world, not just the one you were blessed enough to be raised in. I knew right then if I didn’t walk—”

She sniffled and wiped her eyes. “Run.”

“Hell yes, I ran. I wanted nothing to do with making you see the world’s darkness any more than you had. And I didn’t know what to do with the feelings inside of me until that first night. That night, something inside of me changed and I still fought it because it just didn’t feel right not being with you. I thought you broke something inside of me, until I realized you just opened up a part of me I didn’t know existed. In doing that, you became part of me. What I am trying to say, Frankie, is if you can’t do this, I understand and I will put in for a transfer because I would need a thousand miles between us to keep my word to you. Nothing less would work because I love you, Francesca Cruz, those words still aren’t enough, it’s so much stronger, so until I invent a new way to say it, I will say I love you, every day, forever, if not in words, in touch, in person, then in this.”

I reached in my pocket and pulled out a necklace I had bought just a few hours ago. The long platinum chain was attached to a round tapped metal locket. When opened, one side had an angel, and the other side the word love.

She smiled as tears fell down her face and I put the necklace on her. She reached down and pulled the locket up and opened it.

“If you look closely, your initials are in scripted in the wings. See the F?”

“I do, but not the C.”

I nodded. “That would be hard to see because it’s not there.”

“Oh.” She smiled, not catching on to what I was telling her.

“Look closer.”

“I am, Jax, but—”

“When this is all over. When I have figured it all out and know I will not put you in any danger, that’s what I want, Francesca.”

She took in a quivering deep breath as she traced the I on the other wing. “You’re sure?”

“I am a man who knows what he wants and will stop at nothing to have it. If you want the same thing—”

“After graduation.”

“You’re sure.”

“Yes.”

“Good, because I have never wanted anything more.”

“Say it.” She whispered against my lips.

“I love you, Frankie.”

“Again.”

“I. Love. You.”

Need overtook sense and I kissed her harder than I had wanted. She whimpered but pulled me closer and climbed on my lap. She pushed her little hand between us and tried to unbutton my pants while our tongues caressed one another’s.

I pulled back and unbuttoned them myself as she stood on the bed and tore off her shorts and thong. I pushed up on my knees and pulled my jeans down as I looked at her naked bare pussy. She pushed on my shoulders and I grabbed her hips, pulling her towards me. I licked her hot bare flesh and she gasped as her nails dug into my skin. I kissed her skin as I pushed one and then two fingers inside her and she clenched around them. I rubbed my thumb up and pushed on her clit as I curled my fingers inside her.

“God, yes,” she moaned as she rocked into my fingers.

I licked her outer lips as she rode my hand.

“Fuck my hand, Frankie.”

“Yes, oh, yes.”

“Come for me, Frankie. Come, sweetheart.”

I leaned in and sucked on her clit and felt her quiver and contract inside.

I leaned back so I could watch her come. I fucking loved watching her fall apart.

She pushed against my hand harder, then screamed out my name. My name had never sounded so god damn good.

I laid her down, “Roll over, sweetheart. I don’t want to hurt your ribs. On all fours.”

I loved the way she looked from behind. I could fully see every beautiful part of her. She was living and movable art. The perfectly round ass was even more round in this position.

I pushed her shirt up, “Take it off,” and I unsnapped her bra which she removed as well.

Her back was as beautiful as the rest of her, her long black hair cascaded over her soft tanned skin. Her shoulders were more rounded. The overall view from this angle was enough to send my primal urges into overdrive.

Her toes were pointed, making the definition in her calves even more alluring. She was fully exposed to me and ready to take whatever I offered. She was my treasure, my lover, my love.

Finally I allowed myself to look at the spot where we connected, joined together. Her hot skin was slick with her juices and I couldn’t wait to see my cock slide in and out of her as she coated it and made it glisten.

In this position she was fully submitting to me, giving me all control. I dug my fingers into her waist and gripped tightly.

She responded in a plea, “Jax, please.”

“Give me a minute to admire you, Frankie. Fuck, you are magnificent.”

I leaned in and kissed her cheeks and then licked between them.

“Jax, please.” She pushed against me.

The hunger in her voice mirrored the hunger burning inside of me.

I rubbed my cock up and down her wet folds, soaking it with her juices.

Once aligned, I took her hips in my hands holding them still as I slowly pushed into her, watching each inch disappear inside. Once I was all in, I leaned over and kissed her shoulder blades and licked up her neck. I loved the taste of her skin. I reached beneath her, cupped her breasts and pinched her erect nipples. She whimpered as I pulled at them. I stood up, released her breast, took her hips and pulled back, watching her from behind.

Slowly I slid back in and just as slowly out, bathing in her warmth, her wetness. After several strokes and hearing her purrs, whimpers, and moans, I moved faster. No longer sliding in her silk pussy but thrusting deeper and harder.

My pace quickened and I leaned to the side, wanting to see her beautiful face, but was distracted as I watched her perfect C-cup bounce with each thrust.

“God, Frankie, you are an angel.”

“Oh, Jax,” she moaned. “Oh, yes.”

I reached around her and rubbed her hardened clit and she yelled out louder, “Yes.”

I continued rubbing her as I plunged in and out of her harder and faster as I rubbed, squeezed and kissed her body. I couldn’t get enough. I was like a man possessed.

She attempted to push against me but this position was mine. All mine. I was going to set the pace the entire time. She would come, when I was ready.

“Hold on, Frankie.” I growled against her back and then leaned up and smelled her hair.

“Fuck, you smell good, sweetheart, like perfume and pussy. I’ll never get enough.”

“You better not,” she panted.

“Fuck!”

I felt her pussy squeeze around my cock and pulled out.

“Jax, no,” she whined.

“I said not yet.” I squeezed her ass, spreading it further apart.

I entered at a different angle, avoiding her g-spot, the opposite of what I would normally do, but I didn’t want this to end.

“So hot,” I groaned as I shifted right and then left, teasing her purposely.

“I wanna come, Jax, please.”

“Not yet.”

I slammed in harshly and then pulled out.

“I thought you said you love me.” She pouted.

“I love you.”

“Then fuck me, Jax. Fuck me and come with me, damn it.”

I thrust in and out at a steady speed. I wasn’t ready. I wanted her to continue telling me, showing me how badly she wanted me, this, us.

After several minutes her pussy squeezed me so tightly that it nearly pushed me out. I held her as tight as I could as she bucked wildly, as her orgasm spiraled out of control. Our flesh continued to collide over and over until, finally, I slowed down and at that, I felt my cock twitch as it deposited my first hot load inside of her.

I kissed down her back as I slowly pulled out.

“Oh my God. It just keeps getting better.”

“I’m glad you think so, too.”

She climbed up in her bed and I grabbed some tissues and rubbed between her legs, cleaning her as I kissed her lips softly over and over, and over, again.

“I never imagined being loved by you would be this good.”

I smiled as I tossed the tissues in the garbage and lay next to her. She rolled to her side, curled up against me and yawned.

“Tired?”

“Yes.”

“You should have slept in.” I kissed her head.

“I woke up and you were gone. I didn’t like it.” Her grip tightened.

“I’m pretty tired, too. Let’s nap. Then when we wake up I’ll cook you lunch.”

“Perfect.”

I reached over and grabbed her phone.

“Hey,” she said, grabbing for it. “Give that to me.”

I held it higher and thumbed through her playlists.

~Jax~

“Jax, that’s a little embarrassing.”

“I’ve seen it, added a song to your other playlist remember? And get over the embarrassment, Frankie, because when this is over, I am going to make sure everyone in the world knows you’re mine and I am yours.”

I found the song I was looking for and put an ear bud in her ear and one in mine and pressed play.

“Listen and go to sleep.”

She smirked and covered her face and laid her head on my chest.

*     *     *

I woke an hour later. She was still asleep and she still had a grip on me that I knew if I moved would wake her up. I wanted her to sleep. I wanted her to sleep through this election and only wake when I could slip away to meet her.

I knew I could be strong. I always had been. But Frankie was so soft, so vulnerable, and so emotional that I was afraid of what this may do to her.

But there was not a damn thing I could do about it. I loved this girl, truly, madly, and deeply. I couldn’t walk away if I wanted to. I was a selfish son of a bitch, literally. But I would spend the rest of my life making it up to her.


Shadows and Darkness


Frankie

I opened my eyes as he was sliding out from beside me. “Back to sleep. I’ve got to cook something.”

I nodded and yawned. He stood up and I watched his magnificent naked body. He bent down and grabbed his boxers. I moaned out loud and he looked back and shook his head with a sexy smirk on his face.

“It’s beautiful, Jax.”

He turned as he pulled them up, slowly. His dick hung low and beautifully. “And that’s a masterpiece.”

He grabbed it and stroked once. “This?”

“Absolutely.”

“It’s all yours, sweetheart.”

*     *     *

Our late lunch was perfect, chicken parmesan on angel hair pasta. He fed me, like he said he wanted to. Kisses between bites, laughs over conversation that had nothing to do with what was going on outside of this place, it was perfect. Just like I knew life could be with Jaxson.

After we ate, he read over my report and I told him about all the others I had spoken to that lost loved ones in as equally a horrible way as we lost Will.

“You are honoring his memory by doing this, Frankie. He’d be so proud of you. I’m proud of you.”

There was a knock on the door and Jax looked at his phone and groaned.

He stood up and walked to the door. “Jax, be careful.”

“It’s Shadows.”

He opened the door and Shadows walked in with an overnight bag in hand.

“You’re not staying?” I asked Jaxson.

“Sorry. I can’t. It won’t work that way.”

I felt my heart beating harder and harder.

“Frankie, I’ll see you in the morning on base.”

Shadows reached in his bag and pulled out two cell phones and handed them to Jax.

“We talk on these, text on these, we get new ones every few days.”

I shook my head no and fear started creeping in.

“Just until we know, Frankie, it’s the only way.”

“I’ll be here with you.” Shadows smiled.

“It’s not safe here, it’s not—”

“It’s not safe for you if I stay here, Frankie. This is about me. I will say it one last time, if you want me to walk—”

“You don’t walk when you love someone, Jax!”

“I couldn’t agree more. We have to be smart.”

“Who is going to stay with you? Who will protect you?”

“I’m fine—”

“No. No, I won’t—”

“His place is safe. Security is in place and Titan is staying with him, Frankie.”

“I don’t need him—”

“Tough shit, Irons. Deal with it,” Shadows said as he set his bag on the couch. “You need to get going.”

Jax took a step towards me and held my hips. “You love me, be strong for me.”

I nodded, talking would have evoked tears so I didn’t. I knew he sensed it in my eyes.

“I love you, Frankie. I will text you in a few hours.”

“Are you going to her again?”

“No.” He shook his head and his eyes bore into mine. “But I do have this list of events. You sure you can do this, Cruz? You sure you can be what I need you to be so I can be what you need me to be?”

I nodded and he kissed me and then whispered, “See you tomorrow?”

I nodded again.

“It’s a date?” He winked and then turned around, shook Shadows’ hand and walked out the door.

I stood in the same spot staring at the door until Shadows came up and hugged me tight. “Tell me I wasn’t hearing things, did Jaxson Irons just tell you he loved you?”

“Yes,” my voice squeaked and he chuckled.

“How long have you been waiting to hear that?”

“A while.”

He stepped back, took my hand and pulled me behind him to the couch.

We were watching a movie that I can’t even name, because I wasn’t paying any attention. I was thinking of Jax when Mary walked in.

She stopped dead in her tracks when she saw Shadows.

He grinned and shook his head. “The Little Lamb has returned.”

She forced herself to look away from him and at me. “Are you all right?”

“Yes, thanks. There’s leftovers for dinner if you’re hungry.”

“Is he staying again?”

He laughed as he stood up and brushed against her as he walked into the kitchen. “Little Lamb, I’ll warm dinner up for you.”

She scowled. “Don’t go out of your way.”

“I’m hungry, babe, don’t flatter yourself.”

The look on her face was a sad for a moment as she looked at me and back at him.

“Come, sit and watch—” I paused and looked at Shadows.

“It’s the Goonies,” he and Mary said at the same time.

“Right the Goonies.” I rolled my eyes and Mary sat next to me.

“You okay?”

“Yes. And I know you need an explanation to what is going on around here. But I don’t have one yet. I’m sorry. Mary.”

“So that’s why he’s staying. I mean,” Her voice lowered, “you aren’t, like, with both of them?”

I couldn’t help but laugh and she looked mortified. I closed my mouth and leaned into her. And she giggled and shook her head.

Shadows walked in and handed her a plate. “What’s so funny?”

“Nothing,” we said at the same time and smiled at one another.

*     *     *

I saw Jax at work but just by his look, I knew he didn’t feel comfortable talking to me. He had been pulled off the research committee and I still didn’t know why. He never answered that question when I answered him in text. He sent me the name of a song to listen to. Another dinosaur rock ballad. It made me laugh and swoon at the same time. Whitesnake, Is This Love.

The days I was on campus, I was under strict instruction to stay with Mary or Renee and I did. I was playing by their rules in hopes it would make the time a part worth it and make it so we could be what I knew we both wanted when it was all over.

It had been four days since I had held Jaxson, touched him or even heard his voice. His texts were cryptic at best and he signed his texts with wings. The more I spent time on base, the more I realized Jax’s cockiness was something they handed out when a pilot earned their wings. That must have been what the wings were all about.

I was looking down as I turned a corner and ran into someone. I looked up and it was him. His eyes immediately darkened at the contact and my insides clenched. I wanted his touch, wanted it so badly that it sent a quake through my body.

“Fuck, Frankie,” he whispered in a groan.

“Jax,” was all I could manage.

His eyes focused on my mouth and I swallowed hard.

“Jesus. Lunch, two blocks down. I will take care of you, sweetheart.”

“Please.”

He closed his eyes and then opened them, his jaw clenched.

“Outside, take a left. Walk two blocks. I will be waiting. Look for Titan’s Jeep.”

I watched the minutes pass by knowing the next hour and a half were going to seem like a year.

When an hour later I heard someone talking about a rescue mission outside in the hall, I stood to see what was happening. People were running to the equipment room just outside of the hangar. I saw Jax and, as if he sensed me, he turned and looked out the door as he threw his flight suit on.

Shadows grabbed my hips from behind and moved me. “Chopper down. Duty calls, little lady. You wave goodbye and have lunch for us when we get back, got it?”

“What do you want?” I yelled and everyone looked out at me. “For lunch?”

The room full of pumped up alpha man erupted in laughter. “Pussy,” someone yelled.

My mouth fell opened and Jax looked up with a smirk on his face. He was ready before the others. “Let’s fly, girls, no time to get all prettied up.”

He walked by and winked. “I get that, no one else in there.”

“Promise?” I whispered and he shook his head and kept walking.

I stood and watched as two helicopters took off out over the Atlantic.

As instructed, I was to wait until Shadows left and he was to follow me back to my place. I sat in the parking lot for thirty minutes until I decided to call Mary and see if she was home. She was so I sent Jax a text letting him know Mary was home and was going to meet me in the parking lot.

When Shadows got home he looked whipped.

I had made lasagna; Jax had promised he would see me tonight.

“Is Jax okay?”

“Well, isn’t that a fine welcome for a guy who’s slept on a couch for five of the past seven nights.”

“Sorry. I mean, I know you’re okay I see you. But I wondered if—”

“Jax is back. He has reports to fill out. He is also pretty damn pissed that you took off like you did and he will be even more so when he knows I saw a black car on the side on the road, just like the one from Sunday. Don’t pull that shit again, Frankie. Go have dinner on base or something.”

“What car?” Mary asked.

“Yeah, what car?” Renee asked, taking out her headphone.

“Speculation, never mind. What’s important is everything is fine now.”

Not ten minutes later the alarms were going off and I looked out the window as people vacated their apartments.

Mary and Renee immediately started walking toward the door.

“Stop!” Shadows yelled. “Each of you pack a bag.”

We all stopped and looked at him.

“Now!”

When we were finished, we all walked out together leaving our bags by the door. None of us asked why, we just did as instructed.

“Renee, where are you parked?”

“The back lot, why?”

“Give me your keys.”

Once we were all in the car he told me to text Jax and tell him to meet him at Hops Hoes.

“Hops Hoes?”

“He’ll know what I’m talking about. Reach in my bag and grab me a new phone, text Titan 767-7737, tell him bags by the door and Hops Hoes.”

We drove out of town taking back roads. To be honest I had no clue where we were and I had lived here for two, almost three, years now.

In an hour, we were pulling into the woods on a dirt road. After another thirty minutes we were pulling into a clearing and in the middle of it was a pretty large log home.

“Home, sweet home,” he said as he pulled up in front of the house.

We all got out and looked around. It was quiet and beautiful.

“What’s this place?”

“The home of a friend.”

“It’s beautiful here,” Mary said, walking around the yard.

“There’s no cell service,” Renee groaned as she walked up and sat on the porch. “What the hell is going on? Who the hell do you think you are, bossing us around? Jesus, Frankie, don’t you think we deserve to know what the fuck is going on? I mean God—” she stopped when she started crying. “This is so fucked up and now we’re in the middle of the woods where no one can find us and—”

“Safe, Renee, you are safe here. How about we think of this as a vacation, huh?”

Shadows patted her back as he walked past her on the stairs. He lifted what looked like something where mail would be placed and punched in a code.

I heard a click and then he opened the door. “I promise you’ll like it, come on.”

We all walked inside and he was right, it was beautiful. The exposed beams on the inside were beautiful. The entire space was opened and although you wouldn’t know it from the outside, the place was very modern.

“Make yourselves at home. There are four bedrooms upstairs, pick one. I think we will be here for the night.”

“I’m hungry,” Renee mumbled.

“Let’s hope the boys bring dinner,” Shadows smiled at me.

“The boys?”

“Yeah, I am pretty sure you’ll be seeing Irons tonight. Don’t bother picking out a room, he has his own.”

Two hours later, Jax and Titan walked in, both carrying bags. I was so excited to see him and the worry in his eyes was immediately gone and a smile replaced his near frown.

“Honey, I’m home.”

I ran up and hugged him tight as he chuckled.

“I love you.”

“I love you.”

“Do we get to know what the hell is going on now!” Renee snapped.

“Weekend getaway,” Jax answered, his eyes never leaving mine. I smiled. “They think your place has a gas leak. They’re working on trying to find it and then they will fix it. So there are about thirty displaced civilians.” Still, his eyes never left mine. “Well, twenty seven. You three are taken care of.”

“There is no cell service here,” Renee whined.

“Why don’t you act grateful that you have a place to stay,” Titan asked as he walked in. “How about a thank you.”

“My parents will worry,” she snapped at him.

“How old are you?”

“Twenty two.”

“They stopped worrying at eighteen. Time to grow up, princess.”

“Screw you,” she hissed under her breath.

He dropped our bags and walked up to her, “Before or after dinner?”

Her jaw dropped and she spun around and ran right into Shadows. “Eenie, meenie, miney, mo?”

“Which of us gets you first?” Shadows laughed.

“Pigs,” her voice wavered.

“Alright ease up, boys, these ladies aren’t like your other friends.” He kissed the top.

“It was a joke, Irons, we’ll play nice.”

Titan walked over and grabbed the brown bags and took them to the kitchen island. “Time to eat.”

“I want to know what the hell is going on!” Renee yelled and Titan turned and looked at her.

“Did you hear Irons? Possible gas leak. You should be happy you’re here and not in the college gymnasium. You ever sleep on a cot, princess? Not all that fucking comfortable.”

I looked at Jax again and he sensed my unease.

“Why don’t we all sit down and have a chat.”


Strength


Jax

I didn’t lie, but I held some truths that I had found out during the week. “Someone attacked Frankie last week. Until I find out who and why, we want to keep her safe. We want to keep you all safe. I believe Joel had nothing to do with it, so that leaves us with the question of whether or not it’s someone else who has a problem with Frankie, one of you two, or me and my family.”

“Why don’t you just call the police?” Renee asked.

Shadows laughed and I sat back in my chair.

“You know anything about politics, Renee?”

She shook her head yes. “Some, I mean, I vote.”

“Well, my father is running for Governor in November, which doesn’t make him popular on the left side of this circus stage or with the other hopefuls who lost the bid.”

“Your father is running for governor?” Renee gasped.

“That ain’t shit girl, our boy Irons has been groomed his whole life to become President of the United States of America.”

“You’re pulling my leg,” Renee laughed.

“Are you, I mean is that really a possibility?” Mary, asked pushing her glasses up.

“It is a possibility, yes. But not a decision I will make on my own.” I reached under the table and held Frankie’s hand.

“Do you realize how much good you could do, Jaxson?” Mary asked. “How much you could change that is wrong in this country?”

I loved the naivety and hope she exuded in that statement but the truth was that I was doing more for my country being part of the military than the president could ever do.

“Irons thinks it would be boring,” Titan laughed. “He’d prefer picking SEALS out of the ocean. I say let’s do this. I could live at 1600 Pennsylvania Ave. Even if it’s during a Republican term.”

I couldn’t tell how she was taking all of this, but her grip on my hand didn’t lessen.

“No fucking way,” Renee laughed.

“Renee you are attending school for political science. You grew up in Pennsylvania with a brother, and a sister, both older, both married with children, and both live within twenty miles of the home your retired parents still raised you in. Both worked in civil service jobs from the time they were in their twenties. Your mother is a registered Democrat and your father is a registered conservative. Both have voted every year except for the year you were born, because your birthday is November tenth, and they were in the hospital. You have no arrests and neither does anyone in your family. Your brother got out of a DUI, thus no criminal record.”

“You looked into my family?”

Titan nodded and looked at Mary. “You are a history major, with no specific concentration which shows you aren’t sure you know exactly what you want to do. You were raised with your mother and your father has never—”

“Please don’t,” Mary whispered.

“Fine, my point is this isn’t a fucking joke. This shit happened and now we not only have Frankie to look after, but both of you. Be pissed, blame me, blame Shadows, blame Irons, fuck, blame whoever, but stop acting like a spoiled little bitch, Renee.”

Her face turned red and she started to get angry.

“Enough, Titan. Ladies, I truly apologize for all of this and I can promise we are doing all we can to get to the bottom of it.”

“By digging into our personal lives?” Mary asked.

Shadows leaned forward, grabbed her chin and made her look at him, “Little Lamb, we had to make sure neither of you had anything to do with this, nothing more.”

She nodded and slowly pulled back. “Excuse me, please.”

When she walked out Frankie let go of my hand and followed her up the stairs.

Mary hadn’t had a great life. You could tell that from looking into her public records. She was an excellent student and was attending school on a scholarship. She was a sweet girl, I knew that from the very first time I met her. I could also see shame in her eyes like she felt like something we may have found out brought her pain. Frankie saw it too, that’s why she went to her.

Renee also stood and followed the girls.

When I heard the door upstairs close and knew they were busy consoling Mary, I looked at the guys.

“You need to remember they are women, not the kind we take home from a bar and fuck for fun.”

“Just making sure they know who we are,” Titan took a bite of his burrito. “This isn’t a romantic weekend or a fucking party and we aren’t some fucks trying to get laid. They should show some respect.”

“Ease up, Titan. Also, no more presidency talk, I don’t even know if that’s what I want anymore.”

“Who the hell are you kidding, Irons, it’s part of you,” he laughed.

“He’s in love, man. He wants to make sure Frankie is on board. Look at him, Titan she’s a game changer.”

“Look at her, she’d do whatever he wanted.”

*     *     *

The weekend passed too quickly and I knew next weekend wasn’t an option because I had a fundraiser to attend with Mimi.

Frankie tried hard to act like it was a normal weekend. Forced herself to block everything that was happening around us out. When I told her she didn’t have to pretend with me, she said that it wasn’t pretending, it was how we were in her daydreams, in her fantasies and would be in soon in public.

“This is us Jax, me and you. Two people who love one another, support one another, respect one another, and will do whatever it takes to get to the point where we don’t have to hide and be afraid. So we block out the world when we are together, we will always do that when we are behind closed doors. It’s not pretending, Jax, it’s us.”’

The first fundraiser I attended with Mimi after my admission of love to Frankie was hard on me. I could barely stomach it. I was here because it was an obligation to my family. A family who’s every move had an agenda. I was being played and, since agreeing to toe the line, she was safe. Yes, the black sedan was spotted, but when I called mother on it she informed me that she had her best people watching over Frankie. “I’m holding up my end of the bargain Jax, you just make sure you’re doing the same.”

I received a text on my burner phone, excused myself and went to the restroom. Once behind the door, I took the phone from my pocket and read her text.

How will you become President and address a nation when you can’t even act like you are at least entertained by the press’s questions? Game face on, Jax. If I have to be strong so do you… Wings

I hated it, but we were no closer to uncovering the truth. We hit walls every time I had a lead or a suspicion. I felt we were never going to find out the truth. But deep down, I already knew the truth.

I tried not to think about it because then it would be real. Down deep the truth was like a firefly in the darkened night. A light that kept you awake and one you longed to jar up and keep, but knew captivity would be its end. That without it being free, you would be putting its life in danger.

I promised myself no matter how much I wanted that firefly, that unknown being, that in my distance I was keeping her safe. It didn’t stop the longing to watch it fly, to live. It grew stronger every day. Until I could know for sure what I was up against, I would just keep building up my pile of ammunition and gaining knowledge about every possible player in this game.

Politicians, greedy for power, and money would do anything to win the ultimate prize. They would use anything they could to get gain whatever it was they desired. They would alter documents, stuff ballot boxes, bribe judges, police, lobbyists and businessmen. They would blackmail, murder, torture, make and break promises, to win at this game. Nothing was off limits. Nothing.

Born and bred in this arena, and Navy trained, I knew where the ultimate power lay. The man the main players in the game they thought of as their pawn, stared back at me in the mirror every day. This reflection was me, Jaxson Irons. I was now fully prepared to fight and win this game. I was more powerful than ever before. I had Titan and Shadows and two unknowing players who I was sure would be as faithful as my brothers were. I was finally alive and ready to fight even harder than ever before. All because of the love I finally felt for an angel and a firefly.

The End
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To the owner of this book, thank you.
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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.
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To Author Kari March for the amazing cover design and ability to understand my vision.
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To Kris for the intros and the pimpen’
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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.
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To Chasity thank you so much!!
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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.

~

Can’t wait to meet Beth and more or you at the Denton Author event hosted by The Indie Bookshelf

~

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’ 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!
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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.
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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 Uncle Gary whose reading of chapter one for the family will always be one of my favorite memories

~

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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