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To those who are breaking cycles and healing a piece of yourself little by little.


Feels Like Forever Playlist

Why I’m Here- Oleander

Let Me Out- Future Leaders of the World

Shelf In The Room- Days Of The New

Wasting My Time- Default

Wasteland- 10 Years

Driven Under- Seether

Torn to Pieces- Pop Evil

Running Away- Hoobastank

Colors- Crossfade

So Far So Fake- Pierce The Veil

All Around Me- Flyleaf

God Is A Weapon- Falling in Reverse, Marilyn Manson

Bullet With a Name- Nonpoint

What If I Was Nothing- All That Remains


AUTHOR’S NOTE



Dear reader, there are quite a few characters in this book that you will be meeting along the way in Undercover Lovers.

- Asher: Firefighter

- Trent: Detective

- Luke: Doctor

- Jagger: Owner of Jagged Edge Builders

- Tysen: Pilot

- Johnny: Owner of Undercover Lovers Night Club

- Jude: App Developer

- Crew: Engineer

- Matthew: Lawyer

Keynotes:

This group of nine men are childhood friends. I’m talking grew up together, made up the t-ball team and played all through high school together. Even when everyone went their separate ways, college, technical school, or starting their own business, they still call Whispering Oaks home. Their friendship is a bond that they’ve kept connected through it all. You’ll also see some of our favorites from The Rowdy Johnsons Brothers

- Catherine Johnson (Mom of the Johnson brothers)

- Russell Johnson (Father of the Johnson brothers)

- Clay Garcia (Snowed in with the Cowboy-friend of the Johnson Brothers)

- Minnie Sinclair (Lennon’s baby sister)

- Trey Johnson (His to Keep)


BLURB



Jude Ellison wasn’t expecting her voice on the other end of the mic—but the moment he hears the raspy, sultry tone, he knows she’s meant to be his. Forever.

Ronnie is everything Jude didn’t know he was searching for—wild, fearless, and the addiction he’ll never quit. The more he learns about her, the deeper he falls. Their connection burns fast and fierce, impossible to ignore. Every late-night gaming session, call, or text ignites a spark that pulls them closer.

With her, for the first time in Jude’s life, love seems possible.

Just when he thinks everything is falling into place, his past comes crashing into his future. Turning his world upside down. But will Jude know what forever feels like, or will it be too late?

What you'll find in Feels Like Forever:

Both are gamers

Past trauma

Tattooed Couple

Meet in real life at a rock festival

Overprotective Hero

Fell in love with a girl at a rock show


PROLOGUE
JUDE



One Month Earlier

The moment I wake up, my body catapults to a sitting position as gasps of air leave my lungs, rough and ragged. My hand clutches at my chest, trying to calm the beating of my heart. Sweat is pouring from every inch of my body while all my senses go on high alert, and I can hear every noise in my otherwise quiet home. The only good part about waking up like this is that I’m out of my nightmare.

For now.

You’d think almost twenty-seven years later, I’d have overcome my past, but I haven’t. I’m haunted in my weakest hours.

When the world is dark.

When I’m the most vulnerable.

When I’m asleep.

I’m transported to the here and now. No one is here, and there’s not one single fucking reason for my past to enter my future.

I toss the covers from my drenched body, throw my legs over the side of the mattress, and take a deep breath. My elbows hit the tops of my thighs, head hanging down. The clenching and unclenching of my fingers help center me from spiraling to do something stupid. I leave my eyes open while attempting to calm myself down and try to think about other shit, shit that doesn’t suck me into the vortex of my fucked-up childhood.

“Get it together, man.” I run my fingers through my hair, look at the clock on the other side of my room, and watch the time change from two fifty-nine to three o’clock in the morning. There’s no going back to sleep, not after the nightmare I just had, one that still has me ready to crawl out of my skin.

“Cam, disable the alarm.” The software system I created is voice activated yet more detailed than that, capturing the unique tone of my voice. I’m still ironing out the kinks before I make it available to my friends, their business fronts, or the public.

“Good morning, Jude. Alarm is deactivated,” the slightly less robotic female voice responds through the speakers. I wince at even a piece of technology notating that it’s morning at this awful hour. The alarm chimes, a two-beat succession letting me know that a blaring horn won’t sound off and wake up the rest of my neighborhood when I open the French-style patio doors.

I stand up, nab my phone from the nightstand, and check what my notifications look like—trivial bullshit, e-mails, texts that can wait, and another alert about who’s currently online. I drop the phone back on the wood table and grab my smokes and lighter before walking toward the back door. A few seconds later, the deadbolt is unlocked, the door is wide open, and I’m met with the stillness of the night.

The Florida humidity smacks you in the face. Summer is thick in the air, and it’s not going anywhere anytime soon. It’s never ending, clinging around for months on end. The rare time it drops below fifty percent, you wonder if a cool front moved in, only to wake up the next day with shit going back to normal, and you’re left thinking it was a fever dream. I walk further out on the deck, completely naked. My house may be in a neighborhood of sorts similar to Asher’s, minus the fact that my lot is a little over an acre, but the privacy fence keeps it secluded, so I’m able to use my backyard however I see fit. I drop the nasty habit near the edge of the pool, one I picked up years ago and have yet to kick, probably because anytime I do, the nicotine calms me down from days like these. I drop myself into the pool and dunk my body below the surface, exhaling every last bit of oxygen until I’m nearly to the bottom. I close my eyes for the first time since waking up and am finally in a point of time that does me not one bit of good. I flip to my back to slowly float to the surface. The stickiness of sweat is gone and is replaced with chlorine. I’ve yet to convert the system to salt water, it’s at the bottom of my list for now.

I swim to the edge near my cigarettes, my hand grips the deck, and I use my upper body to propel myself out of the pool. The only problem is I’ve made a rookie fucking mistake. “Goddamn it.” Water spills over, ruining any chances of enjoying a smoke now. I stand up, bend down to snatch the ruined pack, crunch it in my hand, and abandon the idea of using nicotine to calm my frayed edges. I walk back to my bedroom. The door is still open, letting the damn air condition escape like a fucking idiot. I’m dripping wet when I move through the room, this time shutting the door behind me. I’m in and out of the bathroom without flipping the switch, there’s no need to see the dark circles beneath my eyes at this time of day. I wipe myself down with the towel and throw the pack of smokes in the trash. With any luck, my Zippo lighter won’t be ruined.

The next order of business is shorts. Swimming naked is fine. Walking around my house naked? No problem. Sitting on my furniture without something on my body? Not fucking happening. I open the drawer of my dresser, grab the first available pair, and go through the process of slipping them on. I’m still disgruntled, more about my cigarettes than the nightmare at this point. My eyes are well adjusted to the darkness and navigate through the room to grab my phone. As I look at the bed, I’m disgusted I’ll have to strip the sheets again for the third time this week.

I make my way out of my bedroom, keeping the lights off while walking down the hallway. I’d usually find solace in my home office, but tonight, with shit going the way it is, there’s no amount of work that will distract me. Which means it’s time to sit my grumpy ass on the couch and find some candy to keep me occupied from jonesing for a smoke. I’m half tempted to grab my keys and head to the nearest gas station. The one thing holding me back is having the forethought that if I got behind the wheel of my 1968 Chevrolet Camaro Z28 edition, I’d no doubt wrap it around a tree with my heavy foot and heavier thoughts. So, instead, I veer off to the kitchen and go straight to my snack drawer to grab the plethora of candy I keep on hand.

The light above the stove illuminates what I’m after, and I hit pay dirt when my eyes land on the small, round, tropical-fruit-flavored candies with a hardshell. I snatch two packs and move into the living room. I flop down on the couch, tossing the candy and my phone next to remote while already knowing I’m about to get online to play Echoes of Destruction.

I grab the remote and turn on the television before finding my controller to turn on the game. While I wait for the game to load, my hand reaches for the candy, and I rip open the bag, bring it to my mouth, and toss a few in. The urge for nicotine subsides, allowing me to take a damn breath like a normal person.

Ronnie4u flashes on the screen, letting me know the dude I added a while back is on. They never talk, I figure it’s some kid who doesn’t want to get caught by their parents for being on late at night. I wait a beat to see what’ll happen. For all I know, Ronnie4u is downloading a game. I continue eating the candy, keeping my mouth full at all times, and that’s when I say, “Fuck it,” grab the headset off the ottoman in front of me, slide it on, and see if he or she will take the bait by adding them to a clan.

At least something is turning around tonight when they join in. My mind shuts down. No longer is the past of hell licking at my heels, that shit fades to the background. Yet I’m no fool and well aware the nightmares will more than likely meet me again in my sleep. The date on my phone chases me no matter what. Anytime I look, it’s like a goddamn beacon at sea calling you to the light and reminding me what happened.

“Dude,” I say into the mic when I see movement behind Ronnie. My mind is on nothing but what’s right in front of me. Call me shallow, call me a loser, you can even call me a boy trapped in a man’s body. Until you’ve walked a mile in my shoes, you can get fucked. “Dude, are you going to take care of them?” I ask, getting to the point. Ronnie is about done for, like, on the ground needing to be revived, and I’ve got fuck all to help since we haven’t secured dick in this map.

“You’re a fucking goner, dude. Can’t even turn your mic on. Mom must not have given you permission.” I’m talking mad shit and have since we’ve been playing the past few times.

“Um, hi. Not a dude. Not a teenager, either. I don’t make it a point to talk to strangers,” a woman’s voice vibrates through my ears, causing me to drop the controller to the ground. I can hear the damn thing rattle around in the background, vibrating against the wood floor. Where that shit would piss me of in a normal circumstance, abandoning the game and ignoring the noise, it doesn’t today. Ronnie’s raspy, sultry tone is rich, low-pitched with a smoky edge that curls around each syllable with every exhale. It’s edgy, lived-in, and damn if it isn’t intimate and inviting.

The bad shit disappears. Nothing about the nightmare tries to cloud what I’m feeling by her voice alone. I’m stunned fucking speechless, and no words are coming out.

“Great, I take a chance and actually respond, and this ShadowSeeker guy becomes mute.” My cock pulses with every word she says, whispering in my ears like she would in the quiet living room.

“Not a mute, Ronnie. What’s that short for?” My goal is to keep her on the phone while I do some deep fucking diving. I grab the remote, set it on the ottoman, then reach for my phone and start digging for everything about the username.

“Wouldn’t you like to know, ShadowSeeker.” The ‘r’ rolls off her tongue and makes my mouth water.

“I’ll tell you mine if you tell me yours.” I’m hoping she’ll take the bait while my program opens and I type in what I need. A damn hard concept when we’re being attacked, but this time, it’s me not being proactive.

“You go first.” I type in her username within the game we’re on and am able to look at her profile to figure out a few other things to input before having to give up the deeds.

“Got no problem with that. The name’s Jude. Yours?”

“Veronica, but I go by Ronnie.” My app pulls up her profile as she says her name. I’m given every single detail of the woman who I thought was some teenage boy. I couldn’t have been more wrong. She’s fucking beautiful, and my cock goes hard at the thought of being around her. “Well, Jude, I hate to cut this short, you know, since you basically gave me shit then turned quiet, but I’ve got to get some sleep before work.” It’s on the tip of my tongue to ask her a million and one questions. The answers I’m after sadly aren’t on the Internet, and I’m inclined to do just that, until she lets out a tired yawn.

“Nice to meet you, Ronnie. Sorry for being a dick. Get some rest. I’ll be around later tonight, if you’re on.” At least now that she’s done with the game, I can quit trying to multi-task and go back to looking through every piece of information available about Veronica ‘Ronnie’ Navarro.

“For sure. Same to you, Jude. And don’t worry about it. We all have our bad days. At least you won’t keep calling me dude.”

“Appreciate it. Hey, Ronnie,” I grab her attention, being a dick when she’s clearly tired and needs to get some sleep. Fuck, I should try to do the same.

“Yeah, Jude?” I press the palm of my hand to my dick, pushing the damn thing down while looking at the pictures I have pulled up on my phone.

“Nice meeting you.”

“You too.” Then she’s gone. Her username goes to dark, and I’m left looking forward to a better day than I thought possible.
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JUDE


“Come on, Ronnie.” I’m sitting on the couch, my foot bouncing up and down, tapping, and it’s not to the beat of any music. A new nervous tick I’ve seemed to pick up, one I didn’t fucking need. I’ve already had my allotted number of smokes I give myself for the day, ate more candy than normal, and had a session with my tattoo artist, and it hasn’t done dick. All of this to keep myself busy until Ronnie’s username appears on the screen.

It's been eight minutes, four hundred and eighty seconds to be exact. I called her this morning while Ronnie was on her way to work. It was easier for her to discuss the time we’d be meeting for our game. I’ve got the controller in my hand, thumb moving the joystick around to keep me from doing something stupid like grab my keys and pull up the app on my phone, the same one I use for all of my friends. The same one I’m tempted to use on Ronnie. My hacker skills could have me in and out of her phone with her being none the wiser.

There’s one little thing that’s holding me back—my fucking conscience.

I’m ready to crawl out of my skin. Sitting around and waiting is doing nothing to calm my shit. My mind won’t stop. Too many scenarios are playing through my head, and every single one of them is out of my control. I stand up from the couch, my feet move, and now I’m pacing. “Fuck’s sake, man, get ahold of yourself.”

My phone takes that moment to chirp, and I’m grabbling with the couch, yanking cushions, a blanket, and any wrong damn thing in my haste to climb the fucking thing. All of this could have been avoided had I not taken up walking the length of the house in order to keep from checking my phone every twenty seconds. And yes, I fucking counted. After a few moments of wrestling with everything that seems to get in my way, I finally wrap my hands around the black metal device. My muscles unclench, my jaw is no longer locked tight, and my heartrate is slowing down to a normal rhythm.

Foxy: I’m so sorry, Jude. My shift ran late, and I’m just now walking to my car. I’ll be on in thirty minutes. I have to hop in the shower before I do anything else.




Mother fuck. There’s a reason Veronica, or Ronnie, as she goes by, is in my phone as Foxy. The woman is gorgeous, bite your fist, balls drawing tight, and has you dropping to your knees to pay homage to every surface of her body. She’s not the only one who needs a shower. I look from my phone down to my pants. A noticeable bulge presses against the zipper, causing my dick to only get harder. The sensation is enough to have my knees locking. My spine starts to tingle, and my eyes close as I think about having her naked and dripping wet.

Me: Want help?




I delete the two words. We’re not there yet. While we talk on the phone daily, play online just as much, and send each other texts back and forth throughout the day, I’m pretty sure she’d kick me in the nuts for offering to help her shower the first time we meet.

Me: Take your time. I’ll be here when you’re ready.




And because I have not one single ounce of grace, I follow it up with something that gets my point across while not being a total douchebag.

Me: Also, can’t lie. The mental image you just gave me might just kill me. I’ll try to survive until you’re on. Maybe.




I wait to see what how Ronnie will respond. The bubbles appear then disappear. I’m about ready to give up when she finally responds. The first time we started really talking, when she finally turned her mic on, I did my own kind of reconnaissance. I pulled up every damn picture I could find, then, as the days went by, we exchanged numbers, and she sent me a couple of pictures, mainly of her making a funny face and very rarely with her completely in the frame.

This time, it’s a different picture entirely, one I’m not prepared for, and it has me salivating. Ronnie is fully in the image, with not a single obstruction, nothing to hide her beautiful fucking body. I’m definitely going to need a shower myself.

She’s standing outside of a building. From my digging, I can tell it’s her place of employment. A dual business of sorts—on one side, there’s a bar, and on the other a tattoo shop. I’ve yet to be any more of a stalker or creeper by doing a drive-by, plus I’ve got my own tattoo artist, and making an appearance there could raise some questions.

Ronnie’s long dark hair is down, pulled over one shoulder, and loose with tousled waves. Her blue eyes are bright and vivid, surrounded by dark eyelashes similar to the color of her hair. Full lips are painted a deep red, a slight flush coats her cheeks, and I’m locked on every inch of her image. I lick my lips. Her tan complexion is on display, patches of skin here and there, making Ronnie that much more alluring.

She’s in a black cropped tank top that has a band logo on the front and is wearing black fish nets beneath her jeans. The light wash is ripped on her upper thigh on one leg and similar on the other side, except at her knee. A black choker-style necklace is wrapped around her delicate neck, and a stack of bracelets adorns her wrist that isn’t holding the phone out in front of her. That’s not even getting into the tattoos she has here and there, tattoos I’d give my left arm to drag my tongue across. The only part of Ronnie I’m missing is getting a view from behind, and damn, do I want that visual more than anything.

Foxy: Maybe this will hold you over ;)




Me: Looking damn good, Foxy.




Foxy: Pony up, big guy. Tit for tat.




“Fuck yeah.” My shirt is already off after coming home from a tattoo session, which leaves me in a pair of army-style-colored camo shorts, sneakers, and nothing else. After I finished at the tattoo shop, stopped by Johnny’s, and then made it home, it was time to take the clear plastic wrap off. A shirt rubbing the skin where it’s freshly been inked is nothing but a pain in the ass.

I hold my phone up and snap a quick picture and send it. I’d do a hell of a lot more for her, minus a dick pick. Screen shots last forever, and even with my hacker skills, it can still be dicey. By now, she’s probably in her car and driving home. Now that I’ve heard from her, I’m a bit more settled down, enough so that I walk to the kitchen, toss my phone on the counter, and go for the fridge to grab a drink.

I’m halfway there when my phone starts dancing on the counter, the vibration hitting my ears before the ringing starts. I backtrack and look down at the display, figuring it’d be one of the guys. I talked to Johnny today about taking off for four days for my annual trip to a music festival that starts on a Wednesday and carries through until Sunday. I’ve been trying to talk Ronnie into going with me, even offered to cover her tickets, but she’s worried about taking time off work and missing out on the money she makes as a bartender.

It was on the tip of my tongue to tell her I would cover it all—the tickets, her missing out on wages at work, and anything else—except I couldn’t. My group of friends comes with their wives, and if I’ve learned anything, it’s not to put your foot in your mouth by inserting financial help unless they ask for it.

“Hey, Foxy,” I answer the phone when I see her name and image I set to the profile, one I’ll be changing to the one she sent me today.

“Are you trying to make me wreck, big guy? Seriously, no shirt, a new tattoo, and the backwards hat. Jesus, Jude.” There she is, the one who lets her guard down, speaks her mind, and is becoming bolder every time we talk.

“The same could be said for you. Damn near had me ready to throw cold water on myself. Then you tossed in needing a shower. Can’t help but think about offering you a hand,” I lay it on thick, thicker than I usually would.

I’ve gotten bolder each day, pushing the envelope to see what Ronnie could handle. Should have known she’d meet me match for fucking match.

“Jude.” Her voice takes on a breathless quality.

“Fuck.” My hand tightens around the device. I’m almost at the end of my rope, ready to say the hell with it, hop in my Camaro, and drive at breakneck speeds to get to her. There’s only one thing holding me back: she’d ask questions, I’d have to answer them, then she’d probably kick me out and block me from her life. A day without Veronica Navarro is something I don’t want to experience. She has me tangled in her web, and the kicker is she isn’t even aware she’s spun it.

“Hmm,” Ronnie hums, and I know it’s up to me to change the topic, or I’ll take this a step farther. One where my hand is wrapped around my cock, her fingers are sinking inside herself, and I can hear moans of a different kind.

I clear my throat. I’ll save that for a shower later tonight. “You think any more about the concert?”

“Oh, the old change the subject concept, huh? I see what you’re doing here, Jude.” Her soft laugh echoes in my ears, hitting me so fucking deep, my cock goes rock fucking solid.

“You gonna answer the question, Foxy, or avoid it until the final hour? I’ve got plenty of room.” We’ve gone round and round with this. She’s hesitant, rightfully so. We’ve yet to meet in person or in real life, as my pseudo niece, Briar, tells me. Biologically, she’s Kennedy’s daughter, but Trent wasn’t having any of that, and the minute he could, he adopted Briar as soon as possible.

“I bought my tickets today, as a matter of fact, and have the time off work, too.” Thank fuck for small favors.

“Does that also mean you’re staying with me at the festival?” I press my luck once again.

“You wish.” No lie detected with her response. “I’m going to drive back and forth each day. It’s only thirty minutes from my apartment.” I grunt a response of my own, one that conveys I’m not overly impressed, but my hands are tied. “Jude, I’m not staying with you. Yet.” My hopes soar, thinking maybe I can convince her to at least stay one night. I’m a selfish fucker, I know. I want her near me and not driving on a highway, where getting to her in a timely manner will be near impossible, not unless I rent a car or grab a hired car. I guess that means I need to be prepared while also being glued to my phone, watching her travel the entire time until she’s locked inside her apartment.

“So, you’re saying there’s a chance.”

“You’re not making this any easier on me, and with that, I’m at home. Time to shower, you know, where I get naked and wet. Meet you online in twenty.” Ronnie doesn’t wait for me to respond. Instead, she hangs up on me, and I’m left staring at my phone while simultaneously thinking about what she just threw down. Fuck it. Two can play that game. I’ve got less than two weeks until the rock festival, and I’m going to do everything in my power to persuade her to stay with me.

But first, I’m taking a shower myself. I may have started this, but she sure as hell ended it. My cock is fucking aching. Too bad I couldn’t convince Ronnie to continue our conversation while both of us get wet, in one way or the other. My palm goes to my dick and presses down, and trust me when I say the relief I’ll get from my hand won’t be e-fucking-nough.
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RONNIE


Iwalk out of my bedroom, freshly cleaned from working another shift at the bar. I’m exhausted from working seven days straight, but it’s worth it to have four days off for the rock festival coming up this week. One more day, and then I’m free. I can sleep in, relax a little bit before getting ready for a day of music.

And Jude.

My body tingles at the thought. The man is quite literally the hottest man walking planet Earth.

Jude: FaceTime?




Speak of the devil. I look down at my body. The pajamas I’m wearing barely cover all of my assets. Specifically my butt, one of the favorite features of my body. That doesn’t mean I like my hips or my legs, though. It’s the lesser of two evils, I suppose.

I’m more than ready to unwind, playing a game or two with Jude before the tiredness takes over and I crawl into bed. I’ve learned to put pajamas on after my shower no matter what time of the day it is. As a bartender, my hours are never the same. Some days, I work when the sun is up, and a lot of days, I work until the moon is high in the sky.

Me: Are you spying on me? How did you know I just got out of the shower?




I guess he’ll have to take me as I am, makeup free, hair wrapped in a towel around my head, and skin splotchy with redness from my hot-as-hell shower.

Jude: Foxy, you’re killing me here.




Jude: The last time you did this to me, all I could think about was you in there without me. Fuck. Change of subject, or I’ll need a shower of my own. Again.




Me: Is that why it took you so long to get online? Now I have something to think about next time.




Jude: Damn it.




He’s been pushing me outside of my bubble, in a good way. Which, I mean, I’m a bartender and have no problem pulling my weight at the tattoo and body piercing studio next door. I also deal with my fair share of flirting, from men and women alike. There’s a difference, though, in working to make sure customers’ egos are fed in a way that isn’t skeezy. It also helps with tips. It’s not like I’m in a gilded cage by any means. The crowd can get rowdy where alcohol is concerned, and then there are the people at the tattoo shop. They go through every range of emotion, whether it’s happy or sad and even worse, where I sometimes have to get a manager involved. Especially when I have to cut them off after drinking one too many.

The way Jude makes me feel when he’s flirting is night-and-day different. My eyes brighten, my smile is genuine, butterflies swirl around in my stomach, and then there’s a slew of other sensations, too. Namely my nipples that pebble, when my breasts wish they were in Jude’s hands instead of mine. My core has become a greedy, achy mess, begging for pleasure, annoying at that because my fingers and toys are no longer cutting it. And neither is the detachable shower head.

Jude: Did you crash on me?




I do the complete opposite of what he’ll expect from me. I slide my thumb away from the keyboard and hit the video button in the top right corner. It doesn’t take but five seconds before I’m greeted with Jude’s face.

“Foxy,” he says my nickname in a way that makes my knees go weak.

“Jude,” I reply with a smile. Meanwhile, this man is giving me his panty-dropping grin, and believe me, if he were here in the flesh, I’d probably lose not only my clothes but also my inhibitions.

“Long night at work?” Jude asks. I closed the bar down. My dad owns the bar, and my brother owns the tattoo shop. I’d thought about apprenticing as a tattoo artist, but it didn’t hold my interest. Then I thought well, maybe I’ll do piercing at Zane’s shop. My brother being a know-it-all told me the idea was dumb. Sadly, he was right. I sat in on one appointment.

The queasiness rolled through me the minute the clamp and needle came out for a simple nose piercing. I nearly fainted, only stopping myself by using the counter as a brace. Fucking Zane Navarro. Why does he always have to be right?

Therefore, I sling drinks a minimum of five days a week, take inventory, and deal with the books when need be. Which is every single week. I love my dad, but he’s not business savvy. He’d much rather sit at the end of the bar, talk with the locals, and help me when shit gets busy.

“Do I look that bad?” I respond once I’m in the living room.

“Ronnie, you could never look bad. You do look tired, though.” He’s not wrong. The circles beneath my eyes are dark, taking on a purple hue, and no amount of concealer is hiding them at work. Now, at home, without war paint, you really notice.

“I am, mainly because I haven’t had a day off. The bar was busier than usual tonight, and, well, you see the time.” The sky outside my apartment is dark. The only light comes from the streetlights and the occasional headlight from a car parking in the complex. “One more day, and then I’m off until next Tuesday.” I’ve taken an extra day off in case I have the festival flu. A group I’d joined on social media gave a lot of tips and told me what to expect before, during, and after. I flick the switch on the lamp in my living room, illuminating where I’ll be sitting for the next little bit.

“Goddamn,” Jude replies. My eyes snap to the screen of my phone. When I first answered, the lights were dim, so he probably couldn’t see my clothing, or lack thereof. My nipples pebble as I watch his gaze devour me. I’m unable to hide my attraction for the man, and he’s no slouch in the looks department. Jude also appears to not have a shirt on, slouching back on the couch, a look of desire clearly written on his face, and I’m stuck on staring at the man when he lifts an arm, either knowingly or unknowingly flexing his bicep as he places it behind his back. “Foxy, you’re fucking gorgeous.” My insides tingle at the praise he seems to always slide into our conversation. Apparently, a new kink has been unlocked, one I had no idea I’d ever want or need. He licks his lip, dragging his tongue in a deliciously dirty kind of way.

“I’m definitely liking what I’m seeing as well.” I prop my phone on the round wicker-style stool I keep next to the couch. There isn’t enough room for a coffee table, which is fine anyways because I doubt I’d ever use it. While the sofa is comfortable, it’s rarely occupied when I’m home.

“Thursday can’t come soon enough.” His voice has a raspy quality, probably from a cigarette he recently had.

“Agreed.” I grab the controller before I settle on the floor, using the front of the couch to lean against. One press of a button allows my television and game console to come to life.

“You got an aversion to your couch, Ronnie?” Jude is full of questions tonight or really this morning. The clock situated on the small console table glares the time, nearly three o’clock in the morning. The Social, the bar’s name, closes at one in the morning, but tell me why I didn’t get out of there until well after two. I’m going to have a discussion with my dad, because there’s no reason for the rest of the staff to take their sweet time helping shut down while I take care of the cash registers, drop the deposit, take care of the bar, and still have to help them finish the simplest tasks. It’s not like we don’t have a cleaning crew coming in after us. All we have to do is pick up trash, wipe down tables, take the trash out, and straighten up whatever else.

“Not particularly. It’s more comfortable down here.” I shrug my shoulders as my eyes flicker from Jude to the TV, making a quick few clicks until I’m in the lobby and waiting to see where we’ll be playing. His eyes haven’t left me the entire time we’ve been on this FaceTime call. I’m not sure where this is going, and a part of me wants to see what exactly Jude would do. I drop the controller, and my hands go to the carpet, laying my palms flat while I arch my back. My lower back aches from being on my feet so long, so while I’m doing this to get a rise out of Jude, it’s also allowing me to stretch some of the kinks in my body.

Am I playing a dangerous game? Yes.

Do I want to live on the edge? Yes.

“Foxy, woman.” Jude’s voice does nothing to deter me, and not only does he make my core throb, I’m also suddenly dying of thirst.

“Are we playing?” Try as I might, there’s no way I can ignore the way he makes me feel.

“Waiting on a server.” I’d have known that had my eyes not been seared to his entire time. Jude sucks in a breath, in doing so, his cheeks hollow inward. His jawline is sharp, the stubble doing nothing to hide the verbal foreplay we have going on.

“Be right back. I need a drink. I’m suddenly feeling very parched.” I put on a show of moving from my sitting position. My ass is more than likely filling the screen. Sue me. Jude has no problem being half naked any chance he gets. Why shouldn’t I pay him back? It’s hard as fuck not to look over my shoulder as I make the short trek to my kitchen, open the fridge, and bend down since my apartment doesn’t spring for any type of upgrades when the current one is working. I grab a bottle of Vitamin Water, opening it as I spin around, and hip check the door for it to close.

“You’re not the only one who needs a drink, Foxy. Jesus, you should come with a damn warning label, woman.” I take a big gulp, swallowing down half the bottle’s contents. The bad part about bartending is when you’re slammed like we were tonight, there’s no way to leave your area to pee, and you learn not to drink a lot in doing so.

“Says the man who never wears a shirt.” I’m screwing on the lid when a sudden wave of exhaustion hits me. There’s no hiding the yawn, either, especially when Jude’s eyes haven’t left me.

“Do that just for you. Ronnie, get your ass in bed. You’re dead on your feet. We’re still waiting on a server, and you’re about to fall asleep standing up.” My hopes instantly deflate. I wanted to spend more time with Jude. Maybe not necessarily play a game, but with the yearning to hear his voice and seeing him even though it’s through the phone, it’s upsetting that I don’t get to enjoy more of him.

“I’m okay, promise,” I try to convince him and myself.

“Foxy, turn the game and TV off. Get in bed. We’ll talk until you fall asleep, yeah?” Damn, that’s a win-win in my book.

“Okay. Are you going to bed, too?” My feet propel me to do exactly as Jude says. After a few clicks of the remote, everything is off, including the light. I grab my phone off the table and carry Jude with me through the dark hallway.

“Yeah, Ronnie. I am.” I nearly stub my toe on the door frame leading into my bedroom. Jude’s wearing what looks like a loose pair of pajama shorts, dark green, and the rest of him is completely bare. His hat is gone, and it looks like his fingers have been in his hair a lot throughout the day.

“Okay.” I shuffle my feet to my bed. I never did make the bed, not like I ever do, it’s more of a pain in the ass with nights like this. The bathroom light is already on, and the door is cracked. My need to have some kind of light on is irritational, especially with the hours I work. Once I’m settled, I prop my phone up, this time on a pillow, and snuggle into the covers.

Jude goes through similar motions, except his bedroom is a lot bigger than mine, and his bed, well, it’s massive. Then again, Jude is tall, muscular, and needs the room. I keep my eyes open, wanting to watch every movement, every nuance of his strong muscles moving as he whips the comforter and sheet back and lays his head on a pillow. My eyes droop, another yawn hitting me hard, both of which is annoying. I really don’t want to miss a thing, but the busy week I’ve had, along with trying to get ready for the festival, picking out my outfits, making sure I’m prepared for the Florida heat, well, it’s taking a toll on any form of resting.

“I’m going to make it my mission to have you in my bed with me, Ronnie,” is the last thing I hear before sleep takes me under.
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JUDE


I’m awake before Ronnie, not that I’m surprised in the least. The hours she’s been working to make it to our four-day event should make me feel like a complete dick. Yet it doesn’t, especially since I’ll be with her the entire time. She won’t be working non-fucking-stop. Let me rephrase that, and this is where I do sound like an utter asshole. Our schedules are so damn conflicting, it’s why we’re just now meeting in person. I’ve been working on a contract for another app, one that has been kicking my dick in the dirt. Anytime I think I’ve got it perfected, the company comes back with five more changes. The deposit they’ve given me has long since diminished, and the invoice I sent them last night might have them reconsidering their way of thinking.

The sight before me is hot as fuck. Sometime in the middle of the night, Ronnie must have gotten hot. The comforter and sheets are kicked to the bottom of the bed, and she’s lying on her side. My mouth waters at the sight, Ronnie’s dark hair is tousled from sleep, spread haphazardly across her forehead and on her pillow, a tendril is trailing down the slope of her neck. Her arms are in front of her chest do nothing to hide the cleavage that’s currently pushed up, giving me more of a view than I received last night. The only difference is I don’t get to see her pebbled nipples. Still, I keep my gaze lingering on her body, trailing down to her stomach, to the slight swell that makes me like it even more. I’ve more than noticed the clothing she uses to accentuate her features instead of hiding beneath them in the form of baggy clothes. She possesses a quiet confidence, one that radiates around her, making me want her even fucking more.

The curves of Ronnie’s body have my hands balling into fists in an attempt to hold back the need to take care of my pulsing dick. Three strokes would be all I’d need, and my stomach, hand and thighs would be coated with my cum. Then I’d have a hell of a lot of explaining to do to Ronnie.

I lick my lips, more than ready to have her every damn way I can—gripping her flared hips as I take her from behind, above her with her legs wrapped around my waist, or, a personal favorite, while she’s straddling my lap. I could have my way with her easily. Ronnie bouncing up and down on my cock, swiveling her hips, and then grinding against my pelvis to work her clit. My mouth would be on her nipples, licking, sucking, and biting one after the other. And if she’s really into it, I’d slip my hand between the cheeks of her ass, press my luck, and hopefully feel her tighten around my finger. She’d be completely full of me.

My gaze sweeps upward when I hear a soft and subtle moan tumble from her lips. I’m almost worried she’ll wake up before I get my fill of her like this. Once I see Ronnie’s eyes are still closed and her lips parted, I continue the path down her sleeping form. I’m back at the juncture of her thighs, watching as her legs press together. Ronnie continues to make a purr-like noise, and there’s no way I can stop from looking at her. The shorts she’s wearing are tight, black, and short, molded so perfectly, they’re like a second skin.

I bite my tongue when I notice what the fabric is doing to her.

Motherfucking fuck. Christ on a cracker.

The lips of her pussy are spread by the seam of her shorts cutting down the middle, outlining the softness between her legs. A place where I want my face buried as I lick her until she’s flying apart.

And there’s more. Son of a bitch. She’s going to be my downfall. I’m not going to be able to hold back a grunt of my own. My cock is dripping with precum, gathering at the tip and soaking my shorts, exactly like hers. The black cotton is visibly darker than the rest of the shorts. She’s so damn wet, and I’m beginning to realize exactly why she’s been moaning.

Ronnie is having a dream, a fucking naughty one at that, and I fucking hope that whatever has her so riled up involves me.

My hand slides beneath the sheets gathered at my waist, pressing down on my dick, and damn if I’m not tempted to take care of myself while watching her sleep. I’m barely able to recover from thinking about all the things I want to do with her and to her when I have to lock my shit down.

“’Mornin’, Foxy.” I’ve been waiting for her eyes to open for what seems like hours when it’s barely been an hour. Last night, when she fell asleep hard and fast, it took me a bit to settle in. In all actuality, I probably should have hung up the phone, but something was holding me back.

I move my hand out from under the covers, strategically placing a pillow on my lap in case she can see the evidence of my hard cock. Last night might have had me ready to go. This morning, though, it’s on a completely different level. Need and want seem to coexist at this point.

“Jude? What? How?” Ronnie is slowly blinking the sleep away. I noticed last night that she kept a light on, whether that was because we were on the phone and she wanted to be able to see me or if that’s something she usually does, I don’t know.

“Fell asleep, same as you, Ronnie. When I woke up to your soft snores, figured I’d at least say good morning before getting off the phone.” The look she sends my way is one of astonishment. Her mouth opens and closes, her eyes narrow into slits, and I can tell she’s gearing up for some type of comeback.

“Says the man who woke me up in the middle of the night, sawing logs of his own.” She moves from her side to her back. The way she has her phone propped up, I’m able to get an unobstructed view of her. Which is why I have to clench my jaw when she throws her head back, pretending to be me while she’s making some epic fucking noise. All I can see is the way her chest rises and falls, tits I’ve dreamed about having in my hands, my mouth littering her skin with my marks while I watch her lose her breath, similar to how she looks right now.

It's hard not to laugh at her antics, especially when she’s in a fit of uncontrollable laughter.

“I get the hint, woman. I guess that means the likelihood of being smothered with a pillow in my future will increase,” I cut into her comedy hour.

“Yep, especially if you tell me I snore.” She tilts her head to the side, a coy smile playing on her plump cherry-colored lips.

“Even though it’s cute as hell?” I’m sinking my ship further to the bottom of the ocean, where it could stay and potentially become coral reef. Except watching Ronnie go through the range of emotions from sleeping to waking up to annoyance and then laughter would have me doing it over and over again.

“Nice, really nice.” She rolls back toward me, grabbing the blanket with her foot until her hand reaches it. When she’s settled, her hands go beneath her cheek, and while I’m more than ready to mourn the fact that I’ve lost my view of Ronnie’s hot body, I’m also glad in a way. She had to have gotten cold, and it’s not like I’m there to keep her warm.

“What time are you going into work today?” I ask, sitting up until my back is leaning against the headboard. Her eyes watch every move I make as I grab the phone and hold on to it. The damn thing is hot from being on all night, and the battery is currently in the red zone.

“I’m closing again tonight, so six. What time is it?” She looks around her room. The room is dark minus the slash of light that bounces off the corner from what I’m assuming is coming from her bathroom.

“Almost noon.” Ronnie grabs the phone where she had it propped up on a pillow, looking frazzled, and starts flailing at the covers, kicking them off then climbing out of bed. I’m greeted with a different view, one where she’s standing, a lot like last night when I got the surprise of my life and she called me. I may have suggested the video call, but she took the decision by the balls and didn’t hold back.

“Jude, why the hell are you still in bed or on the phone with me? You wanted to be on the road heading to Rock the Nation by ten.” She yanks the curtains back, wincing as the sun shines brightly in her eyes.

“Goddamn, Foxy.” Seeing her at night through a phone had my knees ready to hit the ground and pray to whatever fucking god there is to let me keep this woman in my life. This morning, though… Son of a bitch, if it weren’t for my ass lying in bed, my knees would have already hit the floor.

“What?” Ronnie doesn’t have a goddamn clue how gorgeous she is.

“You, Ronnie. You. The reason I’m not off the phone or on the road yet is because I didn’t wake up that much earlier than you,” I explain as she moves away from the window after opening the blackout drapes, which allows me to see her. Instead of going back to her bed, she plops down in a chair, grabs a blanket, and places it on her lap. I can see the circles beneath her eyes from the lack of sleep lately. She’s slept a solid seven hours and still looks like she could use another seven.

“Shit, is that because of me?” She doesn’t know that I’ve been adjusting my schedule to hers when I can, and doing so means I’m sleeping in later.

“No, not at fucking all.” I move the pillow off my lap, flip the covers back, and grab the phone myself. My room gets more sunlight than Ronnie’s, probably the reason I woke up when I did, or I’d have slept all day. “You sure you don’t want to stay with me at the campground?” I’ve been trying to convince her to stay the night with me, and I’ve had zero luck.

“You make it really hard to resist, you know that?” she says with a smile.

“Does that mean it’s working?” I flex my muscles with each step I take to the alarm keypad. I have the app on my phone to arm and disarm it. I also have a voice activated way of doing it. This way causes less interruption, and I’m able to focus on Ronnie. I take a step outside, immediately heading to where my smokes are on the table, and wait for her response.

“Nope.” She pops the ‘p’, exaggerating her stance.

“You worried about money?” I ask, situating the phone on the table. My cock finally got with the program and settled down.

“Aren’t I always?” Ronnie lets out a puff of air as I’m inhaling when I light my cigarette. Through it all, she’s had her eyes on me, watching as I picked up the pack, pulled one out with my mouth, flicked the lighter, and cupped my hand while lighting up.

“I already offered, but it’s always there, Foxy. You need money, I’ll pay for the tickets to be upgraded.” I’ve hacked into more than I should have. While her bank account isn’t rolling zeroes, it isn’t stacked, either. That’s a fucking secret that will go to my grave. Not a single soul will ever know all the information I’ve pulled on her, not even my brothers.

“Yeah, yeah, I know. How about we compromise?” I arch my eyebrows and take a drag from my smoke.

“Somehow, I think this might backfire on my ass.” She tosses her head back, elongating her throat while laughing at my statement. If only she knew what I’d have in mind with her sexy-as-fuck mouth.

“It won’t, maybe. How about this? Let’s play it by ear. See how the first day of the event goes.” I notice she’s worrying her bottom lip, probably over money again. I’m going to make some calls and see if they’ll upgrade Ronnie’s shit. A lot of times, these events don’t sell every ticket, and instead of missing out, they’ll finagle a few things. The more bodies at the festival, the longer they’ll stay, and the more they’ll make.

“Sounds good to me, Foxy,” I respond on an exhale, blowing out the smoke as I look right at her.

“I better let you go. I’ve got a few chores to do before work.” Either she’s upset about hanging up or aggravated with work, or both.

“Ronnie?” I grab her attention before we get off the phone.

“Yeah, Jude?”

“Fuckin’ loved watching you wake up, especially since I couldn’t do it in person yet.” I leave her with those words before hitting the end button, having the last word, or so I thought. My phone vibrates across the table with a text from her.

Foxy: Not nice, Jude, not nice at all. And yeah, it was nice waking up with you, too. Talk soon <3




Me: Text me when you leave for work. I’ll check in when I’ve got the van set up.




I finish smoking my cigarette before I get my day started. I’ve got clothes to load in the van, food to pack up, and a few other things before I’ll get on the road. Still, fucking hate that she’s working while I’ll be thirty minutes away from her.
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RONNIE


I’m finally here, and I also think I may be a fucking idiot. Okay, maybe I’m being too harsh on myself, but I also have never done anything like this before. My brother would kill me if he knew what I’m doing this weekend. This is way worse than the one time I got on a dating app and met a stranger at a coffee shop in a busy downtown area.

We’ve met before playing a game online. My mic was off, but his was definitely not. The rugged texture of his gravelly voice reverberated through my headset and set off warning bells instantly. Did that stop me from joining his map or his team? Nope. I mentioned I’m an idiot, right? I kept myself muted. He kept saying my name, Ronnie, short for Veronica. He didn’t know that, though, more or less assuming I was a guy by the way he kept saying dude. The weirdo I am kept wanting to hit the un-mute button and say, Where’s my car? I remained silent for a while, I’m talking days upon days, until he finally requested me to join a clan, just the two of us.

I said hi when he called me out for the lack of mic use, being a bag of dicks and saying something along the lines of what are you, a seventeen-year-old who doesn’t have permission from your mom to play? He laid down the gauntlet, goading me to the point that I wasn’t backing down and getting his way. I replied with a smart-ass remark, and the conversation started there. It sure didn’t end, though.

Zane would be mortified to know I so much as uttered a word, except you learn them from the best, and instead of Jude blocking me and logging off, he did the complete opposite. He laughed, deep and throaty. Then he complimented me on holding out for as long as he did. We quickly talked every time we played, traded phone numbers to text on our downtime away from the game. Which led us both to discovering our love for all things rock music: grunge, metal, soft, and hard. It didn’t matter. We’d send each other links to a song, we’d either agree or disagree, figure out if we wanted to see them live in concert and go from there. Then the texts came with pictures, that’s when things started to change. The heavy flirting, the slight innuendo, and then there was the recent video call. It’s probably why I feel like I’ve known Jude for years instead of the past month.

“Guess who?” Two hands cover my eyes, abruptly taking my vision away from me. I’ve been looking for this guy, in the hot Florida sun no less with thousands of other people at the rock festival we’ll be at for the next four days.

I don’t have to turn around.

I don’t have to look.

I don’t even need my sense of smell.

I’d know his voice in a busy crowd any day of the week. We set up a meeting spot within the festival. Cell phone service is shit when you cram two hundred thousand people in over the period of time we’ll be here. I really didn’t want to bring a clear plastic sling bag, though I’m also realistic. There were necessities, like a place to store sunscreen, a refillable water bottle, baby wipes, and my car keys. I thought about just tossing them in my car and using the keypad to lock and unlock it, then thought better of it.

I rock back on my heels, and when my back meets his chest, realization hits that he’s shirtless. My loose crop top tank does nothing to hide the fact that his muscles are everything I’ve seen through a phone, and light perspiration instantly coats the two of us. I decided to wear as little as possible the first day—black top, black jeans shorts sitting low on my waist, and fishnet stockings beneath them. On my feet are my black combat boots, which I will surely regret later in the day even though they’re old, worn in, and comfortable for the most part.

“Hmm, is it Malaki?” I joke.

“Woman.” His voice drops an octave.

“Oh, you must be Wes?” My first-time meeting with Jude isn’t going nearly as badly as I thought it would, and thank fuck for that. I had the forethought to pay for my own parking even though he offered to let me stay with him. Jude is staying on the grounds for the entire festival. Nope, I did not jump in headfirst. I played it safe. And I already have instant regrets along with a healthy dose of FOMO, better known as fear of missing out.

“Ronnie.” My name slips out on a grunt. My core tightens at the thought of him groaning my name while he’s burying himself to the hilt inside me.

“Okay, fine, that leaves the only option. Jude.”

“Fuckin’ finally. Jesus, thought I was about to have to fight off the line of men trailing after you.” I spin around, more than ready to see if his voice matches the body in person. He drops his hands from my eyes, coasting down till they land on the back of my neck. The high ponytail with a fish-style braid to keep it off my heated skin isn’t any protection against Jude’s calloused hands.

The backwards hat, the sunglasses, the lack of clothing on his torso, showcasing his well-defined chest, the dark gray shorts and low-top sneakers are nothing compared to the easy smile he greets me with.

Hello, panty dropper.

The light scruff surrounding his jawline and cheeks makes it even worse. His shirt is tucked into the back pocket of his shorts, and yes, I could tell by the way it swings with the breeze that barely cuts back the humidity roasting us on the black asphalt.

“Did you say men? Where are they? Are they hotter than you?” I check either side of his body, noting his back is just as defined as the front. I’m fucking cooked. There’s no way I’m going to be able to survive the next four days with both of us wearing hardly any clothing judging by the looks he sends my way coupled with the way he touches me.

“You wanna play this game, you’re fuckin’ on. I’ll bend you over, smack the sass right out of your ass. An ass I could pick out in a line of women, and none of them would be as hot as yours.” His statement should make me reel, turn on my heel, and run far, far away. So, why does it do the exact opposite, causing me to step closer to the man I’ve had a playful and flirtatious relationship for the last almost month?

“Obsessed with me and my ass, are you?” I’m not afraid to admit that it’s probably my best asset along with my eyes. Whereas my younger sister has boobs and legs for days, I got the complete opposite.

“Fuck yeah.” His top teeth depress on his plush lower lip, and I’m tempted to make the first move. Except that would be too forward, right? I mean, maybe not considering he’s talking about bending me over after we just met face to face. Jude’s hands drop from my overheated skin, which has nothing to do with the warmth from the sun. Nope, it’s one hundred percent the fine piece of male hotness in front of me. His hand finds mine, and he laces our fingers before saying, “Come on, we need drinks and figure out who we’re gonna see first.” I don’t miss the lazy dragging gaze he slides down my body. Maybe forgoing a bra wasn’t a great idea, but my girls sit high and tight even though I’m in my lower thirties, and sticky pads to hide my nipples would slide right off with the amount of moving and sweating I’ll surely do.

It’s also giving Jude a view of what he’s doing to me, and the smirk he sends me, well, he’s well aware of the physical chemistry we have with one another. I’m also sure that if his shorts weren’t loose, I’d be able to tell what I do to him. As it is, I can’t necessarily cup his cock to check. The last thing I want is a pair of shiny silver bracelets as a new adornment. While this is a rock festival, there also aren’t any age restrictions, so, you know, I’ll refrain until there’s a better time and place.

Jude leads me through the crowd, keeping my hand locked with his as we bob and weave through the throngs. He nods at a couple of people, says a quick hello here and there, making me think he might know them. Either that, or he’s a friendly type of dude. A few hundred feet from our meeting spot is a tent stand for food and drinks. It’s still early in the day, with the doors to the event having opened at eleven in the morning.

We come to a stop, ten people deep in line to get whatever they choose. Jude pulls me in front of him. My back meets his chest, and his arm bands around mine.

“You mind if I smoke?” he asks, his lips grazing the shell of my ear.

“No, not at all.” I grew up around smokers. My dad still smokes till this day. He’s a do as I say, not as I do type of person. So, when he caught my brother smoking, at the age of fifteen mind you, they went to the back porch, where Dad gave him the longest speech ever, more like lecture, where he made him smoke ten cigarettes back-to-back. Zane got sick and never touched them again. Plus, I work at a bar, smoking is a part of my daily life even with the extra air purification systems that were recently installed.

“What do you want to drink or eat?” he asks. I look over my shoulder, watching as he brings the pack of cigarettes out, his long and thick dexterous fingers pull one out, and his lips surround the unlit smoke.

“I’ll do a Powerade.” I wince. It’s my least favorite, especially blue. I’d prefer the lemon flavor, though beggars can’t be choosers once you’re inside the gates. The water I drank on the way here and all day yesterday to stay hydrated will only last so long.

“Cool, I’ll do the same.” He steps back to light the cigarette, cupping his hands near his mouth. Never in my life did I think something as simple as watching a man take a drag and smoke would look so fucking hot. Jude must notice that I like what I’m seeing, probably pretty easily considering I’m staring, and it’s not until he wraps me up in the same embrace as earlier that I realize he’s also helping me walk toward the kiosk to place our order.

“What can I get you?” the employee behind the cash register asks.

“Two Powerade’s and two packs of Skittles, please,” Jude replies. Interesting enough, his need for candy didn’t go unnoticed when we talked, he always has to have something to do to keep him occupied.

“I’ll pay for mine or send you money,” I tell him before he pays, using his wristband to deal with the cost while answering me with a shake of his head.

“Later.” The cashier hands him our stuff, and I help out by grabbing the candy since he goes after the drinks.

“You want these now or later?” I hold up the purple packs.

“During the show,” he responds. I slip them into my bag, and we move out of the way for the others.

“Thank you.” He hands me my drink.

“No problem. You wanna sit in the shade until the first band starts?” He takes the cigarette out of his mouth, holding it with the same hand as his drink, allowing him the opportunity to interlock our fingers again.

“Sounds good. I need to recoat with sunscreen, too.” My tattoos fading is not something I want to happen if I can prevent it.

“I’ll do your back if you do mine.” I can’t help but laugh at the analogy that’s similar to ‘I’ll scratch your back if you scratch mine.’ How very cliché-ish. It goes right along with the little throwbacks I give him when we have a verbal spar either in the game, through a text, or on the phone.

“I just bet you will.” It’s his turn to chuckle, and in real life, it’s even hotter. Fuck, the next four days are going to be torture, and not in a bad way. More like how am I going to be able to keep my hands to myself when all I want to do is trace every inch of his body?
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JUDE


“You good?” I dip my head to ask Ronnie the question. We walked to an area where sun sails are set up and picnic benches are spread out. You can still hear the music from the stage. Each area has the same set up in different areas on the nearly twenty-acre track Rock the Nation is held on. This doesn’t even include the parking lot for daily passholders or the campground, where there are multiple lots.

“Yeah.” Her voice is breathless, and I watch as she shivers in response. My lips touch the shell of her ear, pushing my luck to see what happens. I’ve had my hands all over her body while applying sunscreen. I had to move the straps of her top out of the way, lift the bottom of it, too, and I made sure to do my worst while working us both up. It probably wasn’t the best idea, since we’re out in public with eyes fucking everywhere, and while it’s not unheard of to hear about other concert goers to have their fair share of sex in random places, the first time I have Ronnie beneath me won’t be where anyone can see her sensual-as-fuck body or hear the moans I got a glimpse of yesterday morning.

“Your turn, Foxy.” I take the lobe of her ear into my mouth, nipping at it with my teeth before sucking on it to relieve the bit of pain I delivered.

There’s no way I’m lathering the front of her body with sunscreen. I’ll leave that to her. I’d lose any and all restraint. It wouldn’t take me but two point five seconds to throw Ronnie over my shoulder and make quick fucking work back to my van, and we’d miss the entire damn first day of the festival.

“Payback’s a bitch, Jude. Remember that,” she says over her shoulder, a mischievous look plastered on her face. I’m fucking toast. I’ll have to muster up every ounce of restraint I can. An impossible task where Foxy is concerned. The minute we got off the phone yesterday, I stubbed out my cigarette and immediately hopped in the shower. I needed relief. My cock had been hard so long, there was no way I could have even thought about doing anything else instead of wrapping my hand around my length, bringing up the vision of Ronnie moaning in her sleep, and watching as her thighs shifted, outlining the lips of her pussy. Five strokes were all it took before I came. It took the edge of enough for me to wrap shit up and get ready to hit the road.

“Do your worst, Foxy.” She spins around, her braid whipping around with her, and I gotta say I’m digging what she’s wearing a whole hell of a lot.

“You asked for it.” She grabs the bottle of sunscreen and squirts a healthy amount in one palm before getting to work. Her hands move to my chest, and fuck me running, she’s out to kill me. I close my eyes for a moment, trying to breathe through every sensation that’s taking ahold of my body. Christ, popping a boner in a sea of people is not what I had on my agenda, and in my attempt not to, I run through the contracts I’ve got piled on my desk I need to get through, codes, app interfaces, and anything else I can recite to keep my focus off Ronnie’s hands.

“Christ, woman.” I open my eyes, unable to keep my hands at my side any longer, especially when she leaves my chest to slowly slide down my abdomen, getting closer to my dick.

“Having trouble, Jude?” Her voice skates along my chest, hands dipping lower, and while moments ago, I was more than ready to grip her hips, I’m only left with one option. Especially when I feel the tips of her fingers edging along my waistband, dipping inside before pulling back.

“Foxy, you start this, I’ll finish it. We won’t see shit today except the inside of my van.” Which I’m more than okay with. I upgraded my van after last year’s event. I was tired of taking a camp shower off the back of my rig. The amount of water also meant you had to either purchase it from the campground area or lug buckets of water back to where you were staying.

The new van has a fully functional bathroom. No more only having a small bathroom with just a toilet and a sink. It even has more room in the kitchen, and instead of it having a college dorm type refrigerator, I now have one twice the size. There’s a bed in the back, one tiny closet, and an outdoor area that extends off the back. My favorite part of the van is being able to use it when the weather is right, a cool crispness to the air, and there isn’t a damn mosquito in sight.

“We can’t have that.” Ronnie pauses for a moment before tacking on, “Yet.” I watch her tongue moisten her lips, leaving them shiny and making my mouth water. I’m laser-focused on her while trying to keep my wits about me with other people milling around, which, understandably, is damn hard. My nostrils flare as she presses her body closer to mine. I can feel the rise and fall of her chest with every breath she takes. Her nipples lightly graze against my bare skin, and there’s only one thing left for me to do.

“I’ve waited long enough,” I mutter, watching as her eyes sparkle, as she sees what I’m after. My mouth hovers above hers, barely a breath away, allowing her to say no but hoping like hell she won’t push me away.

“We’ve waited long enough.” The moment the words leave her lips, I kiss her, hard. There isn’t an ounce of hesitation from me or Ronnie. My mouth claims the woman standing in front of me. I’ve been dying for a taste of her for too damn long. A breathless moan slips from her lips, and my tongue slides in. I keep one hand on her hip, the other moving until I’m cupping the back of her neck, angling her head as I continue dominating the kiss. She moves closer. The tips of her nails score the flesh on my abdomen, and the burn only makes me want more.

Ronnie whimpers into my mouth, but I’m not easing up. If anything, it only makes me deepen the kiss while still trying to stay in control. I pull back in an attempt to slow us down, and that’s when she grazes my lower lip, biting just enough to leave a sting. My baser instincts take over. Slowing down is no longer an option.

“You like that?” I groan when we both come up for air. Ronnie doesn’t need to respond, I already know the answer. She fucking does. We’ve played this game for far too long. The teasing back and forth is leading us straight to a hunger we both crave.

“Jude.” Her eyes open, as do mine. We’re interrupted by a few cat whistles and people clapping, probably not the best place to lose my mind and have a hot and heavy make-out session with her.

“Foxy,” I say the name I gave her the minute she finally gave in and started talking over the mic. Ronnie is fucking gorgeous and sweet, the full damn package. The more I learn about her, the deeper I fall for her.

“We probably should stay here for a moment, but maybe not that close together.” There’s amusement in her tone. And what does the vixen do? She pulls her hands away from my abdomen and manages to plaster herself to me. Her hands slide to my sides, skating a path until she’s completely wrapped around me.

“Probably not.” I squeeze her hip, the tips of my fingers pressing into the fleshy party of her ass, dip my hips, and move in a way that lets her know what she’s doing to me. My cock most definitely is outlining my shorts. Us staying like this isn’t going to help any, either.

“I’m going to turn around. You can use me as a shield?” A delicate eyebrow lifts in question.

“Foxy, your ass is just as hot.” She tosses her head back laughing at my statement. “It’s the damn truth. Ever since I got a glimpse of you from behind last night, been dreaming about it.” She doesn’t respond. Instead, she reaches around me, grabs the bottle of suntan lotion, and tosses it into her bag before zipping it. I watch as she uses a different clasp to keep the two ends together and become a pick-pocketer’s worst nightmare. She secures the bag to her body and grabs our drinks, keeping her hands busy and making it impossible to leave mine on her body.

“You good?” I ask her. Maybe she’s processing shit and thinking I took it too far. I may be able to hack into social media, banking apps, security systems, and a slew of other shit, but the same can’t be said about digging into people’s thoughts.

“Yeah, I mean, besides trying to contain the need to climb you like a tree, I’m peachy keen.” She hands me my drink, probably a good thing since we’re still surrounded.

“Fuck, Foxy. It’s going to take everything I have to keep my hands to myself. You tell me if it’s too much, yeah?” I only stubbed my cigarette out before getting to this area, and now I’m ready for another. The one craving I have is for more of Ronnie.

More of her kiss.

More of her smell.

More of her touch.

More. More. More.

And it’s repeating in my head like a carousel that goes round and round.

“I promise I’ll tell you. I also solemnly swear that I will not ever complain about you touching any part of my body.” Ronnie holds her hand to the side of her body, palm out, similar to a scout’s honor.

“Ass included?” She closes her eyes for a moment, and this time, there isn’t a ball of worry sitting like a pit in my stomach. Her breathing intensifies, and after the past twenty-four hours, plus that kiss, she’s all fucking for it.

“Yes, with lots of stretching and plenty of lube. Remember, I’ve felt your cock now. I know exactly how big you are. And, Jude, you’re really freaking huge.” My head on my shoulders and the one currently still hard from earlier heard her loud and proud.

“Guess I’ll be hitting a store, then.”

“Yes, we will.” She spins on her heel, giving me her back and inadvertently her ass, too. “Come on, I wanna be on the rail for the next band.” The only fucking thing I want to rail is Ronnie.

“Let’s roll.” I move to stand beside her, our fingers lacing together, and since I’m taller, I lead the way. As much as I’d rather she be by my side, it’s damn impossible when there are so many crowds of people walking from one stage to the other.

“I’m so excited. I’ve been wanting to see them for years, but they’re not touring, only doing festivals.” She scream-yells at my ear when we come to a standstill to allow a mass to get through.

“Hell yeah, you need anything else before we get to the stage? Food, water?” Once we get to the front of the stage, there’s no leaving without pissing people off or losing our spot.

“I’m good.” I nod in response. We make it as the last show finishes up. People are leaving, and this time, Ronnie takes the lead. My hand is still in hers, fingers laced, and she’s squeezing it with the excitement swirling around us. She’s jumping, skipping, and smiling like she’s experiencing Disney for the first time as a kid.

“Something changes, let me know. Also, stay in front of me. Crowd surfers are gonna be wild, and gravity takes them wherever they fall. I’ll lift them and help. Duck your head when you can, yeah?” Shit can get rowdy fast. Surfers forget to cross their legs and use their stomach muscles to help out. It’s part of the festival experience. Still, I don’t want Ronnie receiving a concussion or worse. I’ve seen broken jaws, black eyes, and who else knows what.

“I will.” We make it to the area, right where the band is playing. The stagehands are setting up for the next band. “This good, you think?” Ronnie asks.

“Yeah, Foxy, this is fucking perfect.” I bracket her from behind, my hands going to either side of her body.

“It really is.” Her head turns, I dip my head, and she presses a kiss to my lips. We settle in, shoot the shit, talk about whatever comes to mind, and when the band, Pop Evil, takes the stage, Ronnie loses her mind. She sings right along with them, starting with Torn to Pieces and every single song after, dancing and swaying her hips. She’s having the time of her life, and I’m doing the same. All while keeping her safe right in front of me.
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RONNIE


“Thank you, Florida!” The last band just finished their performance, full of their new and old music, pyrotechnics out of this would, and the crowd went absolutely wild. Where we were on the rails earlier today for all of the other shows, the same can’t be said for the headliner. We tried to get as close as possible, but with the thousands of other concert goers, it was impossible. That probably had something to do with the need for both of us to re-hydrate and eat more than just the candy we’d been passing back and forth to one another or the snacks we picked up along the way.

I needed sustenance, with protein and it being on the cold side. There was no way pizza or a cheeseburger would do for me. I grabbed a chicken salad wrap. Jude did similar but doubled up on the amount. We ordered more drinks and sat in the shade. By the time we finished up, the crowd surged, making getting as close as we could impossible.

“Jude.” I bend over, trying to get his attention. We’re way in the back, and the only way I could really see was standing on the tips of my toes. Jude noticed, and at first, I balked at the idea. The idea of ruining everyone’s view made me worried I’d piss them off. Then I got tired of standing on my toes, moving back and forth only to realize everyone was so damn tall. Simply stated, they could get fucked. Other people were doing the same, and it pushed me to tap on Jude’s chest. He bent down until my mouth hovered near his ear to ask if the option was still open. I didn’t even get a response before Jude squatted down, I climbed up, settled my thighs on either side of his head, and the man did a dead lift.

Talk about an instant turn-on all over again, and that’s not including the subtle touches of his fingers on my bare skin or the kisses he’d sneak in when I least expected it.

“Yeah, Foxy.” He looks up at me. The overwhelming urge has me planting my lips on his. I should ask to be let down, but Jude takes over the kiss, exactly like he did earlier in the day where things got hot and heavy, and I more than felt what our mouths on one another did to him. I also got to see the bulge beneath his zipper with my own eyes. There was no way he could hide his hard length. My thighs slammed shut, and my core ached with a need so heavy I’d never felt anything like it before.

Jude’s tongue slides along the seam of my lips, and my mouth instantly opens for him. How he’s able to keep us steady while streams of people move around us, I have no idea. His strength is unwavering, and his control is impenetrable. The tips of his fingers squeeze the back of my legs. I lose myself to our kiss, eyes screwed shut while my hands are cupping his jaw, feeling the roughness along his skin from his days’ worth of stubble.

“Jude!” His name flies out of my mouth when my body is moved in such a way that the only thing I can do is let momentum take its course. I shouldn’t be surprised that he has no problem positioning me until I’m off his shoulders, hands are cupping my ass and hiking me up the length of his body. I wrap my legs around his waist and say, “Well, hi, there.”

“Enjoy the view?” A playful tone and roguish smile greet me.

“Yes, thank you.” I look around, noticing the place is thinning out at a rapid pace. They keep this area open for the overnighters, allowing them a couple of more hours to stock up on food and drinks. As for me, well, I’m going to have to make tracks soon.

“The pleasure was all mine.” Jude squeezes the cheeks of my ass, jostling me up, and I realize what he’s doing. I unwrap my legs so he can place me on my feet. “I guess I should walk you to your car and head to my van, unless I can convince you to stay the night.” His voice goes from happy-go-lucky to a sullen child that had his favorite toy taken away.

“I can’t. No clothes. And, Jude, letting you pay is not happening.” I have the money, especially with working as much as I did the past week. Dad was more than happy to let me take over more shifts. It meant he didn’t have to sling drinks during both day and night. He also stated the regulars preferred my pretty face compared to his ugly mug. Which is a lie. The women still flock to my dad, and yes, I cringe internally over the fact that not only is dad single, so is Zane. My brother is an identical replica of our dad, only younger and with less gray hair. It’s uncanny, really, and their personalities are completely the same as well.

The one plus this week has been the amazing tips. I don’t know if the stars aligned or if maybe they pitied me being there day in and day out. Whatever the case is, I’m going to take it and run. What I really should be thinking about is a career now that I’m in my early thirties, except I’ve tried other jobs. Nothing holds my attention. College has never been on my radar, and everything I’ve learned has been hands-on. Plus, name another job where you can make close to five hundred dollars each night on the weekends and the money doubles when we close the bar down for a private event. There’s also a little thought in the back of my mind, maybe Dad will one day retire, and I can take over the family business.

“Fine, I’ll wear you down. Tomorrow.” Jude isn’t giving up, and I’m really going to need to bolster my holdings of telling him no. A word I’m beginning to think he doesn’t know the meaning behind.

“You are aware I have an older brother, right?” We’ve started moving with Jude keeping my hand in his while we navigate away from the main stage.

“Yeah, Ronnie, I know. What does that have anything to do with it?” he fires back. Jude might not have any biological brothers or sisters, but I do know he has friends, a lot of them, and with them come their wives, along with a baby, a toddler, and one he teases is eight going on eighteen. Jude’s friend group seems to be growing by the day seeing as how he told me a couple of them are currently pregnant.

“Then you should know I can spar with the best of them, verbally and physically. Zane is a pain in the dick. I’ve had to deal with him for too many years to count, and now that we kind of work together, it still doesn’t end.” I’ve tried to be quick on my feet with comebacks, and I’m never as witty as him. What I can do is hold my own when he tries to negotiate a favor for him, only letting up when it works out better for me and shittier for him. Then there’s the wrestling he’s always tried to convince me was for my own good. Self-defense, my ass. Tell me why I’d walk down the hallway, and he’d put his arm out at the last minute and knife-hand strike me or, you know, stick his foot out and trip me. Those two instances had me running to our dad and made Zane a dish bitch for a month.

“Foxy, I negotiate contracts daily. I’m going to put it to the test.” We make it out of the gates and to the parking lot entirely too fast for my liking.

“You can definitely try. I’m parked over there.” I use our combined hands to point in the right direction. The traffic leading toward the exit is at a standstill, my absolute worst nightmare to deal with, that and parking. I need a clear path for both, or I’ll either sit back to wait or won’t go to an event, especially if finding a place to park is a shit show. The groan I try to keep from uttering doesn’t go undetected by the sharp ears beside me.

“Ronnie, I know you’ll say no, but if the thought of driving home is too much and you’re tired, please, let me pay to upgrade your pass.” I’m so tempted to give in, to allow him this concession, but I’m not exhausted. If anything at all, my energy is at an all-time high. The adrenaline rush from being around Jude, watching the shows, and soaking it all in has me jittery.

“It’s not that, promise. The traffic to get out of this place is what has my eyes bulging.” Jude looks out at the sea of cars lining each row—nothing but brake lights for miles. Even with the many entrances and exits, it seems everyone is rushing out of the event at the same time. Maybe we should have stayed inside the gates a bit longer, or I can hang out in my car, replay every moment on repeat until things calm down.

“You sure?” he asks.

“Yeah.” I squeeze his hand, looking at him while we continue our path to my car. He pulls me into his side with our combined hands, then untangles our fingers, and goes straight to the back of my neck, massaging my muscles.

“By the time we get to your car, it’ll be cleared up, and the offer still stands, Foxy.” True to his word, he’s going to do his best to convince me to let him drop a boatload of money, and I’m going to resist him every step of the way.

“I know, but the answer is still no.” I unlatch the hook to my bag to do dig my keys out. Jude’s hand drifters lower, settling on my lower back, and like it has all day, every time he touches me, a shiver races along my skin.

“Do me a favor, at least?” My palm wraps around the keys after finally finding them in the mess of my bag. Jude still has a pack of candy stashed inside. I should probably ask if he wants them for later tonight, but it’s hard to pay attention to anything else when he’s touching and talking to me.

“What’s that?” We’re at the trunk of my car. Jude spins me around, settling his hands on my hips and dipping his head.

“Pack a bag. Gonna see what I can do tomorrow at the will call. I won’t pay, but if they have extra guest passes, well, it’d be nice for you not to have to deal with this. And before you say anything else, I’ll sleep on the couch in my van, alright?” Well, fuck me running. He just threw down, and it’s hard to resist. Then again, who’s to say he’ll actually be able to snag a ticket for me?

“I will, but I’m not kicking you out of your bed. I’ll take the couch, that’s if they even have tickets. And, Jude, you have to swear to me that you won’t buy them. It’s only if they have extras.” I look up into his dark chocolate eyes, intense and captivating. The brown carries a hint of gold, making them all the more inviting.

“I won’t buy the tickets. The sleeping arrangements, we can argue about later.” He licks his lips. My gaze locks on the movement, more than ready to have them on me again. “Truce?” He tips his head to the side, and no sooner do I nod than his mouth meets mine. There’s no more talking. Heat instantly blooms in my chest, my breath catches, and when Jude cradles my jaw with both hands, gentle yet possessive, I press closer, anchoring myself to him as he deepens the kiss, slow and hungry like we weren’t just in a clench within the festival. His tongue sweeps across mine, the heat leaves me trembling, and through it all, Jude holds me steady.
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JUDE


“Foxy, don’t be mad at me,” I answer the phone the next day on the first ring. I’m hoping like hell Ronnie doesn’t change her mind and stay at home after this call. As much as I wanted to stay on the phone with her until she was safely behind her apartment door, I refrained.

Fuck that. I didn’t at all. Instead, I used my hack like I’ve done from the very beginning I realized she meant something to me. The whole time Ronnie drove home and away from me, I watched the screen like a hawk, unable to breathe easily the whole time. The only reason I was able to exhale and stop looking at the screen was because I saw Ronnie park her car. And thankfully, she texted me once she was safely inside her apartment

“Jude, what did you do?” she asks with exasperation. I can hear her moving back and forth in her apartment and hope she doesn’t stop what she’s doing.

“I went to the ticket office.” I take a drag off my cigarette. I’ve never been one to chain smoke, and while I’ve been able to stick to my two-a-day habit for years now, I’m at my max for the day already.

“Please tell me you didn’t buy the tickets. You know I can’t pay you back.” The forlorn tone in her voice tells me that she really would be upset had I gone behind her back.

“Not at all. They had a few of those influencer people back out of the RV area and opt for hotels. Sucks for them, works for you. Only got one issue.”

“What’s the catch? Because there’s always a catch.” Ronnie isn’t wrong, and this could make everything go sideways.

“There are two options: you park in the overnight area, where the price is steep, as in forty dollars a night, the next three nights, which I already know you won’t let me pay. And then there’s one more option.” It’s a hell of a lot more doable.

“So, overnight parking with taxes and fees would be about a hundred and fifty on the high side.” She hums it over, probably weighing her options on if it’s worth it between driving back and forth or not.

“Yeah, kind of steep, if you ask me. Especially since you’ve already paid for day parking, they wouldn’t comp that. Believe me, I tried. They do have a spot in my camping lot, a few rows back, no charge to use that.” She will still be out the daily parking fee and there’s no way they’ll return it. She can try and sell it in one of the many groups on social media, but that’s a topic I’ll leave up to her.

“Oh, so, essentially, all these upgrades are free?”

“Yep, no money coming out of your pocket, and you won’t have to drive to and from every day.” She pauses in moving around. I assume I’m on speakerphone since she answered the call.

“Okay, well, then, I guess it’s going to take me a bit longer to get out of the house. Plus, I’ll need to pick up extra drinks and food.” I hear her plop down on a piece of furniture, probably the chair she keeps littered with clothes that I noticed during our FaceTime call.

“You tell me what you want, I’ll get it ordered. There’s a big box store right across from the festival. You can pull up, and it’ll be ready. One less thing to worry about.” I packed plenty, but I’m learning a thing or two about Ronnie. She pays her own way. If you pay for one thing, she’s paying for the next, preferring to trade off the expense. A fact that pisses me off. Ronnie works damn hard for her money, her hours are shit, the people can be dicks, and how her brother and father allow her to close at night with neither of them there blows my fucking mind. Then again, she’s the type of woman who will do whatever she wants, when she wants.

“That works. I’ll text you the list as soon as I finish putting outfits together. But I’m paying you back the money for groceries.” I start to grumble about all this money talk, when she finishes, “Or I won’t stay the night, and I’m on the couch. Those are my contingencies.”

“Christ, Foxy, you drive one hell of a bargain. This goes against every ounce of my being, but having you here is better than the alternative.” My knee starts to bounce. The anxious jitters haven’t stopped, not since she left my sight last night. Even in the shower, I propped my phone up on a shelf, washed my body and hair all while ignoring the fact that my cock stood straight up.

“Well, babe, the same could be said for yourself. Anytime I tried to pay for anything yesterday, what did you do?” I had to finally let her take control of buying shit after the look she gave me.

“I’m pleading the Fifth,” I grunt, sitting back on the couch. It’s not comfortable in the least, feels a damn rock, and I’m going to try my hardest to convince Ronnie to take my bed. It doesn’t matter to me either way. I’ll take the couch, she can build a pillow wall between the two of us, or whatever else she wants. As long as she isn’t sleeping on this fucking brick of a piece of furniture.

“You do that,” she teases me with a playful chuckle.

“Oh, I will. Gonna let you get off the phone. Send me the list, finish packing, and get your fine-as-hell ass to me.” Usually during these festivals, I’ll walk around, meet a group of people, shoot the shit, and hang with them. The appeal isn’t there this year, probably due to the fact that my obsession with Ronnie is taking a turn of its own all while becoming uncontrollable.

“Jude.” The sound she uses is reminiscent of the one I heard yesterday when my mouth was on hers, our bodies so close together I could feel the way her nipples hardened while rubbing along my chest. Fuck, the scent of her arousal did nothing to calm my ass down, either. I was on edge all day, but by the time she left, I showered and waited for Ronnie to send me the text.

I left well enough alone, until now.

“Foxy.” I tip my head back, rolling my neck side to side, trying to hold back the urge to use my hand on my dick.

“What were we talking about?” she interrupts my thoughts on how I’ll be taking care of the flesh between my legs.

“You getting your ass to me.” I bite my lip, thinking about the first time I’ll sink my dick inside Ronnie.

“Right, I’ll get on that straight away. And, Jude?” It seems neither of us can keep track of this conversation, not that I’m complaining. I can only hope that she’s feeling like I am right now. She sure was yesterday and well into the night.

“Yeah, Foxy.” Every damn time she says my name, I lose myself. All the more anxious to see what it would be like when I’ve got her naked beneath me.

“I’m really excited to spend the weekend with you.” Her voice is low and sultry, causing a shudder to race down my spine.

“Me fucking, too.” While she’s dressed, moving about her day, I’ve yet to get mine started. I threw on a pair of shorts, a shirt, and slid my feet into a pair of shoes before traipsing my ass down to the ticket booth. It took a lot longer than I thought it would, the sun blazing down on my back and sweat coating my skin. After hoofing it back, I’d only just sat down to cool off when Ronnie called me. I know one thing for sure: once our call is over, I’ll be taking care of my dick, shower, and clean up around here before Ronnie arrives.

“See you soon, Jude.” There she goes again, fucking me all up in the best ways possible.

“Yeah, you will.” We hang up. I toss my phone to the side, close my eyes, and think about Foxy bouncing on my dick. Her back to my chest, legs on either side of mine. My hands on her luscious ass while I watch as I disappear into the tight clench of her pussy.

I’m unable to resist the need to take care of my dick, I pull my shorts down. My cock smacks against the skin of my abdomen, and the palm of my hand wraps around my length. In a perfect world, Ronnie would be here with me, so I wouldn’t need to do this myself. It would be her sitting between my spread knees, looking at my while she licked the head of my cock, rounding it a few times to get me nice and wet before taking it into her hot mouth as I try not to arch my hips.

“Goddamn,” I groan, eyes closing as the sensation takes over. The precum dripping from my dick helps guide my path. Never before have I had this problem. I’m leaking like a goddamn sieve, no lube necessary. Not that I’m opposed to using it, but when you’re caught up in the heat of the moment, it’s damn annoying to take a break. I keep stroking my length to images going from Ronnie lapping my cock to her straddling my lap, tits in my face bouncing freely, and my mouth capturing a nipple in my mouth. I’d bet she’d clamp down on my dick, causing me to stutter in my movements, unable to hold back as I lift my hips up and she slams down.

“Fuck, just like that,” I mumble into the van. No one’s around, so I can be as loud as I want. Still, it’s not completely sound proof, and the last thing I want is to walk out of here alone only to have other campers look at me funny.

I keep up my movements, stroking myself with a roughness and quickness I’ve perfected over the many years, needing to wrap this up if I’m going to take a shower, order Ronnie’s groceries, and greet her by the time she rolls up. Sweat is pouring from my temples, my abdomen is pulling taut, my back arches, and only then am I painting my stomach with my cum. Each pulsation of my length spurts more on my skin, coating me, and I know soon enough, it’ll be Ronnie’s instead of mine. Which does nothing to calm my dick down, thinking about opening the lips of her pussy to watch my seed drip out of her. I’d only let that happen for a minute before I pushed it back inside of her, where it belongs, and doing so with my fingers. Fucking shit, it’s going to be a long few days of being around her on my best behavior.

That is unless I notice she’ll fold first, then I’ll be bringing everything to the table. I’ll even walk around naked in order to tempt her even more. Yeah, that’s what I’ll do. I’ll do anything to have more of Ronnie.
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RONNIE


I’m not ready, not in the least. My body is boiling over the edge, ready to succumb at any moment. Which is why I fall to my back on the bed, dropping my phone to the nightstand, and try to breathe through the excruciating need to get myself off before I head to Jude. There’s no way I can see him in the flesh without trying to hump him like a dog in heat. Case in point yesterday. Had it not been for the crowd, I’m pretty sure both of us would have ripped our clothes off and gone at it.

Even last night, when I came home, stripped out of my clothes, took my hair out of the braids, and stepped in the steaming hot shower, my hormones did not settle down. If anything, the rush of water sluicing down my body amped them up. I didn’t have a choice but to take matters into my hands. The palm of my hand against the tile gave me the purchase to keep me standing up while I trailed a path down to my center. When the tips of my fingers lightly grazed my clit, I needed immediate relief, so I sunk them inside and pulled them in and out all of five times before I fell apart. It helped me sleep like a baby last night. Only now I’m ramped up and ready to go again.

“Get yourself off and pull yourself together, Veronica Navarro,” I bemoan, talking to myself. I love the way Jude says my name, Ronnie or Foxy, his voice dropping to a lower tone, sounding deeper, a subtle husk, and insanely more intimate.

I’m still in my sleep clothes, an oversized concert shirt from years ago, worn so many times it’s soft, nearly threadbare, and didn’t bother with any panties. The thought of pulling on more fabric when all I wanted to do was close my eyes and replay every moment of the day became too much. It’s working in my favor as I lift my hips up to pull the barely gray fabric up my body. I do an ab curl, even though there isn’t a muscle to be seen beneath the roundness of my stomach. I’ve got boobs, ass, and hips. What I don’t have is a flat stomach. I jiggle when I walk, and it doesn’t matter how much I work at the bar slinging drinks, lifting kegs or trash bags into the dumpster, this is my shape. I’ve learned to live with it and work it in a way with clothes that don’t make me feel frumpy or self-conscious.

I shove the rest of the top off, leaving me in nothing but my bare skin, and roll to my side to dig into my drawer. My stash of toys is plentiful, it has to be since the well dried up a year ago when I parted ways with what I now know was or is a pathological liar. I decided to shut up shop and worked on myself. In doing so, I’ve learned what I want and don’t want, a testament to my brother and father. Both of which sat me down at the bar, gave me a shot of whisky, then proceeded to lay down some cold, hard truths. I kicked Jack to the curb two days later. He tried to smarm his way back into my life until I blocked him from everything—my phone, my social media, my apartment, thanks to the manager, and definitely from the bar. Jack got the message two weeks later. I was worried I’d need to take out a restraining order, but one day, he finally stopped showing up.

My hand wraps around the toys I use. After trying out several through the years, I have it narrowed down to my favorites. A textured glass dildo and Shibari that plugs into the wall. The rest of my drawer is filled to the brim with toys that require batteries or need to be recharged. Talk about a buzz kill when you’re mid-orgasm. I don’t bother with any lubricant, I’m already wet from listening to Jude, never mind thinking about all the heated kisses he’s given me along with feeling his thick and heavy length pressed against my lower stomach.

I’m a ball of desire. My breasts are heavy, aching with need to have Jude’s hands and mouth on them, and since he’s not here I have to settle with my own. I grab the glass dildo, the rings around the length and thick-shaped tip are a work of art. The toy is cold to my otherwise heated skin. It’d be jarring to most, but it isn’t to me. Instead, it blossoms like a fire erupting in a desolate area. It takes ahold, cooling me down like water to a flame. I drag the tip around my nipple. “Oh,” I moan. My nipple tightens, impatience licks at my skin, and I quickly move it to the other one. This morning is not about the build-up, it’s about being hot, fast, and dirty.

I bring up an elicit fantasy, one with none other than Jude. He’s here with me, sitting between my spread legs. The feel of the hair on his legs brushing along mine doubles my sensation. His nostrils are flaring in a way I can tell he’s scenting the air riddled with my desire. His molten eyes are going from my face to my breasts to my wet center, unable to choose a place to look, and his breathing is labored, exactly like mine.

Jude grips my thigh tightly enough to leave fingerprints but not enough to leave bruises. Visualizing him losing his tightly-coiled control is going to be amazing to watch take hold in person, but for now, it’ll be in my dreams. I move the toy along the length of my torso, not stopping until it’s lying on top of pubic mound, imagining Jude’s dick doing similar. “Fuck.” I look down, realizing the dildo I’m using is no way as long or thick as his. It’s a heck of a lot smaller and in turn could mean Jude will have to work his way inside me slowly, or I’m going to be tender, as in walking-funny-the-next-day kind of tender. A flutter of sensations races across my body. I want the experience more than ever. The cold glass slides along my clit. The light patch of hair I keep short and trimmed above the lips of my pussy surrounds it. My eyes close when I press the tip inside my center, my thighs quiver, my feet nearly slip from their stance on the mattress, and I’m already sucking greedily at the toy. At this rate, I may not even need my wand.

My wetness allows the dildo to slip inside me, feeling each delicious inch, the grooves hitting me in a way my breathing ramps up in speed.

“Jude,” I moan, moving the toy in and out of my wet depths. It’s as if he’s here with me and it’s his cock doing what I am to myself. Except I’d feel a delicious burn, yearn for more, and goad him to go harder and faster. He’d lose it, slamming his hips so hard, my body would move along the mattress. All six foot three inches of him would hover above me. We’d be slick with sweat, his hair drenched as he attempts to hold back, to work us both up yet keep us on the edge.

“So close.” I reach for my wand. I’m more than ready for more. Next time, I’m going to pull out my other toy, the one that helps work my ass, especially since Jude has an affection for it and I’ve yet to have sex back there, unless it was of the manmade variety. The minute I hit the power button, the buzzing reverberates through the room. I press it against my clit, and my hand is off the toy inside me. The way my pussy is clenching around it, I won’t need to grip it steady. I’m able to use one hand on the Shibari wand, holding it firmly on my clit, while the other can go back to my nipple.

I go back to my fantasy, the one where Jude grinds his pelvis on my clit, swiveling his hips in a counter-clockwise motion before reversing. My body tightens, and the edge of darkness attempts to take over, pulling me into my orgasm faster than I initially wanted. I’m back to hoping for more time, more fantasies, and definitely coming a second time. Except Jude slips out, only leaving the tip of his cock before pounding into me. He does this over and over until I’m gasping. My body is shuddering, my eyes are screwed tightly shut, I can feel pinpricks on my skin, and through it all, he still doesn’t let himself go. Jude slows down, fucking me through my orgasm, and since I barely got my hand on my breast, I move it back down my body.

The tips of my fingers wrap around the toy, emulating the same thing Jude is doing, and I really want the real deal, desperately. I keep going, wringing out my pleasure. It’s then I feel Jude. He stops moving. My eyes latch on what he’s watching. His length is pulled out, shiny and slick, coated with my wetness, and only the tip remains inside. His body vibrates, intensifying my visual. He groans my name, and I’m caught. I want to see what he does, yet I also want to watch his face when he’s in the throes of ecstasy. Through it all, my pussy sucks at him, much like it is the toy right now. Jude’s eyes are at half mast, his cheeks hollow in and out, and his teeth are nipping at his lower lip.

Only then do I feel it, the pulsing of him as he comes inside of me. There’s so much that it spills out. He doesn’t like that and starts working his cock back inside me. “Jesus.” I’m unable to keep the toy inside me. I’m too wet, too sensitive, and wrung the fuck dry. I pull away from my clit and flop onto my pillow, completely devoid of any energy. And while it’s my mess coating the lips of my pussy, the insides of my thighs, and everywhere else, in my alternate reality, it's Jude’s, and he pushes it back inside with two thick fingers.

I fling my arm over my eyes. Anytime I come while thinking of Jude, it’s like this, well, not this intense. Nevertheless, I’m only allowing myself five more minutes before I get up, finish packing, and head out the door. My eyes close, and right when I let out a tired yawn, a buzzing noise goes off.

“No fucking way.” I sit up straight, moving the blankets around while looking for my toy thinking it took on a life of its own and started vibrating across the sheets. I’m lifting my leg, then the sheets, still trying to find the damn vibrating wand, when my eyes shift to the ground, and I notice it lying there. It’s then I realize my phone is buzzing along the wood nightstand. “You’re an idiot, Ronnie.” I swipe the offending device and let out a squeal when I realize it’s Jude trying to video call me. I drop the phone, stand up so quickly my head spins, and scramble to figure out what to do.

“Think, think, think. Okay, I can do this.” I snag my shirt off the bed, hold it up to my chest, and hit the green button.

“Hey.” I’m out of breath, my hair is messy, and I’m sure there’s a flush to my heated skin.

“Foxy, not sure you should have answered the phone looking like you do right now. What’s beneath the shirt?” My thighs clench, and I realize the error of my ways. I’m lucky when there isn’t a noise from my orgasm.

“Wouldn’t you like to know?” I wiggle my eyebrows. It’s not very quick witted, but it’ll do.

“Fuck yeah, I really would.” I’m holding the phone out with one hand while the other is clutching my shirt. Hopefully, I don’t give him a nip slip, though I’m thinking he wouldn’t mind it whatsoever.

“Anyways…” There’s no way I can take another conversation filled with verbal foreplay even with my core begging for another orgasm. “Is everything okay? I promise I’m leaving in, like, ten minutes, max fifteen.” I’m not doing anything exuberant with my hair today—a ponytail or a bun. My outfit is more relaxed, too. There are still three more days, and I don’t want to overdo it when everyone knows the last day of the festival is when you go all out.

“Take your time. You weren’t answering your texts. I wasn’t sure if you were already on the road, so I placed the order, but instead of the blue store, you’ll have to hit the red store. You want a coffee before I hit Send?” He licks his lips, and my nipples decide they like it when he does that. Jude focuses on my chest, particularly the area where my fingers are. One is above my nipple, the other below, and there’s no denying how I feel when he’s around.

“That works. Sorry, I got sidetracked, and I would love a coffee. Iced caramel latte with sweet cream.” Jude’s eyes darken.

“You got it. Text me when you leave, yeah?”

“I will.” We hang up the phone, even though I can tell he wants to stay on the line. Except if I do that, I’ll be naked, then I’ll beg to do more than talk, and that will only prolong the process in getting to see Jude in the flesh.
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JUDE


“Foxy.” The minute she opens her door, I breathe out her name. Finally feeling like the oxygen in my lungs is flowing freely. This goddamn protective side is going to do me in, and sadly, it doesn’t start or end with Ronnie. I’m this way with each friend in our group, along with their extended family. There are times I drive myself fucking crazy with how many times I check on everyone before finally allowing myself to sleep. Add it to the never-ending nervous ticks of mine.

“Jude.” She looks up at me. My eyes sweep the length of her body, much like I did on the video call we had earlier. I knew all along Ronnie hadn’t left. Her phone was inactive, and my texts sat unanswered. My mind started spinning, and the only way I could settle it down was by dialing her number, this time with a FaceTime call. The damn thing rang so many times I thought she’d never answer, and then she did. Goddamn, the need to free my cock and use my hand all over again came so fast I’d almost set a list of demands for Ronnie. Starting with dropping her search and giving me a full three-hundred-sixty-degree view.

“Glad you finally made it.” I drop a kiss to her lips, keeping it short and sweet. Even though I’d love nothing more than to hear Ronnie’s soft moans, to have her taste on my tongue, and watch as her body comes to life.

“Yeah, me too. Sorry it took me longer than I initially thought.” I back away, allowing her room to unfold from her seat. My gaze moves to the back of the car. The vehicle does not fit her in the least. It’s a fish bowl, older than shit, and could use more work than it’s worth. “I also may have gone overboard,” she says with a wince.

“Drinks and food will be demolished, there’s no doubt about that.” I attempt to ease her mind over the grocery pick-up. The order she sent me had me shaking my head. I’d already purchased plenty to get both of us through the first couple of days and could always order more. Now it seems we won’t have to, plus it gave Ronnie a sense of purpose. “Or are you talking about your suitcase and bag?” I pull out the bags of groceries, do the same with her carry-on-size roller deal, then grab the canvas tote that’s filled to the brim.

“The bags, definitely. Like you said, we’ll probably destroy the food and then some. I didn’t have a chance to put outfits together, then I overthought the whole ordeal and tossed more shit than I wanted to in my bags.” She pulls up the handle on the suitcase while I grab everything else to distribute evenly in both hands.

“Not worried about that. Make sure you lock your doors, Foxy.” We’re not too far away from the van, or I would have grabbed the foldable wagon to toss everything in and go from there.

“Why? I doubt very seriously anyone’s going to do anything. They’d probably do me good. Laila here is on her last leg. Carrying full coverage is ridiculous, but you never know.”

“Ronnie, please tell me you lock your doors anytime you leave the car.” I clench my jaw. I’m not worried about the hunk of junk being stolen, more along the lines of some whacked-out individual getting in the backseat, laying low, and hurting her.

“Um, for the most part, I do, and yes, before you start in on me, Zane and my dad are the same way, too. I remember to lock Laila at night, but during the day, I sometimes forget.” She looks at me for a quick second then clicks the lock button on the inside of the door panel. I notice she doesn’t have a key fob, that or the car is too damn old to have one.

“Christ, you’re going to give me a heart attack.” The minute her door is shut, she moves next to me, and we make the trek to my van.

“I should have thought about that. They have a unicorn-shaped pool! I bet that comes in handy when you need a break in between sets.” The campers in this area go all out—flags, pools, slip and slides, music, and grills are set up. They’ve thought of everything and then some.

“Hey, bud,” I call out to Steve-O when we make it near his camp site.

“Hey, Jude, see you got your woman. Nice to meet you.” He tips his head at Ronnie.

“Nice to meet you, too.” The interaction only lasts for a minute before we’re off again. Usually, Steve-O and I try to coordinate to get slots near one another. This year, shit didn’t align, but the good news is, he’s only a few spots away.

“Here we are.” I put my thumb to the keypad, the mechanism unlocks, and I open the door. I kept the air conditioning running. Being able to hook up to power and water has been a gamechanger. The power costs more, but the benefits outweigh needing to use a backup generator. The gas prices they charge at the venue rivals that of jet fuel.

“This is so cool. I’ve never been inside one of these,” Ronnie says as I hold the door open for her, allowing her to walk in front of me. Her ass is in my face as she takes the steps that leads to the open area of the open-concept living and kitchen area. I didn’t plan this very well. Her ass right in front of me the moment she gets to the second stair has me in a precarious position. I could bend over the slightest bit and sink my teeth into the fleshy part of her cheeks. When she spins around, my eyes haven’t pulled up fast enough, and I’m caught red fucking handed like a damn novice. “Were you staring at my ass, Jude Ellison?”

My head snaps up to Ronnie’s face. I lick my lips and press my teeth into my bottom lip before answering. Meanwhile, she pops a leg out, places her hands on her hips, and tries her hardest to look pissed at me objectifying her.

“And what if I was?” I follow up, placing the bags on the counter and dropping her tote on the couch. She stays where she is, same exact pose, eyes moving with each slow prowl I take toward her. It isn’t until my hands cup the sides of her fine-as-hell body, my thumbs dangerously close the underside of her tits, where I can drag them slowly and watch as she responds.

“Well, I’m not exactly sure.” Ronnie’s hands drop from her hips, the tips of her fingers grazing the outside of my arms as she circles them around my neck. I take another step closer, caging her in until there’s no more room to go.

“It’s a sexy-as-hell ass, Foxy. You can even say I’m obsessed with it. And these shorts… Goddamn Almighty.” They’re similar to what she wore yesterday, except dark green and looser in the legs, showing the cheeks of her ass with every move she makes. The top is off one shoulder, cut to shreds in various places, and covers her stomach. Ronnie’s hair is up in a ponytail, face void of makeup, and instead of the black shit kickers she had on yesterday, today, it’s a pair of low-top black sneakers.

“I guess it’s a good thing I like your level of fixation.” My head dips, nose gliding along hers. The softness of her body coalesces with mine, and just as I’m about to kiss her the way I wanted to at her car, my cell rings.

“Hold that thought” I reach into my pocket, pull out the device, and see Tysen’s name light up on the screen. “I gotta take this. You can put your bags in the bedroom. There’s a small closet. I’ll make my way through the groceries.” I squeeze her side one last time before backing away.

“Take your time.” My eyes stay on hers as I hit the accept button with my thumb. She takes her suitcase and grabs her tote before taking the short trip to the bedroom.

“What’s up, Tys?” The phone is to my ear, using my shoulder as I start rifling through the bags and finding different cabinets to place everything. While this is an upgrade from my last van, it’s still on the smaller side compared to a pull-behind camper or RV.

“Not much, just checking in. I know you’re doing your own thing, but nobody’s gotten a response in the group chat or when we’ve messaged you individually.” Fuck, he’s not wrong. I’ve dropped the ball. Yesterday, during the concert, service was at a minimum. By the time I got back to my place, did my thing, and checked on Ronnie, it was too late to respond. Still, there’s no excuse as to why I didn’t take ten damn minutes out of my day to text them back.

“Yeah, Ronnie’s here with me. I’ve been a little preoccupied. Sorry, man.” I put the extra drinks in the fridge, replenishing what I went through yesterday, along with the fruits Ronnie insisted on needing. I guess there were things I forgot, after all. Though, I’m a man, eggs and bacon for breakfast, a piled-high lunch meat sandwich with chips, and then whatever I can pull together for dinner is good for me.

“Ah, that’ll do it. No worries, man. Enjoy your time. I’ll put the word out to the group. Everything’s good here, women, babies, work, and life. Come around next week. Mom’s been wanting to see you.” Shit, it’s been too long since I’ve been by to see Momma Retta. She’s going to kick my ass if I don’t get over there this week. Besides, had it not been for her and Tysen’s dad, Carter, I’d have more than likely ended up in foster care. I shake my head. Going down memory lane will do nothing but fuck me up.

“Thanks, man. I’ll stop by and see them this week,” I tell him.

“Call beforehand. She’ll make a spread and send you home with enough for both you and Ronnie. Later, Jude.” Tysen isn’t mincing words. He’s speaking his piece, and that’s about the size of it.

“Later, Tys.” I hang up and drop my phone to the counter.

“So, umm… I think I might have brought a smidge too much, and I hope you don’t mind, but I kind of commandeered the closet.” Ronnie comes out, squeezing beside me before flopping down on the couch with a look of disgust.

“It’s all yours, Foxy. My shit is in the drawers.” I hang back, leaning on the counter while I wait her out to see why she’s irritated.

“This couch is terrible, Jude.” It didn’t take long to see what has her panties in a bunch. Ronnie is moving this way and that way, trying to get comfortable. “It’s hard, and not in the orthopedic way, either. There’s no way you’re sleeping on this contraption. Damn, you may as well lie on concrete.” Her facial expression doesn’t change. Her nose is still scrunched up, her lips are pursed, and her blue eyes are squinted as if the sun is trying to beam down on her.

“It’s not terrible. Been on worse.” Fuck, the call with Tys is bringing up shit that’s better left buried.

“We’ll go back to that. I’ll sleep here. You’re taking the bed. Plus, there’s no way half your body doesn’t hang off the edge.” She squirms in her seat again. It probably doesn’t help that there isn’t a pillow or a blanket to try and add some kind of cushion to it.

“Or we can share the bed. It’s big enough. There’s no reason we can’t bunk together, Ronnie.” Her facial expression changes quickly. I go to put my hands up in surrender when I’m interrupted.

“Why are you saying my name like that instead of calling me Foxy?” That’s a great fucking question. Probably to get my point across and make her see the light.

“Foxy, will you please sleep in my bed with me? I’ll get on my knees and beg if I have to.” I lay it on thick, walking toward her, and I’m rewarded with a tease of a smile. There’s no way I’m not getting my hands and mouth on her.

“That’s better. And yes, Jude, I’ll sleep in your bed with you, but no hanky panky business.” She wags her finger at me. I fall to me knees in front of her. My mouth nips at the digit, biting at first before sucking on it to take away the slight pain.

“You stay on your side, and I’ll stay on mine.” I pull her closer. Her thighs fall open, and I wedge my torso between them. My mouth attaches to hers. The kiss I’m planning on giving her won’t be over for a long-as-fuck time, either.
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RONNIE


“You good, Foxy?” Jude whispers in my ear. We’re at the rail once again, my arms are up in the air, my body is swaying from left to right, and Jude is behind me. We made it to the rail in record time before the crowd surged, and the only reason I’m not getting slammed with each wave of people jumping around is because of the man who’s caging me in.

“Hell yeah,” I say over my shoulder. We’re both wearing hats, protecting my eyes from the sun. The blue orbs are nice and all, but the sun is a killer with them, too. Jude has one on as well, except his is backwards, and he lost his shirt an hour into the day. Now his skin is kissed by the sun, a light coat of sweat is glistening on his chest, and the multitude of tattoos he has on just about every inch of his body is being shown off. It almost makes me growly when women openly gawk at him. Apparently, I’ve become quite the territorial female.

While yesterday, we were fortunate that the heat wasn’t unbearable, the clouds helping hide the round yellow star, it’s not the same today. There isn’t a reprieve in sight, and the hose the festival crew uses to spray the crowd with water has been heaven sent.

“That’s my girl.” His teeth nip at my earlobe, and the bubbling of desire he’s kept simmering on the surface rises.

“Are you still okay with heading out after this band?” I ask while the singer takes a break. The heat ramping up has made us drink water, jug some type of electrolyte drink, and frankly, it’s worn me out. I’ve realized it’s a good thing that Jude worked his magic for the upgrade in tickets. I also off-loaded my parking pass to another individual. They were about to pay for a spot, and I handed it to them. The smile they gave me was plenty in the form of payment from the group of teenagers.

“Without a doubt.” We’ve both seen the headlining band a handful of times, and while it’d be awesome to see the performance they put on, we both decided taking it easy would be for the best. There are still two more days of events left, plus the heat index is only supposed to rise.

When I purse my lips, Jude realizes what I’m after, and I drop a quick kiss to his lips before turning back around.

“Rock the Nation, are you ready!” the lead singer screams into the mic. The rift of the guitar follows suit, getting the crowd amped. When the drummer picks up his sticks, beating on the symbols and pounding his foot on the pedal, shit gets wild, people start screaming, crowd surfers pick up, and I start dancing.

“So far, so far, so fake,” Vic Fuentes from Pierce the Veil starts the lyrics. His voice is instantly recognizable—a mix of rawness, vulnerability, and urgency. The tone, his timbre, the range, and the way he can deliver has put them on the map.

I can’t help but shake my ass when a certain part of the song comes on, a trend that hit social media and took it by storm. Jude presses his body against mine, swaying right along with me. The rhythm of our bodies meshes together, his hands on my hips, thumbs sliding beneath the fabric of my shirt. My head drops back, lying on his chest, while I get lost in the music.

We stay like this through the rest of the set, singing with the band when the mic is held out to the crowd, and when the final song is finished, the band members move until they’re closer to us. The guitarist flicks out a few pics, Vic strips out of his shirt and tosses it into the crowd, and even the drummer tosses his sticks. It’s for sure one of the best shows I’ve seen so far and maybe in my entirety of concerts, and I’m always chasing the next one. Well, when tickets aren’t astronomical to only see two bands. Rock the Nation is well worth the price to see as many as ten bands if you move with a swiftness in between.

“You feel like stopping at the booth and seeing if they have any appointments for tattoos?” I ask Jude when the crowd starts dispersing. I’m going to have my ass handed to me by Zane, but is there anything better than pissing off your older brother?

“Fuck yes, we’ll do that then head back to the van, shower, and I’ll make us some dinner.” Jude’s arm wraps around my shoulders. There’s a slight sting, and when I glance down, I see my skin has a light flush to it. I’d have thought it was from the heat had there not been a tightness.

“Sounds good to me. You don’t happen to have some aloe in your bag of tricks, do you?” I have lotion that should help, except there’s nothing better than the green gooey substance. Tomorrow, I might need to re-evaluate the clothing options I brought and cover myself up more.

“If I don’t, Steve-O probably does. We usually bounce off one another whenever we can. He and his wife bring their kids, they probably have a first-aid kit that would rival a medic.” Jude guides us to the booths, and I make a mental note that after scheduling our tattoos, I need to stop at the merchandise area to pick up a shirt.

---

“The shower’s all yours.” I move out of the bathroom and come face to face, or rather body to body, with Jude. His hat is off, his shirt is no longer in his back pocket, and his shoes are near mine by the door. The palms of my hands flatten on Jude’s chest, nails digging in as he holds me steady.

“That what you’re wearing to bed?” His voice gives off a subtle rasp, and I’m suddenly feeling hot. A contradiction considering at the end of my shower, I turned the water to cold and the van’s air conditioning has been running non-stop.

“I guess?” I’m questioning the state of what I sleep in with his statement. It’s only when Jude’s tongue slides along his lips that I realize he’s not upset. He’s turned on.

“See you in bed, Foxy,” he mutters, spinning us around until we’ve switched places. My mouth drops open, unable to come up with any words, and Jude must like that he left me speechless. A low chuckle is all he leaves me with as he shuts the door in my face. I stay there for far too long, hearing the water turn on and realizing I probably should move.

We did things a little backward after touring around a few vendors, setting up our appointment for tomorrow, and me buying way more merch than necessary. Jude did some shopping of his own, found a shirt for Kennedy’s daughter, Briar, a flat bill hat for Sebastian, and onesies for the rest of the crew who had babies or who will in the near future. It was clear as day he has a soft spot for children. From our talking, his friends’ kids are an extension of his family. He’s Uncle Jude, the guy who spoils them, usually with candy he keeps in his pocket, and has no problem playing any type of game they want. He’s also an only child. Where his parents are, we’ve yet to discuss, but with the way his jaw clenched, I decided to keep that topic at bay for a little while longer.

When we got back to the van, Jude suggested we eat first. He opened up the back door off the bedroom and showed me a porch that extends. Two chairs were set up along with a small table in the middle. Jude also had one of those flat top grills where he showed off his cooking skills. I sat outside with him, a drink in my hand, the non-alcoholic variety, and talked to him the entire time. Our meal consisted of a hibachi-style dinner of chicken, steak, rice, and vegetables. Not a single item needed to be made inside, which, from what Jude told me, helps keep the van cold.

After dinner, we cleaned up, and I noticed he brought his gaming system and made a joke that he couldn’t live without me kicking his ass even after being with me all day.

Then I decided there was no way I’d be playing a video game on that couch, unless it was on the floor. I let out a tired yawn, and Jude offered the shower first. I tried my hardest to be fast. Still, when your body, face, and hair need to be scrubbed, it takes a while.

Then I slathered myself with lotion, Steve-O and his family didn’t have aloe. Jude offered to run to the store, but I absolutely wouldn’t have any of that. Now, I’m standing here with damp hair in two braids, my pajamas, and a slight buzzing sensation overwhelming my body.

“Ugh.” I’m about to bang on the door to the bathroom.

“I can hear you, Foxy. Get your sexy ass in bed.” His voice carries through the closed door, and it spurs my butt into action. Leave it to Jude to have the last word. I’ll let him have it, for now.

I walk a few steps and land in the bedroom, trying to decipher which side of the bed is his and which one will be mine. The smallish built-in cubby nightstands don’t hold any personal belongings on either one. Instead, I look from where someone would sleep, on the right side of the bed, you’re able to see clear down the whole van. Nope, not for me. I’d rather not be woken up in the middle of the night to a strange noise causing my imagination to go haywire and think I’m seeing things. I skirt around to the other side of the bed, pull back the comforter and sheets, and slide inside.

When my head hits the pillow, I instantly inhale deep breaths of Jude’s scent, a mixture of cardamom, warm and golden, mixed with a smoky promise hidden beneath. Rough yet refined, a touch of the skin that burns while soothing you at the same time.

I close my eyes. Our day in the heat and sun is catching up to me. Plus, I’m tittering on the edge of nervousness and excitement wondering how sleeping in a bed with Jude will go.

“That didn’t take you long.” Jude’s voice has my eyes popping open.

“The same could be said for yourself,” I reply without any hesitation, when in all actuality, I’m lucky drool isn’t gathered at the corners. The man is wearing barely anything to bed, way less than I am, and the tight black boxer briefs show a visible outline of his cock.

“Lift your head up, Foxy,” he says.

“Okay.” His arm slides beneath my neck. No longer are the covers lifted, allowing the cool air to seep in. The warmth he offers me is like a cocoon. I move to my side, hand going to his chest, the tips of my fingers slowly trailing around the swirls of color on his chest.

“Woman.” My hand is trapped by his, stopping me from exploring. I guess fair is fair. I am the one who said no funny business.

“Sorry,” I mumble, closing my eyes.

“You got nothing to apologize for. You’re exhausted, sunburnt, and I didn’t want to share a bed only to get in your pants. I’d rather hold you while you sleep instead of rushing this too fast.” We both remain silent for a moment. When I tilt my head on his shoulder to finally look at his face, I see he isn’t asleep, and his eyes definitely aren’t closed.

“Jude?”

“Yeah, Foxy.”

“I really like you.” The confession rolls of my tongue.

“I really like you, too.” He curls into my side, holding me tightly to him, and kisses my forehead.

“Thank you for leaving a light on for me,” I say as my eyes drift closed, sleep taking me under faster than ever before.
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RONNIE


When my eyes pop open, early morning light is creeping through the windows, a concept that has me blinking rapidly only to slam my lids shut. It’s too bright compared to the blackout curtain I’m used to at home. There’s also Jude, who happens to be lying on top of me. Well, not completely, half his body weight seems to be on the mattress and the other on me. I have no idea who gravitated towards whom, but honestly, it doesn’t matter.

“Go back to sleep, Foxy.” Jude’s voice in my ear causes me to shiver. I also wiggle beneath him, scooting further in bed, and realize just how much on top of me he is. Is that what I think it is? I ask myself. Surely, I would have noticed before, specifically last night when he stood near the bed, wearing the same thing he is right now.

“Um, Jude, I have a question.” He adjusts himself, dragging the underside of his cock along the seam of my center. His lips blaze a path along my neck until he meets my pulse, where he sucks the skin with a deep pull, enough to leave a mark. My leg wraps around him, and my open thighs allow him more room to slowly shift his hips.

“The answer is yes.” I can feel Jude’s hard length, along with what I think is a piercing I’ve never experience before, through my sleep shorts.

“You don’t even know my question.” I gasp, trying to remain calm when he drags what I think is a frenum piercing along my slit. Jude surprises me at every turn, though I’m not sure when this conversation would come up. And every time I’ve rubbed against him thus far, we’ve been completely clothed. Well, more clothed than we are now, at least.

“Foxy, hush. Let go and feel me.” He wedges completely between my legs. Right, turn your mind off, Veronica. Don’t think about Jude’s cock being pierced, how it would feel with zero barriers. The thought of the cold metal touching my hot, wet center makes my toes curl. There’s also how one goes about taking a pierced dick to the back of your throat. Jude’s infatuation with my ass almost makes me pause in turning my brain off. How the fucking hell?

“It seems I’m not doing enough to get you out of your head.” He moves from one side of my neck to the other, sucking and biting my skin. I’m sure I’ll have a ring of bruises wrapped around where a choker necklace would usually sit.

“It’s not my fault. It’s your piercing.” I hook my feet around the small of Jude’s back, locking my ankles, and raise my hips. He lifts his head, hands pressing down on either side of my head, as he rocks against me even more.

“Wait until you really feel it.” He redoubles his efforts, pulling back before moving forward. Between the head of his cock and what I’m realizing is a metal barbell that’s sliding along my center, I’m shockingly close already. “Best goddamn way to wake up is with you beneath me, Foxy. I like it. I like it a fucking lot.” His eyes are hooded, from either sleep or hunger or a mixture of both. Dark brown hair is tousled from sleep, lines from the sheets have creased his cheeks, and when he bites his plush bottom lip, I’m more than ready for more.

“Jude, don’t stop. Please don’t stop.” Except he has. He’s hovering above me, looking his fill. I can only imagine what he sees. My breathing is ragged, the swells of my breasts are nearly bursting over the top, and that’s exactly where his gaze is locked on.

“Never.” His mouth lands on mine, and there’s nothing slow about this kiss. He nudges at my lips with his tongue, our breathing mingles, and our tongues brush along the other’s. Every movement is rushed, including the way Jude works himself between my legs. The tension builds as our kiss turns more passionate with each caress, and Jude’s movements become more deliberate, both of us searching for that high.

“Oh god, Jude.” He moves away from my mouth, peppering kisses along my heated flesh. Through it all, he curls his hips, hitting that spot harder while taking the curve of my breast in his mouth.

“Fuck me, Foxy. You’re close already. My mouth hasn’t even gotten the slightest taste of you, and you’re more than ready. This hot body rubbing against me all night, your hot pussy grinding on me, it’s a miracle I kept my hands to myself.”

“Jude.” My nails dig into his shoulders, and I arch my back, silently begging him to attach his mouth to my nipples. His dirty words, the way he’s not letting up, it won’t be long until I’m coming all over him.

“Wish like hell you were naked, but that’d mean I’d have to stop, and that’s not gonna happen.” His nose nudges my top down until one breast is out in the open, and he doesn’t stutter in his task. He licks my nipple, starting at the tip before circling my pinkened skin. The moment he wraps his lips around me, pulling deeply, my hips tilt up, and my clit pulses.

“Jude, god, Jude.” My eyes close, and my body tightens. An out-of-this-world experience rushes through me, one I could never have prepared for. No amount of toys, my fingers, or people in my past could ever compare to what Jude does to me.

“My Foxy, look at you falling apart in my bed, right before my eyes.” I hear his voice, the rawness, and when I look at Jude, I can see he’s holding himself back. He’s on his knees, hands gripping the tops of my thighs, thumbs dangerously close to my core. Jesus, why do we still have our clothes on again?

I’m unsure why he isn’t doing something, anything to take care of his hard dick. He’s biting down on his lip so hard I’m surprised he hasn’t broken the skin. His muscles are pulled taut, and when I scan down the length of his torso, the head of his cock is peeking out. I whimper, lifting myself up, hands sliding from his shoulders down to his chest, feeling each dip and curve of well-defined form. I draw a line with the tip of my finger along the light dusting of hair along his happy trail but barely get any further before his hand stops me.

“I want to make you feel good, too.” He stays deep in thought, and my mind starts spinning. Maybe he’s worried I’ll get scared when my eyes land on his thick dick with his piercing. I’m not. If anything, I’m excited. I want to wrap the palm of my hand around his length. I want to know what it’s like to taste him, to watch him come undone exactly like he’s watching me.

“This was for you. Next time, you can have your way with me. Plus, we have less than an hour before we need to be at the festival for our tattoos, and what I want you to do to me, we’ll need a lot longer than that.” He hops off the bed with an agility I wish I had. Okay, maybe not all the muscles he’s packing, because seriously, my man is ripped, and not in like a beef stack, take steroids kind of way. You can tell it’s more of a mix of working with his hands and incorporating weights and cardio at a gym.

“Oh.” I purse my lips, sit up in bed, and adjust my top to tuck in my breast that Jude had his mouth on moments earlier.

“It’ll also include you being naked. You don’t have to put yourself back together for me, Foxy. I like you undone, writhing on my dick and moaning my name.” Jude cups his dick, fisting it. It does nothing to help matters when it comes to our mutual craving for one another. My core aches with emptiness, attempting to grasp at something but only receiving air. I’m ready to no call, no show the tattoo appointment, say fuck it to the concert, and stay in the van and only come up for air for food and water.

“That can happen right now.” I pull the string of my top down a bit only slid it up my shoulder when he got out of bed.

“Nope, I’m taking a cold-as-fuck shower. Then I’ll feed you and get us to our appointment.” Clearly, there’s no changing his mind. I’m tempted to pout or strip down naked. The way he’s holding himself back tells me he’d probably still remain stoic.

“Fine,” I concede, and he shoots a smirk my way before leaving the small room. When he gives me his back, every delectable inch of him is there for me to admire, and with each step he takes, my eyes stay on him. I take in the intricate tattoos, each one telling a story. Some I can decipher, others I’m left thinking about.

It's not until Jude disappears in the bathroom that realization hits me. He left the light on all night. I’d assumed the brightness would bother him and he would turn it off, but he didn’t, and my chest aches with happiness. Only my dad and brother ever really do anything like that for me. My ex-boyfriends sure didn’t, and neither did the girlfriends I’d occasionally spend the night at growing up and into my early twenties. Nope, they’d make a comment about me being a wuss or a baby. Jude didn’t. In fact, I’ve yet to tell him about my fear of the dark. The only way he could even remotely know about me sleeping with a light on is from the other night, further proving my point that he pays attention to the big and small details.

“Foxy, you still in bed?” His voice bounces off the walls in the bathroom.

“No,” I reply, feeling like I got caught sleeping in on a school day before scrambling off the bed. Since we crawled into bed with a made bed, I go about straightening the sheets and pillows before pulling up the comforter. Once that’s done, I move into the living area to start my day further, and while I should probably get dressed, Jude isn’t the only one who needs a shower. I’m reminded of the mess between my legs with every step I take, though I’m not complaining. Now, I’m thankful for overpacking because my shorts are officially ruined until they’ve been washed.

I’m about to turn on the coffee pot when my phone lights up on the couch. I completely forgot to plug it in before going to bed last night. A few steps, and I look at the display. “Well, fuck, now I’m in for it.” My thumb quickly types the code in, unbothered to use the facial recognition. There are three messages from Dad and Zane. Damage control is imminent.

Dad: Ronnie, where’s the tequila? I swear this place wouldn’t survive without you.




I smile at the text. He’s not wrong, but also, which freaking tequila is he asking about? There are only about twenty different ones he could be talking about.

Me: Which one? Good morning, by the way. Sorry I didn’t text you yesterday. I hope you won’t run the bar into the ground ;)




I back out of that message thread. While Dad worries, he’s of the mind what he doesn’t know won’t keep him up at night. My brother, on the other hand… Jesus take the wheel, and somebody pray for my soul.

Zane “Bungholio” Navarro: Did you make it? Also, Dad is pestering me about some goddamn tequila. Text him back.




I check the time, realizing he sent the message around the time the festival wrapped up for the night. The next one came this morning.

Zane “Bungholio” Navarro: I swear to god, Veronica. Text me back, or I’m getting in my truck to drive to the festival, and I will make a stink until I find you.




My stomach drops. While my brother can be a pain in the ass, he does mean well. I fire off a text as fast as my fingers will type. There’s no way I’m calling him. He’ll yell through the phone, heavy with emotion, and I don’t want that to be Jude’s first impression of him.

Me: I’m so sorry. I got to the festival. Cell service has been spotty, and by the time I laid my head down, sleep took over. I promise I’m fine. And no, you’re not creating a circle to track me morning, noon, and night. I love you <3




“Everything okay?” Jude walks out of the bathroom with a towel wrapped around his waist, water trickling along his tan skin, and I’m stuck staring at him. I’m busy wishing the towel would drop so I could finally see exactly what he has been holding back. “Foxy, you gonna answer me?”

“Um, yeah. Sorry. Everything’s fine. I had to text my dad and Zane. Kinda forgot to do that yesterday. I’ll start the coffee while you have a cigarette?” I offer.

“I can wait to smoke until the coffee’s done.” Hopefully, that means Jude will put on some clothes, because if not, I can’t be held accountable for my thoughts or wandering hands.

“Okay.” We go about working around one another. His hand touches me there, grips me here, and I have no problem jutting my ass out when he comes up behind me to reach for the coffee mugs. My body is on a slow sizzle, and I’m not sure how much longer I can hold back before I combust.
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JUDE


“You ready, Foxy?” I drop my mouth to her ear, talking to her in a low voice. The building we’re in for our tattoos is humming with anticipation. People are walking in and out, some with fresh ink, others looking at what the artists have to offer. There’s music in the background, the electric hum of tattoo guns, and others talking.

After we made coffee and her phone stopped going off, we moved to the back deck area. I changed into a pair of athletic shorts after not bothering to do so in the bathroom. I shucked my towel, allowing it to drop to the floor before pulling up my shorts. Ronnie’s sharp intake of breath from behind told me she noticed, and it came to no surprise to her when we settled outside that I guided her to my lap.

This holding back on Ronnie has been a killer, and why I’m doing it has me scratching my head. She’d been more than ready to give me more, but in the back of my mind, something was telling me to take our time. Now I’m rethinking that idea. Every twitch of her hips, every smile she sends my way, and anytime her fingers so much as graze my skin, the hard-on I’ve kept to a semi perks up. My damn balls are so damn blue and my cock aches so damn badly, it’ll only be a matter of time until I concede to Ronnie and her sultry ways.

“Yeah. Do you mind if I go first?” There’s hesitation in her voice, and I quirk an eyebrow in response. “So, I have two little, okay, big hiccups. I’m kind of a weenie when it comes to those too.” Her hands go clammy in mine, and now I’m starting to question what the fuck happened. “You probably already surmised I need to sleep with a light on. I’m scared of two things: the dark and needles. Which is a story for another time. Trauma, what can I say?” My mouth goes dry, and my muscles tighten. Ronnie’s hand in mine is the only reason I’m remaining calm while being cognizant of not crushing her bones with the anger building up inside. “I’m okay, Jude, promise. I’ve worked through it, and while I still have my hangups, it doesn’t stop me from living my life.” Her other hand comes up to my chest. “I am kind of scared of needles. Loathe shots, can’t handle watching piercings or attempting to become a piercer. As you can see, I love the permanency, but I’d really appreciate it if you held my hand?”

“Anytime you need me, Foxy, you have me. You don’t ever have to ask.” I pull her in closer, kiss the top of her head, and realize there’s a lot to Veronica Navarro I still have left to figure out.

“Veronica and Jude?” Our names being called breaks the moment.

“Come on, it’s time to get you tatted up,” I say as we make our way to the back where the artists are set up.

“Hey,” Toula greets us with her tablet in her hand. When we made our appointments yesterday, a deposit was required, as well as what we wanted permanently inked into our skin. Ronnie went first, and once she had everything settled, she went to the restroom, allowing me to do my thing.

“Hi,” Ronnie says.

“Hey,” I follow.

“Okay, who’s going first?” Toula looks from me to Ronnie.

“That would be me.” Ronnie untangles her hand from mine and steps closer to our artist.

“Perfect. I have your tattoo sketched out. If you want to take a look and make any changes? If you don’t, that’s cool, too.” As Ronnie looks it over, her tongue slides out, painting her lips as she zooms in and out at the flowers Toula added to the moon phase Ronnie asked for.

“Wow, the detail is amazing. I don’t see any changes that need to be made.”

“Alright, hop on the table. Same place?” The two of them chat back and forth for a few more minutes. I get comfortable in a chair sitting in the corner of Toula’s station. My eyes roam the place, taking in the set up they’ve got here this year. Every year, they bring in artists from around the nation, the best of the best, and it’s no different this time around, not that I expected anything else.

“Lift your shirt up, and I’ll place this where you want it.” A few minutes later, Toula is placing the thermal transfer paper on Ronnie’s outer rib cage. While I may have stripped in front of her to put shorts on, she did one better, walking out of the bathroom in a graphic tee that looked like it’d been washed one too many times, sleeves cut off, and a pair of jean shorts. It wasn’t the clothes on her body. It was what she wasn’t wearing, and I only noticed it when she lifted her arms above her head to put her hair up.

Now, I’m forced to watch Ronnie slide out of her top. The underside of her breast appears in my view, and I have to control the hunger building inside me. As soon as they’re good with the location, things get started.

“Jude, your hand, please.” Ronnie is stretched out on the table, one arm raised above her head, the fabric pulling at her tits, and with the air conditioning on or, fuck, maybe it’s me, I can see her budded tips tighten. I move closer, holding her hand, and her eyes close as the sound of the tattoo gun comes to life.

“I’ll do a test line. Let me know if you need to take a break, alright?” I lose Ronnie’s eyes for a moment when she turns her head to look at Toula.

“Okay. I’m not going to look once you start,” Ronnie says with laughter.

“Not a problem.” Toula gets started, and I’m watching every nuance of Ronnie’s face.

“Remind me to get her card. I love Zane, but with him being my brother, he tries to be opinionated a bit too much. Plus, it’ll piss him off to know I’m not staying within his shop.” Ronnie bites her lower lip, her ocean-blue eyes falling slightly closed. I’m pretty sure I know exactly what the tattoo is doing to her insides. My hand itches to slide between her legs to feel how wet she is, and my mouth, fuck, I’d wrap my lips around her nipples again and suck on them until she soaks my fingers.

“You’re trying to get me in trouble, in more ways than one.” I sit back, discreetly adjusting my dick, and Ronnie more than notices. Her eyes become hooded with desire. Sitting through these sessions without feeling her hands or mouth on me is going to be one of the hardest things I’ve ever done.

---

“I can’t believe you tattooed a fox on you.” After I sat through Ronnie getting her ink, she repaid the favor, holding my hand even though I enjoyed the stinging sensation. We’re no sooner through the door of the van than she’s got her hands sliding up my chest. We’re both keyed up, me with my dick hard as fuck and Foxy with her nipples outlined in the tee she’s wearing. I hold steady, keeping my hands at my side, waiting to see what she will do, silently begging her to take things further.

“Worth it.” The tip of her finger traces around the fresh ink, the saniderm Toula put on our ink protecting it from the elements at the show later today. It still does fuck all to dull the effect of Ronnie touching my skin.

“Yeah, it is,” she replies huskily. I’m trying my hardest to give her this after I had my hands on her earlier today, as well as my mouth. Her hands travel down my torso, causing my knees to lock in place while my dick flexes beneath the zipper of my shorts. When my eyes take in the vibrant blue color of hers, and I see the longing there, I know I’m going to give this to her.

“Foxy.” My voice goes hoarse when she plays with the material sitting low on my waist.

“Will you let me?” One finger delves inside both my shorts and boxer briefs, causing my muscles to tighten and my balls to draw tight. Jesus, what’s that saying? Resistance is futile. “Please.” She tacks on that six-letter word, and while I’m unsure of what she’s asking entirely, whatever it is, I’ll let her do whatever she wants. The thought of having her palm slide up and down my shaft, thumb gathering the precum and sucking both into her mouth. Then there’s the other scenario, the one I’d do just about anything for.

“You want me, Foxy, you can have me, any way you want.” I reach up to cup the nape of her neck, gliding my thumb along her bottom lip and pulling it out. I’m about to replace my finger with my mouth when Ronnie shocks me to the core.

Her tongue slides out, lips wrapping around my thumb, and she sucks it into her mouth exactly like I envisioned her doing to my cock.

“Fuck me.” All my willpower to keep my eyes open vanishes. My shorts drop to the ground, and her hand slides inside my briefs. The palm of her hand flattens on my lower abdomen, fingers so close to the head of my dick that I’m unable to hold back a groan.

“I’m going to do exactly that.” She presses her lips to the other side of my chest, opposite of my tattoo. One kiss after the other in no particular order as she cascades her sweet lips, a wet tongue, and hot breaths down my torso. There’s nothing left do but hold the hell on. My fingers tangle in her hair, holding her in place, getting lost in the moment. I’m still not too fucking sure how she’s going to fuck me. All I know is I’m going to need to find some sort of restraint.

“Foxy.” She grips my shaft with zero hesitation, and I lose her mouth from my skin. “Look at me. Show me your pretty eyes, and don’t look away.”

“I won’t, but you can’t, either.” With that, she falls to her knees. Goddamn it all to hell, the beauty between my spread legs is everything I hoped for and so much fucking more.

“Yeah, we’ll see who folds first.” I shoot her a smirk and have to bite the inside of my cheek when she finishes pulling my boxers down my legs.

“Yes, we will.” Her eyes don’t leave me, which is a damn shame because I’m finding it hard as hell to keep my end of the bargain.

“Want your shirt off and your shorts undone. If I’m coming, so are you, Foxy.” Instead of answering me, she drags the tip of her tongue along my slit, gathering the precum before tucking into her mouth and swallowing it. Then she pulls back and whips her shirt over her head. Her full, lush tits bounce, making my mouth water. When she shimmies out of her shorts and underwear, my brain short-circuits. Imagining what Ronnie would look like versus seeing it in real fucking life? It’s not the same thing. She’s got a soft rounded stomach, hips that I’ve had my hands all over, and skin I’ve yet to taste every inch of. The small thatch of hair is neatly trimmed and the same color of her dark hair. Wetness coats the lips of her cunt, and my nostrils flare out at the thought of having my head buried between her thighs. I’d fucking go to town, lick, flick, suck, and bite at her, and no way would I let one drop go to waste.

“Jude.” I watch as her thighs tremble and her nipples tighten further.

“Do whatever you want to me, Foxy, as long as your eyes are on me and your fingers are buried inside your pussy.” Losing her mouth was worth it, especially seeing Ronnie like this. One of her hands wraps around my shaft, holding it my place, while she moves her open mouth closer to where I’m dying to feel her warmth. With the other, she dances her fingers down her soft skin, and the minute the tip of her index finger slides along her clit, she takes the head of my cock in her mouth.

Her eyes shudder. She’s on the verge of losing her edge in the game, and the last thing I want is for this to be over. It’s a game, one that has us both winning in the end.

“Hmm,” she moans, taking in another inch. The tight suction she’s able to maintain is sexy as hell. Add in the twist of her wrist as she slides it down until her fist is at the base of my shaft, and it’s enough to make me see stars.

“Foxy.” Her scent permeates the air around us. I inhale it deeply, wishing like fuck we’d made it to the bed and I were flat on my back, her cunt hovering above my face. I’d get my fill while she got hers. Next time.

“Hmm,” she moans. The tight suction she has on me makes my head spin. Half of my cock is in her mouth, and I’m nearing the back of her throat. Any hesitation I thought she’d have with my piercing is thrown by the wayside. Right as my hips start to push further, Ronnie pulls back, readjusting herself, and I groan, hating that I’m losing a piece of her. The only plus side to this equation is I’m awarded the view of two of her fingers fucking her pussy, tits bouncing, and a full body blush taking ahold of her.

“Look at you, working your pussy for me.” A soft look washes over her, then she’s back to working my dick. Her tongue slides along the head, swirling around and around. I rock back on my heels when she lashes at my slit, gathering the precum as fast as possible. Then Ronnie throws me off axis once again when she uses her lips to suck the barbell on the underside of my length closer to the head where it flares out. My knees nearly buckle from the sensation she’s sending through my nervous system. My hand tightens in her hair, and in one quick succession, she’s engulfing my dick again. No longer does she need the leverage with her hand. She’s too busy bobbing up and down, cupping my balls, rolling them around with her smooth palm, and each time she slides backwards, I thrust my hips forward.

I’m chasing after her like an animal, not wanting to lose how fucking good this feels. Ronnie makes unintelligible noises when she slides all the way down. The head of my cock feels the convulsing of her muscles as she swallows. It’s fucking with me. It won’t be long before I’m a goner.

“Right there. Hold it for me, Foxy.” I move my hips in a shallow drive after she nods her acceptance. My hand goes to her throat, thumb sweeping along the front of her neck. I need to see and feel it when she swallows my come. I pump once, twice, and on the third one, I let go. Our eyes remain locked the entire time. She’s yet to come, and the moment I get my bearings, I’m going to make her feel just as good.

“Are you close?” I ask. She’s still got my dick in a vice, causing a ripple to snake through my veins. Instead of pulling off, Ronnie shakes her head. “Good, it’s only fair that I’ll be the one to lick you clean.” With that, I pull away from her. I let out a hiss. On one hand, I hate that I’m missing the velvet feel of her mouth. On the other, I can’t wait to have my head buried between her thighs. “Get ready.” I drop to me knees, and she falls back, ending up on her ass, which works in my favor. Ronnie’s leaning on the palms of her hands, shorts and underwear around her thighs, and I don’t bother yanking them off her legs. Instead, I take the fabric and push them down further, then work my way beneath them.

“Jude, oh my god.” Her eyes attempt to flutter closed.

“Eyes on mine. Watch as I lick this pretty cunt for the first time.” I drop to my forearms, her clothes stretching to max capacity with my broad shoulders. I’ve got zero fucks to give if they get torn to shreds, it’ll work entirely in my favor.

“Oh fuck.” She holds her body still when I dip my head, watching her watch me as the tip of my tongue licks the length of her seam before I draw a tight circle around her clit. The bud tightens with each motion. She arcs upward, drawing her cunt closer to my mouth, silently begging for more. She doesn’t have to ask. Teasing her isn’t an option. Fuck, I’m not teasing myself. I’ve dreamt about her taste, sweet with a slightly earthy tang, and I’ll be craving her scent forever. One hand grips the full cheek of her ass, tilting her upwards and giving me more room to work.

“More, please, Jude. I need more.” She buries her fingers in my hair, attempting to push my head into her pussy. A woman who knows what she likes and isn’t afraid to show it, goddamn, this woman is perfect. Yet instead of doing what she wants, I keep caressing her with my tongue, clearly too light for her liking, but I know what will push her over the edge.

The quiver of her body spurs me on. No way am I letting her come without feeling her completely. I plunge two fingers inside her pussy, wrap my lips around her clit, and suck hard. Her wetness coats me, tips to palm. The clutch of her muscles nearly makes me stop what I’m doing, but then I think better of it. My fingers hook upwards, then flutter back and forth while moving in and out. Ronnie’s eyes start to close. I hate the thought of losing them, except watching her come with my hands and mouth is more than amazing.

“Jude,” she chants my name in one long breath. I keep working, never stopping, wishing I had a fuck of a lot more room and neither of us were trapped in clothes. Ronnie is so damn beautiful when she comes hard and fast on my tongue. I know I’ll be doing this again, and soon. Fuck, she’s better than the first hit of nicotine after a long as hell night plagued with nightmares. I don’t slow down until her back meets the ground, her gaze lands on me, and through it all, the woman still can’t help but rock into me. I’m pretty sure one orgasm won’t be enough for her, either. A damn good thing since my cock is rock fucking hard again.

When I pull away, it’s not to help her up, it’s to get closer to her, to slide my way along our sweat-soaked skin and cage her in like I did this morning.

“You win,” are the words she greets me with.

“Foxy, we both fucking won,” is my response right before I seal my lips to hers.
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RONNIE


“You should have gone home last night, Foxy. You’re gonna be so damn tired tonight.” I’m hugging Jude at my car the Monday following Rock the Nation. We’ve done it all, seen everyone we wanted to see, and even spent time with Steve-O, Jude’s friend. The shitty part of that situation is that Steve-O and his wife got into an argument in front of us, and while it became quite uncomfortable, it was more so for the kids. Jude and I made the best of it, scooting them away from their setup and taking them to our place.

We played video games with them, fed them dinner, and were about to figure out the sleeping situation when their dad appeared, a look of utter defeat written on his face. Jude texted him earlier of our whereabouts, his response was one word. The worst part is, it seemed like the kids and Steve-O were used to these types of scenarios. I’m unsure of the outcome, so is Jude, but he said he’d check on him when the dust settles.

“I’ll be fine, promise.” Dad called earlier today sounding like absolute shit, and I told him without any hesitation to keep his ass at home, and I’d take care of the bar. Jude looked at me like I had three heads until I explained what happened. Dad tried to find someone to fill in, but Zane’s tattoo shop is open, so he’s out. The other bartender is a single mom, and her schedule is super strict since tending bar is her second job.

“Still, go back to your place and sleep. You don’t have to help me unload the van.” He kisses the side of my neck and presses his body into mine further. A lot of the concert goers left last night. This morning cleared out pretty fast as well, and since the two of us didn’t have much in the way of plans, we took our time. Until the call came in, then Jude spurred into action, taking down all the outside stuff to be stored while I worked on the inside of his van.

“Or I can help you and take a nap with you when everything’s done.” I’m not ready for our bubble to pop.

Jude’s body freezes. My arms are looped behind his back, and he’s so much taller than me that he has bent at the waist. I’m not worried about the offer I made being the reason he’s staying still. We’ve been glued to one another all weekend. Where he goes, I go, and vice versa. The tattoos we got inked on one another say it all. Even before I knew Jude would be getting a fox on his heart, I had Toula draw mine out. Jude doesn’t exactly know what it means, and when the time is right, I’ll tell him.

“Fuck yeah, I’d love that. I promise to keep my hands to myself.” He lifts his head, and I’m tempted to laugh at his word of honor.

“I hope your fingers are crossed because I’m not giving you the same guarantee.” I tease the edge of his shorts with my fingers. We took care of each other numerous times since the first time, both of us using our hands and mouths, and another time, our bodies. We were completely bare, and I was so close to begging him to slide inside me but held back. I’m not exactly sure why that is, and since Jude didn’t bring it up, neither did I.

“Foxy,” he grunts, fake admonishment in his tone.

“Jude,” I reply, mimicking him.

“What time do you need to be at the bar?”

“Six. We open later Monday through Wednesday and close at midnight.” I could have sworn I told Jude this before. Maybe I didn’t. The weekends are our busiest times, especially with Zane’s tattoo shop next door. While he won’t tattoo anyone remotely inebriated, that doesn’t stop them from having a strong drink afterwards.

“What about the rest of the week?” Obviously, I haven’t told him my schedule, and he’s probably used to the time I get back home instead of the exact time we close.

“Thursday, Friday, and Saturday, it’s four in the afternoon until two in the morning. Sundays, we’re closed, thankfully.” Usually, between Dad, Janelle, and myself, we can tackle it without being dragged through the mud.

“Sunday, I want you all to myself. The rest of the week, we’ll figure out once you know your hours.” He doesn’t ask, he states. And I really like it. He’s taking the guessing game out of the equation, allowing me not to make decisions, and damn, if that isn’t amazing.

“Sunday is yours. It’s usually really late because we’re doing end-of-the-week inventory and all the other shit that gets tossed by the wayside in the middle of the week.” Dad is in his semi-retirement state, and while he could tend bar while I do the monotonous shit or vice versa, he doesn’t. I’m going to have to eventually talk to him because doing it all while exploring the relationship that’s building with Jude means working to live, not living to work.

“Got no problem with that. Now, kiss your man, Foxy, and then we’ll head out of here.” His van is idling near my car. We’ve kept both running with the air conditioning on full blast, and I have a feeling we’re both going to need it to cool down after my lips meet his. There’s no such thing as a quick kiss when it comes to the two of us, it’s more along the lines of a hot and heavy make-out session where we both become lost in the other, and I freaking love every minute of it.

--

“Time for bed for you,” Jude tells me a couple of hours later after we arrive back at his place. We worked together seamlessly. When I packed up the inside earlier today, I was smart and placed things together to make it easier to grab and go. The laundry got started right away, our clothes mixed together, and Jude made no qualms about it. Then it was transferring all the cold stuff from one fridge to the other. Once that was done, Jude wrapped everything up with the outside of the van while I did a clean sweep of the floors, wiped down every surface, and called it good to go.

“I’m going to switch the laundry over, and then I will.” I let out a yawn, realizing I’m more tired than I initially thought. I’d already ducked into his bathroom to take a quick shower, and now it’s his turn.

“Meet you in bed.” He’s shirtless, much like he’s been most of the weekend. His tattoo is out in the open, healing exactly like mine.

“Yeah,” I say, swallowing a wave of desire when he shoots me a wink. I got a quick tour when Jude showed me where the kitchen, laundry room, and pantry were. From there, I was on my own. Which meant I snooped. At first, I almost didn’t, worried he’d be upset, but it’s not like we haven’t invaded each other’s space all weekend.

I finish moving the towels from the washer to the dryer. I already finished our darks and whites, hung up what needed to be line dried and folded what was dry. Then I turn off the light to walk toward Jude’s bedroom. As I do, I catalogue the living room. It’s big and full of lush furniture, including dark brown leather couches and knotty pine coffee end tables, plus a console table, which has a massive-as-hell television mounted to the wall above.

There’s a pool in the backyard, surrounded by a massive outdoor space, and I immediately clocked the ashtray on the table he has out there. Most people would find a man smoking repulsive. I don’t. And while it’s bad for his health, and there is cause to worry, everyone has a vice they should probably kick. It’s up to the individual to do the heavy lifting.

I move through the rest of the house. It’s clean, kind of on the sparse side in the form of décor, and mainly has the needs and not the wants. Unlike mine, where it’s the more the merrier. My brother and father like to make fun of me because there isn’t a garage sale I could walk past, never mind being unable to pass up buying some little trinket.

Where most new houses are open floor plans, Jude’s isn’t. His home is also in an older subdivision. Big oak trees canopy a lot of the sidewalks and streets, giving it that old world feel. He even has a big front porch, though I can’t imagine him sitting out there while smoking a cigarette, especially in nothing but a towel or pair of shorts. The hallway houses all three bedrooms along with a bathroom. I took a quick peek earlier and noticed Jude has a massive home office. Computer screens littered one side of the walls, while the other areas hold the machines, I think. I’m not exactly sure. I don’t even have a desktop, preferring to use my trusty laptop I’ve had for years. I did notice the air conditioning coming out of that room had me shivering.

The other room has a bed, a dresser, and a nightstand. The two rooms are sandwiched between a bathroom, one that’s bigger than I expected it to be. A stand-up shower to one side and a clawfoot tub on the other with a full double vanity. Opulence and luxury are the only way I can describe it. The shower has two rain showerheads coming from the ceiling and a few on the walls, then there’s a bench the length of one wall.

My mind went wild thinking about so many ways to make use of it. Jude sitting on the tile bump-out, me on my knees between his spread thighs as he feeds me his cock. We could always reverse rolls. It could be him in front of me as he eats me like his last meal. Then there’s my favorite: I’d be completely spread open, my feet on the tile, ass at the ledge, and Jude would fuck me raw while he's on his knees.

A tingle races up my spine, my core aches, and I’m already contemplating ways to deviate him from sleeping or at least to have a little fun before I drift off to sleep.

I make my way into his bedroom and head to the stack of folded clothes in search for one of Jude’s shirts. It doesn’t take very long for me to strip out of my clothes and slip his on. While the van didn’t have a designated area of where he sleeps, his bedroom does. I pull the covers back and move to the right side of the bed, away from the door.

I’m settling in when the door to the bathroom opens. Jude is in nothing but a towel again, and since the covers aren’t over my bare thighs, he can see the way my body reacts to his.

“Fuck me. Resisting you is impossible, Foxy.” He whips the towel off, allowing it to drop to the floor, then his fist wraps around his cock, and I really wish it were my hand slowly stroking him as he makes his way toward me.

“Then don’t resist me, Jude.” I spread my legs, lift them up, and slowly trail a finger from the outside of my thigh inward.

“Oh, I’m not.” The deep timbre of his voice sets me off. I strum my clit as he takes each step slower than I thought possible. “I’m going to watch you come while I make myself come, then want you beneath me as you fall asleep.” He sits between my spread thighs, where we both have a clear view of what the other is doing to their body.

“Yes, please.” He clasps the back of my leg and lifts it to my shoulder, inadvertently opening me up further, and we take matters into our own hands while keeping our gaze locked on one another.
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JUDE


Iwalk through the door of The Social for the second time today, the first being when I dropped Ronnie off for her shift. She tried to balk at me doing so, which then went on to me picking her up later tonight, too. I shut her up the only way I knew how, by kissing her with a thoroughness that left her breathless and me hard as a rock. Ronnie finally conceded, stating she didn’t want me to flip my schedule around to suite hers, worried I wouldn’t get done what I wanted during my time off. Little does she know I’ve already adjusted my schedule to fit to hers, the upside of taking on clients when and how I want. The only contracts I can’t mold to how I want is the government kind, but I’ve already closed those out.

“That her?” Tysen asks. I rallied the guys earlier, doing a quick check-in via text, and when they asked what I’d be getting into the rest of the day, I sent them a pin with The Social’s address and the time I’d be there.

“That’s Foxy. Ronnie to you fucks,” I tell not only Tys but the guys following behind us. The bad part about the men settling down is most of their women are pregnant or recently gave birth. Which means it’s just the guys tonight. Lennie is hoping to stop by for a few minutes. That’s only if Kennedy, her sister-in-law, won’t mind watching the twins. Though I figure with her daughter, Briar, more than willing to babysit, there won’t be a problem in that area.

“So, you’re saying call her Foxy to piss you off. Got it,” Jagger says, trying to get a rise out of me. I let it roll off my back. I’d like to hear him say that in front of his woman, Lyric. She’d probably give him the titty twister of all titty twisters.

“You want me to call Lyric?” I turn around, losing sight of Ronnie in the process, which makes me damn anxious.

“Not if you’re gonna pull out the big guns,” Jagger says with a wink. I shake my head and move toward the bar. Our group is too damn big to sit at the bar, where Ronnie is serving patrons. We’ll have to find a table where my eyes can stay on hers. I’m rethinking this whole bringing the guys along now.

“Be right back.” I disentangle from the group. The heavy beat of music bounces off the walls. So many band posters are plastered on the walls and ceilings, not so much of an inch of paint can be found. On top of the prints are neon sings for beer and liquor. The tables and barstools look like they’ve been around since the seventies or eighties yet are still in decent condition.

I walk toward Ronnie, and when I see the tip of her tongue touching her upper lip, I realize she’s deep in thought. Her eyes are on the cash register, one of those old school styles where you have to punch in a number instead of the new point-of-sale systems. Talk about a relic and making shit harder on you than necessary. No wonder it takes her so fucking long to get home at the end of her shifts.

“Foxy,” I grab her attention. I’m greeted with a megawatt smile, and then a look of wonder asking why I’m here without saying a word.

“Jude.” She doesn’t come around the bar. Instead, Ronnie moves to the side, launches herself over the worn and wooden top, hands going to my shoulders, and lays the sweetest of fucking kisses on my lips. It’s one hell of a greeting, even with the cheeks of her ass hanging out in the reflection of the mirror hanging behind her. I’ve got not one single fucking problem with the way Ronnie dresses. It’s all these other fucks getting to look at my woman.

“What are you doing here? I’m not off for another few hours.” I give her my signature smirk. She has no idea that I’m addicted to her a whole hell of a lot more than the candy I keep in my pocket.

“Know that. Also couldn’t stay away. The guys would like to meet you, whenever you get a minute. Lennie is going to try and make it, too. The rest of the girls are pissed they couldn’t come, but cigarette smoke and being pregnant isn’t a great combination.” Her eyes soften with happiness. She more than likes that answer.

“Is it bad that I’m glad you’re here?”

“Not at fucking all,” I respond, wishing like hell I had her all to myself.

“Good. Do you know what everyone wants to drink? I’ll get that sorted and make my way over once I’ve got everyone else settled, too,” she suggests.

“Foxy, I got no clue what they’re in the mood for, but they’ve got two fucking legs and a mouth. They can come place their order at the bar,” I grunt out my response.

“Jude, don’t be ridiculous. I’ll be over in a minute to figure out what they want, because, you know, I’m kind of the bartender and server, the only one tonight.” I look around, noticing she really is on her own, and I’m pissed that I left her here to begin with. My only saving grace is the bar back in the corner who also works security.

“Doesn’t mean I want you doing all the work when they can get off their asses, too.” Ronnie rolls her eyes at my statement.

“Fine, if they don’t place their own order by the time I finish my refills, then I’ll get them at the table. Now, what do you want to drink?” She already knows I don’t drink but not the reason why. We’ve yet to delve that deep, I’m sure it’ll come up sooner rather than later. What she hasn’t done is ask the reason why or pry. She takes me exactly like I am.

“Coke with lime, please.” Ronnie is still leaning across the bar, and my hand cups the nape of neck, squeezing it for a moment before letting her go.

“You got it.” We part ways, and she gets straight into work mode. Meanwhile, I have a hard time moving so much as an inch. I’m too busy taking in the way she works the bar, handling it like she has her whole life, probably because she has. She talks to a couple of old timers, a few younger groups of people are busy talking, and right when I’m about to head back to my friends, a guy walks through the door.

“Veronica!” My hackles rise with unease. I’m on edge watching as this plays out. I square my shoulders, cross my arms over my chest, and let Ronnie take the lead, for now.

“What, Joey?” She doesn’t bother looking at him, too busy working on drinks. Whoever this is must not be worth her time.

“Your brother said close early tonight. Eleven sharp.” The crowd collectively raises their heads, probably ready to say some shit about only having another thirty minutes or so when they planned to be here longer.

“Tell Zane to stop making you his message boy. I’ll close when the hours on the door say I’m closing. That’s at midnight.” I relax when realization hits that Ronnie has this handled.

“I’m not his messenger, but good luck telling him that yourself.” Ronnie’s response is to flick him off.

I turn around, locate the guys, and head their way. There’s a barstool facing the bar, giving me a bird’s eye view of the place, the same thing any of them would do if it were their woman working at a bar.

“Your girl does not mess around.” Tysen, the pilot of our group, says as I take my seat.

“Yeah, she’ll fit right in, and with the group getting bigger, it won’t be long until we’re outnumbered.” Trent runs his fingers through his hair, still in his uniform from work. Dress shirt, slacks, and police badge on his hip.

“I think we already are with the twins being born,” Asher says like the proud father he is. His job as a firefighter makes his schedule hectic, and it’s a damn good thing he’s got a good wife in his corner.

“Touché,” Matthew agrees, getting up from the barstool. “Going to order a beer. What do you all want?” The guys give him their order, mine is already with Ronnie, and I remain quiet.

“This a forever kind of thing?” Johnny asks. He owns a club, Undercover Lovers for the public and Night Moves for an exclusive group where inhibitions are dropped.

“Fuck yeah, it is.” Luke nods his head at my response. It wasn’t long ago that he fell in love with Shae. She’d been a pseudo patient at his obstetrics and gynecologist office. Things unfolded, and now they’re tighter than tight. We shoot the shit, update one another on work since I’ve been gone for the past four days, and I input my two cents when needed while they do the same.

“Alright, I think I’ve got everyone’s order.” Ronnie approaches with Matthew. He’s carrying his beer and nothing else. Fucking schmuck. His mom would kick his ass if she were here with us.

“Thanks, Foxy.” I help her distribute the drinks as she hands them to me. “You already met Matthew, the lawyer of the group and all-around asshat.” I send him a scathing look.

“Man, she wouldn’t let me do jack shit.” He moves around the table.

“Jude, stop it.”

“Alright, I’ll go down the line with their names. Don’t worry about remembering them. The only memorable one is me.” Jagger laughs. I’m taking a line out of his book, except I’m being possessive of Ronnie, and he likes to piss everyone off.

“Johnny, Trent, Crew, Jagger, Luke, Tysen, and Asher.” With each drink she passes, I let her know who’s who.

“It’s nice to meet you. Jude only says good things about you all.” I move Ronnie between my spread thighs, allowing her to lean on me in the process.

“Don’t forget about me.” Lennie comes barreling through, and Asher’s arm reaches out to grab her by the waist.

“Hi, I’m Ronnie. Or Veronica. Whichever you prefer.” She holds her hand out to shake.

“It’s so good to meet you.” Lennie ignores her hand, moves away from Asher, and gives Ronnie a hug. “You can call me Lennie or Lennon. So, same. And the girls really wanted to be here, but everyone is knocked up.” Lennie shrugs her shoulder, then glares at all the guys acting like she didn’t deliver twins not long ago.

“Wow, all of them at the same time?” she asks.

“Well, they’re staggered, so kind of. Anyways, I’m going to add you to our group chat. Then we can plan a girls’ day without these guys.” Lennie pulls away from Ronnie and moves back to Asher, and I do similar, wrapping my arm around Ronnie’s middle myself.

“Sure, that sounds fine to me.” She looks over her shoulder. “Are you okay with that?”

“Fuck yeah. Welcome to the chaos, Foxy.”

“Ignore him. We’re not wild and crazy. Unlike these guys, who are thrill seekers, running into burning buildings and dealing with criminals to name a few.” The guys and I chuckle at Lennie’s antics.

“Shit.” Ronnie stands up, pulling away from me. “Please excuse me. I fear I’m going to have to do some damage control.” I look at where her gaze is, concerned it’s Joey again, trying to be the go-between.

“Go, go. Take care of business. It’s us here bothering you while you’re working.” Lennie tucks into Asher’s drink. A pleased smile is plastered on the man’s face.

“Are you staying here until I close? Because I can find a way back to your place or mine.” Ronnie spins around, arms looping around my neck, playing with the ends of my hair. Apparently, she’s in no hurry to deal with what I’m assuming is her brother.

“Not going anywhere. Your ride is me. And I don’t care where we lay our head down as long as it’s with you beside me.” Her eyes close, and I dip my head, lips meeting hers. The moment she opens for me, my tongue slides right inside, needing another taste to hold me over until I’ve got her all to myself again. I nip at her lip before soothing it with a kiss and tap her ass in way that lets her know we might be stopping for now, but we’re a long way from being finished. “Go deal with your brother before his head explodes.”

“Fine. I might drown him in the bar sink before the night is through.” She shrugs her shoulders and then moves toward Zane. I’m not sure if she was being funny or serious. Then again, the only brothers I grew up with are in front of me, and we didn’t get the chance to bicker like those two did living under one roof.

“I really like her, Jude, like, a lot. She’s feisty, can run a bar, has the same interests as you, and she didn’t balk at all with the guys in our group,” Lennie tells me everything I already know.

“I like her a lot, too, Lennie. Thanks for bringing her into the fold.” I take a sip of my drink, pull out the bag of candy I stowed in my pocket earlier, and pop some in my mouth.

“Anytime. Call me the welcome wagon. Now, before I text the girls, send me a picture of her. I want to show them how pretty she is and her tattoos. I mean, damn.” I’m beginning to think Lennie has a crush on my woman.

“What makes you think I have a photo of her?” I quirk my eyebrows.

“Jude Ellison, don’t even play. You’ve had one of her since the very beginning. You’re not fooling anyone, mister tech guru.” I shoot her a text, with a picture from this weekend, she gets busy on her phone, we continue talking until the bar starts to slow down, and when the group heads out the door, I move to the bar, keeping Ronnie company until closing time.
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JUDE


“Istill can’t believe you wouldn’t let me drive your Camaro home.” I’m sitting on the floor in the living room, one leg propped up, using my knee for my arm with the video game controller. Ronnie was full of energy on the way back here. It might have been because I kept her company during work, or because her brother started shit and she made him eat out of the palm of her hand with a few smart comebacks. It also could have been my car. When I dropped her off, we’d hopped in my SUV, and Ronnie didn’t know what I had in my garage.

“You want to drive the Camaro, you can. I’ve got not one single problem with that. I only ask that the first time you do it is when it’s daylight.” She stops a few feet away, freshly showered, barefoot, and it seems as though she’s nabbed another one of my tees. I lick my lips as she flips her head to one side, using a towel to dry her long locks.

“Really?” I told her the same thing in the car. Maybe she didn’t hear me over the rumble of the engine mixed with the music coming from the speakers.

“Yeah, Foxy. Now, you want a play a little bit or watch a movie?” It takes her a bit to settle down after a night at the bar, and tonight is no different.

“Video game.” She hangs the towel on the back of a chair to dry, then I’m greeted with her standing right in front of me. Instead of sitting on the couch or next to me, she turns around and sits between my thighs. Then she grabs the controller out of my hand, wiggling as close to possible to me. “One player or two?” she asks, logging into my account and working her way around the display without one single problem. Ronnie shouldn’t since we have the same one. Mine might be faster with some of the added shit I did to it, but otherwise, there isn’t a difference.

“One. We’ll just go back and forth. I’m not sure how long I’ll manage to stay awake. My schedule hasn’t been normal the past few days.” She tilts her head on my shoulder. A dreamy look is written on her face, and I’m unable to keep my hands to myself. I move the borrowed shirt out of my way and touch nothing but bare skin.

“No panties, Foxy? Pretty sure you knew what you were asking for walking out in nothing but my shirt.” I noticed the soft sway of her curves when she first walked in, the way her nipples tightened like little berries, begging for my mouth. What I didn’t expect was for her to leave her panties in the bedroom.

“They’ll just end up on the floor anyways.” She opens the map and sets up the game she’ll be playing, all the while my fingers are slowly trailing closer and closer to the apex of her sex.

“There is that, and if that’s the case, you probably shouldn’t have worn the shirt, either.” I slide my hand beneath the fabric, cupping her breast while the other does similar beneath her panties to feel her wet center while my mouth latches to the nape of her neck.

“I can take care of it now. I don’t mind.” The shakiness in her voice tells me she’s not as unaffected as she’s trying to pretend to be. When I trace the lips of her pussy, her desire coats the tip of my finger, and her back bows, asking for more. And while I’d love nothing more than plunge inside her, I’d like to draw this out, make sure she’s ready, and judging by her scent that invades the room, it won’t take long at all.

“You do that, Foxy. Don’t lose my hands, though.” Ronnie’s nails dig into the tops of my thighs. I have half a mind to spread her wider, hook her legs over mine, giving me more room to work with, but I know this woman like the back of my hand. She’ll do anything to get her way, including lifting her body up, using her thigh muscles, and try to resituate herself while working the shirt over her head.

“Jude.” Fingers graze along her body when she lets go of my thighs long enough to slip out of her clothes. The minute her bare back meets my bare chest, I look down, watching as her tits bounce with each slight movement.

“Fuck me,” I groan, feeling her tighten around my fingers as they move in and out, coming away coated with her desire. I press the palm of my hand against her clit, applying the friction she needs while I keep up the momentum, flicking back and forth in her pussy, moving from one nipple to the other. Her head moves from side to side on my shoulder, moans getting deeper with each pinch and pull on her pebbled tips.

“Yes, please, Jude.”

“You want to come on my fingers or my cock?” I’m giving her the option, pressing my dick into her ass. The damn thing is impossible to ignore, and the precum is coating my shorts, no doubt leaving a wet spot.

“Your cock. I’m tired of waiting.” With a strength I didn’t know she’s capable of, she moves off my hand and crawls away, giving me a clear shot of her ass, an ass I’m going to work so I can take her there, too. I let out a hiss of air. Ronnie looks of her shoulder, and I’m damn near ready to explode.

“You want me to take you from behind, or are you going to plant your sweet pussy on my cock?” I pull my shorts down. My cock is lying hard and heavy against my lower abdomen. The frenum piercing has a silver barbell going through it, and Ronnie more than loves the way it’s made her feel so far. Now she’ll get to experience the real deal.

“I get the option?” she teases, wiggling her hips. The insides of her thighs are slick, making me lick my lips. I’ve got half a mind eat her from behind.

“You won’t if you don’t make a decision soon.” I wrap my hand around my dick and tug on it, trying to stave off the need to come before she’s on me.

“Fine. I want to ride you, Jude.” She spins around on her hands and knees and crawls toward me. And my god, it’s a fucking sight—hair falling down, skin I’ve had my hands on every which way, tits swaying in time with her hips. The possibility of going slow is going to be damn hard.

“Then ride me, Foxy,” I groan, eyes closing for a half a second as I try to gather my thoughts.

“Jude.” Her hands go to my shoulders, and my gaze lands on hers for a moment, but what I really want to see is my cock disappearing inch by inch inside her tight cunt.

“Don’t have a condom on me. Fuck.” I should have thought this through. We’ve done everything else, talked about being clean, but protection against pregnancy, the conversation hasn’t come up.

“We don’t need one.” Ronnie lifts her arm. “You can feel it. The implant is right here.” My hand wraps around her bicep, thumb sliding over the raised part.

“I’m good as long as you’re good, Foxy.”

“I’m really good.” She drags her pussy along my dick, coating it and allowing my piercing to hit her clit, rolling her hips as she does it a few more times. My hands grip her hips firmly, and my head dips. Two can play this game. I capture her nipple, and when I suck it into my mouth, she falters in her movements. I look at her. Ronnie’s head is tipped back, hair down and so damn long it’s skimming along the tops of my thighs.

“Jude.” When she moves upward, I press the tips of my fingers into her ass, wanting nothing more than to see how good she’ll take me back there while she’s planted on my cock.

“Foxy, Christ, woman. If you don’t plant your sweet pussy on my dick, I’m taking over.” I pull away from her nipple, looking down when I sense she’s finally getting the message.

“Finally,” she murmurs when I’m at her entrance. I watch as she sinks down one slow-as-fuck inch at a time. Her hips swivel, her slickness helping ease her down.

“You could have had me, all of me,” I mutter when her thighs spread wider, knees sliding along the carpet. She’ll have all kinds of marks on her body by the time the night is through. When Ronnie grinds herself on me, using me, for all intents and purposes, I don’t say or do a thing. This is her show. I’m here for the performance. Up and down, slow at first, finding her pace, working her hips and digging her nails into my shoulders when my piercing hits in all the right places.

“Says the man who held back at the concert,” she says with a grunt, pulling up and then slamming herself down until it’s me gritting my teeth.

“Well, I’ll never be doing that again.” She tightens around my dick, and while I had this grand illusion to let her have her way, allow her to do the work, holding back is no longer an option.

“Fuck me, Jude.” We move together as I pull in and out of her, hammering my hips, and at the last minute, right when I feel her shift in way that has a long moan sliding from her sweet mouth, I stop. We’re in this together, and since I’m on the bottom and she’s on top, I’m not in full control.

“Eyes, Foxy. I want them on me. Forever.” In one swift movement, while staying completely attached to her, I move us until she’s on her back. I need to get deeper and watch her entirely.

“Jude, oh god, right there.” Her soft whisper-like plea is music to my ears. The backs of her legs meet my shoulders, and I bend over her shapely form. Nearly folding her in half gives me what I need.

“You like that, don’t you, having my full attention, taking my cock how I want you to. My Foxy letting me do whatever I want to her.” She squeezes down on me, and with one harsh thrust, I’m in so damn deep that I have no other option but to plant the palms of my hands on the ground for purchase.

“Jude!” The pitch in her voice changes, the need in her eyes sets me on fire, and the way her skin is dotted with goose bumps, I know she’s there.

“Fuck, you take me so well, Foxy.” The position we’re in keeps her clit stimulated the entire time as she falls apart, one orgasm rolling into the other, and while I lose her eyes, I don’t lose any other part of Ronnie. Her fingers find purchase in my hair, holding me as close as I’m holding her.

She says my name again and again, repeating it like a prayer. That’s when I feel it, more than normal. I’m fully aware of what just happened, and I’m going to make damn sure this won’t be the only time. I keep up my pace, Ronnie’s hold on me, the slamming of my hips thrusting in and out of her, it’s only a matter of time. A man can only take so much, and I’m at my limit. She’s it for me, my forever. Staying inside her will be my top priority, and I’ll do whatever I have to in order to make sure I do.

“Foxy.” My muscles lock up, one last plunge, and I stay still as the come surges from my body. All energy I had is gone. I fall on top of her, allowing her legs to drop from my forearms, and she wraps them around my waist, pulls me closer, and lightly grazes my back with her nails.

My eyes close as I nuzzle into Ronnie’s chest, loving the soft skin of her body mixed with the roughness of my five-o’clock shadow, leaving yet another mark on my woman.

“That was… wow.” Her voice breaks the haze. Pretty sure I may have blacked out at one point. That’s how fucking amazing it is to be with Ronnie.

“Not done with you yet, either. I didn’t even get to play with your ass, Foxy.” I go to move back, more than ready to take this to bed and fuck her from behind.

“Then what are you waiting for?”

“Now you’re in for it, Foxy.” I stand up and hold a hand out to help her up. We’re both a mess, and we’ll be doing it again. My gaze locks on our combined come that slides out of her pussy, painting her thighs, and goddamn, do I like the sight of Ronnie messy from being together.
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RONNIE


I’m between awake and asleep, trying to open my eyes while my body attempts to pull me back under. My hand slides along the sheets, feeling nothing but cold cotton, and I remember Jude jerked awake sometime during the night. I woke up long enough to ask if everything was okay. He replied that nothing was wrong and to go back to sleep. That had to have been hours ago. I also should have gotten my lazy ass up to at least sit with him instead of rolling over, snatching his pillow, and falling right back into a peaceful sleep.

I sit straight up, realizing just how much of an asshole move I made by letting Jude go. It doesn’t take me long to do my morning ritual of stretching my arms and extending my legs before I get my butt into the bathroom. My bladder and my teeth need to be attended to, stat.

Jude’s bed is luxurious and also at a height where my feet don’t touch the ground when I swing my legs over the edge. It looks like I’m going to have to slide down this massive thing. My gaze bounces around, looking for one of Jude’s shirts. The one I wore last night in the living room is more than likely still on the floor after he peeled it off my body one devastating inch at a time. My body shivers thinking about finally having Jude inside me. I take a step, feeling the twinge of tenderness between my legs. It’s been a long time since I slept with someone, and my toys definitely aren’t near as big as Jude. Plus, there’s his piercing. The barbell isn’t huge by any means, still, it took some adjusting. And the sensations of it dragging along the walls of my pussy? Out-of-this-world amazing.

I make my way to the master bathroom and find a shirt on the top of the dresser. I slip it on and go about my business. When I get a look at myself in the mirror, I give myself a jump scare. There are lines on my face from the sheets, and my hair is sticking up on one side, making me look like a cockatoo. I try to tame the wild locks by combing my fingers through it, but nothing is working. It’s bedhead to the extreme mixed with Jude’s hands tousling it last night. I flip my head over, gather my hair in one hand, and pull a hair tie around the ponytail twice before turning it into some kind of crazy haphazard bun.

Once I’m done, I walk back into the bedroom, go to the stack of clothes I piled on top of my bag, grab a pair of panties to wear, and immediately put them on. As much as I’d like to have a repeat performance of last night, Jude is more important. Then I pull the covers up from the foot of the bed, arrange the pillows, and make the bed in an almost haphazardly way. I probably wouldn’t have even made it, except before getting in bed for a nap yesterday, it looked neat and orderly. Unlike my own at my place, the only time my bed is made is when I change the sheets, and that’s only because I don’t have a choice.

“Jude,” I lightly call out his name when I walk out of his room and into the hallway. I’m hopeful he woke up, took care of whatever had him jumping out of a deep sleep, and fell asleep on the couch. I’d have loved for him to get back in bed with me, but from what I’ve learned about him, he’s too selfless to do something like that. He’d rather put himself out than disturb me. I roll my eyes. As if my sleep is more important than his.

He doesn’t respond as I meander further into the hallway, peeping into each open doorway until I find him. Jude is sitting at his desk, shirtless, a couple of files scattered, and he’s tapping away at one of the three keyboards he has in front of him. What really throws me for a loop is the pair of black frames on his handsome face. Are they reading glasses or blue-light-blocking glasses? I think to myself as I watch him work away. He doesn’t realize I’m being a certified creeper or what it’s doing to my aching body.

Jude moves from one computer to the other, rolling his chair to the wall of doohickies, presses a few buttons and then moves back. It’s only when he looks up that he notices me.

“Foxy.” His voice is hoarse. I look at him, really look at him. Behind the hot guy tech dude he appears to be, I see so much more. There’s a tiredness beneath his eyes, and his jaw is clenched tightly. I’m beginning to think something is really wrong. He pushes his chair away from his desk and lightly taps his thigh, silently asking, no, telling me to move my ass and sit on his lap.

“Good morning,” I say, putting one foot in front of the other. As soon as I’m in reaching distance, Jude’s wraps his arms around my waist and settles me the way he wants.

“Mornin’. You sleep good?” He moves us back to his desk, managing to keep me where I am, balanced perfectly as he starts typing away.

“I did. It’s obvious you didn’t. Is everything okay?” I nuzzle into his neck, smelling his spicy scent and using his warmth to chase away the coldness in the air.

“Yeah, bad dream.” He doesn’t elaborate willingly.

“Do you want to talk about it?” I want him to know he can come to me for anything. After all, he’s all too aware of my fears, those that stem from a childhood I also don’t like to explore.

“Nah, I’m good. They happen from time to time.” I don’t push. Instead, I watch him work. The screens in front of him go through a mirage of different sequences. It looks like the inside of a plane. Another one slides up, and this one looks similar to the inside of an office. This time when I see a different image, I’m pretty sure it’s of Johnny’s club. The normally illuminated sign is turned off, only allowing me to see a glimpse of it.

“If you change your mind, I’m here,” I mumble.

“I appreciate that.” He kisses the top of my head in response. Jude’s phone lights up with an alert that displays Winnie left. I don’t say anything at first, watching what else happens. A couple more appears on the screen. Tysen and Macie are a set, which makes sense after hearing that they work together. Tys as a pilot and Macie as a flight attendant, although from what Jude said, Macie’s time in the sky is dwindling down with her pregnancy.

“Uh, Jude?” I get his attention when I keep seeing other notifications appear, with other people in his friend group, but also others I’ve never met before.

“Yeah, Foxy?” He stops what he’s doing, giving me all of his attention.

“Is there a reason you have everyone’s location on your phone when they leave and stop somewhere?” I mean, there is a certain app out there that I refuse to give my brother and father, but this doesn’t have the same distinguishable look. Plus, the computer screens are clearly part of the people I met last night.

“Yep, everyone I care about is tracked. It’s an app I created, one that isn’t available to the public and never will be.” I swallow, hearing the conviction in his voice and wondering something else.

“Am I on that app, too?” I swallow a lump in the back of my throat. On one hand, I want to be one of the people he cares about, on the other, well, this goes way past an invasion of privacy.

“You’re one of the people I care about the most. So, yeah, you are.” His hand stops massaging the outside of my leg when he feels every muscle in my body tense. I take a deep breath, trying to center myself, and come up with a response that won’t turn into me losing my shit, stomping out of Jude’s house, and blocking him from my life. The words taste bitter bouncing around in my head. There’s no way I could do that, could I? Jude remains quiet, waiting me out, and I appreciate that more than he understands.

I close my eyes and bite my lower lip, remembering every good moment we’ve had together this far into our friendship/relationship. Nothing has been truly established, except for the fact that I met his whole group, guy wise. Lennie stayed true to her word and added me into the girls’ group chat, and I was welcomed with updates for the next meeting.

“I don’t know how to feel about this, Jude,” I admit, still at a loss for words. The questions I have probably should be asked, and see how he responds to them, if at all.

“I can understand that. I can also tell you that it’s not because I’m controlling or want to do anything with ill intent. I protect the people who are in my life. It’s ingrained in me, and one day, I’ll tell you about the reasoning behind it.” He doesn’t see anything wrong with what he’s done, and that’s what has me chewing on my bottom lip.

“How long?” I ask, attempting to stand from his lap. He doesn’t allow me to move. Jude’s hands become like a vice, holding me to him without managing to hurt me, which brokers another element. He’s never hurt me, not with his words, not physically, and even now I’m trying to figure out what this means to me.

“Since the beginning.” My eyes pop open. Shock mars my features when I look at him. The wince he sends my way tells me there’s more.

“What?” We didn’t exchange numbers until a couple of weeks after talking to each other. “Oh.” It hits me like a lightning bolt. Jude is a digital ninja, highly skilled, masters platforms and software, and is multi-skilled in his industry. He’s also sought after in a government official capacity.

“I’m not sorry, Foxy. I’d do it again without hesitation.”

“That means you knew what I looked like, where I worked, where I lived. You knew everything.” And I was left in the dark far longer.

“Not everything. Your digital footprint, yeah. Where you live, sure. But I can figure that out with a few searches online, much like anyone else. Same goes for your workplace and what you looked like. Social media makes it all too fucking easy.” He doesn’t tack on that my sites are wide open.

“I need some space to think.” His body goes rock solid, and it shouldn’t affect me as much as it does, but here it is, worry settling in my bones like a cold winter day.

“You take all the time in the world to think, Foxy. But you’re doing it here, with me.” He stands up, helping me do the same in the process. “I’ll cook breakfast in the meantime. I assume you’re working open and close tonight at The Social?” He positions us where we’re face to face, lifting my chin with his fingers, and when I nod, he does the same. A kiss is placed on my forehead before he disappears out the door of his office, leaving me with his computers and phone, all of which are unlocked.
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JUDE


Irub my hand down my face when the need for another fucking cigarette hits me all at once. This morning, I woke up from another nightmare, catching myself before Ronnie could notice, or I thought I did. I slunk out of the bed, deactivated the alarm, and went out back. The two smokes a day I allow myself to have were demolished, one right after the other. I could have easily gone through the whole pack. The only thing stopping me was the person in my bed.

Now, I’m out here again, this time for a different reason entirely. The thought of walking inside and finding every bit of Ronnie and Ronnie herself gone from my life guts me. I’ve paced the length of the pool, moved to the yard, did some of the same while picking up a few branches that fell down. There’s still a shit ton of other stuff to do around in the yard—mowing, weeding, and pruning back some plants. A problem for another day. I’ve been out here long enough that sweat is coating my temples and back.

It doesn’t matter how long you wait outside. Either she’s inside or not. Whatever decision she makes is hers, I tell myself. I also know I’ll go after her, beg, borrow, and steal to make Ronnie see that this is real and I’m not letting her go.

The moment I open the door to the house, the air conditioner cools my heated skin as my eyes scan the living room looking for Ronnie. The mess from last night is still evident on the floor, our clothes in different areas, the controller tossed on the couch, and my bottle of water sitting on the floor.

The growling of my stomach reminds me neither one of us has eaten, and while I’d had a meal in between dropping Ronnie off at the bar and coming back, who knows if she did. I move through the house, listening for any signs of movement, but don’t hear jack shit. A few more steps, and I’m in the kitchen, hitting the fridge to pull out everything to make bacon, lettuce, and tomato sandwiches. Ronnie prefers avocado on hers in lieu of mayo. I’ve learned a lot at the festival, especially her eating habits. The only thing I need to figure out is what to make for a side.

A quick look in the freezer has me finding home fries buried in the back. Those should be finished around the same time the bacon is done frying. I’ve still got my head inside, digging out the other shit that’s probably been sitting for too long, when I hear Ronnie’s voice.

“Jude?” She pauses for a moment, probably trying to figure out where I am. I grab the bag, close the door, and am about to tell her I’m in the kitchen when she says, “There you are. I couldn’t find you. I swear I looked everywhere. The bedroom, the bathroom, the garage, even out back. I probably should have started here first.”

“Probably missed me if you went out the bedroom. I just came in from out back. You hungry?” I’m not pushing the conversation we only had thirty minutes ago. The last thing she needs is pressure of any kind.

“Can we talk first?” I drop the home fries with the other ingredients. The palms of my hands press down on the granite countertop, head hanging between my shoulders, and my breathing is ragged as fuck.

“Jude.” Her hand touches the middle of my back and moves in a soothing manner, and when I feel her lips on my skin, I’m finally able to take the first full breath since I woke up this morning. When her arm wraps around my waist, I hold her there with my hand.

“Foxy.” She spins around, coming between me and the counter. I watch and feel as her hands glide along my bare chest, one palm covering the tattoo carefully and the other sliding behind me neck. She is silently asking me to dip my head closer to hers.

“I’m not upset with you, and I’m not leaving. It took me aback, and I needed time to process.” The rasp of her voice does everything to me—my heart, my head, my dick. It has me in one hell of a tailspin.

“Thank fuck.”

“That doesn’t mean I’m not mad at you, but I can’t hold a grudge for very long. Plus, I really, really like you. All I ask is no more tracking type shit unless we talk about it first, okay?” She purses her lips, making me want nothing more than to put my mouth on hers.

“Really like you, too, Foxy. No new tracking devices, but the one on your phone stays there. You want to do the same to mine, I’ll set it up for you.” The group does the same with their significant others, and Briar is about to get the same deal on the watch Trent and Kennedy bought her.

“I’d like that, a lot.” The words barely leave her mouth before I’m wrapping my arms around her, lips attaching to hers, and I’m sliding my tongue along the seam of her lips before gaining entrance. I don’t take things slow. It’s fast, raw, and all consuming. When Ronnie lets out another gasp, I take things a step further. I lift her by the hips, place her on the counter, and spread her thighs.

“I thought we were going to eat,” she says with a shriek when her ass meets the cold countertop.

“Gonna eat you first, Foxy.” I tilt her hips, cursing the underwear that’s hiding her pussy from my view. “Hope you don’t like these.” My hand slides to her hip, pulling on the thin string. One good tug, and the wrenching of fabric along with our breathing is the only noise in the kitchen.

“I don’t think it matters if I did or not. Pretty sure that would happen no matter what. In case you wanted to know, your mouth and fingers on me are better than any scrap of fabric.” I drop to my knees, and my hands move beneath her thighs to pull her as close to the edge as I can get her.

“Good to know.” My voice is gruff. I’m too enraptured at the sight in front of me. Ronni’s pussy is soft, puffy, and saturated. I’ve yet to touch her, and she’s already wet for me.

The tip of my tongue slides down one side of her center to the other, ignoring where she needs me for the time being. I’m too busy licking every drop that coats her flesh. Her taste floods my senses, blurs my vision, and makes me want to bury my head between her thighs, every waking hour of every waking day. The touch of her fingers digging into my hair, pulling me where she wants me, does nothing to deter me from my goal. I suck one lip into my mouth while my eyes scan up Ronnie’s body, seeing her nipples tighten beneath her shirt. Shit, it seems she always has a shirt on at the most inconvenient times.

Still, her crystal-blue orbs hooded with desire as they look down at me, it’s goddamn perfection. I repeat the same process on the other side of her pussy, then help tilt her hips upward to push my thumb to her entrance and wrap my lips around her clit. She pulses around my finger, wanting more, needing more.

“No, no, no,” she groans when I take my finger away from her. She’ll like what I’ll do next more. I swipe her wetness to her back entrance, getting it ready for my finger stretching and preparing her to take my cock.

“Foxy, you good?” I pull back, thumb going back into her pussy, while I press two fingers in her ass, watching as she wiggles down on them.

“I’d be better if you’d get to work, or I can always take matters into my own hand,” she attempts to spur me on while pulling at her shirt with her unoccupied hand, lifting it but not taking it off. Instead, I’m left watching her play with her breast through the fabric. Damn, if she doesn’t know how to make me do what she wants. I lick and suck at her clit, drawing circles, clockwise and counterclockwise. I go for fucking broke, already know after she comes on my mouth, the next time she’ll come on my cock, pulling me right along with her.

“Jude.” She loses the fight in keeping her eyes open. I hate it, but the last thing I’m going to do is pull back. Especially when I’m able to scissor my fingers in her ass, and she’s clenching down on my thumb. The pulsing vibrations of her body swirl around, her thighs squeeze my ears, trapping me where she wants me, and lucky for her, I’m right where I want to be.

“More. So close, please don’t stop. Please, please, please, Jude.” I time my fingers, pulling them in and out in tandem. She’ll have to get used to taking more than what she is right now if I’m going to take her ass anytime soon.

I redouble my efforts, keeping my fingers and thumb moving, scraping my teeth along her clit before sucking on it in long, deep pulls. Ronnie’s hands tighten in my hair, smashing my face to her pussy, and she arches her body right where she wants me while pinching her nipple.

“Jude, fuck, Jude.” Her head rocks back on her shoulders, elongating her neck and making me crave to taste her there, too. Through her orgasm, I keep my pace the same until her body sags. Only then do I slowly pull my fingers out of her ass, keeping my thumb pressing and out, allowing her cunt to suck at it.

I pull back and press a kiss on her clit before standing up. My shorts are tented, wetness seeping through the jersey fabric. My cock is more than ready to be inside Ronnie’s wet depths.

“Foxy, open your eyes for me.” Her body is soft and languid when she gives me what I want. The crystal blue only intensifies. She’s insatiable.

“You don’t even have to ask.” She pulls her hand away from her tit, immediately attacks my shorts, and takes my cock out. The velvet of her touch coupled with how she’s jacking my length means it’s me who’s on the edge now.

“Line me up,” I groan. My fingers come away with wetness, smearing it on the inside of Ronnie’s thighs. My nostrils flare with need, loving that I’m the one who has my woman like this.

“Hurry, hurry,” she begs.

“Watch with me.” I lick my lips, still tasting her flavor. My nostrils flare when her eyes look at the same place I am. Her cunt flares open, the lips of her pussy stretching as my mushroom-shaped tip sinks inside her. Her wetness makes the process a hell of a lot easier. She takes me so fucking prettily, I have to take a deep fucking breath.

“I’m never going to get used to watching, Jude,” she admits, hands going to the counter, palms flat, and legs wrapped around my hips.

“And I never want you to, Foxy.” My hands grip her thighs, my thumbs sliding closer to her center and one landing on her clit, slowly coasting along the tight bud before I slam inside all the way to the hilt.

“Mouth,” I moan. This is going to be fast and hard. There’s no going slow, no teasing Ronnie. My need for her is too damn much to bear. The minute her lips land on mine, my tongue slides in, and our kiss coincides with each time I pull in and out of her. It doesn’t take long until we’re both going at one another.

“Foxy.” Her scent, her body, and knowing I’m so goddamn lucky to have here with me instead of watching her leave, like most sane people would and the thought of losing her overwhelms me. The way my brain is wired, to protect the people I love, and her allowing me to do so, it’s like a balm to my soul.
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RONNIE


“Yay, you’re finally here. I thought we’d wilt away without any caffeine in our systems.” Lyric is the first to greet me as I make my way through the heavily occupied Oak & Brew. It’s the middle of the week, nearing lunchtime, and there’s a crush. Since I’m usually not awake at this time of day, I had no idea it would be this busy. We’ve all been trying to meet up for weeks now, but between our schedules with work and their children, plus the men in our lives, we haven’t managed to until today.

It’s been ridiculously hard, even the guys have had the same issue. Jude made a statement last night that enough is enough. It’s time someone host a Sunday dinner, and it might come down to us doing the hosting. We got into a routine along the way, bouncing back and forth between both our places. The nights I work till almost three o’clock in the morning, we’re at my apartment. Sometimes, Jude will drop me off at the bar, go do his thing, and then come back an hour or two before closing. He sits in what I’ve now dubbed as Jude’s place in the corner, back to the wall, where he can survey the entirety of The Social. All entrances and exits are in his sight at all times.

“I’m so sorry. Inventory took forever. I’m trying to convince my father to do some upgrades in the way of technology, but he’s balking at every turn.” I take my seat between Lennie and Winnie.

“Ignore her. She only got here two minutes before you,” Kenney throws Lyric under the bus.

“Is your dad finally going to let Jude update The Social?” Winnie asks. I let out an exasperated sigh thinking about the words we spoke to one another less than an hour ago.

“Nope, he’s not budging.” I’ve explained to him that while I love working at the bar, it was time to get with this century. It would help with inventory alone, make things more seamless, and maybe I wouldn’t have to come in hours earlier or stay hours later. Dad told me until the bar is mine, it’ll be staying the same. I mouthed off and said the rate he’s going, that will happen sooner than any of us want. I almost cried. When Zane walked in, he took one look at my face and waded in. Our conversation abruptly ended. The only thing I could do was tell them both I loved them before taking my leave.

“I’m sorry, girl,” Macie says, squeezing my wrist.

“It’s okay. It’ll all work out one day. What’s everyone been up to?” I ask the crowd, sitting back in my chair while waiting for a barista to take our order.

“The twins have their days and nights confused, so that’s been fun. Asher’s mom has been a godsend, comes over during the day to help out so I can nap,” Lennie responds first. I notice the dark circles beneath her eyes that weren’t there the last time I saw her.

“Oh god, I remember when Seb went through that phase. I promise it does get better.” Winnie’s tone sounds ominous for a moment. I’m the youngest in our family. There weren’t babies or children around growing up, I have absolutely zero input to add to the conversation. “Speaking of Sebastian, guess what Johnny came home with last night?”

“I can only imagine,” Kennedy states. “The man buys him anything his heart desires, and it’s not just a sweet treat, either.”

“You’re right. The last time Seb asked for something, Johnny came back with a piano, and that’s on top of the drum set he already has!” We all laugh at Winnie throwing her hands up in the air. “This time, it’s way worse, worse than the drum set,” she says in a whisper.

“Umm, hate to break it to you, but I’m not sure anything could be worse than that,” Lyric says. I lift my eyebrows and look at her. One thing I can say about boys and living with two of them is that the louder, the better in any element possible.

“I think an electric guitar says otherwise.” I shake my head. A lot of the other girls gasp in horror, and a couple laugh.

“Two words: soundproof room, stat. You’ll thank me for it later,” Shae says once we’ve settled down. “I do have some news of my own.” She owns LITHE, a studio for yoga, Pilates, dance, and some children’s classes, too. I’ve yet to take a class, but it’s on my list once I get a spare moment when I’m not sleeping.

“Tell the class!” Macie claps her hands together. Her energy is infectious, it makes it hard to be in a bad mood when you’re around her.

“Coralynn, my sister, is finally taking on the role of co-owner of LITHE with me. We’ve talked about this for years, but she refused until she could afford a buy-in option, and she still won’t do a fifty-fifty deal, stubborn girl.” That’s really freaking awesome news for them. I’ve yet to have a similar discussion with my dad, mainly because I’m good with where things are, well, kind of. It would be nice to have a say in, you know, updating the point-of-sale system.

“I’m so happy for you.” Lyric, who also works at LITHE part-time, stands up, hugs Shae, and then announces, “Okay, what’s everyone’s order? It’s super busy here, and I don’t begrudge them in the least, except time is of the essence, and I told the veterinarian’s office I’d be in at some point today.”

“I’ll go with you. Two heads are better than one, plus an extra set of hands.” Kennedy pops up. “Plus, I have nothing new to share. Life is, well, I’m not going to say it because then it goes into disarray. Briar is doing amazing in school and with dance. Uncle Jude has her watch all set up, and she’ll be texting everyone non-stop, I’m sure, to give you her requests when it comes to desserts.” I smile. Jude told me he used the best of the best for her watch, making it impossible for her to contact others who aren’t on an approved list while also making sure she doesn’t receive unwanted messages. Plus, the tracking system is designed to keep working even when the watch is dead. He added some kind of internal battery as a backup. It went way over my head, though I listened intently while he talked about it with excitement.

We give our orders to the girls, and I slide some cash out of my purse,

“That leaves Macie. What’s going on with you, and when is Samuel coming back to town?” Winnie asks. I’m lost for a moment. My face most says it all.

“Samuel is my best friend, or my fairy gay mother, as he likes to say. We first met when I started out on a commercial airplane. He now sometimes works with Tys. It’s become few and far between lately,” Macie tells me, catching me up.

“Lucky girl. I bet his style is impeccable, too.” We’ve all met at one time or the other, just not all together at once. Plus, the group chat is always blowing up. Sometimes, it’s a meme, sometimes a picture of an item looking like a phallic object, and sometimes, it’s me asking for advice, like when the whole phone tracker ordeal happened.

When I asked Jude for time to get my head on straight, it took me less than ten minutes to realize I had a built-in advisory board. Each girl piped up, most of them saying that yeah, it comes with the territory, especially when Winnie left unexpectedly after she and Johnny had a big blowup about her sister. Melanie was addicted to drugs and threatened a slew of shit, including her now adopted nephew, Sebastian. They lost years together, and neither one of them looked for the other. When she returned, Jude created an app to track every single person’s phone in the group.

Kennedy and Lennie didn’t mind it, but their men had been up front about it. Obviously, Winnie was okay with it after her debacle. Lyric said Jude had been keeping tabs on her the minute she stepped foot back in town, probably even before then. She was peeved at first, then let it go, since Jagger, her childhood boyfriend and now man, greeted her pretty much right away. Macie floundered. She replied to my text saying, it’s fucked up, but it’s also Jude. The protector, willing to stop what he’s doing to help anyone, and it’s kind of sweet. She also alluded to there being a reason but didn’t go into detail. The exact same thing Jude hinted at, it seemed. Shae told me to make him work for my forgiveness because they all knew I wouldn’t walk out the door and away from him.

They helped me come to peace with my decision, unknowingly gave me the courage to go after what I wanted, and I did exactly that.

“He absolutely is a godsend when it comes to shoes. As for when he’s coming back, I’m not sure. I hate that I don’t see him as much as I used to, but then again, I’m also to blame.” Macie sounds like she’s off in another world for a moment with the heavy sigh she takes. “Anyways, he’s with his boyfriend, and things are getting serious. Maybe I can convince Tysen to go on a trip to where Samuel is in the next couple of weeks.”

“Okay, what did we miss?” Kennedy comes back, hands full of drinks, mostly iced coffees, while Lyric carries a few of the warm drinks.

“Nothing much. Talking about Samuel.” I hop up to help Kennedy hand them out, calling out the description since I wasn’t really paying attention when everyone gave their order earlier.

“Oh, is he coming into town soon?” Lyric asks.

“No, sadly, which is selfish because he always comes to me, and I don’t go to visit him nearly enough. I’m going to convince Tysen soon.” Macie crosses her fingers in hopefulness.

“Something tells me it won’t take much for you to convince him,” I tease her, sitting down and taking a sip of my iced coffee. Macie’s stomach says it all.

“You got that right,” Macie agrees with laughter.

“I do have one question?” The girls give me their full attention.

“If it’s about the bagels, they’re coming.” Lyric licks her lips while rubbing her belly at the same time. I check time on my phone. No wonder, it’s closer to lunch than breakfast. My own stomach lets out a small growl in hunger. I might need more than one bagel today.

“No, but thank you.”

“I’m thinking we may need more sustenance than bagels. What else do they have today?” Winnie asks absentmindedly but speaks my language. I see her peeking around the many people to look at the menu. “Sorry, what were you going to ask?”

“How is it that every last one of these men in the group is as hot as Jude?” I ask. One by one, we laugh, loud, boisterous, and not a single one of us restrains herself.

“I mean, we’re no slouches, either, though I have to say there must be something in the water,” Lennie says.

“Speak for yourself. I grew up with all of them, and the only hot one is my husband.” Kennedy takes a gulp of her coffee. I’m sure Trent, her husband, would be all too pleased to hear her speak these words.

“Honey, they didn’t even have awkward stages when they should have been gangly teenage boys morphing into young men. The world is cruel.” Lyric holds her coffee out, signaling for everyone to join.

“Are we making a toast to hot men?” I tease.

“And hot women,” Shae states.

A comfort sets deep in my bones, one where I know this group of people, well, they’re my kind of people.
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JUDE


“You have a good breakfast with the girls?” I ask Ronnie. She came in a few minutes ago with a fresh coffee in her hand for me and a kiss that had me gripping the back of her head and taking over. By the time it came to an end, we were both breathing heavily, the desire written in her eyes more than likely a mirror of my own. I didn’t take it further, and neither did Ronnie. Instead, she darted to the bedroom to put her bag away, kick off her shoes, and change into more comfortable clothes.

“Of course. We drank caffeine, ate carbs, and talked about everything under the sun.” We’re on the couch, Ronnie’s head on my lap, both of us playing a game. She’s between my legs, sitting on the floor in her usual position, and has her arm propped up on her knees. Her gaze is locked on the screen, and her fingers are working the controller effortlessly. It’s making my concentration go to shit.

“Glad for you, Foxy.” I bend down to kiss the crown of her head. Ronnie called me on her way from The Social to Oak & Brew, a mixture between upset and ready to cry. She didn’t say anything of the sort, it was in her tone of voice, saying nothing yet everything. The last thing I want to do is wade into the business, where I don’t have a stake, but if she needs me, I’ll make a call to both her dad and brother.

“Thanks.” She takes a long, steadying breath before saying, “I’ve decided I’m not going to push anymore. Dad’s right. It’s his bar, and while I’ve worked there for years and will eventually have a stake in it, that time isn’t now.” She pauses the game to spin around and come up on her knees. Her bright blue eyes peer into mine, and I’m beginning to think she’s waiting for me to give her some kind of stamp of approval when that’s the last thing she needs from me.

“Whatever you need, I’m here whenever. Still might talk to Zane about better security cameras in both areas. The shit you all have now is just that: shit.” I met Zane the first night when he tried to close the bar down. Allowing Ronnie to handle her brother took a shit ton of restraint. She did it, though, then she introduced us, we talked for a few minutes, and after we sized one another up, Zane gave me a quick nod, then walked back into his side of the storefront.

“Zane will one hundred percent go for that. Dad might, too, but you’ll have to lay it on thick. Make a really good point about protection.” I’m just about to drag her into my lap when the doorbell rings. That’s fucking weird. Everyone in our group is doing their own thing today. The girls hung for a bit, and we guys did similar, except it happened at Matthew’s office. We had numbers to run, shit to look over, and this way, he could stay after we left to work on other shit. Now, everyone’s dispersed, and I’m not expecting anyone.

“You know anyone who would be stopping by?” The alarm is off when I’m here with Ronnie, and my phone is in the other room, checking to see who it is, is off the table.

“Uhh, no. You?” I shake my head. We stand up together, my hands settle on her hips, and I drop a kiss to her lips.

“Stay here. I’ll figure it out.” I adjust my bulge. Greeting someone with a hard-on wouldn’t go over well, especially if it happens to be one of the neighbors. I walk to the front door, unbolt the lock, and turn the handle.

The minute the door opens, my past catches up to my future.

“Son of a bitch.” The person in front of me blanches, olive skin turning ghostly white, eyes blinking rapidly, arm being held to her chest with the other, and I’m pretty sure there’s a bruise forming along a cheek.

“I’m sorry. I had no place to go.” The voice is meek, scared, and it looks like talking is taking everything they’ve got.

“Jude, is everything okay?” Ronnie comes around the corner. Her raspy voice settles my racing heart, and while I’ve yet to open up to her about my childhood, she’s about to learn more than I wanted.

“Yeah, well, no. It will be, though.” I open the door further and move out of the way.

“Oh my god, please come in. Jude, I’m going to get the first aid kit and ice.” Ronnie took one look and surmised the same thing I did.

“How long?” I ask. A sluggish hesitant stride is taken, enough to clear the foyer and allow me to close the front door.

“How long what?” We walk through the house with slow and subtle steps. I can hear each sharp intake of breath, labored and fucking choppy. Goddamn, I know it all too well—fractured or broken ribs, which could mean a collapsed lung. I’m more than likely going to have to drag my friends into this mess.

“How long has this been going on?” I’ve kept track from the very beginning, watching my father’s moves, and he steered clear.

“Staying there.” A pause. “Few days.” We make it into the kitchen. Sure enough, Ronnie has the med kit on the counter, a bag of ice, and a towel.

“Can you sit down, or will that hurt too much?” Ronnie greets us, ready to dive in.

“Yeah, I mean no. I’m good to sit down.” I pull the barstool out, watching the entire scene play out.

“Take your time. There’s no hurry, and we can always move to another area if it’s too much.” Ronnie is doing more than I am right now. Then again, I’m battling with memories of my past and blaming myself.

“Thanks.” A nod of a head. Watching the person in front of me struggle to sit while trying to find a comfortable position isn’t helping matters. Right as Ronnie is about to clean up a scrape, I pull myself together.

“Foxy.” The tone in my voice captures her attention, and her hand hovers above a busted lip, a piece of gauze at the ready. I run my hand down my face, wondering how this is going to go and hoping things don’t get worse.

“Yes?” she replies, looking at me with a quizzical expression.

“This is Rory,” I state, looking from my woman to Rory.

“Hi, Rory. I’m Ronnie, short for Veronica. Only Jude calls me Foxy.” Ronnie starts to go about the task I interrupted.

“She’s my sister.”

“Yeah, I can tell. You two are the spitting image of one another, minus the hair.” I place the palm of my hand on the counter, trying to ground myself and figure out where to go from here.

“Technically, he’s my half-brother. Same dad, unfortunately, different moms. Though, I’m thinking we both ended up with the short end of the stick,” Rory says with a hint of laughter, causing her to wince.

“We can agree on that. Fuck, I’m sorry.” I’d like to say I knew about my sister from the very beginning, but I didn’t. Nearly seventeen years ago, I was still starting out on my own. I didn’t have the technology I do now and definitely not the knowledge I do now.

“It’s not your fault, Jude. The only person to blame is the one who did it.” Rory might be sixteen years old, but she’s older beyond her years.

“Are you okay with me being here for this conversation?” Ronnie asks, taking one of Rory’s hands, abandoning her lip and working on her hands instead.

“Yes,” my sister says with no hesitation. I remain quiet. Rory’s story isn’t mine to tell, and while ours are similar, I’m not living through it like she currently is.

“It might not be my fault, but I could have prevented it. The last time we talked, everything was good, and I gave you a phone to use, Rory. I’m here, no matter what.” Ronnie sends me a sharp look, basically telling me my tone of voice needs to go down a notch.

“I think you need a shower, but I have to ask, Rory, anything we need to go to the hospital for?” My sister vehemently shakes her head, tears tumbling from her eyes and cascading down her cheeks, chin trembling. Not for one moment since Rory landed on my doorstep did I think something more might have happened.

“It didn’t get that far.” My blood boils at Rory’s response. Her head goes down, shoulders start quaking, and thank fuck for Ronnie in this moment. “Everything was going well enough, or I thought it was. This was the longest time we’ve been in one place, and while I know my life wasn’t unicorns and rainbows, we were fine.” Rory swallows the lump lodging in her throat. “Then he showed up. I’m not sure how he found our address or knew anything about our whereabouts. Then again, it’s not like we moved states when we should have, but hindsight is twenty-twenty, because I would have had a hell of a time getting to you without transportation.” Through Rory’s recounting of events, she’s somewhat able to compose herself even though I’m sure she’s in so much damn pain. But Ronnie’s right we need to go to the hospital. We’ll do that too, no questions asked. We’ll just get in the car, be there for my sister, and find the best therapist or whatever she needs.

“How did you screw up? You’re a child,” Ronnie says with disdain in her voice. “A parent’s job is to protect you, Rory, not the other way around.”

“I know,” she says, while I clench my fists, trying to remain calm and not allow my rage to make me the man I’m fucking not. “Do you want me to keep going?” Rory asks.

“Yes, sweetheart, if you can.” Ronnie looks at my sister, making eye contact and getting a nod from Rory. I settle myself down and listen.

“I heard his voice. He must have followed her home from work, and before I could barricade myself in my room, the front door slammed open. My phone wasn’t on me, and the way Mom looked, she knew it would be a bad night. The slight shake of her head told me not to rock the boat even though the knife block was in reach.” When I found Rory and her mom, Bobbi, a few years back, it was by chance, and it happened to be by a digital footprint from my sister. Some kind of trending app where kids lip sync and dance. She didn’t know any better, so her name was out there on the world wide web using our father’s last name.

I shot out of my desk chair like a bat out of hell, seething mad, pissed that a woman would entangle themselves with my dad, only to have another child he’d hurt. My theory went out the window when I went to Bobbi’s work at a diner. You could tell she worked hard, did what needed to be done, and at the end of her shift, she walked to Rory’s school to pick her up. Yeah, I followed her around for a few days, keeping my distance until they were both in public, and told them my name. The minute the name Ellison was spoken, Bobbi looked ready to bolt. I assured her that I was nothing like my dad, and once she settled, we walked to a bookstore where we could sit and talk. Bobbi said she hadn’t heard from my father for years, and she kept him off all paperwork, living a simple life. Rory, on the other hand, didn’t take too lightly of me taking her phone away, replacing it with a new one for both of them, and locking it down so much it’d be hard for anyone to know what they do.

It still didn’t help them. The words swirling in my head hit me like a ton of bricks.

“I’d have to agree with your mom, Rory. That could have backfired, and he could have used the knife on both of you.” I’m still going through all of the logistics, like how she got out of the apartment and where her mom could be.

“I heard him hurt her, Jude.” Rory’s eyes close. I imagine he did if this is what my sister has in the form of showing his fatherly love. “When he was done, he came out of the back bedroom with his meaty paws on the back of her neck and threw her into the kitchen with me. I wanted to help her, but I knew that the minute I tried, he’d hurt me. Especially after the threat in his eyes when he walked by me.” Fucking hell. I got out, had friends who rallied for me, and I’m pissed at myself that I didn’t pull them out. I could have set them up far away or make a call I should have nearly twenty years ago. A call that will be happening as soon as I make sure Bobbi’s okay. “Mom whimpered, and I helped her sit down while we waited him out, and when I told her I’d call Jude, he overheard me. That’s when things went from bad to worse. I tried to block every hit to my head, curled into myself. Mom got his attention, and he went after her. She screamed for me to leave. As much as I didn’t want to leave her behind, I knew I didn’t have any other choice.”

“Foxy, I’ll be back. Rory, I’m going to check on your mom. You did good coming to me before the cops. I know it doesn’t seem like it right now, but things will get better, okay?” I move toward Ronnie and press a kiss to her lips.

“Jude, call the guys. Please don’t go there by yourself,” she pleads.

“I’m calling them, promise. Take care of my sister for me?” I’m throwing her in headfirst. We’ve yet to discuss my past and how it could affect our future.

Fuck me.

“I will.” My hand cups her cheek. I give her a quick nod and then move toward Rory.

“Jude, I’m sorry to bring this to your doorstep.” My sister’s bone fucking tired, like she took on the weight of the world, and it chewed her up only to spit her out.

“Rory, love you, sis. But if it’s anyone who’s going to be sorry, it’ll be me. Let Ronnie take care of you. I’ll be back as soon as I can.” I go to touch her shoulder but think better of it and instead kiss the crown of her head. I’m grabbing my keys, sliding on a pair of shoes, and walking out the door in record time.
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RONNIE


“Rory, honey. I don’t think I can clean you up much more. How do you feel about taking a shower?” I ask softly, afraid she’ll break down at any moment to the point where it’ll take a toll on her already beat-up body.

“Yeah, this is really bad, isn’t it?” She looks at me. Most adults would lie. I’m not most, and I’m unable to do so now.

“Do you want the truth?” I give her the option. Rory nods in response. “It’s not ideal, and I’m hoping your brother doesn’t go off half-cocked and get himself some pretty, silver bracelets. Then again, I’d be there every day to visit him and bake him a cake full of nail files.” Rory cracks a smile, and I continue on, “But your brother is smart. He’s got a great group of friends. And until we hear from him, all we can do is hope for the best.” I hold my hand out, more than ready to guide her into the bathroom. I’m sure washing her hair will be impossible. Rinsing it might be the only thing she can tackle for today.

“Yeah, I hope he’s dead. I hope Mom used whatever she could to her advantage and took him out. People like him don’t deserve to walk free. All they’re good for is fertilizer in the ground.” The vehemence in her statement reminds me of how Jude sounded earlier.

“I agree.” Rory slides off the barstool, hitting the tile floor harder than I’d have liked. Especially since she doesn’t have any shoes on her feet. “How far away do you live from here?” She’s wearing a baggy shirt and shorts, no shoes, only socks. I’m assuming her phone wasn’t in reaching distance to call anyone. That, or she was running on adrenaline, and her focus was on getting to Jude.

“In a car, like, ten minutes. Walking and running more like thirty minutes.” She looks away from me, probably worried I’ll judge her, but that’s definitely not the case.

“Damn,” I reply as we walk through the house. I’m mentally cataloguing what I have here at Jude’s place that she can wear after her shower. Rory is smaller than me, but I should have a pair of shorts she can fold over, and there’s always a shirt of Jude’s she can use as a top.

“Yeah, I know calling the cops might have been a better idea. Except we’ve gone that route before, and nothing helped. A restraining order is nothing but a glorified piece of paper. The cops show up, he’s gone, and then all they can do is make a note. Mom went to court, tried to tell the judge that this would never help and she was scared not only for me and herself. Mom, she’s selfless, worrying about other women and kids he would do this to.” We make it into the bathroom. I turn on the water, making sure the temperature is lukewarm. My brother used to get into fights with other boys in the neighborhood. They’d make some kind of smart remark about me, and Zane would lose his shit. I tried to hold him back too many times, until I finally would tell him he’s being stupid. When I’d rush to the bar to tell Dad, he’d shrug his shoulders and say, “Serves ‘em right.”

“You did what you had to do with what you had to work with.” I keep my eyes averted, giving her a semblance of privacy while she attempts to undress.

“Ronnie, I can’t do this on my own.” The bathroom fills with steam, and I abandon keeping my back to her while she wrestles with her emotions.

“Well, you won’t ever have to,” I state, more than likely overstepping my boundaries since this is Jude’s sister, but ask me if I care.

“Thank you. I kind of meant getting my clothes off.” A tiny smile appears for what I’m sure is the first time all day.

“Oh, yeah. I’ll help you. Shirt first?” I ask, glad she won’t attempt to do this on her own and potentially make her injuries worse.

“Please.”

“Alright, we’re going to do one arm, stretch the shirt out a bit, and then go from there. Let me know if it gets to be too much. I can always grab a pair of scissors and cut the fabric.” In fact, the nurses at the hospital would do the same. I really do think Rory should see a doctor. Broken ribs could lead to punctured lungs, and while I’ve cleaned my fair share of bumps and scrapes, this is way out of my comfort zone.

“I will,” she replies. We go through the process of getting her undressed. I’m trying to be gentle while biting my tongue when more marks appear on the sides of her body. The shirt clears her head, and I toss it to the ground. And while I’d love nothing more than to burn them to a fiery crisp, I’ll end up washing them, just in case.

“Shorts now? Then I’ll give you a towel to hold up while we work on your undergarments. The socks may be a problem. We can always have you get in the water, allow them to soak, and loosen them up a smidge in order to pull them off.” A few minutes later, with a lot of hissing from Rory, she’s stepping into the shower while looking longingly at the tub. Her hand stays in mine, the towel wrapped around her torso being held by the underside of her arms. When I get a glimpse of her back, it’s just as bad as the front.

Jesus, I really hope Jude does a number on the piece of shit.

“I’m good from here,” Rory mutters. Her socks came off easier than expected, the only plus I’ve seen out of this whole ordeal.

“I’ll go grab you some clothes of mine and Jude’s. I’m sorry. I don’t have a lot here for you to choose from.” I pull another towel out of the cabinet for her hair. The one she had wrapped around her body is now hanging on a hook right near the shower stall.

“Thank you, Ronnie.”

“You’re welcome. Don’t get out on your own. I’m sure you’re more than capable, I’d feel better being near, at least,” I say before I’m out the door. She makes a hum as a response, and I call it good. Rory will more than likely crash after her shower. I’m also going to offer her some over-the-counter pain reliever, and maybe by then, we’ll hear something from Jude.

My mind is frazzled. I bounce from one area to the other, gathering things here and there, forgetting what I need, and have to backtrack. I grab my phone off the couch and look at the screen with a fleeting glance. There’s no message from Jude, so, either no news is good news, or he’s yet to have a chance to text. I say a little something to keep everyone involved safe and go check on our girl.

Once I’m back in the bathroom, it doesn’t take long to get Rory out, dried off, dressed, and her hair brushed. The proof of her crying is written in her bloodshot eyes. Then there was the sniffling, and I really wanted to pull her into my arms to hug her. But she’d been through way too much. Added with the vibes rolling off her, I could more than sense any type of affection wouldn’t be well received.

Now we’re in the living room. I’m sitting on the couch, and the television is on. Flashes of different colors light up the screen, and the volume is as low as possible. When I asked what Rory wanted to watch, she shrugged her shoulders in a non-committal answer. I scrolled through channel after channel until she made a noise when I landed on a cartoon. So, we watched it while she ate a few crackers, took the two pain relievers I dropped in her hand, and downed a bottle of water.

The adrenaline dropped shortly after she relaxed. A pile of blankets is surrounding her. The weight and warmth all around her made her breathing deepen, along with soft snores, as her head is propped up on a pillow on the other end of the couch.

I pick my phone up, worry settling deep in my bones with every minute that goes by that I don’t hear from Jude. I’m about to pull up our message thread to ask for an update when I hear the garage door opening, and I breathe a sigh of relief. As much as I’d like to move from my place on the couch, it might be impossible not to jar Rory when I move. She has her feet on my lap, and anytime I had to readjust to get comfortable, I’ve felt a slight twitch from her. I’m not used to sitting in one place for so long unless it’s on the floor to play a video game.

I’m at war with myself yet again. Do I wake her up to tell her Jude’s home, or do I remain quiet and sit still. The choice is taken off my hands when Rory pops up, and she’s tackling the covers off her body when she hears the door close behind a devastated Jude.

“No, no, no,” Rory chants over and over again, hands covering her face, turning into herself. Jude goes right to his sister and scoops her up in his arms, holding her tightly without saying a word. The only way to describe the scene before my eyes is total devastation. Tears form, and no matter how much I try to blink them away, nothing stops them from sliding down my cheeks. I can hear the soft murmurings coming from Jude.

“She’s gone. I’m so sorry, Rory, so fucking sorry.” The hushed tones echo throughout the living room. I stay still, watching as this utterly strong man tries to get himself together. His walls are slowly crumbling, and nobody, not a single person in this world, would blame him for allowing himself to cry.

“It’s my fault. I left. I ran away,” Rory’s tone is one of anguish as she attempts to pull away from Jude, using her fists to pound at his chest. He lets her get it out. What he doesn’t do is stop holding her.

“Rory, she told you to come to me. She told you to get away. She was protecting you, doing the best she could to make sure you were safe. Don’t take that away from her.” I can tell he’s not getting through to her. I’d expect nothing less. Nobody in this situation is going to listen to anything when their whole world has been taken away.

“God, please, no,” Rory wails in between sobs. Jude starts slowly rocking her in his lap, making shushing noises, and through it all, he remains the pillar of strength for his sister.
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JUDE


“Is she asleep?” I ask Ronnie when she walks through the bedroom door. Rory went from my arms to Ronnie’s after twenty or so minutes. My sister wasn’t calm by any means, and I almost called Luke, the doctor of our group, to see if he’d make a house call. Then I thought better of it. He’s an obstetrician/gynecologist, the chances of him having a sedative on hand were probably slim to none. I watched the two of them walk to the guest room together, Ronnie’s arm wrapped around Rory’s waist and my sister’s head tucked into the crook of her shoulder.

“Yeah, I put some nighttime medicine with a drink on the nightstand, and she asked for me to keep the bedroom door open,” Ronnie replies, walking toward the bed. She drops her shorts to the ground and crawls under the covers. “Are you coming to bed?” She might make it sound like a question, but there’s no denying Ronnie wants me in bed with her, and while I’m sure sleep won’t come easy to me, I’ll lie there with her even if it’s with my eyes wide open. We both need something good to hold on to tonight.

“Foxy, there’s no other place I’d rather be.” I slide in beside her. She instantly turns into my body. Her cold nose touches my neck, and the palm of her hand goes to the tattoo I had inked on my skin for her.

“Promise me, Jude. You’ll talk to me or somebody when you’re ready. I don’t want to push or ask a million times if you’re okay or what’s wrong.” I place my hand over hers, giving it a soft squeeze while thinking about the right words to say.

There’s so much we have to talk about. Picking at the scab that is my father and the thought of bringing him up when we’re in bed unnerves me to the core.

“I will, but it won’t be tonight. Too much has already happened today, and I’d rather shut my fucking mind off for a little bit.” There’s no bark to my response, more along the lines of a bone-deep weariness has set in. I’ve yet to give Rory or Ronnie the full details, only that our father has been arrested, and an investigation is underway. The next few days are going to be rough as hell on Rory between statements that need to be given and packing up clothes and shit from Bobbi’s apartment, which I will not be allowing my sister to enter, and then there’s figuring out what Rory would like to do for her mom’s final resting place.

“Alright.” I play with the tendrils of Ronnie’s hair, feeling her body relax, and while I’d love nothing more than to fall asleep right along with her, it seems like an impossible task. I probably should get up and check on Rory, check my phone for any messages I could have received. Then there’s a part of me that’s ready to hack into the government system to see what they’ve done with the abusive, murdering piece-of-shit man. But before I can make that decision, my eyes fall closed, and somehow, sleep takes me under.

I’m tossed into a nightmare, the same one that always plays on repeat when they come in the middle of the night. It’s of the last time I saw my father when we lived under one roof together. I’d never call it a home. That would require it to be happy, a place where you can get your fill of food and be provided for in a way that you didn’t second-guess your existence in life. Mom had already taken off, or that’s how it seemed. After tonight’s events, I’m wondering what really happened, since any time I’ve searched for any type of digital footprint, I haven’t come up with a damn thing.

Dad came home rip-roaring drunk, looking to fight, berating me about something unintelligible, but what I did hear was how he told me I was worthless, how I’d turn out to be just like him, and that’s when I started wailing on him. The anger he accused me of having burst out of me. For every punch he sent my way, I sent it right back. By the time everything was said and done, my cheek was fractured, my knuckles were beyond bloody, and I had a few broken ribs. Dad didn’t fair too well, either, but he managed to take off in his truck, and I dragged my ass to Tysen’s.

“Jude, honey. It’s okay. I’m right here.” Ronnie’s voice pulls me out of the past. My eyes open, my breathing settles, and I’m instantly wrapping my arms around her body.

“Need you, Foxy.” My body trembles as I settle Ronnie on her back. Her thighs immediately bracket either side of my hips. The only thing in my way of sinking inside her tight heat are the shorts I’m wearing.

“Then take me, Jude.” She doesn’t have to tell me twice. I’m about to back away, which fucking sucks because her body completely pressing against hers feels indescribable.

I want her to see what she does to me.

I want her to feel how my body loses control with one touch against of velvet skin.

I want my touch to be so permanently ingrained in her that she’ll always feel me.

“We have to be quiet,” I whisper huskily into her ear when she wraps the palm of her hand around my dick, stroking the length up and down while drawing her thumb in slow caresses against the cum gathering at the tip.

“I can do that, but can you?” She moves lower, crossing her ankles at my back, tilting her hips, and cascading her lips along my cheek. The rough stubble will likely abrade her sensitive skin, though she doesn’t seem to care.

“I guess we’re about to find out.” I pump my hips into her hand, liking the way she works me—soft hands, firm grip, and keeping the motion at the same steady rhythm.

“Do you want me to close the door all the way?” she asks.

“No,” I reply, shaking my head at the thought of losing her. There are two rooms between us and my sister’s, and I’ll use my mouth or hand to keep the noises to a minimum.

“Okay.” Ronnie’s hand doesn’t leave my dick. A wiggle of her body, and she slides further down.

“Fuck me, Foxy, you’re wet and ready for me, like always. I’m so goddamn lucky.” I’m still holding her close to me. Her shirt pisses me off, that we’re not skin to skin. I’d usually rectify that immediately. Except Ronnie is teasing the tip of my cock at the entrance of her pussy. I have half a mind to take over, tired of not being planted inside her, where I belong.

“Yeah,” she says on a soft sigh, lifting her head away from the crook of my shoulder. I watch as her head meets the mattress, hair fanning around her, eyes laced with the same lust I’m sure is being reciprocated. “Please, Jude.” When her hand leaves my dick, I grunt, missing the feeling. I’m not upset for long when she pushes my body down with the strength of her legs. Her hands are still between our bodies, the backs grazing along my heated flesh, and when I lift away from her torso the slightest bit, realization hits me. Ronnie takes ahold of the end of her shirt, does a lift without losing me, and pulls the fabric off her body.

“Christ, Foxy, you’re so beautiful it makes my chest ache.” I slide me knees beneath her, and she’s nearly full of me. The light coming from the bathroom is doing me a solid. Every night, I make sure it’s on for Ronnie, and while she needs the illumination, to me it’s not a necessity, but the reward is well fucking worth it.

“Jude,” she moans, holding back when she realizes her voice could potentially carry. I probably should have realized the downfall of this house when I purchased it. At the time, the bedrooms all being on one side didn’t make a difference to me. Now, I’m having some regrets.

“Love the way you feel wrapped around me, needing me just as much as I need you.” My movements are shallow, allowing Ronnie to get used to me again.

“More,” she begs with eagerness. My piercing drags along her sensitive flesh, and it doesn’t matter that we’ve had sex in damn near every place possible, going at each other once or twice a day since we’ve been together, she’s still tight as hell. The last thing I want is to take her too roughly and her be out of commission because I fucked her too hard.

“I’ll give you more, Foxy, but you gotta be quiet.” Her hard nipples are pebbled, increasing the sensation with the hair on my chest.

“Then shut up and kiss me, Jude.” Our mouths collide, and we groan into our kiss. Her tongue seeks mine, arms snaking around my shoulders, the tips of her fingers scoring my back, and I’m on the verge of losing control. There’s no calming the craving that has me ready to fuck my cock in and out of her. She clenches around me as she moans. I quickly swallow them down, and when my tip penetrates deep, I’m damn near seeing stars.

“You good still?” I pull back from our kiss for a moment, worry coating me from the inside out, and that’s saying something with the way my body keeps moving in and out of hers.

“Yes. Stop holding back.” Ronnie grits her teeth with each slow, lazy drag of my cock.

“Next time, I’m taking your ass, Foxy. You’re more than ready.” And she is. My fingers, her toys, we’ve been working our way up for her to take me. I want to own every part of her body, and the only way to do that is to prep her, especially with my piercing. It was on the tip of my tongue to offer to take my piercing out, until she shivered and said she wants to know what it feels like to have me, all of me.

“God.” Her eyes roll when I shove all the way back inside, the tops of my thighs tilting her further up and letting me hit that fucking spot again. Ronnie’s making me see stars. My balls are pulling tightly against me, and I make sure to swivel my hips while staying seated inside her cunt. I’m not coming before her, not this time, and there have been times where my woman has made me do exactly that. She can work her muscles, causing me to lose control, and I more than repay the favor afterward. My fingers sinking inside, my mouth working her clit until she loses all sense of time.

“Christ.” My mouth returns to hers, nipping at her bottom lip, pulling it out, and at the slightest noise she makes, I’m gaining entrance. We’re both nearly there, our bodies working together, her spine curving backward, meeting me every time I pound into her. We’re soaked with sweat, tendrils of hair stick to her cheek, and while her eyes are closed, mine aren’t.

I want to see Ronnie every single time she falls apart. When she shatters, her arms loosen their hold, her nails more than likely leaving tracks where they slide down my back and sides. A tremor takes hold, and through her orgasm, my pace never falters. When I come, it’s where I belong—with her. There’s nothing like no barriers, well aware of the fact that she’s mine and I’m hers.

“Wow.” I lost sight of her while coming, and her word has me looking down at her.

“Yeah.” Maybe it dawns on her like it dawns on me. This wasn’t sex, or fucking, or whatever else people call it. This was the two of us connecting in the most intimate way possible.

“I think we might need to shower.” She’s still recovering, her chest lifting up and down at a rapid pace.

“No.” I shake my head. “I want me planted inside you, and I’m not washing you off me, either.” A heady look washes over her beautiful face, and I’m hit yet again with the realization that Veronica Navarro is the balm to my goddamn soul.

“Okay.” Her response makes me pull out and move so I can watch the entire process of my come sliding out of her cunt. A low growl settles in my chest when my fingers scoop it up and press it back where it belongs—inside Ronnie. Always inside.


22


RONNIE


Agirl can easily form a complex with the number of times she’s woken up by herself in her man’s bed. I felt him jar awake and untangle from me, losing his weight and warmth from his body lying half on me and half off. When he moved through the room and pulled on a pair of shorts, then deactivated the alarm without using his voice instead going for the app on his phone in order to not wake Rory or me and walk out of our bedroom, I knew where he’d head as soon as he disappeared.

Rory.

The protector in him has taken a hit. He’ll beat himself up for this for weeks, months, and maybe years. He couldn’t have prevented it, not with a man as cruel as Jeffrey. I wait a few more minutes, giving him time to himself and to figure out where he’ll land once he checks on his sister. Any guess is possible, but I’m pretty sure I know exactly where I’ll find him. I pull the covers off and place my feet on the floor, shivering with the cold air that cascades over my naked body. Jude stayed true to his word and kept me in bed, not cleaning up until he was done playing with our combined come, pushing it back inside me and watching the entire time.

When I did get up to clean, he requested I leave the shirt on the ground. He wanted to feel me all night long, any easy request to allow. I move to the bathroom to rifle through the pile of clothes I have stacked on the dresser. I’ve been living out of a bag, going back from my place to Jude’s, and I’m for sure going to have to make a stop at my place as well as at the store to get a few things for Rory today.

I make quick work of pulling on some clothes, then hurry through my bathroom business before quietly walking the same path Jude did moments ago. The house is still dark for the most part. Sunlight is barely lifting from the horizon, and I’m really freaking glad that Jude leaves a small lamp illuminated on the other end of the house. My feet stop at the room Rory’s in. The door is open, and she’s sound asleep. The pills I left on the nightstand are gone, as well as half the bottle of water. Rory must have woken up at some point. My heart aches for her. She’s so young, been through way too much for a girl her age, and who knows how long they’ve had to live like this.

Once I’m assured Rory won’t be waking up anytime soon, I continue my path to where I heard Jude exit the back of the house. The smell of coffee hits my senses, and I realize that I must have taken longer to get to him than I thought. I’m at a war with myself—stop to make a cup or go right to Jude.

My question is answered when I see two mugs sitting next to the pot. It must not have finished percolating by the time he needed to have his morning smoke. I go through the process of pouring two cups, doctoring Jude’s up with a heavy spoonful of sugar while forgoing sugar in mine but using a heaping amount of hazelnut creamer, then walk out to my man with both mugs steaming hot.

“Thanks,” I say when the door opens. Jude probably heard me clanking around inside and realized the conundrum I’d put myself in of having to make two trips.

“Didn’t mean to wake you up, Foxy.” He nods, dropping a kiss to my lips, and while it’s not long or deep, it still has the power to make my toes curl.

“You didn’t.” Jude takes a drag of his cigarette and cocks his head to the side, attempting to flesh out my fib. I hold his gaze until he finally must think better of digging deeper over something as silly as him waking me up. I take the first sip of my coffee, savoring the taste. Jude does the same, and we move to the outdoor couch he has set up beneath the covered part of the patio.

“I figure now is as good as time as any to talk to you. Let you make your decision and go from there before things get messy, or messier.” His voice is rugged with a raw edge to it. I stay quiet, allowing him the time to get his thoughts together. “Are you okay with us having this talk?” he asks.

“Jude, I’m here for you whenever and whatever. I’m not going anywhere.” His need to protect the people he cares about could also mean he’d potentially push me away, and I’m not having any of that.”

“Here goes nothing.” He takes another inhale of his cigarette and then a sip of his coffee before setting both down on the glass tabletop, the mug on a fabric coaster and the cigarette in an ashtray. “Fuck, where do I start? Probably the day my mom took off and Dad decided he’d take it out on me.” He takes a deep breath. “At the age of eight. It didn’t matter what I did, if I looked at him, if I questioned him, if I wasn’t at home when he made a sudden appearance, I’d meet the end of his belt. That’s how it started, lashes on the backs of my legs and back, and he didn’t give a single fuck where the buckle landed, either. I can still hear the hiss of the air at times. Part of the reason I’ve woken up a few times is because of a memory. This morning wasn’t much different, but instead of it being me being the one beaten, it was Rory. Shit tore me the fuck up.” My hand goes to his thigh to hold a piece of him. His gaze has drifted off, looking at one spot in particular. What that spot is, I have no fucking idea.

“Tysen’s parents, the guys, and even their parents tried to intervene. That made it worse. Dad just got more strategic, making sure the bruises wouldn’t be visible since he slipped before. This went on for a while. Then one day, I had a growth spurt, became as big as him, and shit came to a screeching halt. I fought back, got licks of my own in, though he still got in more on me. The next morning, I came to, dear old dad was gone, and I was worse for the wear. He never came back. I moved in with Tys, tried to move on, get back what I could of my youth.” Jude reaches for the cigarette, taking a long and healthy drag before exhaling only to finish that one off, and that’s when I notice the slight tremor in his hand.

“Jeffrey Ellison is the reason I don’t drink alcohol or touch drugs. He was bearable when sober. Drunk or high, it was a million times worse. The stuff nightmares are made of. The only vices I have are these things”—he grabs the pack of smokes—“an unhealthy amount of candy, and you.” He sends me a wolfish smile.

“Well, I’d like to think those aren’t too bad, especially the me part,” I tease, trying to break the heaviness. Jude brings the back of my hand to his lips and presses a kiss there.

“Life got better. Went to college, kept tabs on him when I could, but back then, I didn’t know jack shit. Fast forward some years, and I had time, knowledge, and money. I ran his name through a database daily. Rory, at eleven years old, lit up my screen with more details than anyone needs online. It took me a bit. Pulled in the guys, figured out a way to be a part of her life while keeping them safe, and that’s about the gist of it. Bobbi put a restraining and protective order in place, but they failed her multiple times. That’s why Rory ran to me. And now her life has been turned upside down. I’m still battling and coming to terms with the reason why Rory wouldn’t have given me some kind of sign he was back.” Jude sits back, and I’ve got just enough time to put my cup of coffee down beside his before I’m settled on his lap. My hand goes to his heart, and my head tilts upward, never wanting to lose a moment of our time together.

“Whatever reason it is, Rory will tell you when she’s ready.” She is going to need help every step of the way, there’s no doubt about it.

“Which leads me to my next problem. I laid this at your feet, leaned on you a hell of a lot after a short amount of time. And I don’t want to give you up. I want you to know this with my whole fucking heart, Foxy. I’d fight my darkest demons to keep you. But that’s not fair to ask of you.” His chocolate-brown eyes are tinged with red, a sign he’s been battling this all night, meaning Jude hasn’t slept a freaking wink.

“The reason I’m afraid of needles is because my mom had a habit of her own. I walked into the bathroom one day, and a needle was sticking out of a blown vein. She told me I had to help her. When I did, blood came oozing out, and it didn’t end there. She was a crystal meth addict by choice, mother by chance, and at the age of six, she’d make me hide in the dark. Kitchen cabinets, closets, any space she could fit me, for hours, especially when her dealer came. Dad worked the bar, Zane lived with his mom most of the time, and neither of them had any idea until she was too far gone, Dad more than my brother.” I sit up, straddle his waist, and cup his cheeks. “You told me your past. It was only fair I told you mine. I’m not going anywhere. I’ll be by your side, in your corner, and your strength. There’s also a sixteen-year-old girl inside your house who I’m not leaving, either. One doesn’t come without the other.” Last night, Jude laid his heart on the line. No words were spoken. It was in his action, the way he held me, the way he watched me, and the way he really looked at me.

“Jesus, Foxy, the best damn thing I ever did in my life was talk shit to you while playing video games.” I laugh, remembering the night vividly. I wanted to punch the cocky arrogance off what I was sure had to be his smug face.

“Yeah, well, you’re easy to love, Jude Ellison.” The words come effortlessly.

“And you, Veronica Navarro, my Foxy, are the love of my life. I love you.” His mouth crashes into mine, and he tastes me like never before. I don’t get the chance to return his words that have my stomach swirling with happiness.

“I love you, too, Jude.” I’m able to pull back for the slightest of moments, declaring my words of adoration, before we’re back to our kiss. It turns from soft and sweet to hot and heavy in the blink of an eye. My nipples pucker when Jude’s hands roam up the sides of my thighs, gripping my hips, and holding me in place.

“Incoming,” he murmurs against my mouth. His hands settle on my hips and peel me away. The fog fades away when I put two and two together as I hear the door open.

“’Mornin’, Roar girl,” he says, welcoming Rory.

“Good morning. And I do not roar like a lion. Will that ever go away?” she says, settling between the two of us. She sprawls out and settles her head on my lap and the rest of her body on Jude’s.

“Hey, Ronnie.” She looks up, covering her mouth with a yawn.

“Hey, sweetheart.” I don’t say anything else. Instead, I run my fingers through her hair.

“You’ll always be Roar girl to me. Between your morning breath and bed head, sorry, but you’re stuck with it forever.” Jude helps keep the morning light. We continue lightly bantering until he deems it time for breakfast and he’ll be cooking for his girls.
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JUDE


“Where are the girls?” Tysen asks by way of greeting me when he and Matthew walk through the door. Our group has been dropping in here and there, making sure we have everything we need and then some the past few days. It’s been tough. No, fuck that. It’s been downright fucking hard. Rory is stuck to Ronnie like glue. Where she goes, my sister follows, and my Foxy, she just goes with the flow. We’re in the process of setting Rory up with a therapist, maybe even a psychiatrist, too. The girl is going to be sifting through a lot, and even I don’t know the full extent of the trauma Jeffrey Ellison created for them.

“Hey, Tys, Matthew,” I reply instead of giving Tysen the answer he wants right away. I’m sure it has a shit ton to do with the case being built and all the other shit we’ve been wading through.

“Hey, Jude, ignore him,” Matthew acknowledges Tysen being a pain in the dick.

It’s Tysen who pulls me in for a hug and taps me on my back before asking, “You good?”

“I’m alright,” I answer honestly. Is anyone ever in this situation? “We’ll go into my office to talk.” Matthew greets me the same way Tysen did when he shakes my hand.

“Not a bad idea. I’d have suggested having this conversation in my office, but I know leaving the girls isn’t an option at this time.” The only time we’ve left the house is for Rory to make a statement with Matthew present and toeing the line since he rarely touches anything outside of estate planning yet will step into whatever role is necessary when we need him. Everyone has helped in some form or the other. Trent stopped by Bobbi’s apartment, made sure the investigators were thorough, as well as the clean-up crew. The girls rallied, boxing up every single item my sister and her mom owned in the apartment with care and delicacy. Rory’s room came here, and the rest of the items were put in a climate-controlled storage unit, and I gave my sister the key. I knew she’d want a few things of Bobbi’s and didn’t want her to think she’d ever have to ask.

“That bad?” I ask Matthew. When he shakes his head, I breathe a sigh of relief.

“Thank fuck. The girls are in the living room, playing a video game. Ronnie’s letting Rory kick her ass since my sister is terrible and kept ruining my profile.” I’ve set Rory up her own account, letting her get the hang of the game, plus it keeps her mind occupied. Ronnie has a spare she didn’t tell me about and likes to sometimes get on it in order to start over to keep her skill level up.

“Your girl is the shit,” Tysen relays, stating nothing but facts.

“That she is.” The guys follow me through the house. Ronnie looks up, nods, and I do the same. Luckily, Rory is focused one what’s going on with the screen for the time being. She’s been back and forth emotion wise, it’s to be expected. Still, it fucking robs me of air to breathe when my sister seems okay in one instant and sobs the next. When the anger comes out, that’s a whole other story. I let her have at it, using me as punching bag. All I can do is tighten my muscles until she crashes. Which she does shortly after, apologizing while holding on to me or Ronnie.

We walk into my office, Tysen closes the door behind him, and that’s when I know shit is about to get intense.

“How are things going with the guardianship paperwork?” There are formalities, even with Jeffrey sitting behind bars without bail. When Bobbi fought, she fought with everything she had, injuring Dad enough that escaping became impossible. A knife to the gut will do that to you. It didn’t help save Bobbi. Hard to do when you’re being strangled, but she gave it her all till the cops came barreling into the apartment, breaking down the door. The protocol to give him medical care pissed me the fuck off. He deserves to die a thousand deaths. Prison is too kind for the likes of him.

“The state has no problem handing guardianship over to you, but they’re asking for a DNA test. Standard protocol. And as long as you’re the only living relative or one who will take Rory in, everything will be good to go,” Matthew lays down some shit. Worry seeps through my bones at the thought of someone, anyone, trying to take Rory away from my care.

“What’s the likelihood of that happening? Bobbi doesn’t have any living relatives that I’m away of. Jeffrey, on the other hand, does. A great aunt or some such shit who lives in Michigan. Never had anything to do with my childhood.” The woman is older than dirt, lives in a shack, and is on a fixed income.

“Rory would go to you, pending DNA.” Matthew leans against the wall, arms crossed over his chest. I’m sensing he’s been pulling a lot of hours between what’s going on along with his own practice.

“I appreciate it, more than you know.” I swallow down the lump threatening to form at the thought of everything we’ve got going on and how my friends, who are more like family, had no problem dropping everything they were doing to help me.

“Know that,” Matthew replies.

“We all do,” comes from Tysen. “Which leads me to the next order of business.”

“Already working on therapists, for Rory and myself.” I’d balked at the idea, until Rory asked if I would go with her. Then, in bed, Ronnie mentioned it being a good idea, too, even told me she was in therapy several times throughout her life. And while she still has her hangups, Rory said it’s ten times better than it used to be. Our talk went well into the early hours of the morning, and a big part of the ink on her skin helped her face her fears. Plus, Zane would never allow his sister to be a blank canvas. The fact she has work done by other artists not at his studio, well, he gives her hell about it every time he sees the new ink, and that’s without her latest tattoo.

“Alright. Well, then it comes as no surprise to you that Ma said to call. She’s got food to drop off, too, but doesn’t want to bombard you all when we’ve been traipsing in and out.” That sounds like Loretta Vaughn. “This is straight from her mouth. You know as well as I do the situation never sat right with her, so word for word, her statement: ‘I have not one single problem about doing what I have to do to make Jeffrey Ellison sit and rot in prison for the rest of his life. If that means giving depositions or getting on the stand, I will.’ I swear Ma is a force to be reckoned with.”

“Tysen’s mom isn’t wrong. I wouldn’t be able to take them or do any of it due to the conflict of interest, but if we need them to keep Jeffrey behind bars, we’ll do whatever we can.” Matthew moves away from the wall to look at the wall of screens and what I’ve been working on before life happened. An app is simulating on them right now, moving from one frame to the next.

“How long have you been working on that?” Tysen asks. Everyone knew about the government contract, mainly because those cameras were used wherever I could until it was tweaked just right.

“Too fucking long. Any time I turn in what I think will be the finished project, they send it back and ask for the dumbest adjustments. It’s their money, though.” I shrug my shoulders. They’re now paying me by the hour since they ran through the allotted time on our contract.

“Seb is going to have a field day with it.” Matthew is chuckling. The app is as crazy as the owners who reached out for me to put together. It caters to a younger age group with its bright colors, lots of flashing between each sequence, and for every match you make, it gives you higher points. Then you can go into the ‘store’ and design your character, a house, and landscape.

“No doubt about it. Good thing Winnie and Johnny put a time limit on his tablet.” I grunt, remembering I’ll need to go to the store at some point today. Rory needs a new phone and a laptop since she’s decided to take the rest of the school year off in class and chose to go the online route.

“No kidding. Alright. I’m going to have an associate stop by and administer the DNA test on Rory. We’ll get the results, and in the meantime, I’ll draft the guardianship paperwork. There’s a slight chance you could be asked to take parenting classes,” Matthew tells me.

“I’ll do whatever needs to be done.” That includes getting my sister behind the wheel of a car. Bobbi wouldn’t let me help them, not financially at least. Groceries? Sure. Phones for both of them? Yes. School clothes for Rory? She never blinked. Anything else, she held her head high and worked to provide for them.

“Good. I’m heading home.” Matthew makes for the door.

“He’s gotta get home to his pretty little housekeeper. How long until you go after what you want, Matty?” Tysen pulls a Jagger, probably because he’s not here, and it’s easy to get Matthew riled up about the woman who’s at his house more than he is.

“Fuck off.” Matthew doesn’t say another word, just takes off and leaves us laughing.

“How long do you think until he finally takes a bite?” I ask Tysen.

“When does she turn twenty-one again?” Matthew asked me to run an ID she gave him without digging too deep, and I did, looking only for a birth certificate. The license Letty Burns is carrying around is fake, a decent one and good enough to get into a bar, buy what you need to, but anything else, it could be easily picked apart by any level of law enforcement.

“Ah, well, now that you say that, I’m pretty sure it’s in a few months. Not sure why he’s so hung up on it. Him and his moral compass.” Tysen and I shoot the shit for a few minutes in my office before going into the living room to say hello to the girls. He asked if we need anything and then heads back home to Macie before they gear up for work the following day. He also made it known that he can cancel the private flight at any time. All I need to do is send a text or call him.

I’m about to kick back on the couch to relax with my girls when my phone vibrates.

“Everything okay?” Ronnie asks.

“Yeah, Foxy. Gotta take this in my office.” I grab my phone, stand up, and make moves to get to a secure location. The call I placed earlier this morning is that of a delicate situation. Nobody will need to take the stand, make a deposition, or have to see Jeffrey Ellison ever again.
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RONNIE


“How’s it going?” I ask Rory after coming back from dropping off a round of drinks to my regulars. She’s seated near the bar at a high top of her own and is studying for an upcoming test in her online class. The past couple of weeks have been a whirlwind of finding a new normal and working together. I offered to give Jude and Rory space, take a step back and stay at my place more, but that went over like a turd in a punch bowl. Not only did Jude shut down the idea, so did Rory. And while she would be glued to my side before this conversation, well, it became even more apparent that losing a person of any kind would do more harm than good.

“Math is hard, but pre-calculus, well, it’s harder. I’m thinking it’s trying to suck all the cells out of my brain.” She rolls her eyes.

“You could always ask your uncle or Zane. Both are ridiculously smart,” I suggest, not offering myself because the thought of those equations makes my stomach turn. School is not my idea of fun, and while I can help Rory in some instances, anything past algebra or geometry is out of my hands.

“I’m going to see how this test goes, then I’ll go from there. I’d like at least to see where I stand.” Rory takes a sip of her drink. She’s functioning on caffeine while getting through tonight’s study session.

“That’s fair. Do you need a refill?” I nod to her drink.

“No, I’m good. As much as I want to cram, I’ll eventually need to get some kind of sleep.” She’s been going to therapy, has online sessions twice a week, and is taking an anti-anxiety and depression medicine. We’re still toggling between the correct dosages. The first week, she was a zombie, sleeping non-stop and seeming like all it did was dull everything. Her doctor lowered the dose this week, and while she complains that sometimes the feelings are too much, it’s part of the grieving process. One that’s going to take a very long time.

“Alright.” I squeeze her hand for a moment, then Rory abandons her work and engulfs me in a hug.

“In case I haven’t said it lately, Ronnie, thank you.” I place my tray on the tabletop, wrap my arms around her, and hold her. Times like these are what I now know are part of what Bobbi gave Rory. The girl is a lover, likes to be held even if it’s holding someone’s hand. She’s still mostly glued to my side, anywhere I am, she is. Which is why she comes to work with me and stays until Jude makes an appearance, usually with dinner he cooked at home or something he picked up on the way. He’s giving his sister what she wants and needs, and damn if any time we see a little bit of reprieve, something comes out of nowhere and knocks her on her ass.

Recently, it was a call from the district attorney. They finally released Bobbi for us to lay her to rest. Rory made the decision, Jude paid for everything, and when she’s ready, we’ll do a celebration of life. I suggested to Rory that we take some of Bobbi’s ashes and have a necklace made so she can always have a piece of her mom with her. She fell in love with the idea. Jude wouldn’t allow me to pay, we had words, and the money came out of my account. He’s learning there are certain things about me that I won’t concede on. Paying when I want is one of them.

“Honey, you don’t have to thank me. There’s no place I’d rather be.” I kiss the top of her head. She pulls back, sends me a slight nod, and returns to her schoolwork. I grab my tray and look around the bar, only to find I’m being summoned at the other end. There’s always someone who needs a drink, and that’s why they’re here at The Social.

I get lost in work, going from one patron to the other, hustling back and forth, along with a new wave of customers that walked in, so I nearly miss Jude when I wrap things up.

He’s sitting with Rory, and he’s not the only one. Zane is right there with them, and I can tell from a mile away that the two of them are scheming a plan, one I’m sure will be against me. Jude’s been battling leaving me at the bar while he takes Rory home. It means I’m walking out in the dark, and he does not like that. Never mind I’ve been doing it for ten plus years on my own before Jude entered my life. Plus, leaving Rory at the house by herself at two or three o’clock in the morning is absolutely out of the question. I don’t care that Jude has the most top-of-the-line security system, I’d hate for Rory to ever wake up alone and be scared.

“Rory, how do you feel about working at the tattoo shop a few days a week?” Zane sks when I walk up to the table. I look from her to Jude to Zane, worried how this is going to play out.

“Um, I’ve never had a job before, and I don’t know a lot about tattoos, except that Jude is covered with them,” Rory replies.

“Zane,” Jude goes to interject. I’m about to shut him down, too, not my brother but Rory’s. This could be a really good deal for her, and it’ll help gain some independence every teenager needs.

“What? She may as well work. She’s here almost as much as Veronica.” My brother only uses my full name when he’s pulling out the big guns in order to get his way.

“I’ll do it,” Rory pipes up, a look of excitement on her face.

“Are you sure?” Jude asks the table. His arm bands around my lower back, pulling me into the comfort of his body.

“Yes, but maybe only a couple of days a week. The classes I’m taking are trying to suck the life out of me.” The girl is school oriented, has high hopes for her future, and has talked about going to college to become a doctor.

“That works. You can study in between calls or whatever. It’d be nice not to be interrupted every hour about an appointment or a walk-in needing this or that.” Zane looks like he’s ready to pump his fists in excitement. Meanwhile, Jude has a nervous energy about him. I watch as he tosses back a handful of candy before placing the bag on the table, and Rory snatches it away to steal some. The drawer in the kitchen has become a basket in the pantry where it stays filled to the brim. "What do you know about tattoos?” comes from my bother.

“Not much. I know that Jude has a Fox on his heart he got at the rock festival he went to.” Then Rory proceeds to tell my brother a truth I’ve yet to tell Zane or Jude. She noticed my ink when we went swimming recently and asked all the things. I’m not one to lie, so I told her the truth. “Rory got one, too. It’s of the moon phase the night she and Jude started talking and has their birth month flowers, too.” Jude’s leg stops bouncing, and when I look over my shoulder, there’s a look on his face I’m all too familiar with.

“Motherfucker, you didn’t?” Zane tries to capture our attention, mine or Jude’s, but who really knows or cares. My gaze is locked on the man I love. While his ink is more of the obvious type, mine is understated.

“Shut up, Bungholio. It’s my body. I don’t have to always go to you or your artists,” I snap at him when I realize I need to diffuse the situation. “Plus, do you honestly think Jude would ever let anything happen to me?” Zane closes his mouth. In doing so, his eye starts twitching. Jesus, he’s such a pain in my ass. I swear I don’t know which guy in my life is worse when it comes to their protective instincts, Jude or Zane. Dad tries to act big and bad, but he’s really just a big ole teddy bear these days.

“Fine. I still don’t like it, but I’m sorry for being a jerk.” Oh, that really did hurt him to admit.

“Apology accepted.” I tack on a smile. Rory notices that I’m not mad at her. It’s my fault for not explaining the tattoo to Jude in the first place, and judging by the hard length of his dick growing beneath my ass, he likes that I’ve got a piece of him marked permanently on my body as well.

“I have some conditions,” Jude interrupts, breaking up the stare-off Zane is intent on having with me, even though he said his piece, and I forgave him.

“What’s that?” My brother slides his hand across the table, grabs the package of candy, and takes a few pieces. Jesus, instead of having an old-fashioned vending machine for cigarettes, we might have to bring one in for candy with this crowd.

“The cameras happen, inside and out, along with my security company manning it. You’ve got two women I love more than life in this building, and their safety is of the upmost importance.” Jude is getting what he wants, which means he’ll have to deal with Dad, because it won’t be me trying to convince him to get with the twenty-first century.

“Done. What else?”

“No ink or piercings until Rory’s eighteen or I’m there with her.” He points at Zane then his sister. “That includes using your puppy dog eyes on Foxy. I get that you’ll want ink and something pierced. We’ll talk about it, write down the pros and cons, then we’ll decide together if it’s a good idea, yeah?” There’s Jude’s protective side coming into the open.

“Okay.” Rory has already come to me, asking about a couple of ideas she has that she’d like to get. I’ve made a few comments, and without a shadow of a doubt, Jude will relent when she finally shows him the piece she’d like in remembrance of her mom.

“Good with me. The last thing I want is to lose my license.” Zane looks from Jude to Rory. “Sorry, kid.”

“No biggie,” Rory responds.

“What else, Jude? I’m sure there’s a list multiplying by the minute.” My brother isn’t wrong, but I already know what’s coming next. Jude’s hand skims to my lower stomach, teasing at a different kind of promise.

“You take Rory home, feed her the dinner that’s in the microwave, and stay with her till Foxy and I get home.” That isn’t what I was expecting, but I’m not upset about it, either.

“Alright, Rory, let’s roll.” Zane’s shop closed up a bit ago, and he’s been hanging out here instead of going home to sit around doing nothing in the silence of his house.

“Thanks, Zane,” Jude says.

“I’ll come say good night when we get home, if you’re still awake, okay?” I don’t want Rory to feel like we’re abandoning her. In the same sense, a night where Jude helps me close down the bar, and we have some time to ourselves, well, I can admit I really want it.

“Of course. I’m going to eat, study some more, shower, and call it a night anyways. Remember what you tell me, Jude. Children last forever.” Our table laughs. He also says there are other things that last forever, too, namely sexually transmitted infections. If he’s trying to scare her away from boys, I’d say he’s successful. We say our goodbyes, I go back to work, and Jude sits at his place in the bar, watching me every single minute until I close everything down.


25


JUDE


“Ithought they’d never leave.” I come up behind Ronnie, boxing her in on either side of the bar where she finished wiping it down and is now starting to put the barstools up for the cleaning service to finish the rest.

“I’m pretty sure the customers didn’t hang around until closing time because of the looks you kept shooting their way.” She arches her back, pushing her ass into my groin and making me emit a groan. My hand slides to her front, where I unfasten the buttons of her shirt one at a time. The mirrors above the bar along with the low lights make this all the fucking better.

“Good.” My mouth attaches to the side of her neck, and I lick the salty sweet skin. Ronnie’s head tilts, forehead meeting the crook of my shoulder, and she sighs as my fingers keep working the buttons.

“Jude.” I lose the taste of her when I lift my eyes to our reflection. The flannel shirt she’s wearing hangs open, revealing her heavy breathing as it lifts her chest. The globes of her tits almost spill out of the sheer lace bra, nipples peeking over the edge.

“Want your ass tonight, Foxy. Will you please let me finally have it?” My fingers pull down a cup of her bra, and I hold it in one hand as my other skates down her smooth abdomen. Ronnie draws in her stomach, allowing me to work along the clasp of her shorts. A flick of my thumb and index finger, and it’s undone. I pull the zipper down. The rasp and our heavy panting along with the low tone of a rock song is all that plays in the background. “Are you going to answer me, or should I just take your rocking into my dick as a yes, Foxy?” Her shorts drop to the floor, one foot steps out, and I know exactly how I’m going to place her. My hand moves away from her center and to the inside of her thigh, where my fingers grip the muscle, liking how she lights up for me. A tremble comes over her as I prop her knee on the seat of the barstool. Her ass juts out, and I’m more than ready to take her any way I can.

“Jude.” The tips of my fingers slide upwards until I’m cupping the soaking fabric of her lace panties.

“Still no answer, hmm? I’ll have to convince you, then, maybe fuck you with my fingers until you’re right on the edge and pull them out. Deny you of the orgasm you’re chasing and instead come all over your ass.” My fingers attach to her nipple, pinching it softly at first. When I hear her moan, telling me she likes what I’m doing, I go harder. Ronnie isn’t afraid to state what she likes and doesn’t. Right now, she’s too deep in her need, talking isn’t coming very easily. I work beneath her panties from the side, thumb sweeping over the thatch of hair she keeps nice and trimmed.

“You can have my ass, but if you think you’re taking me there without a condom and lube, you’re sorely mistaken.” Her eyes are closed, and her breathing ramps up. Abandoning any notion of teasing I had, I shape my fingers into an upside-down V. The lips of her pussy are slick with desire. I’ve barely touched her, and it’d be nothing for me to rip my pants open and sink all the way inside her. The fit would be snug, especially in this position with my piercing, but she’d take me so beautifully.

“Fuck yeah,” I mutter, dipping two fingers inside her. I hate like hell to lose any piece of her, but in order to have my dick in her ass, it’s going to be a necessity. “Hold on to the bar, Foxy.”

“Do you always walk around with lube and a condom in your pocket?” Ronnie asks when she sees me pilfering through my pockets to set the packets on the bar top.

“When it comes to you, Foxy, I’m always prepared. Plus, just last night, you were begging for more.” She took three fingers last night, a fucking tight fit, but the minute it happened, she nearly choked my cock with her pussy, detonating both of our orgasms, and I knew the time had finally fucking come that she could take me in her ass.

“Jude.” I swirl my fingers around her clit while working my shorts and boxers off my body. It’s a task with one hand, but letting Ronnie go, not having a part of me touching her, isn’t something I’m willing to let happen.

“Almost there.” My clothes drop to the floor. “Watch us,” I demand. “Won’t be able to watch my fingers fuck your pussy while I take your ass, but this will do for the time being.”

“Speak for yourself. You actually think I’ll be able to keep my eyes open? How many times has that actually happened?” I smirk and grab the condom, biting the corner to tear it open.

“The first time we were together.” Sliding the condom on my dick feels criminal. Not once since the very first time have we used these.

“You remember?” Her eyes pop open, and she looks at me through the mirror’s reflection. Ronnie’s hair is up in a ponytail tonight, a few pieces falling from the sides. A flush travels from her cheeks to her neck, down to her chest.

“Foxy, there’s nothing about you I don’t remember.” I move my fingers downward until the palm of my hand meets the short dark hair she keeps trimmed and slide back inside.

“God, I love you.” I wonder if it’s my fingers that are making her do the talking or my statement. One thing’s for certain: if I don’t get inside my woman soon, I’ll be coming before we’ve even started.

“Love you, too.” I groan when she tightens her core on the two fingers I’m currently using on her. My cock is sheathed. All that’s left is to grab the lube, and with my hands full of both of us, she’ll have to help. “Ronnie, open the packet for me, unless you wanna lose my fingers.” I flick my fingers, grind my palm against her clit, and without saying a word, she does what I ask.

Ronnie’s hand slaps on the wood counter as she tries to pick it up and nearly drops it on the ground. She falls to her forearms. I keep my attention on her, not wanting her orgasm to come or go away. Ideally, I’d like to be inside her when she’s closer to coming, but if she takes too much longer opening the lube, it might not happen.

“Fuck.” She starts to lose patience. “Jude, you’re not making this easy.” Finally, she tears it open. When some slides out of the package, another grumble escapes her soft pouty lips.

“I gave you a choice, Foxy.” My cock lies thick and heavy between the cheeks of her ass.

“Wait, is the barbell smaller?” She hands me the lube packet, looking over her shoulder. I changed it because I was apprehensive it’d be too much for her. The last thing I want to do is hurt her.

“Yeah.” I pour a healthy amount on my dick, starting at the tip, and watch as it slides down my length. Once I’m done, I do the same to Ronnie, using my fingers, lightly pushing in. My gaze bounces from her face in the mirror to what I’m doing. The puckered flesh sucks me in, and I pull back, more than ready to line my cock up and slowly work my way into her ass.

“Please hurry, Jude.” She wiggles her hips, going back and forth when she feels the tip at her entrance. I grip the flesh of her ass and pull it open to give me more room and be able to see how fucking tight she is around my length.

“I go any faster, Foxy, it’ll hurt you too damn much.” I grit my teeth, clench my jaw, and breathe through my nose as she pushes back, taking the whole of my head.

“Oh fuck.” My eyes move from her ass to her reflection in the mirror, looking for any sign that this is too much. Ronnie’s body didn’t tense, I’m hoping that’s a good sign.

“You good?” I ask, holding steady, sweat dripping down my spine, balls drawn so tense, it’s a wonder I haven’t come yet.

“Yes, please move.” Who am I to deny Ronnie of anything? I continue using my fingers inside her pussy, timing my movements with each inch she takes. I nearly stumble backwards when she thrusts her ass back. I’m so fucking deep, and she’s so fucking tight, I have to stop and hold myself steady.

“Goddamn it, Foxy.” Her cunt pulses, and I’m left to do the only thing I can: move. I pull away then push forward. Ronnie moves her body with me. Her own hand slides from her neck, the tips slow and methodical. I know what she’s doing. She is trying to make me lose control, and she’s doing a damn good job. I watch as the tips of her fingers slowly trail along her heated skin, stopping only to circle her cherry-tipped nipples, pulling them one at a time. Her eyes darken with desire. The one time she has her gaze locked on mine, and it’s to get what she wants.

“You asked for it,” I grunt, plunging in and out, the lube helping guide me. Her pussy is like a vice, unwilling to let me do the same thing I’m doing to her ass, and when her hand meets mine between her sweet-as-hell thighs, I’m nearly done for. It’s a damn good thing Ronnie’s back meets my torso, her head landing to my shoulder. A full body tremble takes hold of her, and she closes her eyes, breathing heavily while working her pussy right along with me. My mouth latches to the side of her neck, sucking at the skin to control the need to groan too fucking loudly.

“Jude.” This orgasm will be more intense than ever before. Watching her, feeling her, tasting her all at once.

“Foxy.” The next moment, Ronnie pulls me right along with her, and I come in the condom, not having enough time to pull out, rip the latex off, and paint the cheeks of her ass with my seed. Next time.

“I think you fucked me senseless.” She tips her head up to talk to me.

“Good. Love you,” I say, dropping a kiss to her lips.

“I love you, too,” my woman says with a sigh. We won’t be able to stay like this long, but for the time being, I’m going to relish every moment we have together.
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A few months later

“Rory, can you come out here for a minute?” I open the back door and call into the house. Yesterday, we did a celebration of life for Bobbi. My sister wasn’t ready to have a party for her mom, still feeling down in the dumps and pissed at the world.

“Be out in a sec!” she hollers back. Her gaming skills are improving. Before too long, we’ll have another gaming system to add to the growing collection. Rory will eventually want to be in her bedroom more than in the living room, and as Ronnie keeps telling me, this is normal for a teenager. Christ, I’m still recovering from allowing her to drive a few times a week. My sister has a lead foot from hell, and curbs, she never met one she didn’t like. Thankfully, I’m teaching her in the truck and not Ronnie’s car, I’d be replacing rims non-stop if I did.

“Jude, come sit down. Pacing isn’t going to help matters.” I’ve got to tell my sister one more thing, and how this is going to go, I have no idea.

“It’s helping me not to chain smoke,” I admit. The only people who know what I’ve had taken care of are the men in my group. They’re sworn to secrecy and won’t make so much as a peep to anyone. It also means I’m indebted to a man who gets out in a few years, but I’ll do anything to protect the people I love, and after the vile shit Jeffrey Ellison spewed at my sister during his sentencing hearing, the call was made. He’d already been aware of what I needed done, he only had to wait for the call. He received it that very day. Whenever it happened, I was more than willing to give the guy doing me a favor anything in return.

“Here. I grabbed this from the pantry.” Ronnie places the taste of the rainbow, but the tropical variety, in the palm of my hand.

“Fuck, I love you.” I cup her cheeks and lay a hot and heavy kiss on her lips. My tongue slides in, hers chases mine, and it’s only the opening of the door that has me pausing our moment. “We’ll come back to this, soon.” I sit down, leaving room between Ronnie and me. Nine times out of ten, Rory will plant herself right in the middle, even if there’s no space. It used to be because she needed to have us within reach, now she does it to be a damn pest.

“You called me?” Rory walks through the door, and my knee starts bouncing up and down. I’m unphased at this getting back to her that I had a hand in the process. What I’m worried as fuck about is if this is going to slow the progression in her healing journey.

“Yeah, come sit down, Roar girl.” My sister rolls her eyes, lets out a puff of air, and stomps her black combat-booted feet toward us. She’s taken to scouring Ronnie’s clothes in our closet, and it looks like she pilfered the entire outfit. It’s on the tip of my tongue to ask where the other half of her shirt is, but I think better of it. There’s nothing better than having my girls living under one roof, until they gang up on me because I don’t agree with them. Now we’re living life to the fullest, even if I’m getting a few gray hairs between Rory’s driving and Ronnie working at the bar late into the night.

“Wow, Jude can’t think of anything new or original?” Rory tosses back at me, a good sign that her spirits are up and her head might be in a good frame of mind.

“Nah, too many hours spent behind the computer. You know, making me vision impaired. Could be cooking my brain, too.” I shoot her a wink as she sits down. She caught me squinting at the computer screen and made a joke that my old age is ruining my eye sight. I tried to get my sister to take it back without any luck, and the next day, a pair of reading glasses appeared on my desk. A sign that Rory told Ronnie about the situation and they conspired together, I’m sure.

“I think you look hot with glasses,” Ronnie says.

“I know you do,” I reply.

“Okay, enough you two. I’m missing a game, and I’m camped somewhere, so can we get this talk taken care of?” The teenager in my sister comes out.

“Fine.” This position makes it impossible for me to tell her face to face without Rory being blocked, so I quickly move until I’m in front of her. Ronnie laces her fingers with my sister’s, and I take the other one in my hand.

“Oh God, what’s wrong now?” Rory’s face pales. “He didn’t get out, did he? Please tell me that isn’t possible. Please, Jude.”

“Ah, fuck, I’m screwing this all up. He can’t get out, sis. Kind of hard to do that when he was found dead in the shower this morning.” I move my hand to the back of Rory’s neck, lightly massaging it as she stays quiet. Ronnie rubs her back while she soaks in the news I delivered. Maybe I should have left well enough alone, except he’d made a threat in front of everyone in the courtroom, causing distress like no other. It took Tysen and Johnny to hold me back when he said he’d kill Rory the minute he got out after he did something else entirely too profane for me to ever repeat, not even in my deepest, darkest thoughts. It solidified my stance. The dumb fuck got what he deserved. The only part that pisses me off is that he didn’t suffer nearly long enough.

“Rory, sweetheart, it’s okay to cry, to scream, and to be okay with this. Whatever you need, we’re here, no matter what,” Ronnie attempts to draw it out of my sister.

“Is it bad that I don’t feel anything?” She looks from me to Ronnie.

“Nope.” I don’t hesitate with my answer for even a second.

“Good. I hope he suffered. Thank you for letting me know. I’m going to go back to my game now.” She gives us a hug before walking back into the house.

“Fuck it, I’m having a cigarette,” I mutter once the door closes behind my sister.

“She’ll talk when she’s ready. All we can do is wait for her to come to us. Plus, her appointment with her therapist is tomorrow, and then I’m taking her to get her belly button pierced in the afternoon. It’ll be good for her to look forward to.” I grab my pack of smokes, pull out a cigarette, and light it. The first inhale calms my nerves instantly.

“Don’t remind me. Jesus, she has Zane drawing the piece she wants, too.” Along with five other tattoos she’s talked about, a nose piercing, and a few other styles on her ears.

“It could be worse. She could be out and about, going wild and making crazy choices. Instead, she hangs out with us or Zane or our group.” Ronnie takes the candy off the table, places a few pieces in her mouth, and chews them. Her face instantly puckers. Apparently, she grabbed the sour pack.

“Come here, Foxy.” I moved back to the couch when I grabbed my smokes.

“Those are disgusting.” She points at the bag before climbing into my lap until her knees are on either side of my thighs.

“Have I told you how much I love and appreciate you lately?” I exhale the smoke, moving my head away from her so it’s not blown in her face.

“Umm, I’m not sure. Let me think about it.” She presses a finger to her lip. My hand finds the hem of her shirt and slides it upward until my palm meets the tattoo. Ronnie isn’t wearing a bra, making me go to war with where I keep my hands. “Okay, now I remember.” I sweep my thumb along the pebbled tip.

“Gonna make you never forget.” My head goes to the crook of her neck, where I tease her as she squirms, trying to get closer to my dick.

“I hope you do.” Ronnie loops her arms around my shoulders, giving me her eyes, exactly how I like it.

“Foxy, that’s a promise I can guarantee.” Her mouth touches mine, and we finish the kiss we were going for earlier. It’s long and deep, and it feels like forever.

I hope you enjoyed Jude and Ronnie’s story and will consider leaving a review.

Coming next is Beneath His touch, Matthew and Letty’s story is releasing in October!
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One Year Earlier

Run.

Run.

Run.

Three letters, one syllable, and the only word I keep in my vocabulary as a consistent word. Looking back, I should have seen the signs, except I’d been naïve, growing up the way I did will do that to you, time had always been tough in the Burns household.

The wondering how rent would be paid, if there would be enough money for power, and no longer stretching food to last as long as possible stopped.

When mom met Joshua when I was fifteen, things changed. We moved into a home, one with a yard, where you didn’t have to wedge a chair under the handle of the front door because god forbid the landlord fix such a thing like a deadbolt. I also didn’t have to sweep the floors of the grocery store or bag said groceries while maintaining my grades in high school. Mom was swept off her feet, and in doing so, so was I. My blinders were perfectly in place, and they weren’t yanked off my face until that day.

The day they were married became one of the happiest times of my mom’s life, the cloud had lifted, she smiled a true smile. The dark circles beneath her eyes slowly disappeared, and while she still preferred to work, no longer did she need three jobs, choosing to only keep one. A clerical job at Nicholas’s office, funnily enough that’s where they met. Mom had been a cleaner there, working late at night when they stumbled upon one another, one thing led to another. Dates came along, overnight stays happened where I’d been invited unlike all the other loser’s mom had met before, and I’d fallen for him in a girl who needed a father like figure in her life.

Years of solid good in our lives, turned bad in the blink of an eye, a phone call that changed our lives forever. I’d only gotten home from college where I’m studying to become a teacher, trying to help others like a lot of others helped me. Everything came to a screeching halt, a hit and run, dead on impact, no suffering involved, at least that’s what the police officers said when they knocked on the door to deliver the news.

Mom was gone.

Joshua wasn’t home, I’d been by myself, and the officers stayed as long as they could. I held it together, telling them I would be alright. They still needed to deliver the news to my stepfather, proving it unsuccessful since they stopped at the house while another officer went to his work. They asked me where else he might be, and I only shrugged my shoulders. Mom kept tabs on Joshua, not me, though I found it odd they didn’t ride to work that morning like they usually did.

There would be no more Saturday morning pancakes, no more mom listening to me talk about the drama happening with the girls at school, no more having a rough day and plopping on the couch beside her while she played with my hair. Those days are long gone, and ever since we laid her to rest last month, I mourn them more and more as each day passes.

I never thought the day would come where I’d be in the predicament I’m in now. Hearing what I’m hearing, seeing what I’m seeing, all while perched on the top step of the staircase. My arms wrapped around my legs, chin propped on my knees, and tears streaming down my cheeks.

“I don’t have the money,” Joshua’s voice is riddled with fear. I’d feel sorry for him, if I hadn’t just heard the other man say. The one with the darkest edge, wearing brass knuckles on both hands, the size of a linebacker, and the face of a beast.

“And how do you supposed we’ll get it out of you,” a different person is talking, one I can’t see and I’m not risking a single movement. I’d noticed a few things missing here and there, my stepfather’s sportscar being one of them, another was the gold Rolex watch he wore on his wrist at all times. Still, I didn’t think it would come to Joshua sitting in a chair with a menacing group of men surrounding them.

“Give me another week, I promise I’ll have it. All of it,” I roll my eyes. I’ve watched enough movies with loan sharks to know this isn’t going to work.

“I’ll give you twenty-four hours, then I’ll take everything I can from you, including your stepdaughter. How old is she now, twenty?” My stomach sinks, the over active imagination inside my head takes hold. Movies and books are my outlet, the way to quiet the noise that seems to rattle around when the world is too noisy. Mafia romance, motorcycle club romance, and the likes are among my favorites. Which also means I know what’s coming.

“Yeah, yeah, yeah. She’s twenty.” Joshua throws me under the bus in a way that I didn’t see coming. There was no talk of me moving out, so I stayed, figuring I’d finish this semester out, keep saving my money, and then find a small place to move into. In the meantime, I’ve picked up where my mom left off. Cooking and cleaning, making sure Joshua didn’t have to do too much or become more of a burden on him that I already feel like I am. Even though, I’ve never asked for much, I should have known better.

Nothing ever works out for the Burn’s women.

“Good, I wonder if she’s a virgin, hmm.” I bite my bottom lip to keep from allowing so much as a whimper escape me. The need to stay quiet is at an all-time high, especially since I’m being put in the middle of Joshua’s bullshit.

“According to her mom, she was,” my eyes widen to saucers. How could she divulge this kind of information to him, and why would she.

There’s your sign, Letty girl.

“You have until tomorrow or your stepdaughter will go on the auction block to the highest bidder. If nobody wants her, she’ll be used in a whorehouse.” The man in a suit states, with zero hesitance, looking bored, and fixing his cuff links.

“I’ll have it tomorrow, promise.” I can tell when my stepfather is lying and he’s doing it now. He doesn’t keep eye contact, instead looks over the big guy’s shoulder, and when said guy pulls his arm back, flesh meeting with flesh. Joshua isn’t the only one bleeding. The taste of blood fills my mouth, my teeth doing the damage, and at least I’ve been able to stay unnoticed. Even when I take a deep breath, watching as whoever Joshua owes walks through the house. I’m undetected, one thing I know for sure though, is that I have to run, the sooner, the better.

--

I didn’t sleep a wink, too busy thinking over my plan, and trying not to leave any kind of trail in my wake. Which meant no using my phone or computer, web history is easily traced and calling my one and only friend is completely out of the question.

Desperate people do desperate things, bringing down anyone in their wake, and I refuse to allow that to happen to the only person I hold dear to me.

The worst part has been pretending, thankfully I don’t have to do too much of it either. I waited a couple of hours before going downstairs, pretending for it to be business as usual, all while plotting how to get out of this house undetected. I cooked dinner, Joshua declined, and I didn’t ask about the black and blue bruising mottling most of his face. I’d probably lose any cool I pretended to have if he insisted on eating dinner together. The only reason I choked food down is for my own fear, I didn’t know what today would hold or the days to come.

I waited until I heard the garage door open and close, Joshua getting rid of his sports car all of a sudden meant he took over driving mom’s car. I’ve battled with taking my car or not, in the end I decided I may as well, it’s paid off, in my name, and I can always sell it if need be. The only thing I’m worried about is if there’s some kind of tracking device placed where the eye can’t see.

“Run, Letty.” I tell myself, taking one last look around my bedroom. The one place I felt safe has turned into more of a prison, mom would be so disappointed and for one quick second I let myself mourn, adding one more slash to my heart.

I grab my bag off my bed, packing as light as I good, necessities only, along with the stash of cash I hid in my room. I’m considering myself lucky that Joshua hasn’t found it and I’m hoping I’ll be able to stop at the bank, pull what I have in my account before he’s none the wiser.

My breathing comes in harsh pants as I walk out of my bedroom, dodging the squeaky spots in the wood floor. Nobody should be home, but I’m not taking any chances. I mentally go down the checklist of necessities I’ve packed, underwear, bras, shirts, shorts, a couple of pair of jeans, plenty of socks, and a spare pair of shoes. Then there’s the toiletries, toothbrush, toothpaste, brush, shampoo, conditioner, and deodorant. When mom passed away, Joshua gave me her jewelry box with a few pieces nestled inside. I made a concession to take that and opted to leave out an extra change of clothes to have enough room. There’s only one last thing I want from this house and that’s a framed photo of my mom and me.

I stop at the table near the front door, looking at the plethora of frames she she has scattered around. I’m tempted to take more than one, I don’t have enough room though. I grab the one I love the most, mom and I standing beneath a tree at a park, clothes that had seen better days, dirty smudged on my cheek, and a skinned knee. It’s the smiles on our faces that makes me love it the most, money may have been non-existent, the world could be set on fire, but the way mom and I are looking at each other nothing mattered.

“I love you mom,” I say to the picture, wiping the stray tears that slide down my cheeks before leaving a home where I could become a piece of meat, and I refuse to go down without a fight.
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