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Mercy F*ck
 



 
 
I'm currently accepting passengers to climb aboard my fuck train.

 
 
 
 
Never met a problem my fists can't fix.

 



 
 
The first night I saw him it was game over.
He’d come into the bar, took one look at me and winked.
After his introduction, I lost my ability to speak for a full hour.
An unimaginable feat for me since most words out of my mouth began and ended with fuck.
Strangely enough, my foul mouth didn’t detour him. Because night after night, he came back.
Not once did he engage the openly desperate girls begging for his notice.
And believe me, they came a-beggin’.
This guy, a random gorgeous stranger seemed to only have eyes for me.
I deduced he must have poor vision or perhaps he wanted to slum it, but it wasn’t either.
He truly enjoyed my company.
Quickly, easily, we’d connected over music, cars, and bar brawls.
His smile, his laugh, his protective stance, intrigued me.
 
This guy saw me as more than a public servant or piece of ass which I’ll admit, threw me.
No matter how hard I tried to find his angle, I never could.
I wasn’t a student like he was, working toward a future in corporate America and a pension.
I was a bartender, nothing more and I didn’t pretend otherwise.
From the start, he accepted me as I was. 
He dug every nuance that made me different from the others.
So for him I let my guard down, I let him in and he stayed there, burrowed deep in my heart.
He was the first guy to give me butterflies and hope.
 
Every spare moment for nearly two years was spent with him.
For us to be apart was rare.
Even his friends and our own families knew where one went the other followed.
The two of us finished each other’s sentences and had our own inside jokes.
I was young, but I knew connections like this didn’t happen to everyone.
For me, it surpassed friendship.
For me, it felt like the beginning to forever.
I tuned the world out for him.
 
With summer coming before his senior year, I worried I’d see him less. 
My fear was if he went home, that I wouldn’t see him until Fall. 
While his parents liked me, they didn’t approve of our bond.
He was destined for bigger things and I was trash.
It may not have been voiced but it was implied and sadly, I didn’t disagree.
Even so, I couldn’t go from seeing him every day to waiting weeks. 
I couldn’t risk him losing interest or his parents driving a wedge. 
I especially refused to surrender him to another girl.
An idea formed.
It was risky, yet genius.
I had my own apartment, I lived alone.
He resided in a dorm during the school year but would be forced to go home unless…
I invited him to stay with me.
This seemed like the best possible chance for us. 
Because there had to be an us. 
While I couldn’t express in words why this idea was crucial, I just knew that it was.
All signs pointed to happily ever after and I needed to follow them.
 
Because we fit.
He knew everything about me and I him. 
But I saw how other girls watched him, wanted him, waited for me to fuck up so they could swoop in.
I also knew the only thing keeping them from attacking en masse was my presence.
Yes, I was territorial and no, I didn’t hide it.
We may not have a label, but people had suspicions and neither of us bothered denying it.
He didn’t want guys around me any more than I wanted skanks around him.
However, I had to know. Had to see where this could go. I couldn’t let another day go by wondering if he felt the same about me as I did about him.
So I made an offer hoping, praying, that he would choose me. 
And he did.
 
I had to be dreaming.
Moments like this didn’t happen to me.
But when he pressed our palms together, his larger to my smaller, before linking our fingers, I sucked in a breath.
Real, it was real.
With a growl, he covered me with his body, buried his nose in my neck and inhaled. I responded in kind because I wanted to be close to him in every way. Wrapping my legs as far around him as I could, I place a kiss over the skin covering his heart and sink my fingers into his thick hair. Pleased by this he raises up, looks down at me and grins.
That grin was my undoing. That grin meant the world to me because I was the only one who was on the receiving end of it. I may not know much about males and what made them tick, but I did know last night had been the best decision I had ever made. 
 
“I can’t believe we did it,” he says kissing my neck tenderly. “I never thought it’d be me.” 
Waking up in his arms after losing my virginity hours before, I said nothing. Because honestly, I never thought it would be him either. Guys like him don’t notice roughneck girls like me. But he did, always had and waiting had been worth it. I had taken a chance and it had paid off. I was feeling confident and bold. 
I wanted him to spend the summer with me, just us, no distractions. 
Axle had been to my place hundreds of times and if he crashed, he slept on the couch.
But he already had clothes there, CDs and his travel kit. 
In my mind he was half-way moved in.
The million-dollar question was, would he want more? Because I wanted more, I wanted Axle to myself.
I had waited forever to be sure that telling him how I felt wouldn’t alter our friendship. 
Tossing my feelings out seemed like a risk yesterday. But now after the most amazing night of my life, the sweetest things he’d said to me, the beautiful things he’d done to me, not telling seemed criminal.
 
Three words.
I love you should be the easiest words you ever say.
As far as timing went, it would never be better than this.
With his messy hair, cocky grin, and possessive grip on my hips, I rolled myself on top of him and cupped his face in my hands. It was time.
“Axle,” I whispered tracing his stubble with my fingertips. “I need to tell you something and ask you something.”
“You can tell me anything,” he said and I could feel his anticipation because it mirrored my own. “Ask me anything, you know that.”
“Last night,” I stumbled to say. “You—us. It was perfect.”
“Yeah, it was,” he said taking my hand to kiss the top, which melted me. No one else saw this side of him but me, just me. “You were perfect, Drew, then again everything about you is.”
“We were in synch,” I smiled lovingly. “Like we’ve done it a thousand times before.”
“Believe me,” he grinned again. “I know.”
“I want to be in synch again, like as much as possible, with you. Twenty-four-seven, with a key and your boots by the door,” God, I was babbling. “Because you’re not just my best friend.”
“Hey,” he said softly. “You’re not just my best friend either.”
Elated about that, I kiss him once and said, “Axle, I—,” when someone knocked on his door. College dorms had paper thin walls and the knock sounded like an explosion. I was kicking myself for not doing this at my place. Where we could make noise and not be interrupted. However, there was nothing to be done about that now.
Kissing me on the nose and rolling me gently to my back, he whispers, “Whoever it is, I’ll get rid of them. We’re not done yet.”
“Okay,” I sighed dreamily up at him and groan when I catch sight of his bare ass. 
So fucking beautiful…
My place, his, it didn’t matter, I decided. Not as long as he was there. 
Smiling into the pillow that held his scent, I hear laughter followed by words that would change the course of my life.
Two words specifically.
 
“No shit?” the voice I recognized as annoying asshole, Mike, roared in laughter. “Drew was a mercy fuck?”
“Keep your voice down,” he said angrily but it was too late, the damage had been done. 
“Mercy fuck?” he roared again digging the blade in deeper. “Priceless man, fucking priceless!”
 
I knew exactly what it meant to be a mercy fuck. The stigma behind it, the fucking ridicule that would now follow.
Naked in his bed I felt my trust shatter, my hope being crushed and the very essence of me being ruined. 
Hollow, vulnerable, and cold. So cold my teeth began to chatter, followed by my stomach bottoming out.
Nausea was swift, the room began to pitch and my nose was burning too.
Indescribable pain.
I even clutched my chest wondering if my heart had been cleaved in half. 
It hadn’t. It still beat, just differently now.
Everything was different now.
Evidently, I was the girl he didn’t actually want to fuck but he did it anyway because he didn’t want to hurt my feelings. 
Oh yeah, Axle scored big, huge even.
He tagged the bartending virgin.
Since the day I started slinging drinks the pervs brought their A games. 
I literally lost count of how times men tried to ‘tap my ass’. 
Never, not once, did I play into it. 
No, I waited. Fucking waited!
 
All I could think was, how? How did I not know? Nearly two years of non-stop friendship, brutal honesty and that’s what he thought of me? The humiliation was complete when I heard Mike, the narcissistic fuckstick, telling other people in the hallway and Axle threatening to kill him if he didn’t shut his mouth. 
I wasn’t stupid. 
I’ve heard guys talk about mercy fucks for years. Even as horny as college guys were, they drew the line at tagging another guy’s mistake. It was like some frat boy fucking code or something. I’ve seen how mercy fucks were treated and it wasn’t kindly. The poor girls were campus jokes and they didn’t deserve that. No one fucking deserved that.
I refused to be brought low. 
I refused to be the campus cautionary tale. 
The second Axle and I started hanging out together people had talked. Now the gossiping assholes had an actual reason to talk. 
There was no more speculation. They’d know the second I walked out the door and commenced my walk of shame. 
I set myself up for an epic fall and the fault lied with me. I broke my rule and fraternized with a customer. 
Wrong!
I fell in love with a customer.
Had I kept to myself no one would have shit to say because there was no shit.
Which means I fucked up and I could never show my face around here again.
 
Hardening what was left of my heart, I looked around his room and debated ripping it apart with my bare hands.  The only reason I didn’t was because the need to escape was more powerful than the need for destruction. 
By the time he came back in, I was already dressed and sliding my flats on. 
“You’re leaving?” he asked reaching for me and I couldn’t stop myself. With every ounce of strength, I had, I cock-punched him and when he hit the floor, I stepped over him, snagging my bag on the way out. I was extremely proud of myself for not looking back or worse, begging him to love me even a fraction of how I loved him. 
My heart urged me to fucking stop, turn back around and ask him why?
But I no longer listened to the useless, deceptive organ. Instead, I tuned out his voice roaring for me to come back. The second I hit the steps and the sun hit my skin, I tuned everything out.
 
Because of those two words I vowed to spend my future making certain I was never a mercy fuck again.
I sure as hell wouldn’t be foolish enough to ever fall in love twice either. 
Feelings and romance were for pussies.
The very next day, I moved to a new apartment, quit my job at the bar, and relocated deeper into the city. I found work at a menacing establishment off the grid. A place where college assholes dare not come. It was here I would find the means to explore men on my own terms, where I could fuck them and leave them because that’s what people like me did. It’s what I would continue to do too.
No guy would ever hold that power over me again.
I held the power now.
Therefore, I became the mercy fuck master.
 



 

It’s like the man held no regard for money.
Considering that’s what we needed to make a living, I had been spending all my time sorting through old files he had ‘forgotten’ were in his basement.
While he may not care about paying his bills, I did and I considered this unfinished business. The boxes held forgotten bounties or as he called them, ‘favors’. Here I’d worked for the man for years and had no idea these boxes even existed or that he even did favors. 
 
Six months ago, I bought Foxy’s Bail Bonds from him when he mentioned retirement. The problem was, taking over a business took a lot of man-hours and I had yet to take on any new business because I needed to close out the old first. Between improvements to the building, transferring licenses, and buying a computer to store shit electronically, meant I was just now able to find the time to sort through. Creating files were the God damn bane of my existence and it wasn’t the first time I wondered if buying him out was a mistake. I enjoyed field work, not desk work and my headache agreed with me. 
Finally, to the bottom of the last box, I tore open the file never in a million fucking years expecting to see her face. Every emotion I had buried, every memory of her, of us, pummeled me. It was a swift and brutal assault and I planted my hands on my chair to hold me upright. Not only was it excruciating, it was a motherfucker of a reminder of what I’d lost too.
 
I scanned the pages quickly but found myself going back to her picture. There was no taking my eyes from it, no stopping my fingers from tracing it. Drew was even more beautiful now than she was the one night I had her in my arms. And believe me, she was a thing of beauty. A woman that I could never, even nine years later, forget. 
Foxy and I established a simple relationship early on. I busted my ass making us both money and in return he refused to speak of Drew. He’d made it clear from the get she was not a topic he’d discuss and in nine years, he never did. Even when Drew’s dad stopped in he spoke of everything but his oldest daughter. Behind these walls, she did not exist and in the beginning, it grated but after a while, I had been grateful. Because I associated Drew with pain, unspeakable pain.
 
Dialing him, I ask why he never mentioned this to me. Then I asked him why he didn’t let me handle it and in his usual gruff way, he simply said, “Drew pistol whips a motherfucker, Drew has reason. Which is why I left her the fuck alone.” I didn’t like this at all. I’d been with Foxy for years and he never kept business to himself before, it’s not how we operated. He should have trusted me to handle her like I’d handle any other bond.
“Care to tell me why I wasn’t brought in on this?” I asked and at his silence, I pointed out, “She pistol whipped a cop’s kid, Foxy. No way Drake was cool with that.”
“Drake knows his daughter and raised a fine woman. A cop’s kid should know better than to put his hands on a woman, Axle. A woman who don’t like kids, cop’s spawn or not, putting their hands on people; so she taught him a lesson. That lesson ended nine months ago. So do what I did, stuff it back in that God damn box.”
“Can’t,” I said tracing her mugshot with my finger again. Her mugshot with her rolling her pretty eyes at the camera. Still fucking sassy as ever, clearly time and arrests hadn’t altered that.
“Drake asked me to handle it personally, not you, for good reason. Nine years is a long time, son, people change. She’s different now. Not as soft and sweet, but hardened. I promise you, she is not the Drew you know anymore…” he said with a sigh.
“Actually old man,” I said tracing her photo again while ignoring his warning. “No one knows her better than I do.”
 
Or at least, I hoped what I said was true. 
Because once we had been in synch, as she’d said. 
And I didn’t believe she could have changed much more than I had. 
She and I were one in the same, made for each other.
Drew was the girl who laughed at my jokes, whose laugh sounded like the tinkling of soft bells and who never left my side for nearly two years. The girl who looked at me like I hung the moon and lit the stars. The same one who let me be her hero, best friend, and her first. The fucking girl who saved it all for me.
We were supposed to have forever, had been on our way to finding it when I kissed her for the first time.
The second our mouths met, I knew being apart from her was unthinkable. 
At least it was until she left and made living without her a reality I wasn’t equipped to face. 
To this day, I don’t know why she looked broken when I reached for her or why she nutted me leaving me to writhe in pain on the floor. It’s not like I could ask her dad, Drake, or her surrogate grandfather, Foxy, why the girl they adored and I banged, took off without a backward glance.
There was a reason I forced myself not to think about her. Because the more I did the more questions I had. Did she regret being with me? Did I hurt her? What had she been gearing up to say? Had she found someone else? Was she married? Fuck, did she have kids? Why didn’t I tell her that I loved her? Was she happy? Most of all, did she ever think about me?
 
The woman in this photo was still beautiful, no doubt. 
But she didn’t look happy. Plus, there was an edge to her she didn’t have before and that was saying something. 
Drew Zelinski was as edgy as they came. 
She marched to the beat of her own drum and gave zero fucks about popular opinion. 
Oh, she didn’t mind if you had one she just didn’t want to hear about it.
I was convinced I’d never see her again.
Yet, I was staring at her picture. 
Then I searched for her home address and to see where she worked.
When I saw The Hole, I frowned wondering why in the hell she’d work at such a rough joint, then I found myself smiling when I realized I looked forward to finding out when I got there. Detroit may be a big city, but right now it had never felt smaller and she’d never felt closer.
 
According to her file, she’d been busy breaking the law and Foxy’s been busy bailing her out while keeping me in the dark. This wasn’t even her first offense, it just happened to be one that stuck because the vic was a cop’s kid. Odds are, she was in the right because she didn’t hit people for the sake of hitting people, but that wasn’t the point. The point was this was an opportunity for me to find her and get answers. Drew left me on the floor holding my nuts after the best night of my life, just as she was about to tell me something important and I wanted to know why she ran. 
If that meant slapping cuffs on her to make that happen, so be it. 
Fuck, the idea of her in cuffs had my cock jumping in my jeans.
Because she would fight me and I wanted her to.
 
Drew ran from me once.
But she couldn’t run again if I cornered her.
Hell, I’d sit on her little ass if I had to.
Because Drew and I? We had unfinished business.
Side note: I should probably stop and pick up a cup…
 



 
 


“He’s a big motherfucker,” Fudge, my head of security aka dicksmasher said shaking his head in disgust over my latest hire. If I was a tough nut to crack, he was a jawbreaker. The man was perpetually pissed off and I was sure if he gave happiness a shot, he’d probably end up shooting himself in the face to end his pain. Fudge didn’t like people. Most days I was certain he barely tolerated me. However, he was family and I loved him, flaws and all.
“He’s a giant,” I agreed on a hard exhale.
“Then why the fuck does he look ready to shit his pants?”
“How did I get this wrong?” I asked myself, more than him. 
“Heart’s bigger than your common sense, boss,” he said frowning down at me.
“Hired you didn’t I?”
“Yeah and he’s three of me but I could take four of him.”
“Get back to work,” I grunted shaking my head. “I’ve got shit to do.”
When the first bottle was hurled, I scaled the counter to shut it down before someone got cut. When a fight broke out in front of me, I looked around needing my new guy to step up and show me his man-sac. Unfortunately, he wasn’t doing that.  He looked ready to run; or like Fudge said, shit his pants. Oh, and where was my head of security during all this? Flipping me off from the door. 
 
“Impress me,” I advise him for the last damn time.  After breaking up the previous fight and getting beer in my cleave, I was in a mood. “Because if you can’t break up a bar fight, you can’t bounce in a bar.”
His name was Tiny, which he wasn’t. But his name should have been Pussy because he was. I hired him on size alone because, well, who wouldn’t? He wanted to bounce, I needed a bouncer. The math wasn’t complicated. Unfortunately, Tiny was the big man with a gentle soul and my bar wasn’t Chuck-E-Fucking-Cheese.
“I’m twice their size, Drew,” he says and I swear he was close to hiding behind me like an elephant behind a penguin. 
“Duh,” I say waving my arms to encompass his massive stature. When all he could do was blink at me, I grunted, “Screw it, I’ll handle it myself.” During his interview, I should have known it was a bad fit when he flinched every time I made blow job hand gestures. We were currently pushing max capacity and I needed him to have my back not hide behind it. Though I was amazing, I couldn’t be in two places at once. My bar wasn’t big but it wasn’t small either. However, with the crowd shoulder to shoulder it took me time and energy to get to the other side. Time I did not have. Time that should have been spent behind the bar serving drinks. Shit was going down near the back corridor and Fudge was nowhere to be seen. This wouldn’t be the first time I wondered if I should close up the hallway access. However, hiring more staff was supposed to alleviate that problem, not fucking add to it.
 
The
Hole in the Wall was just that, a hole in the wall. A stunning piece of Detroit history all on its own. In 1967, the Detroit riot, also known as the 12th Street Riot started out as a public disorder that turned into a major civil disturbance.
An after-hours bar known as Blind Pig, was raided with cops confronting patrons and civilians. What began as a raid morphed into five days of violence and destruction. 
Shit, the National Guard, and 82nd Airborne Division were even called in.
Prior to whatever explosive rocked the front of this place, it had been a Polish restaurant.
The owners bounced and when the dust settled, the building now known as The Hole was brought to life.
It has stood proud, packed a crowd, and kept to its original bones since the riot.
It’s a gorgeous place inside and out. Walking through an actual hole to reach the main doors has never gotten old.
Because for me, history never dies.
True history lives forever.
 
I’ve been here for nine years and no two nights had ever been the same. We served booze, not food, and catered to a wild crowd. My bar had no stools, tables, or shit on the walls. What it did have were old school Pioneer speakers and glorious attitude. It was a place to party and cut loose in, nothing more. There was no dress code or expectation. It was a fucking bar. Complicating it was what other bars did, I didn’t see the point.
Perhaps it was a full moon or maybe I was just too optimistic for a change, but tonight was rowdier than most and I reveled in it. 
The schtick about The Hole was that the people who came here liked rowdy, expected it, needed it. The release from daily life happened here and staff members were encouraged to join in. I was the supreme shit starter and my regulars straight up adored my mean streak. Most started shit for no other reason than to have me hit them and I never let them down. I learned long ago novelties won’t last. But The Hole had staying power because it was real and it was raw.  We didn’t give a fuckity fuck what people thought. Anyone could serve a drink but it took a special kind of person to keep a bar like this on lock. Turns out I’m super special because people came from all over to see me in action. So when the fight started to spill over to the folks that might if given a reason, start shooting, I changed direction, grabbed my bat from behind the bar, scaled it in one leap calling Tiny a punk bitch on my way over.
Swinging it around with one hand easily, I whistle with the other which causes the guy who started the fight to stop. I didn’t know him and since I made it a point to know everyone, he’d be leaving if he gave me grief. “You done?” I ask him casually when I was feeling anything but. “You good?”
“Yeah,” he says wiping his mouth but grinning in victory. “I’m good.”
“What about you, slugger?” I ask the other guy, the one who got his ass whooped. “You done?”
“Motherfucker hit me for no reason!” he shouts then spits on my floor which was followed up with silence. Most of the crowd are regulars, they know. But even the ones here for a thrill knew to step back. 
So looking from the floor to the other guy I ask him, “Why’d you spit on my hardwood?”
“Fuck you,” he says spitting again. “I don’t answer to you, bitch.”
“True,” I say in agreement then twirl my backup. “But you will answer to Woody.”
“Oh yeah?” he laughs and I’ll note he was the only one. “Who’s Woody?”
Shrugging easily, I twirl him once, twice, and then I line up. “Oh, just my bat.”
And then I swung for the fence. No, I didn’t kill him. Relax, I just knocked the wind out of him, and by that I mean I sent his ass to the concrete. 
 
“Tiny!” I shout over the cheers. “Get your big ass over here and clean this mess up!”
Kneeling next to the moaning idiot, I recited the rules he’d want to remember for any future visits. “You can fight in my bar, you can break bottles in it, and you can even piss all over the toilet too. But when I call a fight, you do not disrespect me by spitting on my floor. Floors I clean. I catch you doing some shit like that again, I’ll swing for your mouth. Do we have an understanding?”
I am given a reluctant nod and when Tiny gently pushed his way through, I am seriously close to firing him but the words die in my throat. Because when I looked up I saw the one man I never wanted to see again. “Handle this,” I order standing up. Credit to Tiny for picking the idiot up with one hand and hauling him out the front door. And God dammit, he was even nice about the manhandling. Note to self: In the future, hire convicted felons.
 
Offering fake smiles to the customers, giving fist bumps and swats with Woody, I stow him behind the bar and head for the tap. An awareness I hadn’t felt in nine years slithered down my spine and threatened to drop me where I stood. Only one person had the ability to rattle me and I’ll be God damned if after all this time I’d let him know it still worked. Seeing as that person was making his way over to me and was not gentle when pushing through the crowd, I knew I needed a fucking drink before I dealt with him. Slamming a shot back, I set my customers up with their refills making sure to ignore the asshole currently staring at me. Unfortunately, it wasn’t working so I did another shot, then another, but it was no use. He wasn’t leaving. Neither were these feelings of inadequacy and heartache that I worked hard to suppress either. Clearly no amount of mainlined alcohol was going to work, which meant I was well and truly cornered when the motherfucker blocked my exit too.
When avoiding him no longer worked and he decided to speak, I tried tuning him out.
At hearing his voice, I realized history may not die, but in this case, I really wished it had.
I also realized my jaw had suddenly developed a tic. 
Huh, that’s new…
“Long time, Drew,” he says appraising me from head to toe.
“Not long enough,” I say trying to go around him but careful not to get too close. My plan was to treat him like the herp; because let’s face it, no one wants that shit since there’s no cure.
“Got a minute to talk?” he counters and dammit, refused to move. 
“I’m working,” I mumble pointing out the obvious hoping he’d give up because fuck me, he smelled yummy.
“I’d really like a minute,” he insists as if I had a reason to listen to anything he had to say.
“And I’d really like to dislocate your jaw,” I reply sweetly but I knew my eyes gave me away. “Guess neither of us is getting what we want tonight. Looks like you wasted your time. Buh bye now, Pooh Bear.”
Blocking me again, this time crossing his arms over his chest to prove he wasn’t afraid of me and to show he was serious. Instantly I was frustrated that; A) he morphed into a larger virtually unmovable man. B) I wanted to lick him from sac to sternum. C) I was wet, and D) I needed batteries.
“I need to talk to you, Drew, and I’m sure you’ll remember I’m not real fond of begging.”
He was also not fond of telling the truth or being nutted but I didn’t voice either.
Pushing my chest, to well, not quite his chest, more like his stomach, I felt my blood pressure rise along with years of hatred and hurt battling its way to the surface. When it was obvious he wasn’t going to stand down, I went with controlling the situation and told him, “Meet me out front in five,” then I throw an elbow into his stomach in passing which unfortunately hurt me more than it hurt him. If Axle was a tank before, he was a fucking tank now.
 
Taking a moment to myself in my upstairs bathroom, I splash water on my face and fight to get it together. Emotional bullshit had no place in my life right now, or ever if I was honest. These days I focused on two things: Business and business. As far as my personal life went; I didn’t date, flirt, or waste energy caring about what men wanted. If I found a man worth fucking, that’s what I did. That’s all I did. I took his cock and a bit of his time before I discarded him.
On the list of things I didn’t need tonight, a history lesson was at the top.
My history with Axle, as far as I was concerned, needed to stay where it belonged, buried in the past, where my feelings resided.
 
Realizing that we’ve surrendered our self-esteem to others and choosing to be accountable for our own self-worth would mean absorbing the terrifying fact that we’re always vulnerable to pain and loss.


At four am seven years ago, my dad quoted Martha Beck to me in the lobby of the Inn on Ferry Street. 
And when he could have yelled or belittled me, he hadn’t. Because my dad knew I was lost and had a fair idea why.
I couldn’t hide what I had been doing. Reeking of sex and alcohol, barely able to stand on my own. 
Having him see me with tousled hair, puffy lips and my shirt on backward was a low point for me.
Had I been thinking, I would have remembered that he often took midnight shifts for extra money. 
My dad was never supposed to have reason to be disappointed in me. 
Not when I lived to make him proud. 
This would be the one time, the only time, I would ever admit that I wondered if I’d made a mistake by running. 
Being that I could sink no further, I let him see how far the mighty had fallen.
 
Daddy, I had whispered. This wasn’t supposed to be my life. I’m miserable and I miss him. Please tell me what to do.
With regret and resolve in his eyes, he said, find your own happiness, without him.
I took his advice and let Axle and thoughts of forgiveness go. 
I would do as my dad said, I would make him proud and find my own happiness. 
Though I succeeded with the first, I never managed the second.
Shaking myself of memories best left alone, I looked down at my hands noticing they were trembling.
What in the hell is happening to me?

Splashing water on my face again, I dry off, secure my holster and grab my gun on my way out.
Before opening the door, I look at myself in the mirror and gave myself the best pep talk ever, “Feelings, we don’t do them.” Tucking my gun on my back right side, I descended the steps wondering when I became a liar.
 



 
 

“Okay, Axle,” she said biting her lip seductively. “Let’s play.”
Did she even know what that did to me? Fuck no, she didn’t and that’s what made it so damn sexy. Drew had absolutely no idea how appealing she was. “Ladies first,” I offer moving to the side so she had space. I regretted bringing her here because every guy in the house openly stared at her.  To avoid killing anyone, I brought her into the dining room so I could be alone with her. Bent over, sexy as fuck, she moves slowly and purposefully. Winking at me to take my turn, I do so with much less flare. I didn’t have a choice seeing as I was fighting a stiffy and losing. 
When I screwed up my play, thereby setting her up for the win, Drew catches it, puts down her final piece and shouts, “Domino motherfuckers!”

 
Everything about her was full speed ahead, this had not changed.
She was a bulldozer stuffed inside a curvy frame.
The woman revved me up like no other.
She challenged me then just as she was now. As if she was compelled to…
Drew was not a woman who withered. Not for any man or any reason. Not even for me. She was utterly fearless and extremely intimidating unless you knew the core of her. 
Few knew how sensitive she actually was. Like she wore a cloak to disguise her true nature, she hid behind it.
I was certain Drew was still Drew, just a little bit older and colder now. Let’s not forget, guarded.
The woman had erected a shield a fucking nuclear bomb couldn’t penetrate.
But she didn’t used to be this way…
Maybe not, I reasoned. But she certainly was now.
 
My original plan to come in and cuff her fizzled the second I saw the wooden bat in her hand.
Besides being brained, cuffing her in a bar where the crowd clearly loved her would be suicide; and that’s if she didn’t try killing me first. I could hold my own in almost any situation but there were too many unknowns inside The Hole. 
Hell, this was one bar even I never ventured into. The place was chaos on smack. However, if you paid attention and watched her, you’d see it was a controlled chaos. Now I’m kicking my own ass for never stopping in because if I had, I would have found her sooner and by fate, not court order. 
 
Making my way out front to wait, I exhale hard while favoring my side. Christ, for a small woman she still hit like a Mack truck. It wasn’t that she knew how to hit, it was that she knew where to hit. The woman inflicted maximum damage with little effort on her part. When the door opens and she steps out, my breath literally caught again because Drew, even after nine years, still stole the air from my lungs. Insanely long, curly, jet black hair, bright green eyes with pouty lips and a thick body that time did not alter. Short for a woman but curvy where it mattered, she was sex on a fucking stick. Sporting a vintage Cash t-shirt that barely held her tits in, because those tits were too glorious to be covered, I openly stared. Levi jeans that were well broken in, molded to her thick frame perfectly with just the right amount of give, made me salivate. Drew used to say Levis were the only kind of jeans she could pull over her ass and she was right. Noticing the boots on her feet, I fought a groan when I saw she still donned her shit kickers.
The woman was a classic.
Lighting a cigarette, she struts over to the restored Impala leaning casually against it.  The same Impala we worked on side-by-side for months. Together, we rebuilt her and had the time of our lives doing it. It was during those times I fell deeper and deeper in love with her. I fell in love with every little fucking thing about her. At twenty-one, I had found my forever and wasn’t letting her go. Where I knew engines and bodywork, Drew could do custom better than anyone I’d ever met and she’d been self-taught. 
Hence, why I brought it tonight but the woman didn’t seem to care about the past, the car, or my sudden appearance. It was apparent I was the only one struggling with their feelings because judging by the look on her face, she didn’t have any.
What happened to the girl I remember?
 
“Talk,” she said sizing me up and was cataloging the changes. 
Standing before her was a man twice the size he’d been the last time she’d seen him nine years ago. The one and only time he was inside of her she held onto his shoulders telling him she loved his strength, dug her nails into his back to stake her claim and cried out his name while he loved the fuck out of her. 
Forgetting the girl responsible was impossible. No matter how hard I tried I failed and believe me, I tried.
Who are you kidding? You still feel her touch to this very day.
She was fighting it but she remembered too. Even if I wasn’t sure, her rock hard nipples gave her away. 
Those pink beauties were always hard around me. Always.
 
“Nine years ago you left me on the ground holding my balls. Mind telling me why?”
“Talk about something else.”
“Why are you still bartending?”
“Next.”
“You’re still gorgeous.”
“No shit,” she said rolling her eyes and I wanted to hug her. “Wrap it up, blue balls, I’m insanely busy.”
“Yeah,” I say getting closer, as close as possible because she smelled so fucking good. I had first-hand knowledge that she tasted even better. Like vanilla and pear…“Busting ass with a ball bat. You can’t go around hitting people with a piece of wood, Drew. You’re a lawsuit waiting to happen.” When she rolls her eyes again, instead of putting her over my knee, I go with, “Thought about you every day since you left.”
Looking up at me she shrugs and says, “Wacky, considering until tonight, I hadn’t thought of you at all.”
Liar! I wanted to shout but went with, “Seems to me you have a lot of aggression for a guy you haven’t thought about.” Have you missed me?
“What can I say, I’m an aggressive woman,” she said hitting her cigarette and I wanted her mouth on me not that filter. “You obviously came here looking for me. The question is, why?”
Before I could say another word there was gunfire. In a blink, I had us both on the concrete but used my body to cushion the blow. Checking her over for injury was pointless when she palmed my face to push me away. “Stay down,” I order her while trying to keep my hold on her. Don’t let go!
“Eat a dick,” she said breaking free and sunk her knee into my stomach causing me to grunt in pain.
Coming to her feet, she produces a gun and releases the slide with ease. 
Where in the hell had she been keeping that monster?

Firing six rounds across the street was followed up with a man yelling out, “Drew? That you?”
“Yeah, asshole!” she yelled back furiously. “That me!”
“Was aiming for him.”
“Well, your aim sucks!”
“Go on inside, honey, he’s my kill.”
“No can do,” she said sliding her piece back inside her holster that was hidden on her right side. Doing this caused her tits to strain in her top which I found seriously hot.  Don’t get hard now, idiot, oops, too late! “Because I’m going to kill him.”
“Did two years ‘cause of him!”
“Not my problem, Remo!”
“Can I, at least, watch you do it?”
Sneering at me she asked, “Do I want to know what you do for a living, honey badger?”
“Honey—? Christ, you’re mean. You’re lucky I find it adorable. I bought Foxy out.” Sharing this did not make her happy. Her dad, Drake, worked for Foxy back in the day. Her dad was her hero and could do no wrong in her eyes. The bond business was feast or famine, especially before the internet. When Drake worked for Foxy he barely made enough to support his large family. But the guy loved his job and busted his ass every time he went out. His eldest daughter shared his work ethic and followed his work closely. She claimed it was only because she wanted him safe. But I knew her and she also wanted her dad to get paid quickly so she leaned on her regulars, passing intel along to him. I was lucky enough to see him in action a few times myself and her old man had flare, the same flare she has. 
After losing her, I had no clue what I wanted to do, my life was in a tailspin. Without a degree, no one would hire me so I went to Foxy and asked for a job. Drake had already found other work because he needed benefits and Foxy needed someone to fill the gap. The timing had been perfect. 
Plus, if it came down to fists, I wouldn’t go to jail for it because it was part of the gig. Being paid to throw down didn’t suck for a guy with a temper like mine. I’d always wondered if she knew, but it was clear Drake and Foxy upheld the same rule with her as they did with me. It was also clear she wasn’t impressed and I refused to look into why that bothered me. 
 
“Figures,” she says, flicking the cigarette, she somehow managed to hold onto during the gun fight.
“Remo, you have kids to raise,” she called across the street. “Here’s some free advice: Maybe consider a life that doesn’t include crime. It’s just a suggestion! Now haul ass outta here, I’ll handle this.”
“Make him bleed, Drew,” the guy said just as bullets riddled the Impala.
“For fuck’s sake, Remo! What did I just say?”
“That wasn’t me!” he yelled, and out of instinct I yanked her down on top of me once again.
“Who else hates you, because it’s obvious I’m not the only one, cocktard.”
The feel of her on top of me scrambled my brain and all I could say was, “I have enemies.” Coughing to dislodge my spleen from my throat didn’t diminish how good it felt to have her near me again. She was all around me and all I could think about. Drew, however, was not suffering the same problem. 
“I can see why,” she says pushing off of me to stand and once again firing blind.
“What in the hell are you doing!”
“Providing cover you, jackhole!”
“Why do you even have a gun?” I shout at her.
“Uh… because I can?” 
“You can’t shoot out in the open, Drew!” I chastise her. “You could kill an innocent bystander!”
“First, there are no bystanders, innocent or otherwise, Axle. I checked on my way out. Second, I managed to survive nine years without anyone shooting at me and that streak went out the window when you showed up. Third,” she announces but says nothing.
I ask her, “What’s the third thing, Drew?”
“Did you get bigger?” she mumbles to herself before realizing she’d done it.
“In all the right places too,” I grin down at her.
“Why Foxy’s?” she asks suddenly.
“When I dropped out he’s the only one who’d hire me.”
“You dropped out? You only had one year left. Why would you piss that away?”
“Gunfire,” I remind her. “We can do this later.”
Uncaring of the danger she shakes her head and says, “No. We do this now. So you quit school. What did your parents have to say that about that?”
“Things changed after you left. Getting my degree for someone else didn’t suit so, I quit. When they found out, they disowned me,” I shrug easily refusing to recall the day my parents wrote me off.
“Disowned you,” she says sadly and I watch her face soften but in a blink, it was gone.
“Haven’t spoken to them in nine years.”
“Well,” she huffs crossing her arms over her perfect chest. “No one ever said you were smart, needle dick.”
“Someone did,” I say ignoring her nickname and moving in closer. Leaning down so she could hear me I whisper, “I specifically remember someone saying it often. Oh that’s right, Princess Frost Bite. It was you.”
Snapping out of it, she growls up at me, “Get in your piece of shit Impala and bounce, fuck nugget.”
“It’s not a piece of shit, Danny DeVito,” I argue, uncaring of the danger. She hit a sore spot and I wasn’t having it. “You loved this car. Now it’s got bullet holes in it!”
“You did not just call me—My offer expires in,” firing a round she warns, “Three,” firing again, “Two,” then staring me down and firing blind she growls, “One.”
 
This was getting out of control and yet I was still rock hard. The woman wasn’t going to back down and secretly, I loved it. However, she would continue to hurl ridiculous names at me, while shooting into the dark, and holding her ground until the other guy died or quit. It didn’t matter to her that the other guy also had a gun.
Because she was too focused on me to consider him a threat.
This meant I needed to flip the script. 
 
Once I seized control and the moment she realized she’d lost it, Drew would go apeshit. She’d also be difficult to contain (without gunfire) and would definitely fight back.
Please fight back…
Sliding the cuffs out of my back pocket, I come up behind her and slap one wrist before snagging her piece, tucking it away and securing her right hand quickly. “Are you high?” she screamed trying to deflect but was too late.
With her thrashing in my arms, I struggle with the door because I’m too focused on being gentle with her to get her inside.  When a bullet nearly takes her face off, I said fuck gentle and shoved her in hard with my foot. Crashing into the door, her face absorbed the impact and I winced.
Oops.
Jumping in and gunning it, I flew down the streets until we were far enough away to breathe easy. Glancing over at her, I felt like a dick for launching her as hard as I did but if I said I was sorry, she’d only adjust herself and mule kick me. Drew didn’t like being babied, I didn’t like bleeding and I wasn’t looking to total my ride. 
 
“I’m not high,” I comment several minutes later trying to break the ice. “And if you don’t answer my questions I’m taking you in for skipping out on your bond.” See? In total control…
“It’s like that?” she asks quietly while staring out of her window.
“It’s like that,” I confirm making sure she knows who’s in charge here.
Then, giving me the most beautiful smile I’ve seen in years, she bites her plump lip and says, “Okay, Axle, let’s play.”
It’s official, Foxy was right.
I didn’t know the new Drew.
But I sure as hell looked forward to figuring her out.
 



 
 

“She’s beautiful,” I say with so much excitement I nearly buckled.
“Yeah,” he said softly. “She is.”
Sometimes he said things that I swore were intended for me but I could never be sure. I was also too afraid to ask only to find out I’m wrong. So I played it off but I didn’t play off how stoked I was for this car. “Whose is it?” I ask jumping in to sit on the torn front seat.
“Ours.”
“Huh?”
“She’s ours,” he said draping himself over me with his elbows on the hood. “We’re gonna fix her up.”
“We are?”
“Yeah,” he grinned perfectly. “Together.”
 
 
My parents had five daughters, which meant money was scarce.
As the oldest, I saw their struggles and helped to hide it from my sisters. My dad busted his ass working no less than two jobs, seven days a week to provide for us. To make sure my mom could stay home and raise us without daycare. 
Fact: Never, not once, did he complain.
Though we didn’t have much, it was okay because my parents were the fucking greatest. As a kid, I didn’t care for sports or academics. I loved playing ‘restaurant’ in the basement and serving my family. 
I begged from age ten on to be allowed to get a job. I wanted to help my dad, I wanted to do my part. 
Turns out, I had to wait three more years and even then neither parent was pleased when I didn’t do what other teenagers did by babysitting or a paper route.
With my eyes on the prize, I got hired for my first job washing dishes at the local dive bar after school three days a week. Mom was far from happy; but my dad, after a two-day ass kissing bender, had talked her down.
By sixteen, my mom ceased bitching about it since I was practically running the place. Bars, for some weird reason, were my thing, they made sense to me without my trying. So at seventeen when I graduated from high school, I didn’t even walk with my class at commencements because I’d rather be making money than pretend I liked the humans I spent four years with. The owners never cared that I was underage; they only cared that I made them money. Plus, they knew my dad and Foxy, who vouched for me. Odds are good the owners feared them too, but whatever.
The day after I turned eighteen I met Axle. He came in with a group of his friends, took one look at me and sat at my bar. He had a few years on me and I liked that he did. Guys my age were walking talking masturbators. 
Located two blocks off campus, we stayed busy from open to close. College kids filled the place but so did execs and locals. Bottom line, the bar had the best location for what it provided. 
Me.
Okay fine, it wasn’t all about me. The food was good too, but I did have regulars. As in, dozens and they paid well, which allowed me to provide for my family and still live on my own.
Like any job, there were unspoken rules. 
The big one was, don’t get attached to the customers, especially romantically.
I followed this rule to the letter.
Until he introduced himself and I broke the number one rule by engaging him. 
Working in a bar meant taking pervs in stride, but he wasn’t like the others. First, he barely drank and second, he made eye contact with my face and not my tits. He was smart, funny, and very protective of me. But to everyone else he was rough, abrupt, and possessed a hair-trigger.
As he began to frequent regularly, I found out he worked part-time at the garage down the road and toward a general degree at Wayne State. Axle was promised a cushy job upon graduation but the stipulation was, earning that piece of paper. 
Though Axle came from money, he openly shunned it, preferring to channel his inner bad boy instead.
He channeled it like a fucking pro too.
Dark menacing eyes, stubble along his strong jaw, long dark shaggy hair, flannel shirt, broken-in Levis with Docs on his massive feet, he owned it. Add to that he was extremely tall, lumbered when he walked and possessed a vibe that warned anyone stepping to him they would pay in pain.
Which meant he had a thing about fist fights.
As in he loved them.
 
Needless to say, I instantly fell for everything about Axle. I was his biggest fan. Who watched him fight, cheered him on, and to keep him close, I slyly asked him to fix my Jeep. 
The Jeep turned into a motorcycle I found in a junkyard.
The motorcycle turned into parties I pretended to like.
Parties turned into family dinners with my family which I did like.
We were tight, the tightest, but I wanted more. We had moments where he hinted we were something but I was too afraid to step out of the friend-zone to ask what it was for fear he’d say it was nothing.
 
When he bought the Impala to fix together everything changed.
Every free moment we had was spent in close proximity and I fell so far in love with him I saw no way out.
I began making my own subtle hints, touching him at odd times, offering him my most seductive smile.
So when he asked me to his place before hitting the garage, the usual sexual tension that simmered just below the surface was burning me alive. 
I decided I was done fighting it.
 
The car we restored together had been beautiful, only I never had the chance to ride in it. Because instead of taking the Impala out for its first official test drive, I asked him to have sex with me. I told him I’d never done it and that I wanted it to be with him, only him. Everyone on campus knew me because they drank at my bar, it was like going to school without the class load. Until Axle, I hadn’t befriended customers because most never stuck around. Besides that, most proved to be idiots. For him, I went to ridiculous frat parties and pretended I fit in. Only I never did because I was a bar bitch and years ahead of most in the maturity game. Binge drinking and random hook ups were not my thing. Night after night, I watched people square off, choosing their temporary partner with little care. 
I refused to be any guy’s quick fuck. 
But in the end, I was something even worse. 
I was my best friend’s mercy fuck.
I ended up losing my virginity and Axle.
Worst of all, I lost myself.
 
I never held him responsible for who I’ve become, that was all on me. But I hated him for not being honest with me, for spewing pretty words only to slice me with them. I hated him for making what we had into a joke. For making me the joke. That night was the first time I’d ever quit anything in my life. Not only that, I ran away and hid. Since then I trusted no man’s pretty lies, no matter how attractive the package. Although to this day, no one’s package came close to his. I was also positive none ever would. When it came to sex, I took what I wanted and moved on.
No male had anything to offer me nor I them. I was hollow and if anyone bothered to look, they’d see it.
 
Now sitting in what I presume could only be his driveway, I couldn’t even find the nerve to meet his eyes when I ask him to take off the cuffs. When he didn’t answer, I forced myself to look his way and immediately regretted it. Axle was still Axle and it still fucking hurt. Loathe to admit it, his face was the one I saw each time I loaned out my body. For nine years, it has always been Axle that got me off. To hurt him, to keep myself from shattering, I left the men behind telling myself it was Axle Rhodes I had punished. By doing this I was giving him a taste of my misery, only I wasn’t doing anything more than hurting myself.
I was fully aware this was delusional and pathetic but I wasn’t inclined to stop doing it either. 
If it ain’t broke and all that…
Axle was the first, the only guy I ever let get the drop on me. 
His appearance tonight was not welcomed and our reunion wasn’t going to end on a positive note either. 
Because right now, I wanted to hurt him. As in physically, with my fists. 
Forget how painful it was to finally be sitting in the Impala and all the other bullshit from the past. This motherfucker put his foot in my ass after cuffing me and then had the balls to bring me to his house. A nice house, that had a new porch and fucking flowers out front. Proof he had a life, that he’d moved on.
I’ve never planted a flower or owned a home. I had no roots, no foundation…
Suddenly, my chest was tight and my nose was burning. 
No no no! Go away feelings you’re drunk!
Fuck, I couldn’t do this right now.
 
“I’ll take them off if you promise not to run,” he says reaching in his pocket for the key.
“Run where exactly?” I counter giving him access to my back. “You don’t live close to anything I’d consider running to. You have a welcome mat,” I say with an eye roll. “If I had any respect left for you, that killed it.”
When the metal was removed I was about to rub my wrists in relief when he slid his fingers over my skin and did it for me. Shocked by this, I jerked them back and plastered myself to the door my face made out with earlier. “You’re safe with me. I won’t hurt you, cupcake.” God, I hated the lies he told so easily and that he had the balls to sound aroused. Grr, that I was aroused by his voice and the stupid cuffs. I was such a she-whore!
“I can’t say the same about you, Axle,” I threaten weakly. “Foxy bailed my ass out a lot and never bothered to mention you once in nine years.”
“Yeah well, he never mentioned you had a record either. He officially sold me the business six months ago,” he said watching me close for a reaction. “I found your file buried at the bottom of a box.”
“You should have left it there,” I say angrily.
“So you’re cool with Foxy taking a hit because of you? He bonded your ass out personally, skittle tits.”
“First, don’t use nicknames, you suck at it.” Sadly, he didn’t suck at it. Hate him! “Second, he didn’t take a hit and none of this has shit to do with you.”
“You broke the law.”
“Jesus Christ,” I laugh at the absurdity of this convo. “Just take me back to work, Axle. In case you didn’t notice, I’m the God damn bartender and riots are no fun when I’m not participating. Plus, the shit that went down was handled. You have bigger problems to worry about than what I do in my spare time considering you have someone or, several someone’s trying to kill you.”
“About that,” he says draping his arm over the steering wheel, which was manly and fuck him for that too. “Whoever did the shooting saw you with me, which means my problem just became your problem. I’m a fair man, Drew,” he says fully facing me. “How about we cut a deal?”
“Oh yeah? What kind of deal?”
“You know everyone, people relate to you, they tell you shit.”
“Of course they do, I’m fucking special.”
Laughing low, he leaned in a little closer but I had nowhere to go unless I opened the door and fell out. The bastard knew this and was enjoying my dilemma. God, I hated being cornered!
“Help me figure this out. I’ll agree to put your file back in the box but I’ll let you call me Jesus Christ. We’ll go with JC for short.”
“Pass.”
“I’m being reasonable,” he growls and I hated that sound too because I wanted to feel the vibration between my legs.
“No, you’re bribing me, and not very well I might add. Your job is to track bond jumpers, mine is to serve drinks. Each was a choice, unlike you, my job isn’t trying to kill me. Also, unlike you, I don’t give a flying fuck why that is.”
“If that was true you wouldn’t have returned fire,” he says smugly.
“Bullshit,” I snort in a non-lady-like fashion. “My ass was in the way and it’s a great ass, it’s an ass that doesn’t want to get shot.”
“I had that ass in my hands once,” he says way too softly. “That ass changed my life. Fucking missed it.”
And before I could fire back, he grabbed the front of my Johnny Cash vintage t-shirt that took five years to break in, hauled me across the armrest and kissed me.
 



 
 

“You moan when you kiss,” I rumbled against her addictive lips. “Did you know that?”
Pulling my mouth back to hers she said, “I only moan when you kiss me.”
“I wonder what sounds you’ll make when I’m inside of you.”
Arching up to wrap herself around me she smiled sinfully, “Let’s find out.” 
 
Her lips were softer than I remembered. Her scent in my nose was like coming home. Even back then she only wore lightly scented body lotion because she thought perfume was for whores who were hiding something. Deepening the contact, she mews beautifully and I break the kiss only to ask her to, “Come upstairs with me.”
Rearing back, she no longer looks aroused, but murderous. Wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, I could tell she was debating whether to fuck me or stab me.
“You still moan when I kiss you.” I blurt hoping it was the former.
“You remember that?” she asks quietly, in a voice that was all Drew. A voice only I ever heard.
“I remember everything.”
“I do too,” she says menacingly and this was the Drew I did not know. Before I could ask her what she meant she opened the door and slid out taking off on foot. The look of hate on her face stopped me from chasing her. If I was going to get answers, I needed to slow down and be prepared. Drew was not a woman you pushed, ever. Giving her a head start before I caught up, I went inside to grab her file and the six pack in my fridge. Further taking my time, I shower and an hour later was back in my Impala heading toward The Hole. I knew she lived in the apartment above it and I also knew she kept a boat, a really fucking nice boat which was actually a Regal 46-foot Sport Coupe that cost more than my house, cars and everything I owned combined, including my business. I also knew she docked it at the Detroit Yacht Club because Foxy kept great notes. 
Did you do this for me knowing I’d need the help old man? If so, thank you.
 
Drew watched her money, she wasn’t known to be materialistic. She never spent needlessly which told me she spent a lot of time on that boat. Fuck knows, I would. She came from a huge family that never had much. She told me she started working young to make life easier on her parents and her sisters who, unlike her, wanted to go to college. The woman busted ass for everything she had. I respected the hell out of her for that, then and now. Plus, I was a guy and wanted to see the Regal. Odds were good it was my only shot since I’d never be able to afford one.
 
Parking behind the bar, I entered through the back and stayed out of her peripheral. Pushing midnight, the joint was in full swing and metal was blaring through the speakers. Old school Pioneer speakers that were held up by a lot of wires were proof you don’t fuck with a good thing. Another fact about Drew, she loved metal and she loved it loud. She also loved Motown, the blues, and eighties hair bands but the last was a secret I never spilled. A secret we kept between us. When the customers started stomping their feet on the floor the energy soared and it felt electric. With all eyes to the bar, I watch in fascination and jealously as Drew is lifted up by a man-boy and placed on the top. When a cowboy hat is tossed to her, she puts it on and pats the top. Then she’s handed a mic and the track playing ends and American Bad Ass by Kid Rock kicks in. 
 
Fact: You play Kid Rock anything at a bar in Detroit and people lose their shit.
You give a hot woman a hat and a microphone, you best be prepared to fight a motherfucker. Which was exactly what I was gearing up to do because all eyes were on her and I did not like it.
I didn’t like it in college and I didn’t like it now. Drew got your attention and kept it, always.
When the track drops, she doesn’t use the mic but struts up and down the bar doing a two-step while flinging her wild hair and grabbing her luscious tits. Security (which was one fucking guy from what I could see) was doing a shit job of keeping people back but if she was scared she didn’t show it. Hell, if anything she was egging it on.
Slapping her perfectly fat ass, she raises the mic, tips her hat up and yells, 
 
Ohhhhhhhhh! They call me cowboy, I’m the singer in black
So throw a finger in the air and let me see where you at
 
With a room full of middle fingers the place chants; Hey Hey!
Then Drew puts her hand to her ear and yells, Let me see where you at and say hey hey! 
I was pushing people away from the bar and Drew, not caring, took shit to the next level. Three choruses and a shit load of fights all around, she literally keeps pace with Kid himself. Swear to God if he could see this, he’d have a semi, fuck knows I did. The longer the song went on the rowdier, dirtier she got, the tighter my jeans got.
Like right now, for instance, she was holding her finger up to silence the crowd and when her part came she eyed the room with the sexiest look on her face and smiled.
It was a smile that said, I own you and we both know it.
 
 
Yeah, I saw your band
Jumping around on stage like a bunch of wounded ducks
When you gonna learn sucker
You just can’t fuck with, and then offering a sultry grin, every motherfucker in the joint points to her and they all scream along with her, This bitch!
 
Time absolutely stopped as I watched Drew thrash like a seasoned rocker. 
The energy she emitted demanded I take her and claim her, crowd be damned. But it was her right hook that kept me on ground level. It’s been nine years and the woman rocking the house down wasn’t ready to be claimed. Not yet anyway. Whipping her hair back, she raises the mic and right on cue catches the next verse.
I am an…American bad ass watch me kick, Grabbing her crotch she thrusts forward and the crowd sings with her; 
You can roll with Rock or you can suck my dick!
Loving it, she swivels her hips, drops down to her heels and sings perfectly, I’m a porno flick, I’m like amazing Grace, I’m gonna fuck some hoes after I rock this place! When a guy breaks through and tries to grab her, I had him by the back of the neck-tossing him out of the way like trash. Fisting her own hair, she yells, smell the aroma, check my tits, I know it stinks here ‘cause I’m the shit!
Tossing the hat and the mic, she continues dancing while pushing the crowd toward violent chaos as they all chant with her, Hey hey hey!
At a fever pitch, she bites her lip, finding me in the crowd. Slowly using one hand to make like a jack-in-the-box, I watch her middle finger rise and she finishes with flipping me off with a smug look on her flushed face. The look that said, you lost your chance, bitch. 
By God she was hot when she was clueless.
When the music changed, she jumped from the bar and disappeared into the back. After a while, the crowd settled from what was, hands-down, the sexiest thing I’d ever seen and I was close to following her upstairs when I saw her talking to the man-boy before ducking out the back door. Not able to help it, I adjusted my cock in anticipation. 
Because I knew where she was going.
It was seventy degrees and mild out tonight which meant Drew was heading toward the water.
Unfinished business was beginning to be my favorite kind.
 



 
 

“Rick Astley?” He asked laughing at my concert for one. I loved the sound of Rick’s voice almost as much as I loved Axle’s. Nothing compared to his voice, nothing.
“It’s a fact he won’t give me up, let me down, run around or desert me.”
“Any guy tells you he won’t make you cry, say goodbye, tell you a lie or hurt you, is just trying to nail you.”
Stifling a laugh, I watch as his face gets serious and held my breath when he whispered, “Except me, Drew.”
Silly me for believing him.
 
 
With Axle prowling at the bar tossing customers around like rag dolls (Which was hot!), there was no way I was crashing upstairs. The further away from him I was, the better. Because I couldn’t decide if I was more offended by the unexpected kiss or the bribe. Best kisser ever! Oh, he is not! Liar! 
First order of business, no more kissing. 
Then there was his offer to ditch my file. Laughable!
As if I would allow him to hold a bond over my head. Fuck that. I gave Foxy, a great man, ten Gs to bury the file when I should have told him to burn it. What happened that night was necessary and a good parent would have commended me for setting his kid straight. The kid didn’t have a good parent, what he had was a dad who took the cop mentality to a new level. But the kid learned his lesson. He even came back the next day to apologize, which impressed me and I hired him. Daddy didn’t like his boy getting an ass-whooping and he really didn’t like his kid working for said ass-whooper.
Problem was in my world, males of any age did not put his hands on a female, ever. To be fair, he was young and had a dad who encouraged that kind of behavior. In the nine months he’s been with me, I was able to reverse quite a bit of the damage. I led by example, showed him how a woman liked to be treated and he flourished.
Not only was he a model employee, he’d also earned my respect and trust.
This made him mine. 
As in, a part of my family. 
That night was water under the bridge and we’d both moved on. His dad, though… he wanted to make an example out of me. How about no. So I didn’t show in court, did not plan on showing, and if papa bear came into my bar, I’d kick his ass. But he hasn’t because, while he approved of hurting women and children, he knew stepping foot in my place would get him hurt, cop or not. It was no secret that once you walked through my door; what you do and who you are on the outside do not matter. Inside my place, everyone was on equal ground.
Which meant a cop wasn’t a cop and wouldn’t be treated as such.
That’s not to say I haven’t seen him lurking around because I have. The asshole had his eye on me and because of this, I stayed alert. So when Shane comes into work with cuts and bruises, I do my best to let him know he’s safe with me, that I’ll protect him. Every time I approach, he refuses my help and it kills me to see him suffer.
Recently, he came in looking seriously worked over and I’d had enough. Shane’s dad was an abusive prick and he needed a safe haven. Putting out a few calls, I began getting the kid’s protection in order but the issue was it would take time. I wanted him away from the city and in school, preferably in Guam. 
However, until that happened, I made it clear if shit got out of control he could crash upstairs whenever he needed it. 
In a perfect world, he’d just move in sparing me from begging. The idea of Shane going home to his dad made me feel nauseous and helpless. 
 
Turning up my music, I let go of all things cops, kids, gunfire, Impalas, and unwanted magical kisses. Honestly, I had to let it go otherwise I’d go insane or even worse, cry. 
We don’t do feelings, remember?
I lived life simply for a reason. Giving into feelings only hurt one person; me.
I avoided drama and I liked my alone time. 
I wasn’t a shopper (I didn’t own a pair of Levis that were less than six years old), I was not a collector of art or into lavish vacations. What I was, was a workaholic who spent money on business and making sure my employees and family were taken care of. Despite saving my money, I will plead guilty to one itsy-bitsy splurge.
This ridiculously pimped out boat that was my only material possession purchased solely for gluttonous purposes. 
Few stayed on the water in September because the weather was unpredictable. I, however, came here every chance I could. I owned a boat. A bad ass boat. I was in my happy place; I was floating on a half-million dollars of Zen. Shedding all my clothes minus my boy shorts, I snagged a beer from the fridge, lit a cigarette and started dancing. 
 
Belting the lyrics, Is It Too Late Now to Say Sorry? Cause I’m missing more than just your body. Yeah, I know that I let you down, is it too late to say I’m sorry now?
As the snappy chorus plays, I twirl and drink at the same time. Closing my eyes, I dance my ass off enjoying the solitude. I needed more nights like this, I realized. Though my parents and sisters, hell even my staff, all complain I work too hard, I always dismissed them. They counted on me and I couldn’t let them down. Not now, not when I have so much on the line. And there goes my fucking Zen…
Feeling a disturbance in the cabin, I opened my eyes and started screaming. Losing my balance, I nearly break my neck on my way to the floor. Because standing five feet in front of me was Axle holding a six pack, wearing a smirk I remembered well. Too well. Pushing up and doing my best to play it cool, I casually lean against the wall like I hadn’t just let loose a B-movie scream and ate carpet.
 
“You got a thing for minors now?” he asks, fighting a laugh and I zeroed in on his laugh lines. On how perfect they were. On how I wasn’t around to watch them happen. Mostly it gutted me that I wasn’t responsible for them. Because I used to make him roar with laughter. Then I got pissed for giving a single shit. 
I give no fucks because I am sans feelings!
 
“Fuck you,” I squeal which pissed me off.  “How’d you get in here?”
“Bieber, Drew? Really?” And when the track changes to another Biebs hit he actually loses it. This pisses me off because the Biebs new album does not suck. It was different and I liked it. I wasn’t sure why I did but I assumed it was because his balls dropped and I wouldn’t go to hell for wondering what he looked like naked.
“Stop laughing!” I demand but he wasn’t listening. Shutting off my iTunes a few things became very clear.
I was naked; only wearing boy shorts, it was deathly quiet, and Axle had a semi. 
I had my fist around it once…Focus, slut! And it was twice, asshole. 
“Again, how’d you get in here?”
“Jimmied the lock,” he was blatantly staring at my tits and I couldn’t blame him, they were big and perky. Time had not altered my rack. If anything, it immortalized them. 
“How’d you find me, he-slut?”
“File said you had a boat, that it stayed docked here and I heard this ear assault from the gate. Wasn’t hard.”
No, but he was and that was a problem. Giving him my back, I hit the steps to my room and pull a t-shirt on before facing him again. Not that it mattered, though because he was still staring and I despised that I liked it. If my nipples could smile, trust me, they would be all teeth.
“Despite Foxy’s aversion to rules, bondsman do not have the jurisdiction to pick locks and trespass, douche fairy. So, turn around and leave before I make a call.”
“You’re going to call the cops on me?” he asks, cracking a beer uncaring of my threat.
“No,” I say grabbing my own. “I’ll call Foxy and let him do the dirty work.”
Shrugging it off he asked, “Is it true you hired the kid you pistol whipped?”
“Yeah, so? His dad was the problem, not him. And it was a bitch slap from my hand that happened to be holding a pistol. I didn’t actually use it on him. I do have manners, you know.”
“Hell of a show tonight,” he says changing the subject and taking a seat at the table. “I’m still thinking about it. The crowd got off on it.”
“So did you.” 
“Never said I didn’t. Was in the crowd, wasn’t I?” Don’t look at his cock— too late!
“Leave,” I order him pitifully. “I have shit to do.”
“Like what?” he questions leaning back and putting his boots on my fucking table. “Listening to Taylor Swift?”
“Get your God damn Docs off my table, sir-fucks-a-lot!”
“How much you give for this thing, anyway?” he chuckles leaving his big feet on the granite. “New, it retails for at least half a mil.”
Ready to choke him, I hear a crash from my gate and before I could reach the blinds, Axle was there covering my mouth with his hand. “Do not move,” he warned caging me in with his arms. Rolling my eyes, I was about to tell him to fuck off when we were boarded. Dread settled over me. “It’s Friday,” I mumble in mortification. 
Why did this feel like my dad catching me all over again? 
“Has been all day, princess obvious.  You get company out here?”
When the company called out, “Drew, baby? It’s me, open up,” I bit my lip to keep my mouth shut. I had no reason to explain myself to him, yet I felt like I just got caught giving a handy in church, to the priest. I guarantee my face was all sorts of red and I wasn’t just feeling cornered but claustrophobic too.
“Who the fuck is that?” Axle rounds on me but I found my nerve, pushed past him, hit the steps, and opened the door to Darius, who saw me in a t-shirt and boy shorts and scooped me off my feet. 
“There she is,” he said holding me up by cupping my ass in his big hands. “Fuck, you got too many clothes on. You cold or something?”
Before I could break away or jump in the water to hide like a coward, I heard Axle’s heavy boots followed by his big mouth. “Darius Miller?” he accuses loudly. “Tell me you’re not fucking Detroit’s quarterback?”
“She would be if you’d leave,” he said gripping me tighter as if I’m his. Which by the way, I wasn’t. 
“Who the fuck is this guy, Drew? Maintenance? They work this late?”
“Actually, Darius, now’s not a good time,” I whisper in his ear because I was literally dangling in the air and I could feel Axle ready to kill, I just didn’t know why he would. But Axle loved to fight and rarely needed a reason and clearly that hasn’t changed. And it’s still hot, too!
“Okay, baby,” he said kissing me hard, taking me at my word. “I’m in town until Wednesday, I need to see you.”
“Just call first,” I ask nicely as he lowers me back down. “Work’s been crazy.”
“Still planning on being there for the grand opening,” he whispered just loud enough to be heard then seals his lips on my shoulder.  The fury on Axle’s face made it clear Darius leaving needed to happen yesterday. 
“Later, D,” I say backing away.
“Hey,” Darius called out to Axle. “Do I know you?”
“No,” he grunts moving closer to me. “You don’t.”
“Good,” he laughed loud. “Make sure it stays that way, I don’t share.”
Then he walked away whistling, like a champion.
At a loss of what to do, I was saved from doing anything when Axle hoisted me into his arms and back down into the cabin. When he started pacing, I knew I’d need another drink and possibly a chastity belt. I didn’t need my past or my future fucking me right now.
 



 
 

“Stop fucking staring at her,” I warned Mike.
“Why not?” he countered. “Everyone else is. Dude, come on, that rack, that ass, and that face? She’s hot.”
“She’s not a piece of ass,” I threatened, but if Mike was anything, it was slow on the uptake.
“Maybe not to you but she sure as fuck could be to me.”
“You go near her, I’ll break your jaw.”
“Long as my dick works, I could live without my jaw.”
I was about to take Mike up on his offer when Drew sauntered over and said hello. To me. Not fucking Mike, me.
“You look ready to kill,” she grinned down at me. But she doesn’t even spare Mike a glance when she slides his mug across the table. “Who are we burying?”
“No one,” I tried playing it off but she knew me better than anyone and didn’t buy it.
“Our boy doesn’t like competition,” Mike offered smugly.
Making eye contact with him, Drew cocked her head and asked, “You’re competition?”
“Sure am,” he winked at her.
“Aww, you’re cute,” she said patting his head. “But not that cute, more like puppy with his first stiffy, cute. The one you toss your old sock monkey at so he can dry hump it. Sorry pup, you’re just not on Axle’s level.”
“What’s Axle got to do with anything?” he countered clearly confused.
Swear to God, when she looked at me and said, “Only everything,” I almost came in my jeans.
 
 
Darius Miller.
She was fucking an NFL quarterback for fuck’s sake. 
He’d be all over her tonight had I not shown up. 
There was even a possibility she still planned to fuck him sometime between now and God damn Wednesday! 
The familiarity in how he touched her. He’d done it before, often. He knew her body. 
Watching him grab her ass, the ass I had first… 
That was my ass!

I never considered she might be seeing someone and even if I had, I wouldn’t have fucking thought, Darius Miller. 
I sure as hell couldn’t compete with that guy.
Hell, mere mortals couldn’t compete with that guy.
For the first time, I truly felt I may not have a fighting chance.
I knew I needed to calm down but I couldn’t do it. I wasn’t liking my odds right now. Fuck, I was in the negative before he showed up and saw her wearing only… Is thirty-one too young for a heart attack?
While I paced, she watched me while drinking her beer quietly. Fact: Drew was never quiet unless she was upset or felt guilty. Did she feel guilty for getting caught with her ass in his hands? Or, was she upset she wasn’t get laid tonight?
Oh, fuck! I was a cockblocker!
When she lights a smoke I grunt, “Gimme one.”
“You don’t smoke.”
“It’s been nine fucking years, Adolf Titler, you don’t know what I do anymore.”
“That’s true,” she said tossing the pack to me and shrugging it off. “By all means.”
But I didn’t smoke and I hated my bluff being called so I hurled the pack back at her and fought a smirk when it hit her in the left titty.
“Real mature, taint Nazi.”
Can’t strangle her…
“You got anyone else showing up I need to know about?”
“No,” she says unaffected by my temper. “It’s Friday. Fridays are Darius’s if he’s in town. I never back to back, I think it’s tacky.”
“You have a schedule?”
“You don’t?” she asked and when she blinked innocently at me, I almost punched a hole in the boat. But out of respect for the quality built vessel, I didn’t. She could not be serious, could she? We’ve been apart too long for me to tell if she was bullshitting me or not. I fucking hated this.
“How many guys are you fucking to need a schedule, Kimye?”
“Kimye? She sputters. “That was low, even for you. Go home, cock socket,” she sighed and still refused to look at me. “I’m not playing your reindeer games.”
“Gonna call Darius?”
“I don’t owe you shit!” she yells finally losing her cool. 
“The hell you don’t!” I yell back, never having a handle on my own. “Why’d you walk out on me and disappear?”
“Why won’t you leave!”
“Answer me and maybe I will!”
Pushing me but getting nowhere, she grunts and says, “God, I fucking hate you!” Right as a bullet blew by us and embedded itself into her microwave. 
“Son of a bitch!” she screams. “Now my shit’s getting filled with holes! This is your fault! You bail bonded nitwit motherfucker!”
Tackling her to the floor, I roll on top to cover her and ask, “Please, stay the fuck down.”
“If you get hit I’m letting you bleed out.”
“Maybe you’ll get lucky and get your wish, Drew,” and then for a split second I saw her mask fall. She didn’t want me hurt, she didn’t know what she wanted but hearing her name on my lips affected her. 
“Don’t bleed on my boat, moral majority,” she mumbled but I could only focus on how soft her skin was.  When another bullet tore through, she growled, reached under her couch for yet another gun and pushed away. 
Where does she keep getting guns from?

“You know what, Noah? If I waited for you, we’d take on water and sink. I’ll handle this from up top, you stay here and finish your beer, rookie.”  Scaling the steps, I swore I heard, “Didn’t Foxy teach you anything? Acking Fusshole.”
 
No sooner did she reach the top, I heard her return fire. I also heard her yelling out obscenities and death threats.
I couldn’t see shit from where I was and it pissed me off that I was at a disadvantage. There was no helping her from down here. But I needed to watch the door in case anyone tried to enter. It infuriated me that she ran up straight into danger and I was feeling raw that she left me behind. Minutes ticked by in silence and when it was clear the shooter had bailed, the cabin became quiet, too quiet.
“Drew?” I call up to her. “Get your ass down here.”
 
Coming down the steps, she enters the cabin in just her t-shirt and sighs. “Whatever mess you stepped into, I need you to take that mess with you when you leave.”
Until I figured out what was going on, those rounds could have been intended for either one or, both of us. I also wasn’t telling her that until tonight I’d managed to do this for nine years without being shot at. Bottom line was right now; I was watching my mouth. More time passed by and we were both still tweaked about being shot at, twice, in one night. Both of us stared out the windows into darkness looking for something but finding nothing. She might be a bad ass, but no one liked being shot at, period. I sure as fuck didn’t enjoy it. My God damn hands were still shaking.  Twenty minutes later, it was safe to assume the threat wasn’t returning, at least not tonight. 
“We used to be tight, I used to know everything about you,” I say grabbing a new beer ready to hash this out. “What did the world do to you, Drew?”
“The world didn’t do anything.” 
“Then who did?” I risked asking her. But she was getting angrier by the second and I didn’t care, just kept pushing. “The girl I remember was an open book. She told me everything. She hugged hard, laughed loud, and looked at me like I was worth a shit. She looked at me like she loved me.”
“I’m not her anymore,” she exhales refusing to look at me while I pour my fucking heart out.
“I can see that,” I admit sadly. “Just wondering who stole your shine. You tell me and when I find him, I’ll kill him for doing that to you.”
“I don’t see suicide being your thing,” she says hitting her cigarette and looking at me with so much hurt, I almost crumbled. “Because that would take balls, something you don’t have.”
“Woman,” I pray to the ceiling. “Enough with the mystery. Just tell me what I did!”
“Two words, Axle,” hearing her say my name gave me hope until she said, “Mercy fuck.”
“Oh shit…” I wheeze, remembering Mike banging on my door that morning. “You heard that?”
A million emotions danced in her eyes but all she said was, “See yourself out, asshole.”
I didn’t see myself out, what I did was follow her sassy ass right up those steps. I did not give her a second to prepare for the moment I grabbed her hauling her to me. Because if I did she’d probably nut me again. 
Forcing her to look at me, I was about to tear into her for getting it all wrong when I saw her eyes filled with unshed tears. Tears I caused and all these years and had no idea.
Drew was too pretty for tears and I was determined not to let them fall.
Not over a misunderstanding.
 



 
 

“You’re leaving?” he asked looking so confused I almost fell to the floor begging him to take the words back. But I would never beg. Not for him, not anyone. I swear to God when he reached for me I almost caved. Then those fucking words slapped me in the face and for the first time in my life, I nutted a guy. I needed him to hurt, to feel pain.
Axle would never know how much hurting him hurt me no more than he’d ever know that he’d taken my heart, my trust and my world and fucking destroyed it. Mercy fuck. Two words that would change the course of my life and I’d allow it.
 
Not only was I a terrible bluffer with the whole schedule thing, I hated that he believed it and that it caused him hurt. Then I hated myself for caring in the first fucking place! Feelings are for pussies remember?!?
And he’s the enemy for fuck’s sake! Get your shit together, Carol!
But the look on his face… as if, those two words hurt him too.
No. 
He would not receive the benefit of the doubt. Not now, not after nine years of festering hate that started with him! Refusing to process any of this, when my fight or flight response kicked in, I ran for it.
Only I was on a boat, with no place to fucking run to.
Needing to breathe, needing to be left the hell alone, I was granted neither when he wrapped his arms around me and held me tight.
“Let me go,” I tried demanding but it sounded more like a whine.
“Drew,” he said my name so softly, just like he used to and I hated him for it. I hated that I fell for his lies once, I couldn’t do it again. I hated that I let what happened that night affect me this long. I hated that I wasn’t her anymore. The girl who was all those things he mentioned and more. Because I did love him. I saw nothing but him.
Over the years, men have tried, good men, to get through to me but I mistreated everyone. I broke them, used them. Never, not once, did I enjoy it but I reasoned that it was better it be their heart than mine. For everyone I hurt, I always hoped Axle somehow felt it. So when he kisses my nose, the tears did fall and I hated that too. “Wish you would have talked to me,” he says using his thumb to wipe my cheeks. “I would have explained to you why I said it.”
Just like that, I was her again, the young woman head over heels for the bad boy, desperate for his attention. Apparently I wanted answers too.
“Why did you say it?”
“For the same reason I came to the bar every single one of your shifts, fixed your Jeep, made you go to frat parties and bought the Impala.” At my confused look, he smiles and whispered, “To keep the sharks away, Drew. To protect my girl, keep her for myself until she was ready for me.”
“I didn’t want them,” I say pitifully.
“You think any motherfucker with a working dick on campus gave a fuck about that? You were a fantasy and every guy I knew wanted a piece of you. So yes, I said it. I was twenty-one and just took your virginity. I make it out to be the best night of my life and guess what happens? I find myself with competition and I wasn’t letting that happen. Couldn’t risk it.” Back the fucking truck up!
“You expect me to believe you were protecting me?”
“Did then, am now.”
“Stop with the caveman speak and explain what that even means!”
“Someone is gunning for you, possibly me, maybe even both of us. I wasn’t followed here, I made sure of it. So whoever that was knows you, your routine. Until we figure it out, I’m not leaving your side. Which is good because it gives us time to work out your issues.”
“You can’t be serious,” I wheeze like a life-long smoker.
“Oh, I’m serious,” he smiles like he’d won. “Bestie.”
“Hell no,” I argue lamely. 
“It’ll be like old times,” he grinned while running his hands up and down my arms.
“I’m serious, Axle, no. We aren’t kids anymore. You have a job; I have a job –”
As if I was talking to myself he cuts me off. “I have my work cut out for me. Luckily, I don’t shy away from hard labor. Though by accident, I cemented this hate in you,” he says stroking my cheek. “Alls I gotta do is break the foundation. Get you to forgive me because it’s forgivable and we both know it.”
“Shut up,” I warn him.
“There’s love for me underneath, Drew, you buried it but I’m determined to dig it up.”
“God dammit,” I snap trying to break his hold. “Stop talking!”
“I’ll keep it safe this time,” he whispered and I felt the sincerity. “I haven’t changed. I’m still the guy who wants to invest in you. Shit, I was all in before we even had sex. I know the difference between lust and love. Lust is fleeting, love is you. You left before I could show you that guy, Drew. You shouldn’t have left.”
Crying freely, I try pulling away; only he won’t let me. Pinning my arms behind my back he kisses me once and then slays me with his words. “You weren’t a mercy fuck, I was. You could have had anyone, hell, they were lined up. But you chose me. You chose me, God dammit.” 
I did choose him. Even if I could do it all over again knowing the outcome would still be the same the next morning, I’d choose him all over again. The night I spent with him was everything. It was the morning after that I can’t seem to get beyond. Weighing his words, I take a risk by asking him, “How do we get back to being friends?”
“I don’t want a friend. I want those fucking years back.” 
“You’re asking a lot of me. How do I just let go of nine years of hate?”
“Not hate, hurt.”
This was true but, “I don’t know where to start,” I say honestly. 
“You can stop fucking the Lions’ offense, that’s a start.”
And with that, I nutted him.
Again.
 



 
 

Mike was on his knees gasping for air when my fist connected to the back of his head. “I fucking told you,” I grunted when I realized I’d busted my hand. “Don’t look at her.”
“I didn’t look!”
“You not only looked,” I roared kicking him in the gut. “But you ran your fucking mouth too.”
“I didn’t say shit that wasn’t true!”
“You came to my fucking place running your mouth and ruined the moment, asshole. Because of you showing up, I left her in bed alone and came back to her leaving.”
“The hell does that have to do with me, Axle?”
Great fucking question and the answer was nothing, but I needed someone to take it out on. My girl took off, as in…gone. “You’re beating my ass over a mercy fuck?”
“She is not a mercy fuck,” I vowed. “She’s mine.”
Then I put him out of his misery.
But it didn’t cure my own.
 
 
After taking another blow to the nuts last night, it was clear Drew was fully committed to hating me now. 
Or, if given a get out of jail free card; manslaughter.
The small amount of headway I made by setting the record straight was ruined by letting my jealousy show. 
I also made a mental note to always watch what her right knee was doing because, fuck. 
Refusing to let a setback get in my way, I came to the bar when her shift started and I haven’t left. Since she isn’t speaking to me, I decided to introduce myself to her staff. None of them know what to do with me yet so I decided to make it clear I wasn’t leaving, by finding a wall to occupy. Right away I realized Tiny was, hands down, the world's worst bouncer. 
The guy was a monster. I didn’t get it. What a waste…
Luis, the bar back, doesn’t say much but nods his answers instead. The guy I liked least was Fudge, her lone head of security and all around grumpy asshole. He wasn’t a big guy but he was cagey as fuck, which was almost worse. 
Shane was the man-boy I’d seen and Drew’s shadow. The kid did whatever she told him to do and he did it well. 
For some time, she’s been the lone bartender but has slowly been showing Shane the ropes. Shane explained she was looking to hire another guy behind the bar but has kicked out the last six that came in to interview. Apparently, she doesn’t hire pussies or perverts. She also doesn’t take shit, accept excuses, or allow laziness. 
However, as far as bosses went, her guys adored her. As in, they would light themselves on fire if she asked.
I saw for myself they were treated like family; a family she was the head of.
I also found out Drew owned The Hole.
Because Shane has a big mouth and loved to sing her praises, I found out she owns several other places too. Where The Hole was her spot, the others were pure business. He claims she has managers and partners that handle those venues. He also claims she’s beyond successful, lives and breathes work and never takes time off. Guess that’s why she could afford the Regal…
 
“Don’t you have a job?” she asks from behind the bar she had just finished wiping down.
“Yeah,” I nod once. “You.”
“Right,” she says with enough attitude to drop a weaker man where he stood. Good thing I’m not weak. “If you’re going to take up space, at least do something useful and take Shane out back.”
“You want me to kill the kid?”
“No,” she sighs then rolling her eyes as if I’m the idiot here. “I want you to teach him how to fight.”
“Teach him how to fight?”
“Dirty.”
“Dirty?”
“Really dirty.”
“Why haven’t you?”
Setting down the towels in her hand, she approaches and I wanted to pull her to me and kiss her but, I didn’t. I didn’t because I liked my nuts and they finally dropped back into place this morning. “He needs to learn from a man,” she admits for my ears only. “His dad is rough on him so he needs to learn, from you. Not me, you.”
“Rough how?” 
“He’s barely twenty-one living at home with an abusive parent who happens to be a cop with a chip on his shoulder,” she explains with frustration lacing her words. “He deserves a fighting chance, literally.”
“That’s why you hired him, isn’t it?”
“He’s a good kid,” she shrugs in a way only she could. As if helping the kid out was no big deal. The Hole was a well-oiled machine. She didn’t need the kid. She hired him so she could keep an eye on him, protect him. 
“Plus, I’ve always wanted a little brother to boss around.” That was Drew, using sarcasm to hide her feelings. 
And because it was Drew I said, “I’ll teach him.”
“You let him know this was your idea too,” she whispers leaning in but not too close. It killed me she was leery of me now. Another problem I’d be correcting. “And if you’re going to be on my ass all the fucking time, find a job to do.”
“I can do that. I’ll bartend,” I grin in victory. “With you.”
“Whatever,” she calls out sauntering away. “You won’t last the night.”
Drew was cute if she thought I couldn’t handle passing out drinks.
The Hole was open two nights a week, Friday and Saturday, that was it. 
Again, simple. 
Like the woman.
I’d show her, I could serve drinks in my fucking sleep.
 
Calling for Shane, I signaled for him to follow me out back and proceeded to tell him how it was going to be. Needless to say, he didn’t know me from dick and was skeptical. I used the angle that all of her employees needed to know how to throw down. Eyeing me, he asked, “Why do you care if I can fight?”
“Because my woman cares.”
“You mean Drew? I’m pretty sure she hates you.”
“She’s just playing hard to get,” I assure him. “Now, take a swing.”
 
The look of fear crossed his face but I caught it. Shane wasn’t small by any means. I’d put him around five ten, one hundred seventy-five pounds and still growing into his man's body. He wasn’t fit but he had muscle. Strength could be built, honed, and harnessed. But that wasn’t happening until we got rid of the fear. Fear, while an asset could be your enemy too. My guess was this kid had spent his life getting his ass handed to him and never even considered fighting back. I was more than happy to be the one who taught him otherwise. To this day, I was still on the fence as to which I liked better; my first fight or my first orgasm. Both were pretty fucking amazing for a lot of different reasons. Shane would have to decide for himself which he liked better, it was a guy’s rite of passage.  But first, I had to show him the right way to make a fist so he didn’t break his own hand.
 



 
 

“You good?” he asked, checking my fist.
“Yeah,” I said stretching the ache out. “I’m good.”
“Glad your dad taught you how to make a fist.”
“Me too.”
“I’ll be back in five minutes,” he said kissing my knuckles. 
I was so undone by that it took me a moment to find my voice to ask, “Where are you going?”
“To kick that fucker’s ass.”
Of course, I followed, this was Axle. However, I wanted the sweet sucker punch I landed on record before the guy was tossed out. 
But if I didn’t like some random grabbing my ass, Axle really didn’t like it. 
He also had the guy on the ground begging for mercy in less than two minutes.
The least of his problems was my clip to the jaw after the beating Axle put on him. In comparison to Axle's fury, my punch was a love tap.
 
I was watching Axle show Shane how to make a fist.
He was twenty-one and didn’t know how to do it properly. 
He’d been used to taking beatings never giving one and if anyone could fast track Shane, it was Axle. 
The man knew his way around a fight. He was always the first to stick up for the ones who couldn’t stick up for themselves. Hell, he even stepped in for those who could.  The man just loved to fight. Axle always said a man should defend and protect. He took both seriously. He has a younger brother named Ace who had a learning disability growing up. Ace used to get bullied a lot so Axle took up for his kid brother and anyone else who needed it. 
Mr. Rhodes didn’t have time for his boys so Axle picked up the slack.
Unlike my dad who taught his daughters right from wrong. The eldest of five girls, my dad did not fuck around with me. He made it clear I was an example to my siblings. He was strict but fair. He never took his hands to us in anger and he never used his size to intimidate us either. 
But he taught me how to defend myself and in return, I taught my sisters.
The look of fear on Shane’s face at the thought of defending himself broke my heart. This was a learned behavior. Shane was taught to fear his dad and if anyone could help him work through that, it was the bad boy who was gentle with the scared boy. Because that’s what Shane was around his dad. He wasn’t a man, but a terrified child. 
I’d fight the world for you, Drew.
Nine years ago I believed that with all my heart.
The question was, could I believe that now?
 
“Where is he?” I hear from behind me and his voice grated the only working nerve I possessed. I was also irritated with myself because I thought I locked the door behind me. Well shit.
“He’s off today,” I lie then turn to face him. He was wearing street clothes and I knew what that meant. Daddy dearest was off duty and wanted to party. He wanted to make sure his son wouldn’t be witness to it. Points to pops for thinking ahead. Points to me for having party favors.
“I know he’s sleeping with you, slut, now where is he?”
“Not here,” I say moving away from the exit. 
This guy wasn’t getting anywhere near that back door while I was breathing.
“He ain’t been home, ain’t answerin’ my calls and that’s ‘cause of you.”
“I’m his boss, not his mother,” I clip and then I reminded myself this prick was law enforcement which meant if it came down to it, I’d have to let him hit me first. That way when the cameras picked it up and it was used as evidence, I wouldn’t go to fucking jail, again. Make no mistake, this man wanted to hurt me and I had to let him. I wouldn’t like it, but such was life.
“All by yourself then, huh?”
By appearance, I’m probably the least threatening thing in any room but everyone knows not to judge by appearance. Well, everyone but this guy. “I’m off duty,” he grinned at me in victory and it was a crying shame Shane took after his dad in the looks department. Seeing that he was working to intimidate me, I moved in his space and then past him, planning to show him the door. By putting myself in close proximity, I knew he’d grab me and when I was close, he did. “I’m talking to you, slut.”
“Were you?” I ask looking down at his fingers roughly clutching my arm. “I’m sorry, I don’t speak dumbass.”
When he backhanded me I didn’t fake my stumble, the man hit that hard and I was lucky I didn’t crumble. Laughing at my struggle, he pushes me in the chest forcing me to hit the bar top with my upper back. Not only did my body knock the bottles over, my breath left me in a whoosh and while getting my bearings, I was rewarded with a quick jab to the eye. Once my head recovered, I shook it and gave him my best smile.
Now I could fight back. 
“Cut my boy loose,” he sneers down at me. “Or I will make your life a living hell.”
With an uppercut, I split his lip which got his attention, but it was short lived when Axle and Shane stormed in.
Shrieking in outrage, Shane lunges forward but I tagged him around the waist to stop him. I knew we made a sight with my arms around his waist and my feet dangling behind me on the floor while he attempts to drag me with him. “Let me go, Drew,” he roared wanting a piece of his dad who looked shocked he socked me in the first place. 
“Take him out back, Axle,” I instruct him.
“I’d rather break this motherfucker’s neck, Drew,” he declares by clenching his fists.
“Assaulting an officer wouldn’t be smart, asshole,” he warns Axle but never takes his eyes off me.
“Never claimed to be smart. Thing is, I don’t see an officer,” Axle warns him while I did everything I could to keep Shane still and was losing the battle. “What I do see is a man who just made a serious mistake.”
“No one will take your word over a cop’s, that’s a fact. Shane, get the fuck over here.”
“Don’t move,” I whisper fiercely. As if just realizing I was attached to him, he looks down at me and cringes.
“He hit you?” he asked gently touching my face. 
“You hit her!” he then screams at his dad. “Why would you hit her?”
“She’s fucking with your head, boy. She’s using you, perverting you.”
“He thinks I’m sleeping with Shane,” I say to Axle with a one eye roll since the other was swelling up.
“I’m not having sex with her!” Shane roared again. “She’s my friend and my boss!”
If Shane wanted to break free he could. He may not be a fighter but he was definitely physically stronger than I was. “Axle,” I say with authority and a touch of desperation because my arms were really burning. “Take him out back, now.”
“You ain’t taking my boy away from me! His mother wants him home!” 
“You hit Drew! So I ain’t your boy!” Shane yells back.
“In a second,” Axle said blowing past me and in one punch sends the cop sailing into the brick. My God, he was impressive. What I wouldn’t give to be able to hit like that. I was so horny right now…
“Now,” he says coming to stand in front of me. “I’ll take him out back and let you finish up in here.”
“Thanks,” I smirk and carefully release Shane. Shane who looked down at his dad like he was a complete stranger. A stranger he could not imagine would ever harm a woman. “I’ll handle this,” I promise him. “Now go.”
“Drew,” he grates out in defeat.
“You have to trust me, Shane. Go with Axle, please.”
 
When the door clicked, I grabbed Woody and stood over Officer Willis. “Come here again and the video you just starred in will be sent to your captain and every news station in Michigan. Touch him again and the same rule applies but with blood. Your blood. He’s an adult, he’s made his choice which means I’m giving you one. Stay the fuck away from me and mine or, I’ll make your life a living hell.”
“This ain’t over,” he promises struggling to get to his feet. “I have to bring my boy home no matter what.” 
Twirling Woody, I say nothing but offer him a smirk that says, I win. The look he gave me on his way out was one of revenge and determination. Locking up behind him, I toss Woody behind the bar and head out back to see Axle and Shane each sitting on a milk crate. Shane’s head was lowered and Axle shook his own letting me know the kid was not okay. Careful not to rile him up further, I kept it simple. “From now on, you stay upstairs. You go home, I can’t protect you.”
“My dad,” his words steeped in pure misery. “I can’t believe he hit you.”
“Your dad comes near you or me again, I’ll do more than whack him with Woody.”
Looking up at me the fear in his eyes nearly dropped me. “He’s a cop, Drew.”
“He’s no cop,” I manage, barely. I was so fucking angry I couldn’t see straight out of my good eye. 
“Cops protect, they don’t harm. At the end of the day, he’s just a man. We all have lessons to learn. Some of us do, some of us don’t. He’s the latter.”
“Drew…”
“My house, my rules. You learned your lesson, Shane and because of that, you have a place here. For as long as you want it. I’ll keep you safe, I swear it.” 
He was off that milk crate hugging me tight when Axle caught my wince. “Thanks Drew,” he whispers.
“You’re a good kid,” I whisper in return.
“How about we finish that lesson?” Axle said gently pulling him back.
Leaving them to it, I went upstairs to ice my face.
 



 
 

“Something’s got to be missing in your life to want to buy this dump,” Foxy laughed. “So what’s missing?”
She was… but I didn’t say that. I couldn’t talk about my past with Foxy, with anyone. 
So I went with, “Not sure, but I’m hoping I’ll find out.”
“You loved and lost,” he guessed shaking his head in pity. “She sure did a number on your ass.”
“Nine,” I nod. “There’s a number.”
“I don’t follow.”
“Yeah well, I did and I still have shit to show for it.”
 
Shane wasn’t ready to fight. He was needing to talk. And while I was not a counselor or even close to being versed in this shit, the least I could do was listen. Though, I was hoping he made it quick because Drew was in pain and I needed to tend to her. No way was I leaving her to deal with it alone. She was tough, no two ways about it, but a man took care of his woman, always. Maybe she wouldn’t see it that way now, but in time she would or I’d make her. I didn’t mind her taking the lead some of the time. But she wasn’t taking it all of the time. Nine long years I missed out on her and I wasn’t missing any more. If that meant putting my boot down, so be it. You are so full of shit…
 
“Him and my mom are real religious,” he confesses looking away in shame. “Spare the rod, spoil the child. He’s been beating my ass since I could walk. What does she do? Nothing. Not a God damn thing. I could be bleeding on the floor and she’s just stand there quoting bible verses praying for my soul and shit. I’m a cop’s son,” he says kicking the crate. “You know what they do for a cop’s son?”
“No,” I answer honestly.
“Nothing,” he spits on the concrete. “Because they don’t even know. They don’t know ‘cause if I even tried saying shit, he’d fucking kill me for spilling family business. Nothing much scares me,” he says meeting my eyes and in his I saw helplessness and terror. “Except him.”
“Neither Drew or I are going to let – ”
“The night I came here, I saw this chick, she was hot and she started flirting with me so I bought us drinks. A lot of drinks,” he sighs closing his eyes. “I got drunk, too drunk and you know what happened when she told me no? I turned into him.” 
Shane was close to a rage and he needed to dial it down so I asked him, “How’d Drew handle that?”
Letting a laugh escape he faces me and with love on his face he said, “She twisted my arm behind my back, led me out front and when I tried taking a swing, she kicked my ass. And you know what? That’s the first beating I ever deserved.”
“Then what happened?”
“I went home happy, believe it or not. Because what she said about women, what she did to prove her point, made sense. Then he saw me smiling after getting my ass handed to me by a girl and lost his mind. Fearing more pain, I told him what happened and he had her arrested. I refused to press charges but he forged my signature, the asshole. He had her arrested, fucking arrested. Feeling bad about that, I came back the next day to apologize and explain. All she said was, I respect a man who owns his shit. Then she offered me a job.”
I respect a man who owns his shit…Yeah, that was Drew. The woman spent nine years despising me but the second I owned my shit, she let it go, right up until I opened my mouth that second time.
“I have a woman inside I need to see to,” I say going for the door. “Let me get her settled and then I want you to take her up on that offer of using her place.”
“I don’t want her living on her boat,” he tries objecting. “Even if it is a bad ass boat.”
“She’s not staying on the boat; she’s staying with me.”
“Does she know that?”
“Working on it.”
“You two go way back?”
“Met her when I was your age.”
“What happened?”
“Fucked it up.”
“She’s the first person to take a chance on me,” he says sadly.
Slapping him on the back I said, “Me too,” before heading inside.
The door to her apartment was open and I stood there watching her pack a bag. When she noticed me our eyes caught and I saw how swollen her face was. “Come here, Drew.”
Slowly she does and when we’re toe to toe she takes a deep breath and lets it out. “How bad?” I ask her.
“I’ll make money from it that’s for sure,” she tried smiling but her God damn jaw was too swollen. “Too bad he didn’t tag both eyes.”
“You don’t have to be hard all the time,” I remind her. “You can trust me, you’re safe with me.”
“No, I’m not.”
It was time to take a play from Shane’s book and own my shit. “What I said was out of line. I was jealous, fucking full of jealousy. I can’t handle the thought of you with another guy and seeing him touching you put me someplace I don’t want to visit again. I’m already carrying some serious guilt for what you thought I did to you…”
“Listen,” she sighs. “You may have said the words, but I let them change me. That’s on me, Rico Suave’. Not you.”
“Wish we had that morning back, I wouldn’t have answered the door.” When she smiled it wasn’t in happiness but in sadness because she was remembering that morning too. I remembered the look in her eyes when I came back in but I thought she had doubts, regretted sleeping with me. I never in a million years would have let her leave had I known she’d heard words that I could have easily explained. I cost us those years, I put the sadness in her eyes. 
 
“When you left I thought it was because you regretted being with me,” I explain gently. “I was giving you a day to think about us then I was coming for you. I was coming to tell you that I wanted you for myself but you were already gone.”
“I was already yours,” she says matter-of-factly. “I wanted you to be mine too and then I heard –”
“I want to get back to that,” I interrupt quickly. “We were special, Drew. No woman has ever taken your place in my heart.”
“Axle… I—that was a long time ago.”
“That wasn’t a no,” I grin down at her.
“That wasn’t a yes either.”
She was close to shutting down on me again so kissing her nose, I ask her, “You hungry?”
When she nods, I take her hand, lead her downstairs and the first order of business was feeding her. The Hole could wait.
 



 
 

“To be in there,” Darius said squeezing my ass as he thrusts.
Arching my back to take him deeper I remind him, “You are in there.”
“No,” he says tapping my chest. “To be in there.”
Out of habit, I shut down and once he came, I tossed his ass off my boat.
I followed it up with a text the next day letting him know he had two choices.
Fuck me or fuck off. For a baller, the guy was very upfront about his feelings. Always had been. We started out as friends, good friends, and when I should have said no to sleeping with him, I didn’t. Sometimes the self-imposed loneliness got the best of me and I made stupid decisions. Darius was never supposed to be anything more than a fuck. However, early on he made it clear that he wanted more from me. I figured he was spitting game to get in my pants and never once took him seriously. Until that last time… The man either thinks he can change my mind or likes punishment because he kept coming back for more. It was wrong of me to let him.
 
At the restaurant, he sat directly next to me so he could touch me, constantly, blatantly. It was overwhelming, confusing and…sweet. It was the sweet that would take some getting used to considering I’d removed that particular emotion from my wheelhouse nine years ago. But the Axle I remember was always sweet, ridiculously so. Until him, I didn’t have much experience with sweet, romantic gestures or playful behavior. Granted I had been young at the time and used to the bar mentality but it’s like I had been waiting. 
Turns out I was waiting. 
For Axle, to change my mind.
He did change it and without much effort either. And because I didn’t have previous experience with relationships, I ran away instead of demanding an explanation. In the end, I broke my own heart.
Then, because I was stubborn, I spent the next nine years protecting it by not investing it.
Now I sat here completely unsure of what to do. I’ve never been the person people stare at because I was sharing a booth with a guy when the seat across from us was unoccupied. But people were staring and it was wigging me out.
With a plate full of food, a glass filled with pop, and a shiner and a half, even I was envious of, I literally had nothing to say.
Axle’s appearance back into my life was either fate or a cruel prank and I didn’t know which. I hated being on the fence. It wasn’t something I wanted to make a habit of either. So when he breaks the silence by saying, “That cop is a real threat,” I simply shrugged. “Are you listening to me?” 
“I’ll admit he’s not very bright but he’s also not so dumb that he’d go around town shooting at me. And if he was, he wouldn’t miss.”
“That’s why they’re called warning shots,” he counters.
“Whatever,” I brush it off wanting to move on. “I’m pretty sure he got the message today.”
“And if he didn’t?”
“Then I’ll deal with it.”
“Setting yourself up to take a hit was not dealing with it, it was stupid. Especially when I was right outside. Seeing that shit fucked with his kid too, Drew.”
“That’s your opinion and I also don’t remember asking for your help.”
“What’s with the fresh delivery of concrete? Do I even have a shot before it hardens?”
“Enough with the metaphors, captain obvious,” I groan and then push my plate away and announce, “I lost my appetite.”
“Yeah,” he says angrily. “Me too.” Then to prove a point, he gets up leaving me sitting there, alone. Throwing some cash on the table, I was just outside the door when my name was called. “Fuck my luck,” I mutter under my breath. Not even bothering with a fake smile I nod and say, “Hey, Calvin.” 
Calvin, like the others, was occasional. Actually, he was only a few times a year. Darius would be the only dick I’d call regular, which reminds me that until Axle walks away, I’d have to put him on the back burner too.
Wrapping me up in a tight hug that I don’t return he asks me, “Got plans tonight?” Why now, after all these years, being pussy suddenly bothered me wasn’t something I wanted to think too hard on. The truth was, it was my own doing. I didn’t get invested so Calvin skipping the pleasantries to fuck shouldn’t irk me, but it did.
“Yeah,” Axle says suddenly tearing me out of his arms securing me in his own. “She does.”
“I was speaking to Drew,” Calvin argued, no doubt wondering who he was and why I was allowing it.
“I was speaking for Drew,” Axle retorts not caring who Calvin was in the least.
Ignoring Axle, Calvin notices my face and was about to ask what happened to it when I snapped, “Enough!” at both of them. “Calvin, I do have plans but thanks.” And to Axle I sneered, “You’re a fucking pain in the ass, Rhodes rash.”
Pushing beyond them both, I started off on foot then hailed a cab leaving the pain in my ass where he belonged. Behind me.
 
Heading to the marina, I turn on my phone to check my messages and when the only thing waiting for me was work, I shut it back off after telling Shane to cover me. When he asked what was wrong, I actually said, “I have cramps.”
God, when this was over and he was gone, I needed to get a life. A real one. 
Complete with annoying girlfriends and maybe a puppy to boss around. 
Since the drive to my boat took some time with traffic, I closed my eyes wondering how after years of keeping things uncomplicated they could get complicated so quickly. When no answers came, I stared out the window pondering how I missed the leaves changing. Fall was fast approaching though the weather hadn’t changed much. It was still mild but it was also getting darker, sooner. I always hated saying goodbye to summer. It never lasted long enough. 
I never took full advantage and I always mourned its passing telling myself I’d do better next year.
When we arrive, I tip out the driver and nod at the gate attendant. Passing the pool that was closed, the main bar no one was in, and stepping onto the dock that was empty too, I was halfway to my slip when Axle scared the hell out of me by bringing me to a halt. I have no idea how he beat me here but it was time to take control back. 
 
“How do you keep getting past security?” I ask snagging my arm out of his grip.
“If you’d put my name on your frequent fuck list, I wouldn’t have to bypass security.”
“Do you want me to hate you, horse fellator?”
“On the way over I figured out a way to avoid triggering my temper,” he grunts and out here on the water the sound carried. “How about giving me a list of places I can take you where I won’t run into your fuck buddies?”
“Can’t,” I shrug as if his words didn’t hurt but they struck true. “I failed long hand in high school.”
“Fuck you for making me feel this way,” he jabs my chest.
“Fuck you too,” I jab right back. “You don’t get to give me shit for what I’ve been doing for the last nine years. Especially when I wasn’t doing you. Like you’ve been a saint, Axle?”
“Yeah Drew, I was pretty close considering I was married for seven of them.”
I felt like he’d punched me in the gut. I was also pretty sure I even stumbled back too which was pathetic. 
“Married? You were fucking married and you’re just telling me this now?”
“You never asked,” he says crossing his arms over his chest. “Didn’t love her. She wasn’t you. Divorced her ass and ran right into yours. I may not be a saint but unlike you, I don’t fuck for the sake of fucking.”
“Well I don’t marry for the sake of marrying!”
“You also don’t take your own advice and learn lessons either,” he says spewing his anger at me. “Like I don’t see what you’ve been doing, cock burglar. Treating men like mercy fucks hurts no one but you. You think it’s you using them? Wrong. It’s them using you. That’s not what you were to me, then or now. You can stand there and tell me you’re cool with just being pussy?”
Unable to stand there and listen, I turn away but he cuts me right back off. Standing on a dock made moving around him difficult but tossing him in the river would be easy. “You’re a bad ass, you’re hot. You have money and did good for yourself but even I can see you’re empty. Take work away and you have nothing. My wife was nothing like you. She was quiet, conservative and safe. A school teacher, third grade, loved kids. I thought safe was smart. It wasn’t, so I cut her loose. You wouldn’t like her. But you know what? When I told her I was done, she fought for me. She said she’d do anything to be what I needed. She wasn’t a fighter but she fought,” he sneers in my face. “You didn’t fight; you didn’t do shit. I offer up everything I am to you and you place another order for cement. All I ever wanted was a shot with you but you ran nine years ago and you haven’t bothered to stop.”
Refusing to cry in front of him, I held my ground but asked myself which hurt worse. Knowing Axle had been with one woman for years and not loving her? Or my sleeping around holding love for no one, not even myself.
“The girl I remember would have something to say,” he pushed knowing silence wasn’t my strong suit. 
All I had was, “I keep telling you, I’m not the girl you remember.”
“You think finding your file was an accident?” he says grabbing me by the shoulders. “You think Foxy selling me his place was? My divorce? Because I don’t think it is, Drew. We have unfinished business, a second chance to get this right.”
“I was hurt enough the first time around,” I screech which was very unlike me. 
“It was a fucking misunderstanding!”
“My heart doesn’t know that!” I shrill using both hands to shove him back. “It didn’t then, it doesn’t now! I know I’m just pussy! I don’t know any other way to be! So fuck you for marrying her when it should have been me!” 
Covering my mouth with both hands because I couldn’t believe I said it, he whispered, “There’s my fighter,” and I lost it.
“No,” I say pushing away from him. “You don’t get to rail on me then, do this. I may give my body away but you gave your heart away. You have no right to judge me. No fucking right at all!”
“Think about my ex-wife walking up on us right now,” he says this softly but I reacted loudly. My intake of breath was so swift had he not been holding me I may have detonated. “You look ready to commit murder, Drew. So maybe consider how I feel seeing the shit I saw. Do not think for one fucking second, that I wouldn’t fix the hurt if you’d let me. I just told you I never gave my heart away, it’s still yours if you want it. Just fucking man up and take it.”
Dropping my head to his chest I simply, sighed. 
I was too exhausted to do anything more. I knew bars and business, not second chances and forgiveness.
But for some weird reason, I wanted to. 
Despite the risk, I wanted his unfinished business and that terrified me.
 



 
 

 
“I’m not her,” she whispered and it should bother me that she was hurting but it didn’t. Fuck, every day she hurt with something new and I was tired of it.
“Never asked you to be.”
“So there is a her,” she said wiping her eyes.
“No,” I say moving out of cling range. “Not anymore.”
“Tell me how to be like her and I’ll do it if that makes you happy.”
Getting in her face, I made it clear, “You can’t replace her.”
“But I’m your wife.”
“Yeah, but you shouldn’t have been.”
 
Wrapping my arms around her, I mimic her sigh and hold her a little tighter. Drew running from me changed both of us. From the first time, I walked into the bar off campus and saw this long haired, stacked, spit fire serving drinks with a sexy smile and chip on her shoulder, I knew I loved her. The love I had for her could never be transferred to another but her taking off killed me. So a year later when I met Carrie, a girl who didn’t drink, cared nothing about cars or music but took an interest in me, I went for it. Needing something, anything, to take my mind off the loss of Drew, I even married her for no other reason than to belong to someone. For too many years I punished her for not being the woman in my arms. I married her to punish myself too. Bottom line was, Carrie needed a man to treat her gently, protect her, and I did the opposite. I refused to be who she needed me to be. Because I couldn’t have who I wanted, I made the woman who wanted me suffer needlessly. What I did to Carrie will haunt me almost as much as what two stupid words out of my mouth did to Drew. The hurt that she kept close ran deeper than I had realized. The woman in my arms wasn’t just battling being hurt, she was also scared.
Protect her, convince her, be patient…
 
“Drew,” I whisper into her hair. “Finding you wasn’t an accident. I’m begging you, let me back in.”
“Okay,” she says leaning into my chest.
Tilting her chin up, I kiss her soft lips and tell her, “I’m sorry.”
“Me too.”
 
Taking my hand, she slips her fingers between mine and squeezes. Then giving me a tug, together we made our way to her boat. “One more thing,” I say pulling her to a stop.
“What?”
“Can you cut out the nicknames?”
With a wink and a chuckle, she says, “I make no promises, boo boo.”
Satisfied with that, for now, we hadn’t gone three more steps when an explosion rocked the dock with the percussion sending us both sailing into the water. Surfacing with a roar, I immediately began yelling her name.
It was dark, she was tiny and the panic was unlike anything I’d ever felt in my life. When she came up sputtering, I was able to breathe again. Pulling her with me, we swim toward the section of the dock that somehow hadn’t been destroyed. With Drew holding onto the pole and my body caging hers in, we watch her Regal burn. 
“Well,” she announced brightly. “I think someone’s trying to kill me.”
“Only you would make a joke right now,” I groan then sober up. “Come on,” I say pulling her from the pole to swim toward the front of the dock. “For now let’s let whoever tried think they succeeded.”
Coughing on some nasty water, I haul her up and when she wraps her arms around my neck and said, “You wouldn’t blow up my boat just to get me back to your place, would you?” I laughed hard and then swallowed water myself.
Scaling the wall and pulling her over, we were both exhausted but I could hear sirens which meant we had to go. Sitting around being asked questions we couldn’t answer was not appealing. Plus, I needed to buy us some time so I could fucking think. The problem was, my God damn heart was in my throat. All the what ifs were literally choking me.
Taking her the same way I used to sneak in, she falls into the Impala and I do the same. When it was clear to take off, I hauled ass. Once we were a safe distance away, I took her hand, kissed the top and said, “If it wasn’t for the boat, what would it have took to get you to come home with me?”
Glancing my way, she grins and says, “Asking. I’m easy like that.”
 
Wet, cold and wore out I checked my neighborhood before pulling the Impala into the garage. Attempting to be chivalrous was a waste of time because she groaned she was cold and forced her way into my house. Following her through the back door, she freezes and I follow her gaze. “Your wife really liked pink,” she says with wide eyes. “A lot.”
“Ex-wife,” I say coming up behind her and resting my hands on her hips. “And I rarely came home much.”
“What’s her name?”
“Carrie.”
“Carrie Rhodes,” she said placing her hands over mine. “I bet she was very pretty.”
“She wasn’t you, Drew.”
“Obviously,” she says leaning into me. “The only pink in my place is pepto.”
“Hey,” I say turning her to face me. “Don’t over think this, okay? Everything in this house is mine, it’s all new and it’s all me. Well, minus the paint. I hate painting. I had no part in that shit.”
“Can I say something?”
“Yeah, of course.”
“I might be glad you found my file,” she says moving my hands and placing them over her heart. “But seeing proof of your marriage, even if not loving her is true, is killing me right now. You even have flowers…”
“Drew…”
“Let me finish,” she demands. “So I understand that seeing proof of my…past, would upset you too. I won’t throw your past in your face if you return the favor.” When I opened my mouth she placed her hand over it and said, “And, I understand this will be a bigger concession for you than it is for me, but going forward the last nine years don’t matter, they can’t.”
“How big of a concession are we talking about?”
“Big,” she mumbles looking anywhere but at me.
“How big, Drew?”
“Nine years is a long time,” she stalls. “Even if I only had sex once a year that’s still…”
“I’ve been with two women,” I growl taking her chin in my hand. “You and Carrie, that’s it.”
“Nooo,” she says laughing loud and breaking the tension. “I was your first?”
“Yeah smart ass, you were.”
“But you were so good!” 
Pleased by that, I couldn’t help but grin. Our first time may not have been awkward but I didn’t last long. To make it up to her I’d made her come three times and still felt like a champ to this day. “Not that you had much to compare it to but, thanks.”
“You may not see this as a compliment but no man has ever made me feel even a fraction of what you did that night. And believe me, I tried to forget but… I couldn’t.”
“No shit?”
“I wouldn’t lie about that.”
“Not even a fraction,” I growl then nip her lip. “We gonna make up for lost time, Drew?”
When she blanched, I held her tighter. “Well?” I push again. “Are we?”
She was in the process of shutting me out when I walked her into my living room, tore her wet top off and attempted to get her bra thing off. “The fuck is this thing?” I ask appalled when it wouldn’t budge.
“Spanx,” she actually giggled and when she saw I was lost she explained, “It’s a type of bra.”
“This is no bra, this is…Fuck, I don’t know what this is.”
“These girls don’t hold themselves up anymore, I require reinforcements now a days.”
“I’m cutting this contraption off,” I announce. “And when your tits need a boost, you can have my hands.”
“A true gentleman,” she snorts but I shut her up when I pinned her against the banister.
“I need you to trust me not to hurt you. Can you do that?”
Drew blinks once, twice and I saw the uncertainty leave her when she says, “Yes.”
Fucking ecstatic about that, I leaned in to kiss her when she made it clear, “I’m saying yes because I won’t let you hurt me again, Axle.”
“That’s fair. I’m looking forward to proving you wrong, Drew.” Then I took her by the hand and led her upstairs. Before getting to my room, I make a right and announce, “We need a shower first.”
“Thank God,” she said shucking that hideous bra then jeans leaving her only in a sexy thong. “Are you going to shower with your clothes on?”
“Need a minute,” I say palming myself. “Fuck woman, I thought your body was tight then, it doesn’t hold a candle to now.”
“Really?” she asked twirling slowly in a circle. Nope, still not shy…
“Work of art,” I promise her and when she turns and my eyes zero in on her bald pussy, I think I whimpered, “That’s new.”
“Waxing’s where it’s at,” she grins seductively before announcing, “Your turn,” and releases my belt followed by lowering my zipper. Sliding her hand in, she grips my cock, pulls it out and balances it in her palm. 
Her gulp was audible and my smirk was automatic. “Your cock deserves its own zip code.”
“You gotta stop stroking it,” I groan and like she hadn’t heard me she keeps petting it and mumbles directly to it, “Did you miss me?”
Before I fucked her standing up, I forced her into the shower to wash the river out of her hair.
This was a moment I’d waited my whole life for and neither of us were coming while we smelled like sewer.
 



 
 

“You had sex with Axle?” Deanne screamed into the phone. “And then you left?”
“Did you miss the part where he called me a mercy fuck?”
“Who cares, it’s Axle!”
“I care!” I shrilled. 
“Oh my God,” she rushed out. “You love him.”
“No I don’t,” I lied.
“Any other guy calls you anything you shrug it off. My big sis is in love.”
“No I’m not,” I warned her.
“Go talk to him, Drew.”
“Pick a side, Deanne.”
“Wait until I tell –”
Sisters were a pain in the ass.
 
Axle washed my hair.
A first for me.
Then he took the cloth to my back before kissing each shoulder. 
Another first for me.
For us.
He refused to let me do the same in return so after several tries I gave up and simply enjoyed it. 
His massive hard on kept poking me while he seemed able to ignore it choosing to focus on soaping up every inch of my body. Maybe he could ignore it, but I could not.
I was never big into blowies but I wanted to swallow his cock whole. I wanted the full experience of gagging, spitting, and him coming in my mouth. But every time I went for it, he found the will to deny me.
Clean and dry because he handled that for me too, we’re standing in front of his bed in towels. Mine was pulled tight to my body while his slung low on his hips. 
His chest was broader now, more defined. His arms were muscled up but not overly so. Back then I loved his long messy hair but I loved his close cut hair even more. It didn’t hide his face and Axle had a face that deserved to be seen. He had bright eyes despite them being brown. He also had the beginnings of a beard but it was because he’d forgotten to shave. His chest had just the right amount of hair and I followed the trail down past his navel. My gulp was stuck in my throat because this was real and real was freaking me out.  It was going to happen and I could even admit I wanted it to happen but I could not, would not, allow it to mean anything. Sex I could handle, it’s the other shit I was certain I’d screw up. 
 
“Stop it,” he barked startling me. “You’re already shutting me out, do not fucking do it, Drew.”
“I haven’t done anything,” I lie, gripping my towel tighter.
“Bullshit. You can tell yourself this is just a fuck but it’s total bullshit. I know you,” he says stepping to me. “And the one thing I do know is I am not and never will be just a fuck for you.”
“Don’t be so sure,” I throw out at him and he reacted.
“You want a grudge fuck?” he asks ripping my towel away. “Would that make us even?”
 
Standing there naked shouldn’t have bothered me considering I had just been naked in the shower a few minutes ago. But it did because I felt vulnerable. I hated not being in control and I hated that he saw right through me too. 
Lifting my chin with one hand and releasing his towel with the other, he pulls us close together and just stares.
Unable to look away but afraid of what he’ll see in me, I try backing away but he wasn’t having it. I was stuck and I was warm. I was also screwed. Screwed because I loved it.
In a low voice, a soothing voice he says, “The night you chose me I wanted to tell you that I loved you.” The hitch in my breathing could not be helped because the hurt needed out, demanded to be released. It had been festering inside me for years and the man who caused it was hell bent on ridding me of it. “I felt like I’d already loved you for a lifetime and Christ, when you touched me, how you touched me, I knew you felt the same.”
“I did,” I admit, albeit quietly.
“I should have told you,” he whispered against my lips. “Then when you heard those words you wouldn’t have believed it because you would have known how I felt. Shit, I waited for you too, Drew.”
With my cheek pressed against the hair on his chest, my arms found their way around his middle and I could only hold on. “Tell me you thought about me.”
“Every day,” I answer honestly however I didn’t feel the need to add that most days I wanted him run over by a truck.
“All these years, fucking wasted.”
“We were young. There was no guarantee we would have lasted,” I try explaining.
“Do you even buy the shit you’re selling?” he laughed into my hair.
“Denial is expensive,” I say on a laugh as well. “I can afford it.”
“We would have had good memories. Not the shit stuck in my head or the shit stuck in yours. Regret tastes like acid in my mouth right now…”
“You’re not responsible for what’s in my head.”
“I don’t like that you’ve closed yourself off to love,” he says meeting my eyes. “But I’m also grateful that you did because whether you know it or not, you were still waiting for me too.”
Refusing to acknowledge his words because I wasn’t ready to trust them, I decided to go with distraction. Moving my hands from his back to his semi, I take him in my palm and squeeze gently.
“Distracting me with a hand job won’t work,” he moans widening his stance.
“That’s why I’m going with a blow job,” I announce sinking to my knees.
Taking him in hand, I wasted no time wrapping my lips over his warm skin. At the moment of contact, my eyes rolled back. Axle tasted amazing. Sinking his hands in my hair, I plant mine on his thighs and suck. I added a few licks too, but in the end my mouth preferred suction.
“Fuck that feels good,” he praises as his grip tightens. Adding more suction and cupping his balls, he roars something I don’t understand and pulls me to a standing position.
He wanted to kiss me, I could feel it and because I could feel it, I needed to avoid it. 
Kissing for me was a personal thing. A personal thing I did not engage in often. Even after all these years I kissed Axle more during our one night together than I had all the men I’d been with combined. Twice he’s tried leaning in take to snag my mouth and both times I’ve resisted. “Give me what I want.”
“I am,” I argue using his cock as a distraction. 
“Pain in the ass,” he grunts then takes control by lifting me up from under my arms and tackling me to his bed. “You can’t even let me in enough to kiss you?” Pinned beneath him I had so many things I wanted to say but stayed silent. Axle was not struggling with any such problem. “I’ve dreamed about kissing you every night for nine years. Nothing else has ever come close.” I didn’t like the fact that anyone but me had kissed him at all. 
Because he’s mine mine mine!
“You kiss with your heart and soul,” he said nipping my bottom lip. “You kiss me with everything that you’ve got. A man doesn’t forget that. I’m the man that needs that right now, Drew.”
He was right, I did. Which was why I was afraid to try. But then he balanced his forearms on either side of my body and thoroughly invaded my space, my senses. 
“I ached for you. Still do.”
Like a bow strung tight, I snapped. 
Grabbing his face, I assault his mouth intending to shut him up. Wanting to show him I wasn’t sweet anymore, I wasn’t tame and I sure as fuck wasn’t his. But the opposite happened because when he gave it right back to me, I forgot my intentions. 
I forgot all of it, I simply felt.
And God dammit, I felt everything.
 
Pinning my arms above my head, he orders me to keep them there and I comply. Curiosity had me obeying his demands which was not my usual. His mouth grazed my neck and shoulder, hips grazed each nipple and swirled his tongue inside my bellybutton. Pretending I wasn’t into it was useless because I was gone. Fucking gone. And when his lips found my clit and he placed a kiss there, I moaned loud and long. “Ever been this wet before?”
“No.” Not a lie.
“Can’t believe I didn’t do this sooner,” he says running his finger between my legs. “Can’t believe this pussy is mine again.” Coming from anyone else I would have laughed but it wasn’t funny, it was tearing me apart in a really good way. “Tell me I can have it.”
Pillow talk wasn’t in my wheelhouse either but I found myself saying, “You can have it.”
And then he took it. With his tongue, fingers, and even his teeth; he took all of it. Spread open wide and sitting up on my elbows to watch, coming all over Axle’s tongue was the second most beautiful moment of my life. Falling to my back to calm down, he crawled up my body, cradled my face and kissed me. “You taste like promise.”
“Promise doesn’t have a taste,” I argue then lick my own lips. Personally, I thought I tasted salty and bland but there was no point in arguing. 
“Yeah it does. You.”
“Fuck me,” I demand wrapping my legs around his back.
“I’m not fucking you,” he growled but couldn’t help grinding between my legs either. 
Clearly to get off again we needed a compromise so I offered him one. “Fine, then I’ll fuck you.”
“I’m going to take care of you,” he promises lining up but never taking his eyes from mine. I had forgotten how beautiful he’d been when he took my virginity. I also forgot how beautiful he made me feel when he did. “I’m going to take good fucking care of you and you’re going to let me.” Digging my nails into his shoulders, his weight keeps me from burying my face in his neck to hide. “Eyes on me. You’re going to watch me do it, Drew.”
Saying no to him never entered my mind. So when he slowly slides inside of me and all thoughts of fucking and our past fled me. Because when he was in there deep I only felt one thing. 
I felt like I’d come home. I had forgotten what that felt like too.
 
In Axle’s bed, tangled in each other he did, in fact, take care of me.
It was the second time in my life a man had done so and considering he was the first, it was shredding me since I never thought I’d have it again.
Lavishing my body with his mouth, his words and his beautiful cock, I arched up and wailed. I couldn’t help it, controlling it was beyond me. Probably because for once, I wasn’t in control at all. “Yes,” he hissed pumping harder. The sound of our skin meeting was better than any song I’d ever heard. “Fucking beautiful, Drew. Fucking perfect. Keep watching me take care of you.” For a while I let him but it was important that I did my part too.
 
“My turn,” I announce sitting up and taking him to his back. Pleased he didn’t fight me on it, I watch Axle breathe heavily while his cock begs for what only I can give it. Biting his inner thigh causes him to clutch the sheets and on instinct, thrust up. Licking under his sac causes him to roar in surprise and pleasure. Giving him no time to recover, I balanced on my heels, opened myself up and slid down on him hard. Digging his fingers into my hips to guide the tempo, I rode him hard and with purpose. I bounced, rolled my hips and even bore down. Now on my knees, I continue to bounce only I did something else too. I took his face in my hands and kissed him. 
And when Axle came, it was screaming my name.
In a perfect world, we would fall asleep in each other’s arms. We might even cuddle and argue over who gets more blankets. But as his breathing evened out, his arms gripping me eased a bit, I saw this as my chance to bolt.
When the first snore hit, like a true professional I slid from the bed and started to gather my clothes in the dark. I had no concern for under things. Jeans, T-shirt and shoes was what I was after. Reaching for what I believed was, in fact, a shoe, his voice froze me in place. “Get your ass back in this bed, Drew. I’m not up for the chase right now.”
“Maybe I was going to get us coffee?” I counter reasonably.
“At four am?”
“They’re open twenty-four hours.”
“Look,” he sighs in disappointment. “You wanna do the walk of shame, do it. Just make sure you grab all your shit when you go.”
“I’m not ashamed,” I whisper staring at toes that I couldn’t see. “I just don’t want to be around when you realize you are.”
“What the fuck is in your head right now?” he grunted as he reached for the light. “I may have ruined the first best night of my life but you’re jacking up the second with this bullshit. I’m feeling a lot of things right now, Drew, but shame ain’t one of them.”
“You’re feeling things?” I ask stupidly.
“Yeah,” he said pulling back the covers. “I am. So get your ass back in this bed and spoon with me.”
“Spoon?”
“Now, Drew,” he orders me.
While I had gone out of my way to hurt him by calling him names he didn’t deserve, he, in turn, used names meant to compliment me. Which meant, Axle wasn’t the enemy and never had been. If tonight proved anything, it was that I had nothing to lose by at least trying. We deserved it, didn’t we? 
When a smile that he couldn’t see broke out over my face, bumps arose on my skin and the hope I thought I’d buried filled my chest, I made a decision to trust in this. 
And for the first time in my life, I leapt.
 



 
 

God she was the prettiest thing I’d ever seen.
Sharp, sassy, and seductive to a fault, that was my Drew.
The little female who ran a bar like a seasoned drill instructor, whipping her soldiers into shape, soldiers eager to please her. Often they bought her shots, anything to keep her close by a little longer.
While she could hold her liquor, she wasn’t a drinker.
Not too long after we met I asked her, “You don’t drink much do you?”
“No. Turns out, if I get too drunk I like to open-mouth kiss hookers.”
“You’re joking.” When she raised one eye brow, the laughter died in my throat. “You’re not joking are you?”
“Wanna get me slizzard and find out?”
One week later, I found out she wasn’t exclusive to hookers. 
That night she’d been all about my open mouth and though I wanted her more than anything, I didn’t take advantage.
The other eighty assholes at the party, yeah, they would have.
As for me, I was content with her passing out on my chest.
Where she belonged.
 
 
She was too quiet. 
Quiet meant she was thinking. Thinking led to doing dumb shit like trying to sneak out of bed to run away. 
Swear to God, the woman needed to stop thinking for once.
Giving her a few to work it out gave me the time to do the same. Only I knew my mind was going in a different direction. Drew, I guarantee, was looking for reasons to bail. I already had a million ways in mind to stop her. Calling on our history, I broke the silence by asking her, “How’s your parents and sisters?”
Drew was the oldest, though not by much. She adored her sisters and they adored her. They used to adore me too. However, if she told them what happened they’d attack and it wouldn’t be pretty. They favored her in fierceness.
“Darcy married last year,” she said rolling over to face me and fuck, she was stunningly gorgeous. “Danica has two kids, Ashton and Avery but was divorced last year. Deanne moved to Seattle for her boyfriend and Denice is struggling with introducing her girlfriend to my parents. My parents, who, by the way, don’t care as long as she’s happy. The hang up is on her, not them. What about you? How’s Ace?”
“Ace hasn’t changed much,” I confess, moving closer to her. To say I was pleased she didn’t hide her body with blankets was an understatement. So tracing her nipple I made it clear her nudity was appreciated. Her tiny smile and stiff nipples told me she got it. “He’s on his second marriage, sixth job, and recently started crossfit.”
“Ace started crossfit?” she asked with wide eyes. “On purpose?”
“Yeah,” I laugh at the thought. “But he’ll end up with an injury which will cause him to find a seventh job.”
“Speaking of jobs,” she says running her fingers through my chest hair. “You bought the business from Foxy, which is cool, so who do you have working for you? Do you have a crew? Anyone I know?”
“Not yet. Still trying to get my bearings.”
“Going through boxes,” she observes.
“Going through boxes. It’s kept me pretty busy.” Changing the subject I ask her, “What grand opening was Darius talking about?”
“I bought a club,” she surprised me by saying. “A throwback of sorts.”
“Can I see it?”
“When the time’s right,” she grins up at me. 
“About the Regal. You’re heavily insured right?”
“Yes,” she sighs then stares at the ceiling. 
“Anything of value on that boat?”
“Nearly everything on it is replaceable.” 
“Hey,” I prompt her. “What’s got you thinking so hard?”
“Bob,” she says sadly.
“Who the fuck is Bob?”
“The one thing on the boat I can’t replace.”
“So he’s not a who but a what?”
“Bob is my vibrator, Axle.”
“You named your dildo Bob?”
“Although you should know this,” she said snuggling into me which I liked. “A vibrator and a dildo are two completely different objects. One uses batteries, the other is made of rubber and is operated manually.”
“So yours takes batteries?” I ask intrigued by this. I was also sporting a semi because I was picturing Drew getting herself off and my cock was helpless to not respond.
“Saves time,” she explained with a shrug.
“I’ll take you shopping.” I couldn’t wait to take her shopping.
“Yeah,” she says looking up at me with mischief in her eyes. “We can shop for a new one but it’s going to take me time to move past this, Axle. Bob and I have a lot of history.”
It’s official, now I’m rock hard. Drew notices this and fists my cock. “You get yourself off a lot, Drew?”
“Mmhmm,” she says kissing my chest. “Wanna watch, Axle?”
“Fuck yes, I do.”
“I can tell,” she agrees by tightening her grip. “Because if this he-rection could talk, he’d be screaming my name. Wait, wasn’t I supposed to be doing something? Oh right,” she muses. “You wanted a show and a show you shall have.”
 
Giving me the sexiest grin I had ever seen, she reaches one hand between her firm legs when my fucking cell phone rings. Moment lost, she tells me to answer it and mid reach I realized the moment was not lost. Because she kept going… God, I loved her!
The night we had together would always be burned in my memory because Drew wasn’t shy at all. I expected her to have some hesitation especially when she admitted to being a virgin. But she trusted me to treat her with care and I did. I may have only had her missionary that night but it was missionary with her heels dug into my ass. Drew was not only comfortable with her sexuality; she was blatant about it. She was seducing me with it, teaching me with it. Even while I’m about to answer a call, she’s got her fingers in her pussy and she was daring me to stop her. 
I wasn’t stopping shit. I’ve waited my whole life for this. For her.
“What?” I growl into the receiver. But it wasn’t an angry growl. It was a deep, visceral warning to the caller that was a result of watching her masturbate. 
“The file ain’t back in the box,” Foxy says giving me his own growl and I wish I could say I lost my hard on but I didn’t. “I know this because that fucking cop is asking around about the woman who don’t need that shit.”
“It’s under control,” I mumble absently because Drew working her pussy was a thing of beauty. 
“Put her on the phone,” he demanded and this brought me up short. 
“How – ”
“Not big on repeating myself,” he barks. “Now put her on the God damn phone.”
Because one hand of hers was busy and I didn’t want the other to stop fisting me, I put him on speaker. “Hi Foxy,” she says happily and I could hear the love in his voice when he said, “How’s my Drew?”
“I’m good,” as she circles her clit with her thumb she winks at me and grins. “Real good.”
“You repeating history with Axle?”
“Yes.”
“He’s a good man.”
Looking up she whispered, “I know he is.”
“That cop is on a mission,” he said getting back to business. “Watch that ass.”
“My ass is covered,” she promised and giving my cock a squeeze I groan, “Fuck yeah it is.”
Disconnecting with Foxy, she tosses the phone and says, “I need a hand, Axle.”
“Lucky for you,” I say lending it. “I have two.”
Five minutes or so later, I had Drew coming all over my fingers and when she was done she watched me lick all but one clean. As ordered, I left the index for her.
 



 
 

“Sometimes it takes balls to be a woman and, baby, you have a pair to envy.” ~Mom
 
For the last two nights I’d been staying at Axle’s. More appropriately, I was working from his bed because we screwed so much I was too tired to leave it. He fed me, showered with me, and we spooned a lot. When it was time to work he hooked up his fax and scanner which allowed me to stay on track. Asking all the right questions, providing help when I needed it, I was able to be efficient and lazy at the same time. With the soft opening right around the corner and other matters needing my attention, Axle declared himself my right hand. When he wasn’t using it to give me orgasms, he used it to take on tasks that would normally eat up hours of my time so I could focus on other things. 
The Hole didn’t steal time from me because it was only operated two nights a week.  At this point, I saw no need to inform my staff of my boat’s demise. Nor was I going to inform them that as far as whoever blew it up was concerned, I was dead.
Being dead meant I had no eyes on me for the time being and I was taking advantage. Keeping the guys in the dark, in my mind, was keeping them safe. I had no idea who wanted me or rather us, out of the picture, and until I did, I wasn’t saying shit. If my guys caught wind of this; they’d either lock me in a closet or start calling in favors to the wrong people to help me. I didn’t need the bullshit, so silence was gold. As much as I was enjoying having Axle to myself, having these quiet moments to get to know him again, I knew it was temporary.   
Tonight I had to work and true to his word, Axle was determined to sling drinks with me. Though, I was secretly hoping he was coming because he wanted to spend more time with me. 
After sending off the last of the signed contracts, vendor orders, and insurance paperwork, we showered, had lunch and left together in the Impala.
 
We were holding hands when we walked in. But when I saw Shane was standing at the bar with his head hung low, I squeezed his fingers in warning and he squeezed mine back. Axle understood.  Killing the security panel alerted him to our presence and the first thing I saw was his busted up face. “Explain,” I order him. “And do not spare any details.”
“Drew,” Axle tried but I wasn’t giving Shane a chance to punk out. It was time for me to draw the line and giving Shane sympathy wasn’t the way to go. The kid needed to come clean and he would be doing that now.
“Uh uh,” I snap. “What happened to you, Shane.”
“Met up with some friends last night,” he whispers in shame. “He found me.”
“He did this in front of your friends?”
“No. He waited until I was alone.”
“Did you fight back?” Axle asked gently.
“Tried to,” he laughed bitterly. “Landed one, a solid one like you showed me and then he tazed me before I could throw another.”
“He tazed you?” I roared while Axle held me still. “He fucking tazed you?”
“Yeah.”
“Why didn’t you call me?” 
“Not your problem. You’ve done enough for me. You don’t need this shit too.”
“What did I tell you would happen if he touched you again?” I say turning him to face me and the look of despair gutted me. I had to fix this, now.
“You’re not killing my dad, Drew.”
Instead of arguing with him I asked, “Are you up for working tonight?”
“Yeah.”
“Okay then,” I exhale hard. “You’ll be behind the bar with me and Axle. Cool?”
“Cool.”
“Look at me, Shane,” I order him and when he does, I feel Axle place his hand on my lower back in a show of support. “I’m not that much older than you, but I learned shit young. I had parents who led by example but they did so with love. You haven’t had that, but you have us now. You lean on family, Shane, you lean on me, you lean on Axle. You do not carry this burden on your own.” When I saw I had his attention I pushed harder. “Do you want more time with Axle out back?”
“Yeah,” he confesses quietly.
“Do you like your place upstairs? Your place here at the bar?”
“Yeah,” and fuck me, he sniffled.
“Good answer,” I say pulling him in for a rare hug. Rare in that I didn’t give them out often. “That place, this bar…us. We’re your sanctuary, Shane. I promise you that. He won’t touch you again.” I knew by the look of relief on his face that he finally believed me.
“Let’s fuck some shit up,” Axle says clapping Shane on the back and I watched them head outside together. The rest of my staff wouldn’t be here for several hours so I took the quiet time to reflect, to plan, and to make a call.
When he answered I kept it simple.
“Long time,” Gadget answers on the second ring. Gadget, AKA Gage Kane, was a lot of things. Assassin for hire was one of those things. But before I went that route I needed his other skill.
“I’ve got a cop up my ass.”
“Sounds unpleasant.”
“It is,” I assure him. “But this call is about his kid. His grown ass kid who he beats the living shit out of at his leisure. He’s come to my place and caused trouble, which I handled it like a boss. However, he took shit to the next level when my boat blew up with me almost inside of it. And you know how much I liked my boat, Gadget. I don’t do dirty pool.”
“The Regal?” he bellows on my behalf. “The motherfucker blew your shit up?”
“Yahtzee.”
“What else?”
“He got a hold of him again last night, despite my warning. I have him on video assaulting me but that won’t take me far, legally. He’s a cop, Gadget. A dirty cop who abuses his kid.”
“I need a name,” he demands and I gave it to him. “Time frame?” I gave him that too. 
“Whatever the fee, I’ll pay it. Money is not an issue for me.”
“Least of my worries. Camo and I will look into this together.”
That was one hell of a pledge because his wife, Camo, was a firecracker. Gadget used to be quite the man whore, one I never slept with, never wanted to either, thank fuck. He always reminded me of Axle (minus being a man whore). But his heart, no, his soul, had always belonged to her. And nowadays when she feels like throwing down, they come in and tear the place apart, together.  They called it date night and it was seriously fucking cute. Looking over my shoulder to the man out back, I wondered if I was his heart and soul. One thing at a time, Drew…
“Tell her I said hi and remember I need Intel first, Gadget. Tussling with a cop is a big leap, even for me.”
“Not for us. She’d love to work this asshole over and I’d like to watch.”
“Yes well, I’m a rookie next to you two.”
“You’ve helped us out over the years, Drew. More than you know. I also know you’re keeping this prick alive for his boy, but if shit gets serious…”
“Then we forego the shit.”
“I’ll be in touch,” and then he was gone.
Axle was behind me. Lightly gripping the back of my neck, he tilts my head back and asked, “Who’s Gadget?”
“Please don’t get jealous about Gadget. He’s a friend and he’s very married.”
“I’m not jealous, Drew. I’m territorial. Jealous is wanting something that isn’t yours. Territorial is protecting what’s already yours. In case you missed it, you’re mine and this is the shit you include your man in so he doesn’t kill people.”
“I’m yours?” I all but whispered because the words felt good.  “Wait, you’re my man?”
“You’re my woman. That makes me your man, does it not?”
“Yes, but you kind of ordered it,” I point out. “I thought this was something we talked about.”
“We’re not kids anymore. We don’t talk about it; we just do it. Been waiting to do it for nine God damn years, Drew. So no, I’m not asking, because there’s nothing to ask. It just is.” Thinking on that, I couldn’t help but chuckle. 
“What’s so funny?” he asks slapping my ass.
“I have a boyfriend.”
“And that’s funny why?”
“I’ve never had a boyfriend,” I admit. “At twenty-eight it sounds funny saying boyfriend. Maybe I should say manfriend or steadycock?”
“You’re serious,” he says lifting me up and setting me on the bar top. “You haven’t, have you?”
“No. I haven’t.”
“I’m your first,” he smiled wide and I melted. “Again.”
“Jesus,” I fake groan. “Who knew it was possible your chest could get bigger Goldicock?”
“Your man,” he says biting my nipple through my t-shirt. “Call me your man. Say it, Drew.”
My man.
Two words I never thought I would say but had to admit liked the way they sounded.
 



 
 

“Women who behave rarely make history, Axle.”
“Did you just come up with that?”
“Fuck no,” she giggled. “Now can we go cause trouble?”
 
I could not bartend.
I could not even pretend that I had the skill.
Luckily, Drew found this funny and Shane, who did have the skill, covered my ass.
While I may not be bartender material, I was having the time of my life with her.
She made it look easy and I was in awe of her. I was in awe with everything about her. 
Customers came from all over to see her, talk to her, and drink in her place. This place had no labels, no social bullshit. Here, everyone that showed was on neutral ground. She did something no one else has ever done, at least not like this. She brought people together. Execs, bikers, gang bangers, other bar owners and even the fucking hipsters. Black, white, Hispanic, Asian, did not matter to her. Drew treated each the same, with respect. She was a people person and most did not know this like I did. She hid it behind her bad ass don’t fuck with me attitude but I knew her, I knew the real her. Which was why it didn’t surprise me she had an assassin on speed dial. 
Drew Zelinski knew everyone and people were drawn to her. Especially the nut jobs.
 
“I suck at this,” I say tossing the bar rag. This was the fifth bottle I’ve busted in an hour. 
“I need to start paying you,” she grins taking a sip of her beer.
“Why?”
“So I can take the profit you’re costing me out of your check.”
The smirk on her face told me, she was enjoying this. “Smart ass,” I mumble. “When does this place slow down?”
Letting out a roar of laughter I have not seen in too long, she sobers and says, “We haven’t hit the rush yet, honey.”
Honey…She’s never called me that before. “Hands down,” I say tugging her t-shirt so I could see her tits. “Sexiest thing living and breathing and she’s my woman.”
“She’s also your boss,” she snaps haughtily but I saw her face soften for me. “And when we hit max capacity I’m going to fire you and then hire you to bounce.”
“You trust me not to go too far?” I ask tugging her top again. “Don’t want to piss off Tiny or Fudge.”
“Tiny would be grateful and Fudge, despite his welcoming demeanor, will appreciate the help.”
“What’s that guy’s story?” I ask glancing over at him. 
“You mean the chip permanently attached? It’s earned, believe me. Did time for a crime he didn’t commit, came home to literally nothing and realized he had two choices. Work or go back to prison for a crime he did, in fact commit. The previous owner hired him, same man that hired me. We’re like a shelter for pissed off humans, we take them all in.”
“I get Fudge, Shane, and Luis, but explain Tiny to me because I don’t get it.”
“I felt sorry for him,” she said looking his way. “I thought I could toughen him up but I can’t, he’s truly a gentle giant and come on, he’s pretty adorable.”
“He’s a bouncer who can’t bounce, Drew.”
“I know,” she groaned watching Tiny take in the crowd from the corner where he was hidden. “But he needed a job. He’s actually transferring over to a restaurant I own. Turns out he can cook and I mean cook so I approached him about it and he accepted.”
“You take care of everyone,” I say pulling her to me not caring who saw. “Good thing I showed up to take care of you when I did.”
“I’m really glad you showed, Axle.”
 
Before I could say or do more like bend her over the bar, Shane came up and told her a guy was there to see her. Not pleased about this, I followed much to her dismay. Shaking his hand, she introduces us, “Marty, this is – ”
“Axle,” I interrupt. “Her man.”
“Wow,” she said giving me the look. “Axle, this is Marty, one of my partners. A married partner, though I shouldn’t have to disclose that.”
“I’m gay, too,” Marty says forgoing the shake and heading straight for the hug. “So gay that I’m enjoying your discomfort.”
I felt her anger but she was too busy wrapping up loose ends with Marty to rail at me for my behavior. Once he left, I caught her elbow and whispered in her ear, “Fuck, sorry.”
“I do have male friends,” she informed me. “Just because a man has a dick, doesn’t mean I’ve sucked it.”
“I said I was sorry, Drew.”
“Fair enough,” she says heading back to the bar and I stood there a minute longer feeling like an asshole.
Hour by hour the place started to fill. By eleven, I’d already busted up four fights and Drew kicked in to break up the girl on girl action. Every male in the room enjoyed the hell out of that. Three chicks brawling, fucking hot. Although, neither bitch held a candle to her and she made it clear hair pulling did not happen in her place. She drove that lesson home with a well-honed pimp slap for each offender.
Now it was pushing midnight and it was shoulder to shoulder.
Drew and Shane were a well-oiled machine, tight music was playing and the crowd was live.
Fudge played it cool letting me know when she hit the bar tonight it would pop off.
I could not wait.
 
At exactly 12:01 am, it happened.
 



 
 

He was trying to focus on the Impala, swear to God he was.
But it was impossible when I was shaking my ass while using a socket wrench as a microphone.
Chanting ‘And now you do what they told ya’
Axle forgot all about the car and stared at me.
Kicking my feet out and screaming, ‘Fuck you, I won’t do what you tell me!’
He couldn’t stop himself from joining in.
We raged against the machine like professionals.
 
Tonight I was doing something a little different. 
No Kid Rock as my intro and my cowboy hat would stay on its hook.
Handing Shane my phone and telling him which track, he does what he always does, what he’s told.
Tiny easily lifts me up setting me on the bar top and the customers knowing what’s coming, move their drinks out of the way. With my eyes on Axle, who, as it turns out, was the world’s best bouncer, the track hit, the crowd cheered and my man… well, he fucking smirked at me. 
He knew.
He remembered.
Working my body for him, I don’t sing and I don’t take my eyes off him either.
Like we were the only people in the room, I danced for him.
Dropping to my knees I accept the bottle of champagne Shane hands to me. Swerving slowly back up, I cock my finger at Axle and lick my lips.
With the crowd singing on my behalf, I mouth the words, 
So com’on, take a bottle, shake it up
break the bubble, break it up
and when then crowd chants the chorus, I pop the cork and cover myself in bubbly while singing directly to Axle.
Locked on me, he maneuvers the crowd to get to where I am. A guy sucker punches Axle by accident and after laying the guy out with one shot, he carts him over to Fudge. The same Fudge who was actually smiling for once.
Staying on the bar and finishing my show, I felt his eyes on me which revved me up. Axle allowed me to do what I did without complaint so I allowed him to do what he did. And right now he was protecting my bar. He was protecting me.
I stayed up top until it ended, then I hopped down to refill my customers’ glasses and grab more beer from the cooler. Song after song the crowd sang, danced, fought and enjoyed themselves. 
After one particularly large fight was shut down, I searched the crowd but it was Shane who pointed him out to me. He was standing a few feet from the door eye level with a tall blonde woman, and he was not smiling. In fact, he was coiled ready to strike.
 
“Cover me,” I tell Shane leaving my spot.
Joining him, I stood by his side silently giving him a chance to explain this to me. Because Axle was familiar with her and she him. She looked terrified, she looked ready to pass out and he was losing his patience. This, I realized was his ex, Carrie. 
“Why are you here?” I ask cutting to the chase.
“Drew,” he said in warning, but fuck him. I’ve endured his cave man bullshit, he could suffer through mine.
“This isn’t your kind of place,” I say sticking out a hip. “If you plan to stay, you’re watching your own ass. He is not your personal bodyguard, we clear?”
“I just wanted to say hello,” she said moving closer to him.
“Have you done that yet?”
“Well yes,” she hedged.
“Cool,” I offer a false smile. “Now you can go.”
“I came to speak to my husband,” she blurts, proud of her own bravado.
“Ex-husband,” I remind her, then looking at him I ask, “Did you ask her to come here?”
“Fuck no,” he says looking uncomfortable. “She just showed up and was about to get her face smashed into a wall before I stepped in.”
“It could only be an improvement,” I mumble because she was not who I could ever see him with. She was mousy, plain and dull as dinner with my grandparents and they were dead. 
“Carrie,” he sighed. “This is – ”
“I know who she is,” she says softly. “I know exactly who she is and it’s because of her you couldn’t love me.”
When he didn’t correct her, I rolled my eyes at the whole thing. I had a bar to run and I was not getting into it with this twit, ever. “You’re right,” I say rounding on Axle. “I don’t like her.”
“Drew,” he groaned. “Fuck, you’re not helping me right now.”
“Don’t even,” I warn him and then her. “You don’t belong here and you didn’t belong with him either. He married you to get over me and that is on him. But you married a man you knew didn’t love you and that, is on you.”
“I never stood a chance against you,” she said staring at me yet I sensed no aggression or jealousy.
“No,” I agree returning the stare. “You didn’t.”
“I’m sorry I came,” she says eyeing the door and right then I made a decision. If Axle was ever going to accept my past, I’d also have to accept his. Taking that first step was not easy but I did it. I actually snaked my arm around her waist and said, “Come on, Carrie, I’ll buy you a drink.”
“W-what?”
“A drink,” I repeat looking over at Axle ready to ask if she was able to keep up. But the look of terror on his face made me laugh instead. “You like tequila?”
“Uh no,” she says hesitantly.
Bringing her behind the bar with me so she didn’t die, I grab the bottle, pour her a shot, hand it to her and let her know, “You will.”
Bless her heart, she kept it down and when she coughed and said, “Another please,” I knew I may never like her but I respected a woman who could hold her liquor. Making small talk and leaving the bar to Shane and the crowd to Axle, who was tweaking out, I got to know her.
Sadly, thirty minutes later it was clear there wasn’t much to know.
She was about as exciting as a pap-smear.
But something she kept doing inspired me to give the woman a break. Because she couldn’t help herself and she couldn’t take her eyes off Tiny. I was a sucker for shit like this. Calling Tiny over, I give a quick intro and told him to give her a tour. This was funny because the bar was small and there was nowhere to take her but it was as subtle as I could get without being obvious. 
Axle was watching me, I was watching Carrie and when she was shoved hard, I was finally witnessing Tiny whoop someone’s ass. All in all, it was a good night.
 



 

I was a simple guy.
I liked what I liked and didn’t put too much thought into why that was.
Like the first time I saw her.
I didn’t over analyze that shit, I just did what it took to get her attention and busted ass to keep it.
This meant I didn’t like other people liking what I liked.
But when it came to Drew, the female was not even aware that male eyes were always on her.
Preying.
Waiting.
Hoping I’ll fuck up so they can move in.
Thank Christ she wasn’t the kind of female that got off on that kind of shit.
She never worked it to her advantage or rubbed my face in it.
Not Drew.
She was simple, like me.
 
When Carrie finally left, I brought Drew back to her office, which was basically a storage closet, and got right in her shit. 
I didn’t like Carrie being here, I didn’t like Carrie being near Drew and I didn’t like Drew feeling jealous over a marriage that was never more than a farce. Except I didn’t think she was jealous anymore and that bothered me too. Being the only one in a constant state of jealousy sucked. I told her all these things and she gave me a shrug which pissed me off too. I went on to tell her she wasn’t a fucking matchmaker and if she ended up friends with my ex, I was leaving. At this, she burst out with laughter and she wouldn’t fucking stop.
 
“You’re an asshole, Drew.”
“Why are you so worked up right now?” she asks catching her breath. 
“I didn’t like her here,” I repeat. “At all.”
“Okay…”
“Then you ship her off with Tiny? What in the actual fuck were you thinking?”
“I thought they were cute,” she grins. “Did you see his uppercut? I knew he had it in him.”
“You thought…” I could not handle this right now. “Again, I don’t want her here. Ever.”
“Relax,” she says holding back her smirk. “He starts at Bennett’s in two days.”
“You own Bennett’s,” I remind her. 
“I’m trying to keep up, Axle, but damn, help me out.”
“I don’t want her here, Drew or at Bennett’s or any other fucking place you own or may be at!”
Running my hands over my face in irritation, I started to pace but stopped when I hit a utility shelf. Fighting in a closet was a new low for me, hell, fighting with her at all was. “I don’t want you to like her,” I finally admit. “Alright? I don’t.”
“Hey,” she says sliding her hands up my chest. “I don’t like her. I can promise you I won’t ever like her. But I liked the way she looked at Tiny, I liked that a lot. Especially because for her to look at him meant she wasn’t looking at you.”
“So you were jealous,” I push, hoping she says yes.
“Yes, I was. I am. I’m territorial too, Axle.” Then moving back a bit, she leans against the wall and eyes me. “She was wrong for you.”
“I know.”
“But if I had to pick my replacement, I would choose her. Because she was nothing like me which meant she was exactly that, a replacement.”
“I know.”
“Then you know that’s what they were for me too,” she says wrapping her arms around me. “A replacement.”
“You remembered,” I say kissing her once. “Pour Some Sugar on Me, the Impala, how you danced for me that day. You remembered.”
“Yeah,” she smiles for me. “I remembered.”
That was a day I’d never forget. Def Leppard coming on, Drew tossing the shop towel she was holding. Ripping the clip from her hair and thrashing. As cheesy as the song was, I loved that she let loose for me then. I loved that she did again tonight. Hell, I didn’t think it was possible to love her more than did then, but I did in fact love her more now. I needed to tell her and he would, soon. When a photo caught my eye, I picked it up and studied it. “You met Kid Rock?”
“Uh huh, many times actually,” she says blowing the dust off the glass. “Bob is a cool cat.”
“Drew,” I accuse looking from the frame to her. “You named your fucking vibrator after Kid Rock?”
“Where do you come up with this shit? B-o-b stands for battery operated boyfriend. I worry about you, seriously.”
A rap on the door ends our chat but when Shane let’s her know Darius was looking for her, it did not end my jealousy.
Not by a long fucking shot. The only reason I didn’t lock her in that closet/office with me was because of the look of apology on her face. Letting Shane know she’ll be out, she looks at me and says, “Don’t let this ruin the moment, Axle. Please.”
“Go,” I forced out and was none too happy when she did.
Following her out, I let her do what she needed to do but I stayed close. Drew was at the end of the bar shifting her weight from foot to foot while I found an imaginary spot behind the bar to clean. When Darius reached for her, she deflected. When he tried coaxing her, she stood firm. When he said, “Baby, what’s changed?” I nearly broke my own jaw by grinding the hell out of it.
“I did,” she says gently. “I can’t see you anymore, D.”
“Fuck,” he said closing his eyes. “I’ve been replaced, haven’t I?”
She tenses and I catch it, but I also caught what came next. “That’s the thing, you’ve never had a place. Not with me.”
“Drew,” he tried again.
“Let me finish, please,” she says looking up to the ceiling. Then meeting his eyes, she blurts, “You were a mercy fuck.”
“A what, now?”
“Mercy fuck.”
“Baby, come on,” he says getting a hold of her this time and pulling her close. “Mercy fuck? Naw, Drew, I ain’t that.”
“You were, they all were,” she says with shame in her voice. 
“Baby,” he said kissing her which I did not fucking like. “Like I said, I ain’t that. But what I was, was honored.”
“I’m sorry if I hurt you, D. So fucking sorry.”
“I hoped one day I’d get in there…is it him?” he asks nodding over to me and I found another patch of dirt that needed my attention. This bar top was going to shine if it killed me.
“Yes,” she says glancing over. “It’s him, it’s always been him.”
“He’s big for a white boy,” he tries to joke, but the guy was hurting and did I care? No. “He got money? He take care of you?”
I may be big but I did not have money. However, I wanted to spend my life taking care of her if she’d let me. Watching her let him down, it hit me in the gut. The realization that any guy at any time could have stolen her from me. Had she opened herself up just a little bit, some motherfucker would have found his way in and done whatever the fuck he could to stay there. Had she done that, I wouldn’t be here. I wouldn’t be happy for the first time in nine years either. 
“He’s good to me,” she says wrapping herself around him again. 
Resting his chin on the top of her head, I watch him hold her close and for the last time. “He fucking better be.” Eyes on me he offers the barest nod, kisses her forehead and left the way he came.
She stood there for an extra minute composing herself and I stayed back to let her do it. Even the crowd gave her space. Turning to face me, she gives me a small smile before joining me. “You alright?” I ask her.
“I’m okay,” she says patting my ass. “Just learning from my mistakes is all.” 
 
It was pushing three a.m. when the crew left, Shane went up to crash and Drew was counting money. Syncing my phone to the receiver, I hit play, turned it up loud and when she looked up I said, “Come here, Drew.”
Leaving the money where she stood, she cleared that bar and made her way into my arms.
 



 
 

“Dance with me,” he said opening his arms.
“What?” I asked looking around the room because my nerves refused to let me stay still. We were used to be being alone but this was different. I had propositioned him for sex and he’d agreed. Now he wanted to dance? I was completely confused.
“I asked you to dance with me,” he urged stepping forward. “Before we do this, I’d like to dance with you, Drew.”
“Okay,” I swallowed moving into his space.
“Hey,” he said lifting my chin. “Are you sure about this? About me?”
Losing the nerves, I reach for his face, pull him toward me and promise him, “One hundred percent sure about this and you.”
“Fuck,” he said closing his eyes. “She’s sure about me. Thank God.”
 
 
The one night I’d spent with Axle, he’d played a CD he’d burned and sang every song to me.
At the time I thought it was romantic but looking back I realized it was his way of telling me how he felt and gauging my reaction to it. Nineteen years old…I thought I knew everything. Axle had tried and it took me until right now to figure it out. Arms around his waist, head on his chest with his mouth close to my ear, I absorb every word that comes out of it.
 
Now at last I hold you
Now all is said and done
The search has come full circle
Our destinies are one
 
Trying not to cry into his shirt, he holds me tight and he keeps singing to me. So I continued to listen, to finally hear.
Gripping him, never wanting to let him go, he lifts my chin and whispers, The search is over, love is right before my eyes.
“Axle,” I manage before taking his mouth. Then kissing his cheeks, his chin and even his nose I didn’t stop until he says, “Should have said it sooner.” Every time he’d sang to me, looked at me, smiled at me, he was trying to tell me.
“I should have been a better listener.”
Tracing my lip, he asks me, “Are you listening now?”
To this all I could do was nod while we swayed.
“When I said they were using you, that you were just pussy…Drew,” he sighs. “I was way off.”
“No, you weren’t.”
“Yeah, I was. Darius cares for you, I saw it. I also saw the look on your face when you figured it out. They didn’t keep coming back to you because you were pussy. They came back to you because they saw what I see and wanted that for themselves. I can’t blame a guy for that, Drew.”
“Stop,” I say pitifully but he didn’t. 
“Had you let your guard down even once, I wouldn’t be here right now,” he says gripping me. “Do you get that? We wouldn’t be here right now, Drew.”
Losing my temper, I push back, square off and ask him, “What do you want me to say right now, Axle? Every step I take forward with you puts us back where we started. I had sex with other men but I never gave a fuck about a single one, this is not a new song, so can we please stop fucking replaying it?”
“Christ,” he says looking frustrated. “I was fucking apologizing.”
“You don’t have to!”
“Wrong time,” he mumbles sliding out his phone and killing the music. “Let’s just call it a night.”
“No,” I say holding my ground. “I’m not done. I’m not even close to being done. You show up out of nowhere and weasel your way back into my life like no time has passed. We cleared the air, are trying the whole start fresh thing, but it’s not fresh. It’s fucking festering. Not for me but for you. What are you holding onto, Axle?” At his silence, I push further. “What are you holding onto!”
“You!” he roars. “I’m trying to hold onto to you! But you do not make it fucking easy! You used to be easy!”
“I used to be nineteen!” I shout back. “I used to think the sun rose and set with you too, but guess what? Shit happens! I am giving you more than I have ever given anyone else and it’s not enough for you?”
“Fuck no, it’s not enough,” he snaps. “I want you to love me like you used to!”
“I’m not her anymore!”
“God dammit, I know that!”
“Then what’s the fucking issue?”
“The issue is that I want you to be, alright?”
 
Backing away, I hug myself to prevent my hands from choking him. Hurt and pissed off, I move away when he rushes me. Taking me by my shoulders he says, “That came out wrong.”
“No it didn’t. You want me to be the girl that never said no, that followed you around and ignored the world in favor of you. And you know what? Even if we had stayed together that would not have been our story because you can’t tune the fucking world out for one person.” I lie. Because you can. I did and it bent me over. 
So much for keeping your feelings in storage, Drew…
“Shit. You don’t get it.”
“Yes I do, but you don’t want me to love you like I used to,” I whisper. “Maybe you fucked it up then but odds are outstanding that I’ll fuck it up now.” When he stares at his feet I kept going. “I spent two years silently loving you. I spent the nine years following, hating you. We’ve been reconnected for two weeks, Axle and if you’re looking for me to tune the world out for you, if that’s what you need, I can’t give that to you. I can’t be her again.”
And that’s when Axle lost his shit.
 



 
 

“That girl has nothing to offer except a pregnancy to trap you and a prenuptial agreement,” my father said flipping his paper over. Did he care she was all of eighteen years old? No. In his eyes, she should already have her ten-year plan worked out. Hell, I didn’t even have my own plan. My future was planned for me and it wasn’t the future I envisioned for myself either. Honestly, Drew had the right idea and I respected her for it. “She works in a bar for heaven’s sake.”
“I’ve never seen her in anything except jeans and t-shirt,” my mother said in disgust. “I bet they’re even used.”
It amazed me that these people raised me. The same people who were sweet to Drew’s face then cut her down when she wasn’t around to defend herself. “She’s perfect,” I defend. “She works hard, provides for her family –”
“She’s trash,” my mother snapped. “She isn’t like us!”
“Last time I checked, I wasn’t like you either.”
Setting his paper down, my father decreed, “No, but will you be.”
 
 
It’s rare I lost my temper like this. 
But when it happened, there was no stopping it.
Rounding on her, I let loose a string of curses before driving my point home.
“This wasn’t supposed to be a fight, Drew. Jesus Christ, what I was trying to say was I want you to love me again! Like you did before you became all jaded and shit. And guess what? When you love someone, you do tune the fucking world out, by the way! There is nothing more beautiful than that! Fuck using the past versus now, we’re still us, dammit! You can be her because you are her. The second,” I say pinning her to the brick. “The fucking second you tune into that; you’ll see me for what I really am.”
“And that is?”
“Yours, Drew.”
Closing her eyes, I couldn’t tell if she was shutting down or opening up but I wasn’t done. “You tune shit out all the time, your whole world is work. I’ve watched you tune it all out to get where you needed to be and it’s not a bad thing. I’m just asking you to let me be a part of that.”
“You are,” she fires back. “But fuck, cut me some slack, alright? You’re my man, I’m your woman, I’m living with you since the explosion and I cut Darius loose in front of you. Now you want declarations of love? That’s what you need?”
“Yes,” I hiss at her. “That’s what I fucking need.”
“It’s been two weeks,” she presses and that’s when it all came out.
“I have never stopped loving you, Drew. Darius and who the fuck else out there still has a shot at stealing you from me. But I know,” I growl in her face. “I fucking know that if you loved me that wouldn’t happen. Because if you loved me, they wouldn’t exist for you.”
“You’re afraid of losing me?”
“Lost you once,” I admit quietly. “Can’t lose you again.”
“Axle…”
“I don’t have money, I’m not famous, and as of two weeks ago you lived your life thinking I fucked you over. Married a woman I did not love, bought a business I did not want and I’m scared as fuck that the woman I have loved all these may not ever love me back. Because when she loved me and I was her world, shit made sense. I just want shit to make sense again, Drew. Just once I’d like to get something right.”
“You’ve given this a lot of thought,” she says stroking my arms.
“Yeah.”
“I have to, you know. Losing you the first time altered the course of my life. Losing you a second time would unravel it.”
“Because you love me,” I grin in victory.
“I didn’t say that,” she counters weakly.
“Drew,” I groan tagging her neck and pressing our foreheads together. “You didn’t have to.”
“Are we done fighting?”
“Nice subject change,” I say lifting her up under her ass. “But yeah, we’re done fighting.”
“Make up sex?” she asks raising an eye brow. “Ever have it?”
“No,” I grin again.
“Want to?”
 
Locking up, setting the alarm, and climbing into the Impala, when she linked her fingers with mine shit finally made sense again. My chest felt lighter, I could breathe easier and I would swear sights and sounds were crisper. 
You’ve been living a grey life…
Thinking on that, I had to agree and until finding her again, I hadn’t realized how lost I’d been.
Checking her phone with her free hand, she gets lost in her world while I drive and get lost in her. “Do you mind if I smoke?” she asks breaking me of my thoughts.
“I don’t mind,” I tell her. “You don’t smoke very much, why bother at all?”
“Honestly?” she asks rolling down the window. “I have no idea.”
Lighting up, I watch her exhale and hold the smoke by the cracked window. “Maybe I do it because it’s for me. Like a small break from things. Granted, I can take it or leave it but sometimes it’s the only thing I look forward to.”
“When’s the last time you took a vacation?”
“I haven’t taken a vacation in years,” she says on a laugh. “Unless you count sick in bed with the flu a vacation.”
“It’s good to get away,” I encourage hoping the two of us could ghost someplace for a while.
“Yeah. I just never had anyone to get away with. My sisters are busy doing their own thing and outside of them, I don’t have a list of girlfriends to call. I’ve thought about just hopping on a plane but then problems come up and I put it off. That’s why I bought the boat.”
“Did you talk to your insurance company again?”
“Insurance, police, detectives… Last I heard there was no evidence, cameras showed nothing and they weren’t rushing to open a case. The fire chief left me a message with his bullshit answer about the fuel line or whatever but insurance is covering it and in the end that’s all I care about.”
 
Pulling into the drive, we each get out and I come to her side while she finishes her smoke. Glancing up at me she says, “I can’t keep you from your job, Axle.”
“I’m where I want to be, Drew. I’m where I need to be.”
“I’m just saying, I’m not going to disappear if you’re not with me at all times.”
“Foxy’s isn’t going anywhere. I need to hire a few guys anyway so until I do, I’ve got the time to help you.”
“When you need to get back to your life, you say so,” she exhales flicking her butt into the street. 
That’s the thing, I wasn’t saying shit. This was the life I wanted, a life with her.
“Make up sex,” I announce grabbing her hand. 
“I’m on top!” she squeals pulling me along with her.
Fuck, but I’d follow her wherever she went.
 



 
 

Though I’ve been with my fair share of men, nothing was as erotic and intimate as watching Axle stroke his cock in the shower unaware I was there. With one forearm pressed against the tile while the other fisted his shaft, I sucked it a breath at how beautiful this moment was. I wondered if it was me he was thinking of, considered interrupting him or even lending a hand. Instead, I reached between my own legs with Axle’s soft grunts guiding me.
Noticing me, he raises his head enough to make eye contact and opens the curtains so we can see each other fully.
“Faster,” he ordered me and with a hard exhale I sped up. “You like watching me?” 
“Yes,” I confessed breathlessly.
“Naked from the waist down, Drew,” he commanded fully facing me now. “I need to see your pussy.”
Quickly ridding myself of clothing, my fingers find their home once more but his next order made it clear he was a visual person. “One foot up on the toilet, do it now.”
The second I did he growled in appreciation. “Nothing more fucking beautiful,” he praised. “You close, Drew?”
“Yes,” I barely managed because I was almost there.
“Come to me,” he said fisting himself harder, faster. Standing in front of him he looks me over and demanded that I, “Turn around and stay on your toes.”
As instructed I lifted my ass in the air and in one swift thrust he was inside me. “Play with your pussy while I take you.” Whimpering in pleasure, I do as he says and was ready to come when his wet palm met my skin with a deafening crack. Arching up, crying out and letting go, I came incredibly hard with Axle following. 
 
The next two weeks with Axle were easy. 
My routine became his routine and while I loved this, I also worried he’d tire of it.
Being with me was a lot of work. Plans made were often cancelled if emergencies arose, my phone rang non-stop and someone always needed my ear. 
With the club’s soft opening tonight, my time has been extremely limited to say the least. Any time I had a new venture in the works, it had my total focus. This club was no exception. This club had to have my attention because it would be my biggest investment to date. He’s asked numerous times to see it but I’ve shut him down wanting it to be a surprise. Because while we both loved metal and cheesy power ballads, we also loved Motown. It was Motown that inspired this club, my homage to the greats, the originals. Wanting this club to succeed, absorbed my time and despite my crazy schedule, Axle never complained.
When we’re together he cooks, cleans, and assists me with odd jobs and when I’m at The Hole he’s right there with me, bouncing. Axle was an amazing bouncer.
He even managed to get in good with Fudge, which was not an easy thing to do.
Not a day has passed that he hasn’t taken the time to train with Shane either. I worried about Shane, constantly. He wanted to learn so badly, I feared he was becoming obsessed with it. I was also concerned about what he’d do when he realized how strong he’d become. Deep down, I knew one day he’d take on his dad and I was hoping that day never came. I wanted to handle it for him but I was beginning to think that wasn’t going to be the case either. No kid should have to fight his parent. I wouldn’t wish that on anyone. But his dad hasn’t been around, which meant Shane was safe, I had to be content with that for now. My attention was too divided as it was.
 
When I was cleared to order a new boat, my plan was to get what I already had. But the second I asked him to help me decide, Axle started doing his man-homework. Let’s just say the replacement was even more kick ass than the original. I couldn’t wait to see the look on his face when it was delivered. I bet him a hundred bucks he’d either piss his pants or come in his underwear. He was fine with either and stuffed a bill in my cleavage conceding defeat.  
At random times I would find him doing something completely monotonous and for me, the world just stopped. Two days ago, he was emptying the dryer and I nearly cried watching him fold my clothes. Because he didn’t just roll them up and stuff them in the basket. No, he concentrated on each piece careful of wrinkles. He treated my old clothes as if they were treasures. Like he treats me…
Having no formal training with relationships or domesticity should have hindered me, but with Axle’s help and patience, I was getting the hang of it. Because for the first time in my life, I wanted to do things for someone else, for him. I wanted to please him, make him laugh, and wake up on his chest for the rest of my life.
Romantic love quite literally looked good on me.
Now when I pass by a mirror, I see the glow he spoke of.
He noticed it too and loved reminding me that he was responsible for it.
You shine so bright it burns my eyes, he’d said pulling my hair over my shoulder. You burn for me, Drew.
And not modest in the slightest, I teased him. 
I call em’ like I see ‘em, he said kissing my neck but he was right, I did burn for him. 
He’s given me so much, never asking for anything but my love in return and though I wasn’t ready to voice it yet, I did have something in mind to show him I was headed in that direction.
Here’s hoping he loves it…
 
With little time for small details, Axle helped me pick out a dress for the opening and a suit for himself.
He was currently in the bedroom putting that suit on while I was stuck on the phone with the city pushing for a permit to allow street parking for the event. While I wasn’t one to give any fucks about hair or makeup, I did a bit more than usual wanting to impress my man. I had a man to impress…I still wasn’t used to it.
After twenty minutes of bitching, I received my approval and text the manager for my club to go and pick it up. Reaching for my dress, I slide it on loving how it melded to my body. I won’t lie, I could rock a black dress. Working my feet into my heels, I look in the mirror and smile at Axle who came to stand behind me. In these shoes, I was almost five nine. This would put my head at his shoulder and I liked it. Turning to face him when he enters the room, I whistle, “My man cleans up good.”
“My woman,” he prowls closer to look me over. “Is a fucking wet dream.”
“The guys know to be on time?” I ask needing to focus on the opening not my orgasm. At least not yet…
“All good,” he says swatting my ass. 
I wanted the crew from The Hole at the opening. They were family to me and were an asset in my life. My success was their success and I needed their support. Plus, the booze was free so they’d show just to blow up my tab.
One of my partners, Abram, demanded Axle and I arrive in a limo. While I thought limos were pretentious and a waste of money, Axle was excited and took Abram’s side. I was out numbered and I did not mind. 
 
“Why Legacy?” he inquires about the name of the club. 
“It’s my biggest venture and my last,” I hint, giving nothing away. “It’s what I’ll leave behind for my kids, my legacy.”
“Kids, huh?” Ignoring the gleam in his eyes and the clinch in my stomach, I gave him the standard response.
“I never set out to be a bar owner or expand on that by buying more. But I have a knack for it and while I love it, live for it, Legacy is my last purchase.”
“You’re tired,” he smiles gently.
“A little,” I admit. “Each business is different but the process is the same. Legacy is one of two things I can look back and say I went big on.”
“What’s the second?”
Running my hands up his chest, pushing up on my toes to kiss him, I mumble against his lips, “You are.”
Squeezing my ass, he whispers in my ear, “Thank you.”
“For what?”
“Being you, Drew.”
 
A knock on the door breaks the moment and with a final kiss he mumbles, “Ride’s here.”
“You can finish feeling me up in the limo,” I wink as I adjust my boobs.
“I lay a hand on you, you’re getting fucked.”
“Until I say mercy?” the moment I said it I regretted it because I saw his flinch. “I didn’t mean it like that.”
“I know,” he says opening the door for me. “Let’s go show you off.”
Halting, I seek his eyes and tell him again, “Axle, I didn’t mean it like that. You know that, right?”
“Yeah,” he says softly. “One day we’ll stop thinking about it. It’ll just be words.”
“It’s just words now.”
“For you maybe. For me, it’s a reminder of how I fucked up.”
“We fucked up, Axle. We. But,” I smile trying to lighten the mood. “Here we are, dressed up and about to climb inside a limousine where upon entering Legacy, I intend to make every woman in the room jealous of what I have.”
“I like you jealous,” he says palming my ass.
“Don’t push it, sheep terrorist.”
“That’s the best you could come up with?” he asks shaking his head. 
“Give me a minute, I’ll come up with something better.”
“How about captain orgasm?”
“How about okay?”
Once inside that limo, his mouth was on mine before the driver closed the door.
I was riding his fingers before we made it two blocks and was biting his neck to muffle my screams.
I’d also given him a hickey.
Loving having it as much as I had loved giving it, I almost came again when he left his collar open so people could see it.
 



 
 

Watching her dance with Shane after hours left no doubt she loved the kid. That to Drew, he was hers, he was family. When he spun her and she giggled, my God damn heart tripped over in my chest. Standing at my right watching them dance, Fudge mutters, “Her heart’s big, too big.”
“It’s who she is,” I stated proudly.
“It’s also what will fuck her,” he said low. “She’s taking shit personally when she shouldn’t. That kid’s problems are his own.”
“So she should look the other way?”
“Mark my words, all getting attached to him is gonna do is bring her heartache. He’s a grown ass man, Axle. The fuck is he doing bringing his shit here? A real man don’t do that. A real man handles his shit.”
“Legally, he’s an adult but emotionally he’s not. He’s a victim of abuse, Fudge. He doesn’t know the first fucking thing about being a man yet. Drew claimed him so it’s our job to teach him.”
Staring at me with a look of approval he lowers his voice and said, “You better not fuck her over. Seeing her smile is a new thing for me. I’d hate to have to kill you but I will if she ever frowns ‘cause of you.” And then he slapped me on the back before disappearing.
 
Legacy in one word was; elegant and I couldn’t help but feel like I’d been here before.
Though she had wanted it to be a surprise, for some reason it wasn’t. 
From the bold black and gold tones to the crystal chandeliers and velvet couches, it was fucking slick. 
The walls and hallways had life-size portraits showcasing all of Motown’s greats. 
The main floor, which we were on now, had two plush bars that were replicas of that era. 
The booths were plush burgundy, oversized, and very private. 
Upstairs, which was where we were heading, had two more bars, a large marble dance floor and a dimly lit lounge where artists would play hits of the past. While I was filled with pride, I couldn’t shake the feeling of Deja vu.
 
Because everywhere I looked I saw pieces of us. 
Legacy is a throwback of sorts, she’d hinted.
I lost track of how many nights I sat at her bar while she was closing and listened to her describe her dream club. Hours never mattered when she spoke. Listening to her never got old. Seeing her in love with a concept had me in love with it too. The way she described it sucked me in and had me offering ideas. From the lighting, to the tile, down to the colors on each wall, Drew sold me on her vision. That dream was burned in my brain. I knew it by heart just as well as she did. Glancing around again, taking it all in, I remember being that twenty-one-year-old who wanted his girl’s dream to come true. Tonight I was living that dream and still in love with the woman who made it a reality.
 
A ‘what’ didn’t inspire Legacy, she’d said kissing my chest. More like a ‘who’.
 
According to one of her investors, Abram, she had Motown cover artists and even original artists booked solid for the next two years. Abram, who if given the chance, would wax poetic about her for hours and was telling me things I already knew. But he caught my attention when he said, “She’s mentioned you. Not by name, of course but, when she came up with the concept she told me of a guy who loved Motown like she did. She said and I quote, the guy I used to know would love this place.”
Speechless, I stand there not knowing what to say. But pleased that despite claiming to hate me, his words were proof she didn’t hate me, she’d missed me too. “I have known Drew for eight years,” he said fondly. “Tonight is the first time I’ve seen her truly happy so, I knew it was you she spoke of. Thank you for that, Axle.”
And then he walked away.
 
Fuck me, was I the ‘who’?”
 
Seeing Drew in her element eased me. Hell, everything about her did.
And no lie, knowing that I had a small part in this place filled a space inside me, I didn’t know was empty. 
In a tight black dress, I was in awe of the woman who commanded the room and who made each person in it feel special. Hell, her partners had to run interference so she wouldn’t get overwhelmed by the lines of people who were desperate to speak with her. Clearly in the bar business, Drew was the woman to be associated with and I was certain that if she had a dick, the line of people waiting would be asking to suck it. 
Of course, I had the Drew no one else got to see and that made me so fucking happy that when Darius stood to my right, I didn’t knock his ass out. Night’s still young though…
“You don’t take being cut loose very well,” I say adjusting my collar. All of a sudden it was tight and hot as balls in here. Oh, and I had a fresh hickey I didn’t mind this asshole choking on.
“I wasn’t missing this,” he shrugs leaning against the bar. Motherfucker’s suit was probably custom and the fucking diamond in his ear probably cost more than I made in five years. 
“I’m not going anywhere, so best get used to me. She’s a close friend which I don’t have many of and her having a man won’t stand in my way.”
“Are you trying to set me off?” 
“Naw,” he laughs slapping me on the shoulder. “Come on, man, you got to let that shit go.”
“I would if that shit wasn’t staring me in the face.”
“Something you should know,” he says stepping in my space. “One fuck up by you and I’ll be there. As long as that doesn’t happen you have nothing to fear from me.”
“If breaking your arm wouldn’t ruin your career, it’d be broke.”
“Never,” he says ignoring my ire and watching her work the room. “Have I seen her glow. Smile, a few times yeah, but glow like that?” I wanted to throat punch him, ask for season tickets and his autograph at the same time. 
Hated this fucker! “You brought that out in her. Take care of our girl, Axle.”
Before I could correct him on her being my girl, he was gone. 
 
Slamming my drink back, I was about to order another but decided against it. 
Drew was trying to get to me and I caught the look of alarm on her face as Darius chatted me up. He was right, I did need to let that shit go and the longer it took me to do it, the more it hurt her. 
I don’t share! my mind was screaming. You don’t have to, my heart tried to assure me.
“It’s been a long time, son,” I hear from my right breaking my internal debate.
Facing Drew’s dad, Drake, I don’t waste any time pulling him in for a hug. “Good to see you, Drake.”
“Not nearly as good as it is to see you here, Axle.”
“Where’s Donna?”
“She’s grabbing Drew something to drink,” he says proudly. The man adored his wife. “Place is packed.” 
“Hot too,” I say adjusting my collar again so her dad wouldn’t see the hickey.
“Does Darius Miller have anything to do with that look on your face?”
 
Drake and I hit it off the second we met. He took one look at me and made me a part of his family. The guy was honest, blunt, and loved his kids. A total hands-on dad who made it clear he wished he had money to offer them the world but taught them the beauty of working for it. Out of all his daughters, Drew worked the hardest and never stopped. “That guy needs to go train somewhere,” I mumble under my breath. “Preferably out of state.”
“The great thing about my advice is it’s not reserved solely for my daughters. I think it’s time for you to listen to what I have to say, son.”
“You’re a little late. Could have used it nine years ago, Drake.”
“You wouldn’t have heard me nine years ago and if I’m being honest, I wasn’t ready myself.”
“Ready for what?”
“Losing my daughter.”
“Losing her to what?”
“To you,” he says matter-of-factly. “I may not have been the most conventional parent where Drew was concerned, but I wanted her to experience life, make mistakes and find out who she was before she gave herself over to you.” At my confused look he continues, “When Drew sets her sights on something she wants she does not quit. Hell, she’s been forcing us to take her money since she was a kid. Money, mind you, that we’ve never spent but set aside for her kids. You know her better than anyone so you know that she feels responsible for everyone she loves. Son, my daughter gave you her heart when she was eighteen years old. The day she came home crying on my shoulder but wouldn’t tell me why, I knew it was over you. To this day, that was the first and only time I have ever seen her cry.”
“Drake – ”
“Listen to my words, Axle. Drew needed to live, you needed to live. Both of you had choices to make on your own. 
She wouldn’t have been driven to The Hole and you wouldn’t have quit school and went to Foxy. One day she broke down and said she was miserable and asked me what she should do. I told her to find happiness without you.”
“Did you even once consider that I was her happiness?”
Just then his wife, Donna, showed up and gave him a very pointed look and said, “Tell him, Drake.” 
“Tell me what?”
“Yes, I considered it but – ”
“But what, God dammit?” I demand. “What the fuck else was there to consider?”
“My daughter’s God damn feelings, Axle!”
“Drake,” Donna says soothingly. “Calm down and just tell him.”
“Drake,” I say pinching my nose. “Whatever you have to say, just say it.”
“I told her to find her own happiness because I was under the impression you had already found yours.”
“How the fuck do you figure that?”
“You were engaged to Carrie.”
And just before my knees buckled, Drew caught my eyes and frowned. Rushing over to her, Donna distracts Drew so Drake can finish destroying me. “How could you do that to her, to me?” I ask the man that was like a father to me. “I loved her more than anything.”
“As much as I wanted to believe that, son, you were engaged to another woman.”
“A woman I didn’t love,” I countered.
“Perhaps not, but I couldn’t risk her like that.”
“Why tell me this now?”
“Because I want what’s best for my daughter and that’s you, son.”
“All those years you never once mentioned her name in front of me.”
“And I’m apologizing for that.”
“You really think I’m what’s best for her?”
Facing me, Drake clasps my forearm tight and says, “I know you are.”
Returning the gesture, I pull him close and finally did what needed to be done.
I let the past go.
 



 
 

It’s funny the minute details that escape you when you’re in the moment. Like the night Axle was seated at the bar watching me work the Beach Bash. It was a yearly thing, right smack in the middle of winter. With the heat cranked up and sand on the floor, students and locals alike dressed in their summer gear and drank fruity shit. Shit I hated making because it was diabetes in a cup.
I was in the middle of doing my fifth shot, courtesy of one of my regulars who loved flashing his money. Throwing it back and lining up another line, Axle leaves his stool to whisper in my ear.
“Ease up on the vodka, Drew.”
At the time it irritated me that he didn’t think I could handle myself. Wanting to prove to him I could, I whispered back, “It’ll take a lot more than this to put me on my ass, Axle.”
“I said ease up,” he growled taking the shot glass from me and slamming it back. Shaking his head in frustration he looks down at me and mumbled, “Water.”
Leveling him with an I told you so look, I smack him on the ass and grinned up at him, “Water.”
 
Mingling was exhausting.
Being that I sucked at remembering people’s names, I did my best to play along, take photos and talk my best shit. 
Thanks to my mom, I had a fresh drink that I wanted to slam, but resisted. Seeing Darius with Axle worried me but I wasn’t able to get over to him to handle it. Luckily, Darius didn’t stick around. 
I also saw my crew but have yet to have a second to speak with them either. Fortunately, Axle picked up the slack on that front too. The man had my back at all times and all I wanted to do was kick these heels off and spend time with him.
 
Now heading upstairs for my speech and dancing, I let Abram know that it was time for him to take over and run interference for me. I’ve had no time for my parents or Axle and this was me making the effort. Holding up my finger to halt people from speaking to me, I see Axle’s back and stop. Standing there in an expensive gown with a flute of champagne in my hand, I didn’t just fall, I did a full header. As he stood there unaware of my presence, I watched him talk to my dad like he’s done a hundred times before. When he hugged him I felt my chest tighten. When he looked casually over his shoulder, I knew it wasn’t to scan the room, but to look for me. This was his signature move. 
It wasn’t obvious, it was habit.  He will never stop searching for me…
Without any effort at all, I tuned out the crowd and tuned in to him.
The moment I let go of the emotion I’d been fighting, the feeling in my chest released, leaving me light headed. If I had a bible, I’d swear on it that I had even swayed. The concrete as he called it, disintegrated. My love for him was so right I felt like I was floating. I never thought I’d feel like this again, but I should have had faith in Axle.
From this moment on, I would never doubt him again. 
 
I knew in my soul the hurt I suffered was for a reason. How would I ever know what true love was if I didn’t understand heartbreak? How would either of us know the importance of this if we hadn’t lost it?
Years ago I wanted Axle. The woman frozen in place tonight, didn’t only want him, she needed him. He must have felt it too because when he looked over his shoulder again, the expression on his face was fierce.
Excusing himself from my dad, who was over the moon about Axle in every way, I follow his every movement.
Catching Shane’s eye who was flirting with a server, I waved and he winked. 
 
Just as I found my footing, I was ready to run to him when Abram reminded me that I had a speech to give.
Making my way to the stage, I didn’t reach for the index cards that I had written.
Tonight I would speak from the heart instead.
Clearing my throat, I thank everyone for coming and when the applause ends, I began.
“I once was asked why I obsessed over history and at the time, my response was; true history never dies, it lives on forever with the people who remember it. If you’ve visited Bennett’s, Siena’s, Trash Tavern or even, The Hole, you might better understand my obsession. However, the concept behind Legacy wasn’t about our city’s history, but my own. Important history I had thought forever lost to me. Legacy was my way of always remembering the man who dared me to dream. A man I never thought I would see again. Ladies and gentleman, I’ve had two dreams come true tonight. You’re standing in the first but, I’m looking at the second.” Fighting back the tears I swallow hard, smile down to him and say, “Axle Rhodes, you are my dream come true.”
“Drew,” he chokes out reaching for me. For the second time in my life, I leapt. Uncaring of who saw me, I fell into his arms and whispered, “Surprise.”
“I have no words,” he says as the tears roll down his cheeks. Using the pads of my thumbs to wipe them away, I confess, “Legacy is you.”
“No,” he says holding me close. “It’s us.”   
Amidst the cheers, Axle dips me placing the sweetest kiss on my neck.
“I’m sorry to interrupt,” Abram says tapping my shoulder. “But the mayor is leaving.”
Who cares? Was my private thought but my verbal response to Axle was, “Give me five?”
“I’ll give you an eternity as long as you come back.”
Love. This. Man!
 
Unfortunately, the mayor felt chatty and it took nearly a half hour. 
Locking on Axle’s profile again, I felt my skin break out into goosebumps as he spoke with the band.
The musicians I hired to play tonight were exceptional. When they begin to play The Temptations My Girl, he came to me slipping his arm around my waist. Without speaking any words, I melt into Axle allowing him to lead us. Slowly and perfectly, we danced and the crowd ceased to exist. The camera flashes faded away and it was just like we used to be. In this moment, I was nineteen again with my whole life ahead of me. 
 
“You were right,” I say for his ears only.
“What was I right about?”
“Tuning the world out is a beautiful thing.”
“Drew,” he says with pure love. Because that’s what he was, always had been for me. Whether in the garage listening to metal, dancing in his dorm room, or here on this marble floor with him wearing a suit, Axle was still my world.
“My life wasn’t right without you in it, Axle.”
“Mine either.”
“I’m tuning it all out,” I say holding him tighter. “I’m ready to be her again.”
“Hey,” he says cupping my face. “I told you, you’ve always been her.”
“I missed you,” I whisper up to him. “Thank you for finding that file.”
“Thank you for being a felon.”
Laughing hard, he pushes me out for a twirl then brings me back into the safety of his arms. With the world tuned out, Axle sang to me. 
Well, I guess you’d say, what can make me feel this way?
My girl
Talkin’ ‘bout my girl
 
When he takes my mouth, I wrap my arms around his neck allowing him to pick me up off the floor. Deepening the kiss, I didn’t even notice the song ended until I heard the cheers. Lowering me down to my feet, he keeps me close in protection while we take in the crowd’s approval. Fighting back a laugh, I look up at my man and say, “When I tune shit out, I tune shit out.”
“I reap the benefits,” he smiles touching my cheek. “So I’m not complaining.”
From that moment on, Axle never left my side. He tried, stating he didn’t want to get in the way but I made it clear, he was right where he belonged.
Funny thing about assuming. You wouldn’t look at Axle and think he was a guy who liked to dance. But you’d be wrong. 
He loved it.
My mom had snagged him for a few songs, I snagged him back for a few more and then I zeroed in on Shane.
After wearing him out, I danced with my dad, Abram, and Tiny.
Tiny, who kept trying to tell me something, but couldn’t get the words out.
When Carrie approached looking terrified, I figured it out and honestly, had no problem with it. 
She wasn’t a threat to me and she was into Tiny. I put her in his path so it would be wrong to kick her off of it. Judging by the look on Tiny’s face, Carrie explained my man was her ex and he feared my wrath.
“It’s cool, Tiny,” I say squeezing his massive shoulder.
“Thanks,” he says softly but it comes out as a boom.
“Hey, Carrie,” I say moving back so Tiny can step in. “Thanks for coming.”
“This,” she tries. “I mean, it’s okay?”
“No,” Axle says taking my hand and cutting me off. “It’s not.”
“Oh,” she says crestfallen.
“It’s more than okay,” I make clear giving Axle the look. “You and Tiny enjoy yourselves. Give her the tour too.”
“Right,” he says gently leading her away. But it was clear she was uncomfortable. However, I also had a feeling she might look like that all the time.
“They’re into each other,” I say sweetly. “We’re into each other, shit worked out, right? Everyone’s happy.”
“You just have to save everyone, don’t you?”
“Tiny needs to be the hero,” I grin mischievously. “And if anyone needs a hero, it’s her.”
“What she needs is a therapist.”
“What’s her deal?” I ask looping my arm around him.
“Honestly? I never cared enough to ask.”
“Ouch.”
“I tuned her ass out, Drew. I’d really appreciate it if you’d do the same.”
“Alright,” I agree out of respect for him. “Consider her un-tuned.”
“Thank fuck,” he says pulling me back to the dance floor where we tuned out the world for another two hours.
 



 

Watching her sleep was fast becoming an obsession. It’s also the only time she fully let her guard down. When she shifts, she clutches me and I liked to believe it’s because she needed me close. Running my fingers through her hair I whispered, “What’s holding you back from me, Drew?” Because something was.
“Fear,” she said softly and I felt her breath on my chest.
“Of?”
“Losing you.”
“I’m not going anywhere,” I vowed to her.
“Nine years ago I thought the same thing, only I ran before getting answers. I’ve run so long, that I don’t know if I have what it takes to stop.”
“The question is; do you want to stop?”
“Yes,” A single word that said everything.
“Then I trust you to know when to stop.”
 
Eventually I was going to have to explain Carrie in more detail, but with Drew grinding on my cock, now was not that time. Keeping pace with her was not easy, the woman could fuck. With her fingers dug deep in my shoulders, dress around her waist, still wearing those heels and sweat coating her skin, she rode me hard.
The house was quiet. No music, no TV, just us.
It was pushing four a.m. but neither of us were close to sleep. She was high from the opening and I was high on her.
Throwing her head back she cries out, “Spank me.”
The slap was crisp, her moan, long and beautiful.
“Again,” she begs on a wail.
This one was harder, louder, and her moan echoed off the bare walls.
“Tight,” I say grabbing her hips. “I’m in there, Drew.”
“Watch me fuck you,” she says palming her tits. “Watch me fuck your cock.”
“God damn,” I groan watching her work me. “Harder, Drew.”
“You like this pussy?” 
“Love it,” I groan taking a nipple in my mouth.
Arching back, she works her hips and watches me suck on her nipples. Digging my fingers deeper into her hips to keep her still, I confess, “Love you, Drew.”
Slowing down and with the softest look on her face she whispers, “I love you, Axle.”
“Don’t say it if –”
“I love you with everything I am.”
“Fuck. Truly?”
“Yes, truly.  As much as I tried to forget you, leave you in the past, I never quite managed it.”
“When? When did it happen?”
“The second I tuned back in,” she says softly. “When I saw your profile, I saw you holding a drink and laughing with my dad. When you searched for me in the crowd. The past didn’t matter, the hurt didn’t either. I saw you and realized I loved you then, I loved you now, and I’ll love you always. I’m done running. Consider my track shoes, pitched.”
“My woman loves me,” I growl lifting her up with me and taking her to the bed and spreading her out. “Fuck, I waited a long time to hear you to say that.”
“You had to know,” she says looping her arms around my neck.
“I knew it’s what you wanted to say back then,” I admit coming to kneel between her legs. “But hearing it now…”
“Yeah,” she smiles for me.
“I don’t want to fuck anymore, Drew.”
“Tell me you’re joking, Austin Pounds-her,” she frowns which was adorable.
Taking myself in hand and lining up, I tell her, “I want to make love to you, sandwich maker.”
“Oh,” she sniffs. “Okay then.”
Just before sliding in I promise her, “You won’t regret loving me.”
“Axle,” she moans deep. “The only regret I have was not turning back around.”
“I shouldn’t have let you go.”
“You couldn’t have stopped me.”
“But now I’ve caught you and I’m not above cuffing your ass.” Lowering my head, I kiss her, pouring everything I was into it. Latching on to me, I slide inside of Drew and proceed to make love to her. Deeply, with each surge bringing us closer to the edge, we watch each other come. This was the second time in my life that Drew gave me a gift. There were no barriers, no concrete, and she’d stopped running.
Next up, making shit legal…
Lying in my arms, with her leg thrown over mine, I kiss her temple. “What’s on your mind?” she asks curling into me.
“Carrie,” I sigh knowing it was time to talk it out.
“Would you like to try that again or do you want me to nut you?”
“She has issues, Drew.”
“We all do.”
“The reason I’m telling you this is, she’s a clinger. At first you want to help her because you feel sorry for her but then she hangs on so tight you can’t breathe. Just when you catch your breath, she tries killing herself so she can choke the life out of you all over again.”
“She’s suicidal?”
“Fuck,” I groan unsure how to answer. “I don’t know. I mean, she tried a few times while we were married and really went for it when I filed. As long as I took her back, she was happy, she was level. Trust me, it didn’t take much to send her over the edge. Pills, she took a shit load of ‘em, but nothing lethal. Just enough to guilt me into sticking around.”
“Fuck me,” she mumbles at the news.
“Carrie does not need a hero, Drew. She wouldn’t know a hero if it bit her in the ass. Me, Tiny, who the fuck ever, are crutches for her. She needs to learn to stand on her own. She always refused help. Said as long as I stayed, she’d change for me and I was all the help she needed.”
“Not good,” she says sitting up. “Tiny is all about her.”
“Women like her make a man feel useful. Women like her also wear a man down. You can’t love someone who can’t love themselves. I didn’t give a shit about her but her parents gave even less of a shit than I did. She is not stable and she is also not our problem either. Neither of us want to be around when that shit blows up.”
“Fair enough,” she says settling back into me. “I’m sorry you went through that.”
“I didn’t help matters,” I admit quietly. “When she’d go all dark on me, I’d tell her, if she were you I wouldn’t be dealing with that shit. Because you handled your shit and that she could learn from you.”
“Axle…”
“Punished her for not being you, Drew, and that’s on me.”
“We’re going to have to work on the guilt you’re carrying, Axle. Enough is enough.”
“Yeah,” I mumble knowing she was right.
“On a lighter note,” she says kissing my chest. “What did you think of Legacy?”
“Besides being the inspiration behind it?”
“Oh here we go,” she laughs. “Yes, captain modest, besides that.”
“Speaking of nicknames. I’m going to start calling you Midas since everything you touch turns to gold.”
Wrapping her hand around my cock she sits up, leans in licking the crown and asks, “Everything, huh?” before taking me into her mouth.
 



 
 

A man who knows his way around a grocery store is sexy. 
A man who can also plan a meal and cook might be getting a blow job on the ride back too.
“What’s with the look?” he asked with a cocky grin.
“I’m horny,” I shrugged easily.
“Yeah, I know,” he groaned. “You started looking at me like that when I was picking peppers.”
Since the Impala didn’t have seat belts, I face him and stare at his crotch practically salivating. 
“You want to suck my dick while I drive, don’t you?”
“Axle,” I said biting my lip. “I want to suck you so bad I could steer your ride with the back of my head right now.” For the record, the blow job and dinner were both delicious.
 
 
Through Gadget, Axle found a bad ass bounty hunter who needed work with little supervision. 
Wait, I should rephrase; he refused supervision of any kind.
Since Axle was never there, this suited him perfectly. 
While he was at his shop meeting the prospect, I came to The Hole to do inventory. Shane went up north with his friends, I had no deliveries expected and was embracing the quiet when I look up to see Carrie waving to me from the window. Swear to God, she looked like Puss in Boots from Shrek with those eyes beseeching me. 
 
“Clinger, my ass,” I mumble making my way over. “Try stalker.”
Releasing the lock, I push the door open and ask her, “What’s doing, Carrie?”
“Can I, um, talk to you?”
“About?”
“Axle,” she says then rushes out, “And Tiny too.”
“Sure,” I say throwing it open. “Why the fuck not.”
Right on my heels, I round the bar and tell her to “Stay,” on the other side. Like a puppy, she did.
I really gotta get me one of those…
“Alright,” I say prompting her. “Start talking.”
“Has Axle told you about me? About what’s wrong with me?”
“He doesn’t know what exactly is wrong with you.”
“We didn’t talk much or ever really. Thing is, I’m manic depressive,” she admits staring at her feet. “Part of my therapy has been learning to talk about it.  Which is why I came here to tell you two things.”
“And they are?”
“I’m fully committed to treatment. I’m more in control now and I won’t let this hurt Tiny. He knows everything and even comes to therapy with me twice a week. It was wrong of me to use my problems against Axle to make him stay. I like Tiny, Drew, and if Axle doesn’t want me around I don’t blame him; but one day I would like to apologize if he’d let me. That’s why I showed up here. The need to apologize is burning in my gut.”
“That’s up to him,” I make clear. “And I’m telling you now, if you plan to be around it’s for Tiny. Because if this is some bullshit play to get closer to Axle, I will shut you down,” I say leaning in close. “Painfully.”
“I swear,” she says with her entire body. “It’s not.”
“Glad we cleared that up.”
“I used to try to be like you,” she tosses out. “He told me about you, told me I’d never be like you. But I tried…for him. He never let me near his Impala either. He said the empty seat was reserved.”
“Fuck,” I groan at hearing this. “You’re making this weird, don’t make this weird.”
“When I was trying to be like you, that’s when I should have been proud to be me.”
“Still weird.”
“You are everything he said you were,” she positively smiles and ok, it was cute. “I’m glad you two found each other again.”
“Has anyone ever told you, you talk too much?”
“All the time,” she grins and right then I could see, even if it wasn’t love, what Axle saw in her. In his time of need, Axle had found comfort. The woman was a people pleaser, poor thing. If she stuck around, I’d be curing her of that disease. Pouring us each a shot, I slide her one down the bar and was half listening to her babble, half wondering when I could get him naked again when I heard it. 
 
Tick, tick, tick…
 
Leaping over the bar, I grab Carrie’s hand running full tilt out the front exit throwing her through first. Hot on her heels, I tackle her on to the concrete covering her body with my own when the world as I knew it, literally exploded. 
Extreme pressure, heat and…wait, was I flying?
I found out that no, I wasn’t flying.
At least not anymore, a brick wall had gotten in the way.
My last thought before the darkness took me was, Axle had saved my seat in the Impala.
When I opened my eyes it was to Carrie slapping my face. Personally, I didn’t appreciate her roughing me up but I was on my back unable to move. Testing my neck, I let it fall to the right noticing the flames, smoke and damage. 
Instantly, a piece of my heart broke. How much more could the poor building take? 
Then my mind cleared enough to remind me that, someone really wants to kill me.
Sliding my phone out, I hit call and though I couldn’t hear shit because my ears were ringing, I started talking. First, assuming Axle could understand me, I rattled off Gadget’s number. Second, I instructed him to tell Gadget to clear every business I owned and when I could faintly hear Axle’s yelling, with numbness close to taking over I ended the call with, “The Hole is gone.”
 
Propping myself up, I watch Carrie as she begins to succumb to shock. Not wanting to deal with her shit, I dial Tiny to get his big ass here to handle her. Cops, firetrucks, ambulances, all of them show up to do their thing while I sat there and wishing I had a cigarette. When Axle shows up and sees what happened, I watch him lose his fucking mind. 
As for me, I was fucking pissed. 
 



 
 

Drew making breakfast wearing nothing but my t-shirt was both settling and stirring my guilt. While she hummed to herself unaware I was staring, I felt the ache spread in my chest. Little by little she was lowering her guard, trusting me a bit more each day. So why the fuck did I feel so damn guilty?
I supposed it’s because Carrie used to be the one in this kitchen, only she donned a robe and made food I never wanted to eat. I was feeling like a supreme asshole because the woman had tried; only I hadn’t wanted her food or attention. I may not have been purposely cruel, but I wasn’t nice either. I was simply indifferent which now I understood, was worse. I punished her for not being Drew and she punished me for not being Drew too. Hell, eight months into the marriage that shouldn’t have been, we’d started sleeping separately and sex? I hadn’t wanted it.
It took nine years to find Drew and in a short time I was finally getting my firsts.
Showering together, talking at all hours of the night with her naked body pressed against mine, sitting on the toilet as she got ready for the day because watching her eased me. Relearning what made her laugh, what made me laugh. Fear of loss was riding me hard. I had to find a way to lock her down forever.
“Hungry?” she asked snapping me from my thoughts.
“Yeah,” I said coming into the kitchen and burying my face in her neck. God, I couldn’t lose her twice.
“Food before fornication,” she moaned gripping my wrists.
“Don’t see why we can’t do both.”
“A multitasker,” she panted lowering herself onto the counter. “I like it.”
I wasn’t a multitasker; I was a man on a mission.
 
 
Drew was not a woman to fuck with right now.
She was wired, ready to explode.
Bringing her, Tiny, and even fucking Carrie back to my place, I wasn’t far from exploding either.
Having my ex-wife back inside the house I booted her from, was unpleasant for me. However, I seemed to be the only one having an issue with it. Carrie didn’t so much as blink in recognition that she once lived here. During our marriage this was her space, I only visited, preferring to stay at work. While Tiny was calming her down because she was clearly shaken, Drew was making calls or rather in her words, calling in markers. 
As for me? I was fucking done.
Someone planted a motherfucking bomb inside of her bar.
Had she not heard it, she’d be…
I’d have lost her again…
 
“Seriously,” Drew grunts from behind me. “It’s weird again, Carrie knock it off.”
Whipping around I see Drew pushing Carrie off of her and failing. Carrie was a professional clinger; I wasn’t kidding about this. “Tiny, handle her,” she says pointing at Carrie who will not let go. 
“Carrie,” I boom in anger and was stunned when she ignored me. 
“Babe,” Tiny says gently. “Let Drew go, please.”
“—-shit to deal with here,” she was saying to Gadget on the phone. “Tomorrow works, later.” Then getting in Carrie’s space she asks her, “You good now? Or do you need me to knock you out? I can only put out so many fires at once, woman.”
Surprisingly, Carrie did not cower or cry, which was a first and so was her saying, “I’m good, Drew.”
“Thank fuck,” she mumbles and I watch her dial another number and then I watch Carrie smile while she does it. 
When she finished checking in on Shane, keeping him far from the fall out, she filled her crew in and let them know they still had work at her other places if they wanted it. Finally finished, I watch her flop on the couch and stare up at the ceiling. 
“What’d Gadget say?” I ask pulling her into my lap.
“Meeting him tomorrow,” she says vaguely and I took the hint that she wouldn’t say more in front of company.
“Shane’s good?”
“Yeah,” she says patting her pockets for her smokes she made me stop and get. Fishing them out she stands up, approaches me, takes my hand and says, “Let’s get some fresh air.”
Passing Carrie, she asks me, “Um Axle, could I speak with you --”
“Not a good time, Carrie,” Drew says bluntly. “Wait for an opening, we’ve discussed this.”
“No problem, Drew.”
Seriously, what did I miss? Following her outside I asked her as much. 
“She wants to apologize blah blah blah,” she shrugs it off. “I told her it was up to you if you wanted to hear it.”
Pulling her to me hard, she lets out an oomph but latches on to me too. “You’re shaking,” she whispers.
“That could have gone a different way,” I tremble. “Had you not heard, hauled ass out…Fuck, Drew, it should have killed you.”
“I believe that when it’s your time, it’s your time. Tonight, wasn’t my time. I’m here, Axle, and I’m okay.”
“I am not fucking okay, Drew.”
“Shh,” she says pulling me down for a kiss. “Hey, look at me I’m here, touch me, see for yourself.”
“You’ve only got a few scratches and you threw yourself on top of Carrie for fuck’s sake.”
“Would you rather I had left her inside?” she asks but then says, “Don’t answer that. Anyway, tomorrow when we meet up with Gadget, I have to know if you’re going to be okay with whatever he suggests.”
“I’m with you,” I promise her but if I found out who did this, Gadget wouldn’t be needed. I’d kill the bastard myself. Releasing a sigh, I fought to even say it. “Your fucking dream is gone, Drew.”
“Structures can be rebuilt and no one was hurt, that’s what matters.”
“Quit trying to calm me down, it’s okay to be upset.”
“Oh, I’m more than upset,” she assures me. “Which is why I’m giving Gadget the green light and sparing no expense.”
Because I agreed with her but needed her calm, I changed the subject. “Are you going to smoke?”
“Maybe later,” she says looking out into nothing. “I have a killer fucking headache right now.”
“Come on,” I say leading her back inside. “I’ll kick them out and get you some aspirin.”
We weren’t two steps inside when Carrie launched herself at Drew and held the hell on. Tiny mutters, “Shit woman, you can really cling,” while trying to unsuccessfully remove her. 
“You saved my life,” she bawls into her neck and unfortunately it wasn’t an act but the real deal. “No one has ever cared about me, and out of everyone, you should hate me the most.”
“Hey now,” Drew whispers wrapping her arms around her. “Everyone in this room cares about you.”
I wanted to call bullshit on that but I didn’t. While I wouldn’t say I hated Carrie, I can’t say that I cared either. The woman had wrung out every emotion I had leaving me resentful and bitter. 
“I can’t believe you saved me.”
Seeing Drew cradle Carrie in her arms was almost comical considering the size difference. Carrie was tall, Drew was extraordinarily small but it was clear Drew knew she needed it. In the most soothing voice I have ever heard, Drew tells her, “Your life was worth saving and the next time shit gets hard I need you to remember that.”
“He better marry you,” she says out of nowhere and we all went still on that one. “Or I’ll kick his ass.”
“You’re getting there,” Drew says pulling away. “With a lot of practice you might even get the drop on Tiny.”
To this, the giant actually blushed. He didn’t say shit word wise but his face said it all. He was all about Carrie and to that I could only say good luck. He’s gonna need it… Glancing at me for something, which I had no clue what it was, Carrie smiled and instead of yelling at her or looking away, I winked. When her God damn face lit up and it hit me that all she ever wanted was for me to give a shit. To do right by her, I wish I could but I only gave a shit about one woman and it wasn’t my ex-wife.
 



 
 

“That was a homemade bomb,” Detective Aaron Patterson says solemnly. I’ve known the guy for years, way before he took the oath to protect. Prior to joining the force, he liked whiskey and loose women. He’s been a friend for long time and always gave me the low down before anyone else did. “Lucky for you, whoever made it did a fairly shitty job.”
“Fucking blew my bar up, Aaron,” I reminded him. “Blew up my fucking boat too.”
“I realize that, Drew,” he said softly. “Like I said, had this person had more skill, you wouldn’t have survived either attempt on your life.”
Well shit, there was that.
 
Even in Axle’s arms and completely wiped out last night, I didn’t sleep.
I had everything and nothing on my mind.
Leaving him to rest enough for the both of us, at seven a.m. I met up with Gadget at his favorite coney joint, Zef’s.
Unfortunately, he had shit to go on except to say Willis was riding out a suspension, which wasn’t good.
He also had an alibi for both the boat and bar bombings. Not that I bought this. Hell, he was a dirty cop for fuck’s sake, but without proof, I was swimming in circles.
 
Now I had the DPD all up in my shit, insurance asking questions because I had two claims now and employees that needed to be moved to another location. At this point, I wasn’t sure which was more confusing; trying to nail down Officer Willis or figuring out where to place my crew. Shane was easy, he’d blend anywhere.
Tiny was a good fit at Bennett’s; but Fudge and Luis weren’t blenders. Fudge was surly and had issues with authority. Luis, well, the man didn’t speak. He showed up, he busted ass, he went home. I’d need to give this some serious thought and soon. Breakfast with Gadget, while a letdown, wasn’t because I didn’t think the world of him. I totally did. Unfortunately, when it came to the cop, he had dick to go on which left me without a dick to hold.
First time I could ever say I was without dick, snort!
Letting him know that he was off the hook, I threw some cash down and was on my way out the door when he stopped me. “Just because I don’t have shit now does not mean I won’t have shit in the future.”
“You have actual work to do. I don’t want you wasting time on me.”
“Keeping you alive isn’t wasting time,” he argues in his deep voice. “I hear anything, I’ll call. You do the same.”
“Thanks. How’s the guy you sent Axle’s way working out anyway?”
“Axle gave him free reign,” he chuckles low. “So he’s happy as fuck right now.”
Rolling my eyes, I hail a cab and head back to Axle’s place. 
 
I wasn’t two steps inside when he rounds the corner in only a towel. “Met Gadget without me?”
“I wanted you to sleep,” I shrug preferring he drop the cotton. “He had zip to share except that his guy loves working for you.”
“He should,” he says drying off. “I gave him a key and said don’t die.”
“You can’t run a business by – ”
“I can,” he says firmly. “And I did. However, I do have a bond to collect on personally if you’d like to go with me.”
“Watch you in action?”
“Yeah.”
“Count me in,” I squeal in delight. “How many guns do we need?”
“No guns,” he grins. “Cuffs, taser, and his paperwork.”
“Your job sucks,” I pout perfectly. “And it’s boring.”
“We leave in ten,” he chuckles and the asshole dropped his towel leaving me staring at his ass.
Now hitting an alley off Washington, I ask him, “How much do you make off this one?”
“Two grand,” he says parallel parking like a boss. Shutting the car off he says, “Follow my lead, Drew.”
“Eye eye, sheriff Bart. Our guy is at Big City?”
“Yeah,” he acknowledges then asks, “Who the fuck is sheriff Bart?”
“Blazing Saddles, duh.” When he grins I yell out, “Hey, where all the white women at?”
Swatting my ass, he opens the back door and I follow him through anxious to witness him busting skulls.
Not saying a word because I already know how this would play out, I find a wall and lean against it. I knew the logistics from watching my dad and Foxy since I was a kid. Where my dad went for diplomacy, Foxy used scare tactics. Axle the sexy man went with sheer intimidation. Coming up behind the perp, (I have always wanted to say that) he spoke a few words and then I giggled when the idiot tried to bolt. Too bad I knew the guy and was enjoying this too much to let him pass. Instead, I blocked the exit crossing my arms over my chest doing my best to look tough. Coming up short he blinks a few times, looks down and says, “Drew, what the hell are you doing here?”
“Watching you go to jail, duh.”
“You know that guy?” he asks staring holes into Axle who was smirking.
“Biblically,” I wink. “What’d you do now, Ricky?”
“He was arrested for solicitation and failure to appear,” Axle says with a knowing grin. This confused me because Ricky was a good looking guy. He owned a popular bar, he could get laid easily so, a hooker? Ew.
“You own a bar, dipshit,” I laugh loud. “You could get laid every night if you felt like it. Why pay for it?”
“First,” he says with a red face. “The women that come to my place are practically girls and second, I didn’t know she was talent until…after. When she demanded fucking payment.”
“I’ve told you to come get some at my place for years,” I chuckle at the memory. Ricky rarely came into The Hole because he claimed the women there were fucking mean. He’s fortunate I saw this as a compliment.
“Heard your shit got blown up,” he says sadly. “Real sorry about that. But I’ll be out of business if I’m not here to run things and you know it, Drew. I don’t even have a door man right now. Fuck. I don’t need this. It wasn’t even good pussy. If anything, she owed me!”
“Tell you what, go with Axle and square up. Then I’ll send Fudge and Luis to you until I find another spot for him.”
“No shit? Fudge? Hell yeah. Luis too? You’d do that for me?”
“Of course. They’re unemployed at the moment, so do your thing and I’ll send them by, tomorrow at eight. Cool?”
“Fuck. I can’t do time over paying for pussy, Drew.”
“You’re not going to do time,” Axle interrupts. “But you will pay a fuck load of fines, including what your ass owes me. The longer you wait the worse it’ll be.”
“Can I ride with you guys?” he asks hopefully. “Not a fan of cop shops.”
“As if I was trusting you to walk in on your own,” Axle says cuffing him.
“Are the cuffs necessary?” he argues holding giving a pitiful struggle.
“Naw,” Axle winks over at me. “Just makes me look bad ass.”
“Shotgun!” I yell, pushing Ricky out of the way to claim the front seat.
Several hours later he was processed, paid up, and waiting for release. Once that happened we dropped him at his bar and I shared the guy’s numbers with him. When Axle got on the freeway, I asked him where we were going and his answer was, “Shopping.”
Twenty minutes later, I figured it out.
 



 
 

“Woman,” I grunted walking out back to catch her waxing the Impala. “Don’t you ever sit still? You’re supposed to be relaxing.” I swear to God she even worked in her sleep. But I won’t lie, watching her smash her tits all over the hood had my cock hard.
“I haven’t had my hands on her in forever,” she smiled for me. “I missed her.”
Grabbing the rag and tossing it over my shoulder, I gave her the order to, “Lie on your back, Drew.”
“Here?” she said biting her lip.
“And now,” I said helping her up. When she’s flat, I tug her t-shirt down so I can see her tits. Unbuttoning her jeans, I shimmy them down and finally off before bending down.
“You’re going down on me?”
“You got a problem with that?”
“Is the engine a Turbo-Fire V-8?”
Using a finger to slip her thong aside, I give her one lick and relish the moan. “As a matter of fact it is,” I told her.
“Well there you go,” she said arching up beautifully.
Having Drew come on the hood of the car we restored together felt like we’d found a missing puzzle piece.
 
 
It takes balls to walk into an adult toy store.
And I am the first to admit it’s intimidating as fuck.
Having no idea what half the shit was, I kept asking her but all she says is, “Buy it, we’ll try it.”
Clearly you don’t walk in, buy a vibrator, and walk out.
Because Drew was holding three, each one bigger than the one before it, and just handed them to the cashier to make sure they worked.
“No returns,” she explains. “You have to test them out here first. It sucks getting home and realizing it doesn’t work and you’re stuck using your hands.”
“I don’t mind using my hands,” I felt that bared repeating.
“But I do,” she says nudging me. 
When the first one starts buzzing and twirling, I literally got a hard on.
“This is a fav of mine,” the cashier announces and I lost some of my chub because the woman needed shit like this in her life. My God, she was…awful to look at. “The immobilizer,” she praises. “Can’t walk for hours, am I right?”
“Is she serious?” I ask Drew who fights a laugh.
“Last but not least, big black.”
“You don’t need that one,” I rush out trying to slap it out of her hand.
“Oh yes we do,” Drew says holding it with a firm grip.
“It’s twelve fucking inches,” I argue.
“And?”
“What the hell are you going to do with a twelve inch—-oh fuck me…I have a visual.”
“I’ll grab you a butt plug,” she says helpfully. “That way we both get – ”
“I think he’s getting peaked,” the cashier says concerned. “His color is gone.”
“He’s fine,” she assures her. “He’s excited is all.”
“Uh huh.”
“Give me the fucking total so we can go,” I grunt wanting out of here.
Tossing cash at her and grabbing the bag, I haul ass home and once we were back inside she asks me, “Are you freaked out right now?”
“No, fine, a little. That’s a big black dick, Drew. You use that, what am I here for?”
“It’s a fake dick,” she says taking it out of the bag and flipping it on. “And it’s for you to use, on me.”
“You couldn’t have got a mini dick?”
 
Trying not laugh her ass off, we both turn to see Carrie and Tiny walking in unannounced. With a dick buzzing in her hand Carrie nonchalantly says, “I love Cirillia’s Toy Store. Good choice, Drew. I have the same in purple, I call him Barney, get it?”
“This is not fucking happening right now,” I groan to the ceiling. “You don’t live here anymore therefore you knock and what the fuck are you even doing here anyway? Hold up,” I stutter when it hits me.   “You have…toys?”
She didn’t even like sex! Well no shit, she had a twelve-inch purple cock to play with!
“Well yeah,” she says quietly.
“Since when?”
“Since always, since you never wanted to – ”
“Carrie?” Drew calls out suddenly.
“Hmm?”
“It’s weird again.”
“Fucking awkward too,” Tiny mumbles.
“What brings you two by?” Drew asks her.
“Drew,” I say with pleading eyes. “Turn off big black, for the love of Christ.”
“Oh,” she chirps. “My bad.”
Standing there with a black dick in her palm, my ex looking at her like she was wonder woman and Tiny looking at my ex like she was she-Jesus, I was utterly and oddly, content.
As if Carrie and Tiny had a place here, with us.
Fuck me, I was really okay with this…
“The reason for my visit,” she says eyeing Drew. “Is I was wondering if you’d consider hiring me to work at Bennett’s as a server.”
“Do you have experience?”
“Uh no,” she says staring at her feet.
“You’re hired,” she says hoisting that God damn dick into the air like a scythe. 
“I am?”
“Tiny will have you meet with the manager, Len. I’ll call him later; tell him you’re coming by to do the paperwork. But Carrie, you suck, you’re fired, got it?”
“Got it!” she squeals grabbing Drew around the waist and lifting her up.
“I’ve got a dick in my hand with my man’s ex nearly dry humping my leg,” she quips. “We’ve passed weird.”
“Babe,” Tiny says gently. “This is fucking uncomfortable, we gotta go.”
“Wait,” I say quickly addressing Carrie. “You don’t like teaching?” 
“I’ve never liked it,” she says chewing her lip.
“Then why’d you do it?”
“You said you wanted safe.”
Looking Tiny square in the eyes, I made it clear, “I wasn’t good to her, do better than me.”
“Axle,” Carrie says stepping between us. “I married you knowing you didn’t love me. I did it knowing I’d never be Drew. Because of you and Drew, I found Tiny. So…thank you.”
“You’re thanking me for being an asshole?”
“I’m thanking you for doing what needed to be done so we could both be happy.”
“Christ…”
“And I’m sorry for guilting you into sticking it out with me. I’m sorry for all the nonsense I put you through too.”
“No one is as sorry as I am,” I say quietly. “You didn’t deserve it, Carrie.”
“We good?” Tiny asks taking her by the hand. 
“Yeah,” she smiles big and I’ll even admit, beautifully. Now I knew what she looked like happy. “We’re good.”
“Yeah,” I nod. “We’re good.”
When they leave, Drew wraps herself around me and I felt the rubber resting on my lower back.
“Move big black from my back,” I warn her.
“Ooh,” she says sexily. “You want it…lower? Kinky.”
Smacking her ass, she uses her vibrator to taunt me until I backed her into a corner. I won’t lie, it felt good on my ass but that fucking thing still wasn’t getting anywhere near it.
 



 
 

Getting yourself off out of necessity was one thing. Having the man you spent the bulk of your life fantasizing about doing for you took pleasure to the next level. It didn’t hurt that this particular model had enough zing for even the most experienced masturbators, like myself.  “This cock has a lot of horsepower,” he says running it between my legs, marveling at my response. When I continued moaning and thrashing, he settles it directly on my clit and I’m certain my eyes rolled back. The look of absolute shock on his face was priceless but I was too busy gearing up to explode to laugh. “Jesus, you’re coming again, aren’t you?” 
Screaming, “Fuck yes,” I wasn’t sure if I was coming or seizing and I don’t think he knew either.
 
After getting past his apprehension of big black, he’s made me come three times in a row. 
He was so proud of himself he refused to let me come down. He was also a pro pushing me toward my fourth.
“You’re swollen,” he says in amazement. 
“More,” I beg him.
“This thing is amazing,” he says running it over my clit again. Arching up in ecstasy, I grip his shoulders and ride it out. “You want me to fuck you with it?”
“No,” I pant. “I want your cock.”
“Good answer,” he growls taking me to my back. “But we’re keeping it close. I like you swollen.”
 
Reaching for him to take him in hand, he denies me by pressing my thighs apart and sliding inside. 
Every inch of me was loose, allowing him to manipulate me however he saw fit. Pumping into me, he places my heels on his shoulders and goes even deeper. With his arms caging me in while he thrust deep inside me, I held on and simply felt. Listening to the noises our bodies were making had me tightening up to come again. I’ve never come this many times and it was too much, yet not enough. So when Axle pulls out and backs away, my growl of disapproval should have scared him. It didn’t.
I need to step up my game…
Pulling me to the edge by my ankles, he kneels on the floor, puts my legs over his shoulders and buries his face in my pussy. Arching up to watch him eat me, the second he slid his tongue in, I screamed his name. As he continued to lick me from top to bottom I was saying all sorts of shit that made no sense.
When he nibbled on my clit, I honest to God sunk my hands into his hair and nearly ripped it out at the root. “You like that,” he grins. “I wonder what else you like.”
“What has gotten into you?” I wheeze out.
“I’ve got a lot to make up for,” he winks and then stares at my pussy with the most intense look I have ever seen. “Starting with eating your pussy as much as possible. I’m thinking at least three times a day until I catch up.”
His declaration stunned me but it also moved me. From time to time he’d reference the past and how much we missed out on. Not just with sex, but life together. The night I shared with him nine years ago had been amazing, but everything I’d learned through trial and error had come…after Axle.
 
Where I had gone full throttle fucking every decent looking guy with a dick, Axle had married.
Needless to say, our levels of experience varied, which is why I let him set the pace.
I didn’t want him to ever think that he didn’t have the skills to please me or that he wasn’t enough. Because sex with Axle was off the charts. The moment he walked back into my life, the last nine years of random fucks had been forgotten. Pushing myself up and moving my legs from his shoulders, I pull him to me and cup his face in my hands. Hoping the words made sense and that I didn’t cry when I said them, I whispered, “You don’t have to catch up. It’s not a competition, it’s just us.”
“Fuck yes it is,” he says tightening his grip on my hips. “I want to be the best you’ve ever had, I need that, Drew. I need to erase every motherfucker who came after me too.” Gripping my neck, he locks eyes with me and whispers, “I need to be your everything outside of bed and in it. You’ve got to let me earn that.”
And I’d had enough. He’s pushed me too far and I snapped.
Breaking his hold, I used my foot to push him flat on his ass. “The fuck was that for?” he argues trying to stand. I get where he was coming from. It’s not every day your woman gets kicky and I kicked hard.
“Get in that bed and lie on your back, Axle.”
“Drew – ”
“Now.”
 
Never taking his eyes from mine, he does as he’s told. Once he was prone, I straddled him and when he was about to speak, I demanded he, “Shut the fuck up and listen.”
Props to Axle for being able to keep quiet because doing so was killing him. Heeding orders was not his way. Giving orders was and most of the time I was cool with it. Until, I wasn’t. Taking his cock in hand, I squeeze it just enough to get his full attention. Resting his hands on my thighs, I enjoy seeing him affected like this. Gently stroking him, I watch his breath quicken and once and for all explain how it’s going to be. “That night with you was and still is the most beautiful experience of my life. What you did for me, how you cared for me… You were perfect. When you asked me if I was sure, I knew that waiting was the right thing to do. I loved you with my whole heart, captain clueless, and being with you was all I ever wanted and I finally thought I had you. Which is why I took those two words so hard. There’s a difference between sex and fucking, Axle. For me sex without feelings was just basic fucking which is what I did. I gave not one shit about any of them and I still don’t. I need you to understand you can’t erase what doesn’t exist because the second I saw you again, the only man that exists for me is you.” Leaning forward and working his cock with one hand while balancing on the other I remind him, “You have always been everything to me and if our time apart proved anything, it’s that I had nothing until you came back.”
With hope in his eyes, he asks, “I please you? You’re not bullshitting me?”
“Yes, you please me,” I smile in truth. “Do I honestly look a woman who isn’t pleased? You just ate my pussy like it was the last supper, JC.”
“I do love your pussy,” he says in that cocky voice I loved. “And I’m still hungry.”
With him hard and ready, I rock back and elevate just enough to tease him with what’s to come. Axle’s cock in my hand, I line up and bite my lip. “Let me ask you something.”
“Whatever it is, fuck yes,” he pants.
“I was going to ask if I please you too, but it seems I have my answer.”
Just as he was about to argue, I spread myself open and sink down onto him with force. Gripping my hips and roaring, “Fuck!” I watched him fight for control and lose. With my palms on his chest and his big hands now on my ass, I work him over with everything I’ve got. We were both covered in sweat. This was primitive and uninhibited. For every bounce, he smacked my ass. For every roll of my hips, he pinched my nipples.  Holding out was perfect torture for me but he needed to stop chasing his release and let it happen. Wearing a savage and territorial expression on his face, I put an end to his torture when I sank down hard, grabbed his balls and whispered, “This is what everything feels like and it’s all yours.” And when he came it was screaming my name in introduction to the neighbors.
 



 

“You did something different with your hair,” I said twining it around my fingers. Drew had the softest hair in the world. Naturally curly and rich in color, I loved that she had so much of it. Naturally gorgeous and never needing makeup, she was the only girl I knew that worked in a bar without trying to look like she worked in a bar. “Did you layer it?”
“Yeah,” she said softly. Not one to fish for compliments, Drew also had a hard time accepting them.
“Looks beautiful,” I said releasing the curl. “Then again, it always does.”
“I can’t believe you noticed my hair,” she said as in shock.
“When it comes to you, I notice everything.” 
At her gasp of surprise, I watched her face soften and knew I was one step closer to making her mine.
 
For a woman who never allowed herself to be still, she hadn’t moved in hours.
Considering how she worked me over, I didn’t blame her. Hell, I was still coming to terms with it.
However, Drew asleep on my chest with her hair suffocating me was my kind of perfect.
As far as I was concerned, everything about her was.
She calmed me like no one else could. She put my fears to rest and made me feel like a king at the same time.
Only she could make room in her life for my ex and not make my life a living hell about having an ex. 
It’s not that Carrie was a bad person; she just wasn’t my person.
She had problems that needed real attention and I wasn’t the guy that cared enough to help her through it. 
Though, it looks like Tiny was that guy and I was cool with that.
 
It was close to seven a.m. when my phone buzzed. Checking the text, I was surprised to see it from Gadget. Opening it, he let me know Officer Willis was snooping around my building. He also said, Whisky, the guy I hired who also worked in the assassin business with his wife, Camo; spotted Willis and sent him away with an ass beating.
If there are two people you do not want to fuck with it’s Gadget, his wife, and anyone associated with them. Whisky, whose real name I don’t even know, liked killing people but he was bored. He was also a born hunter. Granted, we didn’t kill people in my line of work, but he was up for the hunting so I let him have at it.
The guy was nuts and proud of it.
So when Gadget said he needed an outlet, was solid, and I could count on him, I didn’t do much more than give him a key and tell him to have at it.
Another text comes through, this time from Whisky.
His text mirrored Gadget’s except he asked if the guy came back if he could gut him. My answer was no and then I tossed the phone. It wasn’t a full minute later when hers started making noise.
 
When Drew shifts, I move with her and feel the TV remote digging into my side. Reaching for it without disturbing her, two things happened. The first was it was not the remote. The second was, I hit power and big black started to buzz loudly. “Need coffee before we do that again,” she mumbles placing a hand between her legs.
Turning it around, I find the off button and shut it down. Tossing it anywhere but in my hand, I move her hair away from her face and stop short. Drew was so fucking pretty it was hard to believe she was real and mine again. Her ass being bare to me wasn’t hurting anything either. “You’re getting hard,” she says running her arm over my chest.
“Impossible not to with your ass as inspiration.”
“You’re welcome,” she yawns.
“Your phone is blowing up. Probably Gadget letting you know Willis was prowling around Foxy’s last night.”
“Fucker needs a hobby,” she groans sitting up. 
“My guess is he’s curled up somewhere regretting his decision.”
“What’d I miss?”
“Whisky, the guy I hired, beat his ass.”
“Whisky?” she asks with wide eyes. “As in the assassin Whisky?”
“Fuck, Drew please tell me you didn’t – ”
“Because I’m not fully awake yet, I’m going to let that go,” she warns and trust me, I heeded it. “He was a regular for years. Whisky is one guy, shit, the only guy I know who likes fighting more than you.”
“I can see that,” I agree because the man was off but it was clear that even if she let it go, I owed her an apology.
Thumbing through her phone unaware of my inner battle she says, “Dad says hi, Deanne wants to do a sister’s weekend and Carrie wants brunch.”
“I’m sorry about her,” I offer sincerely. “Really fucking sorry. And I’m sorry about Whisky, assuming…”
“She wanted to work with Tiny, she is. She wanted to apologize to you, she did. But I’m keeping my word and I’m tuning her out, Axle. She is not going to be my bestie.” Drew was so full of shit…
“Do you even have a bestie?”
“As a matter of fact, I do. Where’s big black – ”
Tackling her, pinning her arms over her head, I watch her eyes sparkle and couldn’t help but tell her, “Love you, Drew and I’m sorry about Whisky. I need to know you forgive me.”
“Love you too, Axle, and I forgive you.”
“You love me more than big black?”
“It’s a different kind of love,” she jokes. “But yes, I love you more than big black.”
“What’s a sister’s weekend?”
“Ugh,” she says wrapping her arms around my neck. “It’s usually somewhere up north with pedicures, mimosas, and a bunch of other shit I hate doing.”
“You could use a vacation.”
“That is not vacation, it’s torture.”
“When shit slows down will you take me out on the new boat?”
“Now that,” she says arching up to kiss me. “I can do.”
“When’s the last time you talked to Shane?”
“He’s dodging my calls,” she says sadly. “He’s staying up at the apartment so I was going to head by there today and check again.”
“He can’t stay there, they taped the building off.”
“The back door wasn’t damaged and neither were the stairs or the apartment. I made it clear he could stay.”
“Do you want to grab some coffee and head over?”
“Yeah.”
 
Pulling her up and out of bed, I almost fell to my knees as I watched her ass bounce on the way to the bathroom. Running my hands over my face, I couldn’t believe I had that ass again.
And now that I did, I needed to find a way to get up in it.
If I wasn’t concerned she’d shove big black up my ass in retaliation, I may have already went for it.
Man, that was a big cock…
 



 
 

I don’t know who this fucking kid thought he was but grabbing a female did not fly in my place or outside of it. I was getting ready to make a quick run to Bennett’s for change when I saw him corner her. When he shoved her I nearly shot his ass. The problem here was he was a God damn kid, plus I had my gun in one hand and a bag of cash in the other. Tossing the money to Fudge, I grab the cockfucker hauling his ass outside. Whacking him upside the head to get his attention, I blocked his pitiful defensive strike back at me. Rearing back to knock him out, I saw the look of absolute fear on his face and stopped. Instead of doing what I usually do, which was hit stupid people, I spent the next five minutes giving him a lesson on women. That night when I sent him home, I was confident he got the message. I also hoped that even if it didn’t hit the mark, he’d think twice before putting his hands on a female again. And though I hadn’t seen Axle in nine years, schooling the kid made me think about him. About how he’d always been a gentleman and how the world needed more of them. How even if he fucked me because he felt sorry for me, at least he’d been a gentleman about it. 
 
 
“You’re not at the apartment, Shane. We had a deal. Fucking call me back.”
Ignoring the mess surrounding me, I blow out a breath while struggling to calm down. 
“He’s fine,” Axle promises me.
“He’s not fine,” I argue back. “He did a no-show at Bennett’s, he’s not here and he’s not taking my calls. Let’s go to his parents’ house.”
“Not a good idea,” he says leaning against the door blocking my exit. “Odds are, he isn’t there and us showing up would put you in jail.”
“You don’t think he’d go back?”
“Fuck no.”
“If he did go back,” I try and reason. “And Whisky beat his dad’s ass, who is the one he takes it out on?”
“Give him until tonight. If he doesn’t get back to you by then, I’ll go.”
“What about me?”
“Drew – ”
“He’s mine, Axle. Try ditching me and watch what happens.”
My phone ringing stops our argument and not recognizing the number I answer with, “Yeah?”
“Drew?”
“Again, yeah.”
“It’s Aaron, I’m calling you from the station.”
“Fuck,” I whisper. Aaron only calls me when it’s bad news. “What happened?”
“Officer Willis is pressing charges, I’m giving you warning so you can lawyer up.”
“Is he now? Pressing charges for what exactly?”
“Aggravated assault. The way he tells it, you came to his home, pulled him out of it and kicked the shit out of him.”
“Then I’ll be sure to send his attorney the video of him coming into my bar and punching me in the kisser.” 
“Motherfucker,” he growls in disgust. “Bring the video and the attorney, Drew.”
“Give me two hours.”
Looking at Axle, I lay it out then scream fuck at the ceiling. “Lost the video in the explosion,” I seethe. “Son of a bitch!”
“Yeah well, I’ve got surveillance at Foxy’s that show him there last night. Call your attorney, get shit square before we head in to the station. I’m going to drop you at home, head over and grab it, then pick you back up.”
“I’ll go with you.”
“If Whisky’s on that feed, I gotta let him know what I’m doing with it. Handle shit at home, then we nail the bastard, together.”
“Alright,” I reluctantly agree.
Climbing back into Axle’s Impala, he drops me at his house and takes off for Foxy’s.
I was calling my attorney; I swear I was but my gut told me to call Shane one more time.
When he answered I only heard breathing. “Shane? Talk to me.” More breathing followed by a moan of pain. “Where the fuck are you? I’ll come to you, just tell me where.”
All he managed was, “Home,” and I had already secured my gun and snagged Axle’s keys to his truck and was in the garage climbing in.
“Stay on the line with me, Shane.”
“Don’t come,” he begs on a whisper.
“Oh, I’m coming,” I warn him. “And when I get there, I’m fixing this shit once and for all.”
“Not safe,” he wheezes and I knew the sound. He was hurting.
“I explained what family means to me. I’m coming for you, Shane. Be ready.”
When he said no more, I drove even faster. 
I should have called Axle; I should have called Gadget. Hell, I should have called Aaron back and asked him to send a unit, but I did none of those things. 
I was so focused on getting to Shane that I completely disregarded any threat to myself.
Coming around the corner like a bat out of hell, I fly into his empty driveway.
Charging the steps, I bang on the front door with both fists yelling for him. “Open the fucking door!” I demand when I see the curtain move by the picture window. “Open it or I’ll kick the bitch in!”
A moment later, the lock disengaged and I was face to face with his mom having only a screen door between us. 
“Come in,” she says pushing it open for me to enter. Not wasting a second, I did exactly that. Now in her entryway, I demand to know, “Where is he?”
“In the family room,” she says far too patiently. Seriously, she looked like June Cleaver, only ugly. “This way.”
Letting her go ahead of me, I follow on her heels. Making a right, then a left, we enter the family room and my knees almost buckled. “What the fuck?”
“He’s repenting,” she says proudly and that’s when I noticed her clutching a bible. “As you know, he has not been obedient in the eyes of the Lord.”
“Cut him down,” I demand. “Now.”
“I made room for you too,” she says sweetly, like she’s done me a favor. 
This bitch was nuts. Not only did she have her own son dangling from the ceiling by his wrists, she actually did have a spot for me. From the looks of it, he’d been strung up like this for some time. Which meant when I called, she held the phone to his ear and knew I was coming. The way she was eyeing me in victory pieced it all the events together and I went fucking nuclear.
“It was you,” I accuse trying to buy us both time until I figured this out. I mean, I didn’t want to kill her. At least I didn’t think I did. Honestly, I was on the fence. But I had a gun and fuck me did I want to put a few holes in her. 
I could afford the kid’s therapy…
“The gunfire, my boat, my bar?”
“Yes, it was me.”
“Why?”
“You perverted my son,” she says clutching that book close. “Psalm 18:26, to the pure, you show yourself as pure and to the morally corrupt, you appear to be perverse.”
“Yeah,” I say moving closer to Shane in protection. “I must have skipped that class.”
“You mock the Lord?”
“Let’s be clear here, I’m not mocking the Lord, I’m mocking you.”
With startling speed and strength, the woman cold cocked me with the good book sending me face first into the wall. Grabbing my hair, she drags me, putting me in front of Shane, who was terrified of his mother’s wrath. 
Scratch that: of his abuser’s wrath.
“Do you beat him with your hands or with that book you love so much?”
“Proverbs 13:24; The one who will not use the rod hates his son, but the one who loves him disciplines him diligently.”
“Can you speak for yourself or do you seriously spew quotes all day?”
 
The kidney shot, let me tell you, was not appreciated one bit and I was getting real tired of letting this bitch wail on me. “Shane?” I snap and when his eyes meet mine I was brief. “I’m going to handle this my way, okay?” His pained eyes closed giving me the all-clear. Breaking her hold, I backhand her sending her away from Shane. 
No one touches the kid on my watch!
The look of shock on her face made it clear she was unaccustomed to being hit back. 
As in, it’s probably never happened before.
 
“I’m not real fond of jacking you in front of your son, but I will if you come at me again.”
“I am filled with the power and glory of Christ!” she shrieks like a banshee wearing an apron. Charging me, and right before she makes her grab, I shift catching her left side, giving her the best upper cut I had. 
She-could-go-all-the-way!
With an oomph, she crashed onto the carpet. Unmoving, and wiping the blood from my mouth, I knelt down next to her and say, “Yeah, well I’m filled with the power of Folgers dark roast, bitch.”
Since she was out cold, I ran to the kitchen grabbing a knife to cut Shane down. Having no strength to hold himself up, he hit the floor and curled into a ball. 
Reaching into my pocket for my phone, I dial Aaron to send a unit and Officer Willis home. Taking a seat next to Shane, I say nothing. I was speechless, pissed, and heartsick for him.
This will fuck the kid up for, I-don’t-know, EVER!
“Drew,” he whispers hoarsely, gripping my hand. “Thanks.”
“You played me, Shane,” I say softly because now was not the time to let my angry out. “I get why you did, but I don’t much like why you did either. You weren’t helping her by lying.”
“She’s sick,” he says pitifully. Like he’d rehearsed it. “She can’t help it.”
“No excuse, Shane.”
“Will she go to jail?”
“I’m not a cop, I don’t know.”
 
Sirens blared nearby so I sent Axle a text giving a heads up shit had hit the fan, but that I was okay and even included the address in case he wanted to pop by.  He texted back he was on his way and leaning back against the wall, I asked Shane, “Do you plan to tell the cops the truth?” At his silence I stated my own intentions. “Because if you don’t, I will. I can live with you hating me for it, but I will not give her an opening to hurt you again.”
Moving up to rest his head in my lap, I put my hand on the top of his head and whisper, “I take care of those I care about, Shane and I care about you, a lot.”
Wrapping his arms around my waist he rests his head on my stomach and says, “I’ll tell the truth.”
 
Willis was the first to charge in. First, he took a look at Shane’s body molded to mine, then his wife out cold on the floor before his face went red and his body coiled to strike. He looked murderous, as in wanting to murder me. But that didn’t happen. What did happen was he knelt next to his son and asked, “You okay?”
“No, he’s not okay. Betty-fucking-cracked-out strung his fucking body from the ceiling by his wrists, Willis, what do you think?”
“You saved my boy then.”
“Someone had to,” I growl in his face and then cops flooded the place. A medic was looking crazy pants over and when she came to, she wasted no time getting back to insane in the mom brain. Her head all but spun around, and if she started projectile vomiting I was running for it. 
“Nancy, stop,” Willis begs the nut bag. 
“He needs to repent!” she wails as veins popped out in her neck. “The spirit of the Lord is – ”
“Will someone knock her out, please?” I ask politely and then she zeroed in on me touching her son.
“I will kill you and send you back to Hell!”
“Is she always like this?” I ask Shane, who was now sitting up. Likely in hopes of calming her crazy ass down.
“Yeah.”
“If I have any pull with the design of her straight jacket, I’ll get a nifty cross embroidered on it just because I’m sweet.”
When two uniforms called me into the next room, I left Shane in his dad’s care to give my statement. 
Nancy Willis never took her eyes off me or her hands off that bible.
 



 
 

“What’d that guy do to piss you off?” she asked handing me a rag with ice in it.
“He said some shit I didn’t like,” I mumbled flexing my hand.
“What kind of shit?” she asked taking the rag and placing it on my knuckles.
“Just shit, Drew, don’t worry about it, I handled it.”
“Shit about me?”
“I just said – ” I was about to snap but went with, “Yeah, about you,” instead.
“Okay,” she said quietly. “I trust he learned his lesson, Axle.”
 
This police shit was taking forever.
Now that the adrenaline had worn off, she was safe, and I had time to stew, I was stewing like a motherfucker.
Drew ran headlong into danger without telling me.
She put herself at risk.
One phone call, a God damn text, something…But no, I wasn’t there to protect her.
This was Drew’s way, indefuckingpendent as always and it grated.
We’d be discussing this shit in detail later. Right now, my focus was on the scene playing out in the family room.
Being that Willis was a cop, a really shitty cop apparently, he was getting grilled harder than the crazy mother was. No one said it but everyone in this room was wondering how this went on without her getting any help. As they fired questions at him, you could see him retreat. He was lost, embarrassed, and not all forthcoming. 
But fuck, she had no issues blurting shit out. 
So when they asked her where she got the firearm, she told them it was a gift from her grandfather and gladly shared where she hid it. I swear to God when she admitted to watching videos on how to make bombs, I almost shit myself. She wasn’t just a crazy bitch, she was a resourceful crazy bitch.
 
Drew stuck close to Shane who needed the comfort while hearing his mom’s crimes against a woman he cared very much for. The kid looked ready to pass out and I couldn’t blame him. When she wasn’t smiling, she was highlighting all the ways she planned to kill Drew, punish Shane, and torture Willis. I kept waiting for Willis to tell her to shut the fuck up but he never did. He was as afraid of her as Shane was, which I did not understand. Then again, I didn’t understand anything about abuse and never would.
Reaching for my hand, Drew pulls me to her side and rests her head on my chest. 
We were silent as they stood her up to take her in.  But it was Shane who spoke up first. Approaching his mom, he says, “Hear, my son, your father’s instruction and do not forsake your mother’s teaching. Proverbs 1:8.”
With a smile splitting her face she praises, “You heard! You know the word!”
Dropping his eyes to his feet and turning his back on her he whispers, “I did, you don’t.”
Then he found his way back to Drew who pulled him to her side putting him safely between us.
Willis did not follow his wife outside but he approached his son and I watched Drew tighten her grip. 
She did not want to let him go. 
“I’m sorry,” he says hoarsely. “I failed her.” Only worried about your wife? Fucker!
“We failed her,” Shane says and that shit sounded rehearsed. 
“We’re going to go,” Drew says softly. “The room is still yours if you want it.”
“I’ll think about it.”
“Okay, Shane,” she says, letting him go and wrapping her arms around my waist to hide the loss. 
“Willis,” I say getting his attention. “You have until morning to drop all charges against Drew.”
“It will be done,” he says looking at her. “I thought with enough time I could fix her. I couldn’t bring myself to have my wife arrested for domestic violence.”
“Fucking shame too,” Drew says angrily. “Instead, you left her to abuse your son.”
“It’s not that simple.”
“I imagine you didn’t want the ridicule, being a cop getting roughed up by his own wife but abuse is abuse, male or female, cop or not. I’m really sorry you lived with that, but I’m pissed off you left your son to live with it too. That female needs more than Jesus, Willis. She needs a white room without a door.”
“I tried warning you,” he says with downcast eyes. “I failed at that too. Thank you, Drew, for protecting my boy.”
“Whatever,” she says turning away and nodding her goodbye to Shane. Following her out to my truck, I demand to know, “Are you good to drive?” before letting her go.
“Yeah.”
“We’re going to the house, no pit stops.”
“Okay.”
“Drew?”
“What?”
“You ran again.”
And when she closed her eyes in pain, I turned away heading toward the Impala.
Back at home, I tried giving myself some time to calm down, but for every phone call she took I found that I was more worked up. Fuck no, I wasn’t calm. I was fuming. Snagging her phone and tossing it, I let her know, “Work can wait.”
“You’re right.”
“Now you’re all about listening to me?”
“I wasn’t not listening to you, Axle.”
“You tuned me out, Drew,” I roar in anger. “When you left this house to go to Shane, when you did not call me, you fucking tuned me out.”
“That wasn’t what – ”
“You ran! Straight into fucking trouble and you did not even consider me!”
“It wasn’t that I didn’t consider you,” she pleads for my understanding. “It was that with Willis at the station, I didn’t consider going there alone dangerous.”
“Then why take a gun?”
“Because I can?” she says trying to be cute, then sobers. “Once I saw Shane I forgot I had it. I wanted to kill her with my hands, not a bullet.”
Groaning in frustration, I simply ask her, “Do you want a future with me?”
Like I’d struck her, she rears back and I watch her bottom lip tremble. “How can you ask me that?”
“Answer me.”
“Yes,” she cries out. “Of course I do.”
“You ever run from me again, love of my life or not, I won’t chase you. I will tune you out for good.”
Staring at me with total hurt and a lot of confusion, I take her face in my hands and grate out, “You could have died, Drew. That woman planned to kill you. You got lucky, too fucking lucky and I already lost you once so I am not okay with the lone wolf shit. Do you understand me?”
“Yes,” she whispers and I see her lip tremble. “I understand you.”
“Good,” I say leaning in for a kiss when there was a fucking knock on my door. “Whoever it is, I’ll get rid of them. We’re not done yet.”
When her breath hitched and tears filled her eyes, I ignored the door and took her into my arms. “What’s wrong?”
“That’s what you said to me nine years ago.”
“Meant it then, mean it now, Drew.”
Nodding, she gets up on her toes and kisses me hard. “Okay, Axle.”
I had a feeling I wasn’t the only man who loved a woman and wanted to throttle her all at once.
If I knew anything it was that life with Drew wouldn’t be boring.
 



 
 

“You miss The Hole,” he said resting his head on my stomach.
“I do.”
“Like you said, it can be rebuilt,” he said soothingly.
“Not to its former glory though,” I whispered which saddened me the most. “That building has been through a riot, a recession, and was brought low by a bible thumping bomb maker.”
 
Filed under the tab of shit I did not need right now was Carrie’s unannounced visit.
For a woman who managed to obtain a teaching degree, which took brains, she didn’t take hints very well.
Tiny, for his part, needed to find a backbone and use it.  Being led around by his dick wasn’t working for me or Axle. We’d just had this intense moment, one I was still reeling from and now I’ve got Carrie staring me down.
Axle’s warnings did not faze her, neither did Tiny’s, and after the day I’ve had, anything I said would not be nice. Seriously, if she pushed me I might slap her.
You don’t want to slap her. Wanna bet?
 
“Explain to me why you’re here,” I say crossing my arms. “And make it quick.”
“Right,” she smiles happily oblivious to the tension. “I know a guy.”
Throwing my arms out in frustration, I growl, “And?”
“And can you stop glaring at me, it’s freaking me out.”
“Get to the fucking point, Carrie.”
“Okay okay,” she huffs. “His name is Mitchell Hayes and – ”
“You know Mitchell Hayes?”
“I just said I did,” she counters sticking her hip out. Jesus, if I didn’t know any better I’d say I was wearing off on her. “For years actually, and recently I taught his kids.”
“Go on…”
“His kids are a little wild but I blame their mother…”
“For fuck’s sake woman, put me out of my misery.”
“You’re kind of a bitch today, Drew.”
“Five seconds,” Axle grunts in warning. “Before I toss both your asses out the front door.”
“Carrie,” Tiny pleads. “We rehearsed this, stick to the script.”
“Fine. I called him a few days ago and asked him if he was interested in restoring The Hole. He’s interested.”
“That’s it?”
“Well yeah, considering you won’t let me work from my script.”
As hard as I tried not to laugh, I couldn’t help it. Seriously, there was something about her I liked. “Okay,” I succumb to the chuckle. “Let me hear the script you practiced.”
“Fuck me,” Axle mumbles taking residence next to me.
“He’s in between projects, is a fan of Detroit history, especially true history. Your bar has the original bones which he is amped about. He wants his name attached to the restoration and any future restorations you may have. He’s been looking for buildings for a while but they’re either being torn down or there’s so much red tape it gives him Gerd. I should also mention, he is a fan of you, Drew. He thinks you’re quite beautiful and business savvy. His words, not mine.”
Mitchell Hayes was the guy. He was eccentric, hard to get a hold of, and only worked by referral. Word was, he turned down nearly every offer presented to him, except mine, and it wasn’t even me who asked. Having a total girl moment, I ask, “He thinks I’m beautiful?”
“Jesus,” Axle mutters and Tiny grins. But it was Carrie who bit her lip and announced, “He’s also my ex-husband.”
Tiny wasn’t surprised, but Axle was, and I found myself speechless. Regaining my voice, I say, “Where was Mitchell in the line up?”
“First husband,” she says helpfully. “Smart, innovative but boring. However, we’ve remained on good terms over the years, obviously.”
“You haven’t been married in the last year, so who was your second husband?” I ask pushing the envelope which was driving Axle insane.
“Richard Frost,” she hedges and looks at her feet.
“You were married to a musician?” I wheeze out. “Jesus, Carrie I bet you have some stories.”
“It didn’t last,” she admits. “He wasn’t famous when I met him, but when he hit it big, I couldn’t handle the life.”
“Why in the fuck did you even marry me?” Axle demands. “You go from some big shot restoration mogul, to a fucking musician, to me? I had nothing on those guys.”
“In the beginning, you needed me, Axle.” There was no anger or jealousy behind it, just truth. “But thanks to you no longer needing me, I have Tiny now.”
“I love her,” he says shrugging his huge shoulders.
Looking around Axle’s living room, and then down to him holding my hand, I was about to admit that everything worked out as it should, when she spoke again. “When you two get married, I’ll be a bridesmaid.”
“Uh…” I manage at the thought of marriage and her attendance. “Did you just nominate yourself?”
“Carrie,” Axle groans in discomfort. “What is with you?”
“I’ve always been a bride never a bridesmaid. I want to see what the fuss is all about. Plus, I can throw you a shower and bachelorette party! Wait, I need your sisters’ numbers,” she says fishing out a pen and miniature notebook. “I’m sure they’ll want to help and I can delegate, no problem.”
Biting my lip, I look up at Axle, who was red in the face, and smile. “I can’t tune her out anymore.”
“Drew,” he warns but there was no heat behind it.
“I’m sorry, but I’ve always wanted a pet, so I’m keeping her.”
With his features softening, he whispers in my ear, “Well, she is housebroken. Fine, she can stay on the porch.”
“I’m a person not a puppy,” she whines never taking her eyes from her notebook. “You two are assholes, and even if you are my boss, Drew, it needed to be said.”
Laughing hard, I latch onto Axle who holds me up. Winking at Carrie who was being a good sport, I tell her, “I fucking own you. Fetch me the paper?”
“I gave Mitchell your number, he’s calling you this week. You’re lucky I like you,” she says taking Tiny’s hand. 
Just as they reach the door I simply say, “Thank you.”
Like I’ve said before, there was truly something about her. Yeah, I liked her. I even liked her enough to keep her in my life long term too, you know as my servant.
 



 
 

Guilt.
It was deep in my gut threatening to tear me apart from the inside out.
Guilt over Carrie, no less.
Not her, personally, but what Drew saw when she looked at her. My ex-wife.
More than once I gave Drew grief over her life when I wasn’t in it. Choices she’d made and the men she had given her body to. Yet she treats my ex-wife with care and respect. While I’m not forced to deal with her past often, she’s immersed in mine. Not only has she been decent to Carrie, she hasn’t given me any shit about it.
In this, Drew was better than me. Hell, she treats Carrie better than I fucking did.
So when I had the unfortunate luck of running into Darius at the coney joint, I saw this as my chance to do the same. Only I was pretty certain this was a test I’d fail. When he struts up to me (Yeah, he fucking strutted) and says, “Two coneys with mustard and fries, well done. Am I right?”
It took everything I had not to break his strong jaw. Why did she have to have history with this guy? Not only was he insanely rich and good looking, I was also a huge fan. Or rather, used to be. Naturally, I’d never admit this to him or her. I was also betting against him in Fantasy from now on, because fuck him.
“Don’t you have gold to buy or a reality show to star in?”
“Man,” he said shaking his well shaven head. “Still haven’t let it go, huh? You know, when it comes down to history you can bury the bad shit or let it bury you.”
“The fuck do you know about history, Darius?”
A look of regret flashed in his eyes before hiding it behind his signature million-dollar smile. “I may have had her attention for a time, but I never had her heart. Don’t mistake me, Axle, it wasn’t for lack of trying. Go ahead and ask me when I gave up.”
Grinding my jaw, I grated out, “When did you give up?”
“I didn’t,” he said. “But I had to ask myself if I would be content sharing her heart with someone else.”
“And were you?”
“Yeah,” he said meeting my eyes. “I was. She’s that special that I’d take what she gave me.”
Fuck, that was not the answer I was looking for. Grabbing his order when it was called, he slapped me on the shoulder and said, “From day one I knew she was waiting for you.”
“How? She’s spent the last nine years hating me and I didn’t have the displeasure of meeting you until recently.”
Heading toward the door, he levels me with a sad smile and said, “She cried your name in her sleep.”
 
Life with Drew, as predicted, was far from boring. 
And as we settled into our routine there was only one area where she did not appreciate my input.
Her safety.
The woman seemed to think she could kick the world’s ass all on her own.
Case in point; last week she found me kicking two punk’s asses out back in the alley at Legacy. This was after she warned me to let it go, to choose my battles. 
“You can’t kick every ass in your path, Axle.”
“Sure I can,” I say wiping the blood from my mouth. Wiry little fucker got a lucky shot in and for his troubles, I was pretty certain I dislocated his jaw. “This is your place, your property, and you can’t just let them off with a warning.”
“We’re not cops!” she yells pointing at the two unconscious idiots. “I have bigger problems than petty dealers!”
“Dealers are like rats,” I point out. “Where there is one there are thousands. You have to set a precedence.”
“I don’t need this shit right now,” she mumbles.
“That’s my point, Drew. Now they know not to pull that shit here.”
“No, now they have a target,” she says pinching her nose.
“So you can swing a ball bat at offenders but I can’t use my fists to protect you?”
Blinking once, twice, I literally saw the fight leave her and when her face softened she got up on her toes to kiss me. “Okay,” she says licking her lips. “Let me try something new.” Taking my face in her tiny palms she says, “Thank you, Axle.”
Loving that she acquiesced in this I ask her, “What are you thanking me for? And be specific.”
“You are so lucky I love you,” she chuckles and she was right, I was lucky. 
“I’m waiting.”
“Before I go and make your already massive chest swell up, I feel it prudent to point out what was wrong with that statement. This isn’t my place, it’s ours. And while I like to think I’m capable of taking care of myself all on my own… I like, no, I love, that you take protecting me seriously. So,” she says glancing at the idiots who were still out. “Thank you for protecting our place and – ”
“Your ass,” I smirk in victory.
“Yes and my ass too.”
“Love that ass, Drew.”
“Mmhmm,” she grins seductively.
“Love the woman it’s attached to even more.”
“Before we bang by the dumpsters, you sweet talker, maybe we could have the trash taken out?”
Kissing her hard, I swat her ass again and growl, “Allow me.”
 



 
 

“This stash is a pornacopia of awesome,” I whistled as I flip over yet another bargain DVD.
“Drew,” he said blushing furiously. “Put it away.”
“Assablanca? Ass Ventura? Shaving Ryan’s Privates? Good Will Humping? The Poonies?” At that one I fell over because I pictured Sloth… Oh fuck, this would never ever get old.
Ripping his collection from my hands he stuffs them back in the box but the look on his face was priceless. “Are you – ” I asked fighting hysteria. “Are you, embarrassed?”
“Porn is private,” he grunted adorably.
“Uh,” I said biting my lip trying not to lose it. “Here in 2016, it’s also…free.”
“Would you stop fucking laughing?”
“Let’s watch one,” I said wagging my eye brows and then started making porno soundtrack noises. “We’ll pretend I have a huge bush and you can pretend – ”
“You’re an asshole,” he suddenly laughed out loud.
“True,” I agreed with a vigorous nod and reaching into the box I declared, “I have to watch Womb Raider, Axle. I fucking have to!”
With an honest to God straight face, he announced, “Throbbin’ hood, Prince of Beaves is a lot better. It actually has a plot.” This time when I fell over, he followed by climbing on top of me.
 
 
The thing about feelings was, when I bothered to recognize them, they usually bit me in the ass. 
Having Axle back was everything to me but these fucking feelings…
Gah, they were too much.
Though an adult and fully capable of taking care of himself, Shane was on my mind and heart constantly. My calls went straight to voicemail and my text messages went unanswered. I couldn’t shake this annoying compulsion that I needed to ask him if he was mad at me. Swear to God, I couldn’t bear the thought of him angry at me, but more than that…I just fucking missed him.
 
To make emotional matters worse, I agreed to brunch with Carrie.
Don’t get me wrong, I liked, her but Axle was right. She brought out all of my protective instincts and I found myself wanting to really know her. You know, the stuff you’d learn about a girlfriend you’d just met.
Fuck me, there it is.
We really were going to be besties…
I’d lose all my street cred after this.
Because The Hole was in transition, and Legacy was running so well, for the first time in, well…ever—I had nothing to do. And I was spending it with my man’s ex-wife.
Neither Axle or I understood why I was down with this, I just knew that…I was.
Parking his truck across the street, I pay the attendant and head into Punch Bowl Social. 
I wanted to be irritated because it was loud and the music sucked, but I had to remind myself most people didn’t like metal pounding in their ears twenty-four seven. Which was just another example that people generally sucked.
 
“Drew!”  Nodding that I saw her, I slide into the booth across from her and drop my bag. “Shit,” she whispers crestfallen. “You hate it here.”
Toughen her up, my mind screamed. God hates liars, I tried to reason. It’s too bright in here, I almost groaned. I hit hipsters, I don’t eat lunch near them, I said mentally. But verbally I went with, “It’s great, Carrie, no worries.” And the smile that lit her face actually gave me goosebumps. Carrie was truly a nice person and wanted to be my friend so taking a deep breath, I embraced it.
“So I ordered you an appletini,” she says sliding a menu over.
“Why?” Flies out of my mouth but I covered it nicely with, “Why thank you.”
“Welcome,” she says leaning in and wondering what the secret was, I did the same. “You are very beautiful, Drew.”
“Since the ship sailed on weird, I’m going with uncomfortable.”
“Sorry,” she says softly. “I didn’t mean to – ”
“Stop apologizing, Carrie. I’m just not used to compliments especially from – ”
“Your boyfriend’s ex-wife?”
“I was going to say, friends.”
“Am I?” she asks tugging at her zipper. “Your friend?”
Just then, the server dropped off our sugar rushes and tossing the lame decor to the side, I slammed it. Fighting back scrunching up my face or even vomiting, I cough out, “Yes, you are my friend.”
“Oh good!” she claps and for the next two hours she let me know exactly how my wedding was going to be. A wedding mind you, Axle hadn’t asked me to star in yet.
Her excitement was contagious and a few times I even found myself offering my opinion (on my own non-existent wedding). I was certain the four appletinis I mainlined probably had something to do with this because I didn’t have marriage on the brain. So when my phone rang and I saw it was Axle I held up my finger to answer.
“Hi,” I grin into the phone.
“Woman,” he says low. “I gave you three hours. Get home and service me, I’m done waiting.”
“Service you?” I ask raising an eye brow at which she snickers.
“Drew,” he warns in his sexy voice. “I’m starting Beverly Hills Cock in twenty minutes with or without you.”
“You wouldn’t!”
“Bet your ass I would.”
“You can’t put a banana-in-the-tail-pipe alone!”
“I can fucking try,” he chuckles evilly.
Looking up at Carrie, who was fighting her own laugh, I throw cash down, slide from my seat and hug her neck before announcing, “Yeah so, I have to go.”
“Banana in the tailpipe?”
“Do you really want to know?” I ask with a wicked grin.
Shaking her head and allowing a burp to escape she giggles, “No. Yes. No. Maybe another time.”
“Deal,” I say ready to sprint for the door.
“Wait,” she says kneeling up on her booth. “Would um, Tiny like a banana in the tail pipe?”
“Why yes,” I grin evilly. “I do believe he would.”
For the record, I made it home in fifteen minutes.
 



 
 

“Hey,” I said taking her chin in my palm. When her eyes meet mine, I lean down and place a kiss on her lips and tell her, “I love you, Drew.”
“I love you too, Axle.”
“Loved you a long time.”
“I know,” she smiled. “Because I have too.”
“I’m going to say it a lot.”
“And I promise, I’ll do the same.”
With that, I watched her head out to meet Shane and I didn’t like that I wouldn’t be with her. I fucking hated that she asked to speak with him alone. I had this feeling in my gut that she needed my protection. Then again, I’ve felt that way since the first time I saw her, and if there was a woman who could fend for herself, it was Drew. The woman was a law unto herself. Nothing phased her, whereas when it came to her, all I could seem to do was count down until she came home. Shit, I paced the entire time she had brunch with Carrie and bribed her with porn to come back early. Plainly put, I was whipped and fucking proud of it. 
 
Something was wrong.
I could feel it in my bones. I was uneasy and couldn’t shake it. Despite her checking in every couple of hours, I didn’t like her being away from me. She had an appointment with a vendor before stopping at The Hole to meet with Mitchell. That, I had no problem with, it was the sudden lunch with Shane I didn’t like. Not that I didn’t trust the kid, I did. It’s just that for the last few weeks he’d put distance between him and Drew, which hurt her, and in turn, pissed me off. That kid was on her mind all the fucking time and now that he’d reached out; she’d wanted to meet him alone.
Yes, I was hurt that she asked me to sit this one out, but to be fair, I was also stuck at Foxy’s going over shit with Whisky that could no longer be put off.
However, my last call went to voicemail and the last two texts I sent she hasn’t bothered to respond to.
Ready to pack it up and say fuck it, Drew texted me she was fine and that her meeting ran over with Mitchell. She promised to text me before, during, and after lunch with Shane. She also promised to get her ass back to me directly after. “You need to take your woman in hand,” Whisky says shaking his head in disappointment.
“You're only talking shit because she’s not here,” I laugh. “But Don't worry, I’ll tell her what you said and watch as she knocks your teeth out.”
“Pussy,” he mumbles dropping another box on the table. The next hour was spent deciding which files to go after and which to forget. During that time, I never bothered to revisit the pussy comment because I was too damn busy checking my phone. Drew said she was picking the kid up at his house and she hasn’t said shit since.
When my phone rang, I saw it was Gadget and answered right away.
 
“Your woman isn’t answering her phone,” he says cutting to the chase.
“She’s out to lunch with Shane,” I explain and I know he caught my feelings on the matter. “She won’t answer because hasn’t seen him in a while and she’ll give him her full attention.”
“Then we have a serious fucking problem, Axle. Load up,” he barks into the phone. “I’ll be there in five minutes.”
Before I could say shit Whisky, had already had his gear out and was suiting up handing me shit along the way. 
Shoulda trusted my gut!
“I gotta get to Drew,” I moan from the depths of my soul. 
“You will,” he says stuffing a .40 behind his back.
“I gotta get to Drew!” I roar wiping the table clean of boxes. I couldn’t breathe, couldn’t think of anything except her. 
Slamming me into the wall, he pins me by my throat with his forearm and says, “We’ll kill who needs killing, but we ain’t doin’ none of that if your head ain’t right.” Grinding my jaw, he applies more pressure and asks, “Your head right yet?”
“Let him go,” Gadget says entering the room, and with an eye roll he did. “Willis was fired two days ago,” he says crossing his arms over his chest. “Been keeping an eye and the guy is riled up. He’s done laying low, and last we heard, motherfucker’s been on one hell of a bender. He’s a gun collector and trained in hand to hand. Willis is not a street fighter though. Keep that in mind, my man.” Looking down at his wife, Camo, she nods and steps forward. 
“Because Drew is our girl, we kept digging. Now I’m not saying she’s in some shit, but I’m also not saying she isn’t either. But she sure as fuck isn’t having lunch with Shane because he’s at a drop in basketball game as we speak. Ex-officer Willis has a problem with our girl, which makes this our problem, if you follow me.”
“Fuck, I – ” I start, but Gadget shuts me down.
“Whisky will head over to cover Shane. Camo and I are going to hit his usual hangouts and do some recon. You,” he says handing me a pair of black gloves. “Are going to Willis’ house and I expect a call in the event she’s there and you need back up.”
We all knew I wouldn’t be making any calls but I nodded my agreement, because it was all I had. “Drew can handle herself until you get to her,” he says firmly with his wife finishing with, “Fuck yeah she can.”
“When this is over,” Whisky says waiting by the door. “I may take up drinking again. Fucking missed that woman.” And then he was gone.
“You loaded up?” Camo asks also heading for the door.
“Yeah,” I lie. Because what I had in store for Willis, a bullet wouldn’t satisfy.
“Let’s bounce,” Gadget says pushing the door open. While they went left, I went right.
Climbing into my truck and flooring it, I continued to call her, and each time it went to voicemail another part of me died. This was not the type of unfinished business I would settle for with an arrest. This was the type of unfinished business that ended with a burial.
 



 
 

“I have a right to be there,” he snapped. “I claimed the kid too, Drew.”
He didn’t understand that I loved Shane and needed some alone time with him. His distance had killed me and I wanted a chance to tell him so without an audience. “Meet with Whisky and handle business,” I tried to convince him. “I’ll check in with you and that way you can work without rushing on my behalf. It’s just lunch, Axle. I’ll be fine.”
“I don’t like fighting with you,” he said gently and when I stayed silent because I didn’t like it either.  Taking my chin in his palm and whispered, “I love you, Drew.”
“I love you too, Axle.”
“Loved you a long time.”
“I know. Because I have too.”
“I’m going to say it a lot.”
“And I promise, I’ll do the same.”
 
 
It was times like this that I could already hear Axle grunting, God dammit, I told you so, Drew.
If I made it out alive, he’d never let me live this down and I honestly couldn’t blame him.
In my desperation to see Shane, I let my emotions overrule my common sense. Because of that, I was back in the dining room, of all fucking places, with a gun pointed at my face. The man holding said gun was all sorts of fucked up too. Wild eyes, sweat pouring from him, and don’t even get me started on the pacing.
Sometimes he’d speak to me but mostly it was to himself. 
But God damn he sure kept that gun steady…
I was sixty percent certain at any moment he was going to blow my head off.  Which left me a forty percent chance of at least getting a few swings in before he did. Doing the math in my head, I equated this to me one hundred percent dying today of either a gunshot wound or other casualty.
 
Yes, I was terrified but I was also unarmed, and while neither of those things were about to change, all I could think about was Axle. Of the future we wouldn’t have. And man did getting robbed of that future piss me off. However, I was glad he wasn’t in the line of fire. Sparing his life was priority one. I’d get myself out of this somehow, I had to. Throwing my hands up I ask Willis, “What the fuck are you waiting for? Divine intervention?”
Taking several steps forward he pistol-whipped me on the right side of my jaw which sent me into the wall. 
Grabbing my cheek, I scream in fury, “Ow! What the fuck was that for, petty officer hits like a bitch?”
“She won’t ever get better until you die,” he says sincerely, and I found this tragic and highly inconvenient for me.
“I hate to break it to you but that’s really shitty logic, Willis. Where’s Shane?” I demand.
Looking at me like I’m the one that’s nuts, he literally asks, “What?”
“Where is he?” I repeat. “Did you hurt him?” Please say no, fucking please…
“He’s playing basketball, so I took his phone to text you. It was too easy.”
“Nothing about me is easy,” I snort at the reference. “Okay, well some things are.”
“I told you to send my boy home,” he sneers changing the subject again. “His mother needed him home.”
“Your boy needed protection,” I sneer right back. “From his own mother! Oh and you too!”
“You should have listened to me!”
“Yeah, well you should have put a collar on that bitch so she didn’t blow up my boat and my God damn bar! I didn’t lay a fucking hand on Shane and you know it. He’s my employee and my friend! You let her get away with that shit and not only did that fuck you up, it did a number on your son too. So now you’re going to kill me? For fucking looking out for Shane when you didn’t?”
“She won’t ever get better until you die,” he repeats and I’d had it.
“Clue in, asshole, she boarded the rail to crazy train a long fucking time ago and you purchased the ticket.”
Out of nowhere, his fist connected with my face and on the way to lights out, I swore I saw Camo waving to me from a tree. Weird. Jolted awake by a fist in my hair, I didn’t hold back my scream because that shit hurt. Twisting around, I latched onto his wrist and applied pressure with my thumbs. With no choice but to release me, I pushed off needing distance. Unfortunately, I was still off-balance and not seeing me as a threat, Willis laughed until I did the one thing that would shut him up. I picked up his wife’s bible.
How ya like me now, Jesus?
“Get your filthy hands off the good book!”
Flipping it from front to back, I shrug and say, “It didn’t catch on fire so that means I’m safe, right?”
“You mock the Lord,” he spews at me. “You speak like a whore, dress like a whore – ”
“Now hold the fuck on,” I say raising the book up. “I do not dress like a whore. This is vintage, bitch, pay attention.”
Muttering more nonsense, I estimated the odds were now fifty-fifty that he’d actually take the shot. “Have to die,” he says pacing so I asked him, “You’d shoot someone holding a bible? Doesn’t that, oh I don’t know, go against everything you believe in?”
“You mock the Lord,” he says narrowing his eyes.
“No,” I say rolling mine. “I’m mocking you.”
Then the motherfucker fired. It took me a solid minute to realize he didn’t shoot me. But even without the hole in my body I wasn’t able to stay in one place. Adrenaline and terror flowed through me and I did what any woman would do, I started screaming.
“You don’t pretend to shoot someone you fucking tool! That’s worse than getting shot! You’re a cop! Don’t they teach you that shit? Fuck! Now I have to pee, captain piss-pants!”
“Shut up,” he snarls in warning.
“Fuck you,” I snarl back. “You shut up. Better yet, put the gun away and man the fuck up!”
“You want to fight me?” he asks clearly confused.
“I’m unarmed,” I draw out slowly. “It’s not exactly fair, Willis. At least this way I can fight back.”
 
At this point, the odds of my dying were out the window because I was in the red zone. I didn’t even think twice before I said, “I’ll go first,” and clocked him upside the head with his wife’s bible.  Willis staggered from the force of it and I pounced. Tagging him around the waist, I used my elbows to get my jabs in, only he kept pulling my hair.
“Dirty pool, you fucking piece of – ” his well-placed kidney shot shut me right up and I went down hard. I’d never taken a true blow to the middle before and I wasn’t prepared for the absolute pain that came with it.
Points to Willis, he hits harder than his wife…
 
“Dad?” I hear from the kitchen and was too busy coughing up a lung to tell Shane to run. When his eyes took me in, the scared boy was gone, and in his place was the fighter Axle had taught him to be. Seething in fury, he still found it in him to help me up. He was such a good kid despite his upbringing. “I’ll kill you,” he vows yet held me gently.
“She’s a whore,” Willis spits. “Your mother will never get better until she dies! Don’t you see that?”
Slow to get my bearings, I wrapped my arms around myself and whispered to Shane. “Look at me,” I beg him and when he does I say, “Please, let me handle this.”
“No,” he says shaking his head and then staring at his dad, he roars, “This ends now!” and charges.
It was all happening so fast that I couldn’t track their movements enough to jump in to help. And Shane needed help, badly. When a blow to Shane’s face sends him staggering, I chanted for him to focus, to anticipate. While part of me wanted him to have this, the other part wanted it to stop. A child fighting a parent was so fucking wrong, especially when that parent is trained. 
Not knowing what else to do, I gave Shane a chance to right himself when Willis landed an uppercut that sent him flying. Ignoring my presence, he proceeds to beat his son with a familiarity that made me sick. It was clear to me that Shane’s mother wasn’t the only one who abused her son. His fucking father did too and often judging by the precision of his blows. Curled into a ball to protect himself, Shane did his best to stay hidden. Seeing him like that filled me with a rage I had no hopes of containing. With a roar of fury, I launched myself onto Willis’ back and secured my forearm over his throat. With every ounce of strength I had, I was intent on killing him. Unfortunately, Willis wasn’t going to go down easy so when he used all his weight to slam me into the wall, I felt it in my bones.
Wrapping my legs around him and applying more pressure, I knew I was screaming for him to die, only he fucking wouldn’t. The next visit to the wall had its desired affect because it stunned me enough that I had no choice but to release him. Hitting the floor hard, I felt the air leave me in a rush. 
Out of the corner of my eye, I watched Shane get to his feet and I knew the kid was done giving his father power over him. Willis wasn’t stupid either. He knew the predator just became the prey and when Shane charged him, he dodged it and hit the floor coming up with his gun flush in his palm.
 
“You’d shoot me?” Shane laughs in shock. “You’d shoot your own son?”
Wiping blood from his mouth, Willis looks from me to him and says, “Yes. For her I would.”
“Fuck you,” he growls and then opens his arms. “You can’t hurt me more than you already have.”
Snagging the book and clutching it, I found my footing and took my place in front of Shane offering my body and his mother’s bible as protection. 
It was all I had. 
But it wasn’t enough because when Willis closed his eyes and smiled, I knew I was dead. 
The good news was the last face I’d see before I died was Axle’s.
 



 
 

“Even when you don’t need it, I’ll still protect you.”
“You are such an alpha male,” she smiled launching herself at me. “And I love you for it.”
 
Charging through the front door, I followed Shane’s voice and just as he said, “You can’t hurt me more than you already have,” and watched in terror as Drew put herself in front of him in protection. Lunging forward right as Willis raised his gun, I nearly had him when he fired. When my body connected with his, the momentum sent us both to the ground. Wrapping my hand around his throat and pinning him with my weight, I look over to see Shane kneeling over Drew’s body and the kid’s wails broke me.
I didn’t make it in time…
I was unable to process any of this. Not now, not fucking ever.  All I could see were her feet and the thought of never waking up to her again wiped my mind completely blank. Despite losing my shit, I was still aware I had Willis under me and absently I wondered why he wasn’t fighting back. Through different eyes, distant eyes, I knew it was my hand wrapped around his throat but instead of cutting off his air, I released my grip. Choking him would be too easy. This motherfucker wouldn’t be getting easy.
Giving myself over to the rage, I let nature take its course and while I knew I was beating him to death, my thoughts centered around Drew. Every memory, every touch and the way her eyes softened when she told me she loved me. I thought of her parents, her sisters, and her crew. So many loved her and the loss for all involved would be devastating. As for me, I’d never move on. I would be stuck in this moment for eternity. The moment I didn’t chase her like I promised to. I should have fucking chased her…
 
Blinking my eyes, I couldn’t figure out why I was staring at the ceiling. Even when Camo’s face appeared, I couldn’t make out what she was saying. But I noticed she had a rifle slung over her shoulder and was wearing a ball cap. As she continued to speak, the blood rushing through my ears prevented me from hearing her, from hearing anything. When she claps her hands, I follow the movement and then there was sound. “He’s out, Axle,” she says slapping my face. “If you’re going to finish him, do it now before the calvary gets here.”
Helping me to sit up, I take in my surroundings but was slow to make sense of it. Shane had Drew in his lap and his face made it clear he was miles away. The kid was well into shock. Gadget was looking her over, touching her gently and leaning against the wall in the kitchen was Whisky who was watching this play out with pain filled eyes.
Getting in my line of sight, Camo grabbed my face and says, “You gonna finish this or am I?”
Absently, I knew I said, “I’ll do it,” but I wasn’t sure if I voiced it or not. I must have because she nodded and said, “Good, then I’ll go sit with Drew.”
“Drew,” I moaned low but could not fucking move. I don’t think I had it in me to see. I was so lost, so done.
“Axle,” I hear her voice and closed my eyes praying I never forgot the sound of it. “Axle,” I hear again and opened my eyes to see her being helped up by Gadget and Camo. Her eyes met mine and when she whispers, “I’m okay, honey,” I roared her name before pushing myself up and straddling a barely conscious Willis.
“Today, Axle,” Camo warns yet I didn’t heed it.
“Units are close,” Gadget says still holding Drew gently. 
Locking on Shane, I give it a heartbeat before I call his name. When his eyes snap to mine I tell him to, “Turn around.”
Doing as he’s told, he turns and Whisky tells him to, “Keep your eyes on me, kid.”
Grabbing Willis’ gun I press it against his forehead but don’t pull the trigger. Yelling, “Fuck!”, I toss the gun, take his head in both hands and with every ounce of strength I had, I twisted.
Fighting for breath, needing more death, it was Gadget who pulled me away and demanded to let him take care of it. 
“Go to your woman,” he orders and that’s when everything came back online. 
“Drew,” I whisper urgently and on my hands and knees, I crawl to her. Stealing her from Camo, I wrap myself around her and she does the same. Not even the sound of gunfire made us jump. 
Absently, I heard Gadget mutter, “Suicide,” and Camo slowly explaining the situation to Shane. But Drew was alive, in my arms and I refused to think about anything else or let her go. 
“I can’t breathe,” she whispers into my neck and easing back I look down at the book in her hand and watch her flip it over. She was clutching a bible. A bible with a bullet hole dead center. Right where her heart would have been.
“That bible saved your life,” I choke out.
“Jesus Christ,” she chuckles. “It is powerful.”
Units flooded the house, assessed the threat, took in the scene, and that was the moment Shane started yelling.
“He assaulted Drew!” he announces pointing at Willis. “Then he shot her! He fucking shot her! Then he shot himself!”
Huh, so maybe he wasn’t in shock. But he wasn’t that great of an actor either.
The whole process took an age and I wasn’t surprised that Gadget, Camo, nor Whisky stuck around for it. They made their exit seconds before the cops came in. Drew and I stayed by Shane’s side as his dad was bagged and taken away. We all kept to the same story and hours later when it was all over, I watched Drew stand up and spin in a circle.
“What are you doing?” I ask as she continues to spin.
“Did I shit my pants?” she asks craning her neck. “I feel like I shit my pants.”
It was Shane that laughed as he said, “You didn’t shit your pants, Drew.”
“Like you’d tell me if I did,” she huffs then hugs his neck from behind. “I’m so sorry, Shane.”
“It’s me who’s sorry,” he whispers. “I wasn’t strong enough to do it myself.”
“I don’t know,” she says winking at me. “That was one hell of a fight, kid. It took guts. I’m just sorry you had to do it.”
“At least I can say I fought back even if it was only once.”
“Why don’t we lock up and head home?” I suggest and when the kid closes his eyes, I assure him, “This plan includes you, kid. You’re coming with us. Unless you want to stay here?”
Shaking his head, he chokes out, “No, I want to go with you guys.”
Kissing his cheek, Drew smiles and says, “Good answer.”
 
Well into the night I had Drew on my lap, Shane in the chair across from us, and he had finally fallen asleep. Wrapping her arms around my neck, she pulls me in for a kiss and asks, “Can we keep him?”
“He’s an adult, Drew,” I smile down at her. “It’s up to him.” Pulling her even closer, I look from her to Shane and whisper, “But I hope we can.”
“Can I stay on the new boat?” Shane asks cracking one eye open. The smirk on is face said it all. He was staying a while.
“No,” Drew snorts. “But I will let you clean it.”
We all had a laugh but the mood was still heavy. There was shit that still needed to be said and done. However, we had time, it didn’t have to be tonight. Standing up, Shane heads toward the kitchen and asks us, “You guys want a beer?”
We nod in agreement and watch him turn away. “I need a minute,” Drew says sitting up and following the kid.
Giving them their moment, I didn’t plan to interfere until I heard Shane cry out. Rounding the corner, I see Drew wrapped around the kid in an effort to keep him together. Clutching her tight, he can’t seem to get close enough. 
“You saved me,” he cries into her hair and it was an effort not to let a tear fall. Silently giving my support, I pull them both to me to keep them safe. Grabbing my arm, Shane locks eyes with me and says, “You saved me too.”
I won’t even bullshit.
The three of us spent the next hour crying in the God damn kitchen and it felt right.
 



 
 

“You’ll do as you’re told,” he managed with a straight face.
“Do you like your nuts?” I countered. “Because if you do, you’ll want to rephrase that.”
“Fine,” he grunted. “You can play with my ass first as long as I get yours after.”
“Oh boo-boo,” I fake pouted. “As if you’ll be able to walk when I’m done with you.”
“Be gentle?”
“Maybe?”
 
Axle and I were mid argument about the benefits of premarital sex when Carrie walked in with Tiny on her heels.
Not caring that we had an audience, I point at Axle and demand to know, “Why is it always about your cock?”
Cupping his junk, he smirks and says, “Because it is. He loves you, Drew.”
“I know Axle,” I say sticking out a hip. “He told me twice this morning!”
“I love you too,” he grins while staring at my tits. 
“We can be in love and not be married,” I reason because hello, it’s 2016. 
“My cock and I want it legal,” he insists adorably. “A bible saved your life and we agree that means something.”
“Quit speaking for your balls, Axle!”
“We won’t take no for an answer,” he says crossing his arms over his chest. “If you can’t agree with us, I’m afraid we’ll have to cut you off.”
For the last few weeks every discussion leads to marriage and though I was a sure thing, I was still playing hard to get because his arrogance pissed me off. Withholding sex was a new tactic though, one I didn’t like.
“I don’t need a label; I just need you.”
“And my cock,” he says adjusting himself.
“Yes and your cock too, duh. You’re a package deal. A big package,” I mutter trying not to stare and failing.
I’d forgotten we had company until Carrie announces, “Tiny’s dick swings down to his thigh.”
Fighting a gag, Axle goes mute and Tiny shrugs in a way that said, What? It’s true.
“You just said that,” I manage to choke the words. “Out loud.” And fuck me, my eyes were now on Tiny’s crotch.
“I’m a lucky girl,” she chirps while also staring at his crotch.
“You have no concept as to what over sharing means do you?”
“Of course I do,” she waves me off. “I could have said, Tiny’s dick swings down to his thigh at rest but when he’s hard it reaches his knee cap. But I didn’t because that would constitute over sharing.”
“I think I’m going to be sick,” Axle groans covering his mouth.
As for me, I was still staring waiting for his dick to peek out the bottom of his jeans like a jungle vine. “His knee cap, really?”
“Why are you two here?” Axle interrupts giving me a shove to break my stare. “Eyes on my vine, Drew.”
“Sorry,” I mumble, not sorry at all.
“I found my bridesmaid dress,” Carrie announces and my eyes went wide. 
Seeing an opportunity, Axle gangs up on me and says, “Carrie found her bridesmaid dress, Drew. She’s being very proactive about this, don’t you think?”
“Not really,” Carrie defends and I was giving her the shut the fuck up look but she ignored me. “I only went and got mine after Drew sent me a picture of hers.”
Fuck. Busted.
“The hell you say,” he grins down at me. “Something you want to tell me, Drew?”
“Only that it was on sale so I bought it in case one of my sisters needed it.”
“But you said – ” Carrie tries and I level her with a look and growl, “It was a secret, asshole.”
“Oops,” she says backing away. “Maybe we should go…”
No sooner did they clear the door, Axle had me pinned against the wall. “You want to marry me,” he says licking my neck. “Admit it.”
“Fine,” I groan. “I want to marry you.”
“Put the dress on for me,” he moans grinding into me.
“Why?”
“So I can fuck you in it.”
I squealed and bolted for the steps with Axle picking me up by my ass so I’d move faster. I had that dress out the bag and sliding over my body in under a minute. But it only took him seconds to get underneath it. When his tongue swept over my clit, I sighed in pleasure, “I think I’m going to like marriage.”
Inserting a finger inside of me, Axle growls, sinking his teeth into my thigh before licking the sting away. Blowing on my pussy, he declares, “I can’t fucking wait to call you my wife.”
“You can call me wife now, just don’t stop!”
Thank God he took orders well.
 



 
 

“When it happens,” I began. “And it will happen,” I needed to mention. “I was hoping you’d be my best man.”
Giving me a grin followed by a man hug, Shane simply said, “It would be an honor, Axle.”
The best part was of this was hearing Drew sniffling from the kitchen. The woman had more feelings than most and did a shit job of hiding them. Swear to God, she’s the only one who thought she was good at it.
 
Six months ago, I opened a box of unfinished business and found Drew’s file hiding at the bottom.
Though I’d never stopped loving her, the way I felt now didn’t hold a candle to how I’d felt then. Drew and I had something rare, something magical. 
Letting those years in between go wasn’t difficult because the years ahead of me starred her. Slowly I was wearing her down to pick a wedding date and when I wasn’t doing it, Carrie was. 
My ex-wife wanted Drew and I married, badly.
The same ex-wife who has also become a trusted friend to both of us. Over these months, I’ve seen things in Carrie I never bothered to notice before. There was a confidence about her that demanded your attention. Drew’s influence played a huge role once she’d taken Carrie under her wing.
Carrie, in turn, loved Drew to a frustrating distraction.
Drew, the town bad ass, would never admit it, but she loved Carrie too.
At least when she wasn’t treating her like our very own house pet.
 
Drew showed she cared in other ways. Like making her a day manager at Bennett’s for instance. She did this because Carrie had a flair for easing people, multi-tasking and keeping her boss happy. Drew also brought Len from Bennett’s to manage Legacy, so Carrie’s transition was excellent timing. Last month she moved in with Tiny, the guy who didn’t say much, but loved her unconditionally. The two of them were even talking marriage these days. Although it was more Carrie than Tiny. Tiny for his part just nodded and smiled a lot.
On top of this, Mitchell Hayes was making miracles happen with the restoration of The Hole. Drew and I left him to it and did not question his judgement. He knew her vision, respected it, and it was evident with the progress he was making that the grand re-opening would happen by Christmas. Drew negotiated up front that her guys, Fudge and Luis, were to be on the crew so they could get a paycheck. Mitchell Hayes would fucking bark if Drew asked him to and if she wasn’t head over heels in love with me, I’d kick the guy’s ass.
 
The very next day following the fall out with Willis, I announced she was living with me full time.
She didn’t fight me on it so she and I took Shane shopping so he could decorate his room.
If you spent time with the three of us you’d think we’d always been a family. Shane blended into our lives perfectly and completed us. Now enrolled in college, still in therapy, and working weekends at whichever business of hers needed coverage, Shane was finding his way to normal.  
Her parents have visited, her sisters too. Although, when the five of them got together, I hid in the basement. Drew, I could handle twenty-four-seven but her sisters were nothing like her. 
Gadget and Camo had us over for a barbecue recently, and though I liked them, these were not folks we’d take trips with. In truth, Camo scared the shit out of me and I didn’t need her giving Drew any fucking ideas either.
 
Watching her stuff her duffel bag, I stare at her perfect ass knowing one thing as truth down to my very soul. Nearly ten years ago, I was Drew’s mercy fuck and I couldn’t be more pleased about it. Because the fact is, I was and always will be at her mercy. “Foxy’s really not happy with you,” she says on a laugh.
No, he wasn’t happy, he was pissed I’d sold my business/his business to an assassin. He’d also get the hell over it. Whisky was born to hunt and my place was by her side.
“Foxy will deal,” I say pulling her to me by her hips. “You, however, need to hurry the hell up, I want to set sail before sunset.”
“You realize it’s not a sail boat right?” she asks grinding on me.
“Yeah, but I’ve always wanted to say set sail.”
“You’re cute,” she chirps shaking her head.
“As your man, security advisor, and future husband, I’m more than cute. I’m anxious to get you on that boat, naked, and hearing my name carry on the water.”
Facing me, her face softens and she says so fucking sweet, “I’ll be a good wife to you, Axle.”
“You’re a good everything to me now, Drew.”
“We’re in tune,” she says stroking my cheek.
“Yeah,” I say tilting her head back. “We’re in tune.”
After kissing the hell out of her, I spank her ass and grab her bag so we can take our first vacation ever, together.
I was also captaining that Regal, even if I had to tie her to the fucking helm while protecting my nuts to do it.
As far as I was concerned, we still had unfinished business and we had the rest of our lives to sort through it.
 



 
 

“You okay, boss?” Fudge asked as I uncharacteristically squirmed behind the bar. 
No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t stay still and I probably looked like I was seizing. Between biting my lip, sweating, and my eyes rolling back, there was no doubt. I was losing this bet. 
Oh wait, I was losing this bet with a fucking audience.
“I’m chill,” I lied. 
“Boss…”
Slapping my hand down on the bar and groaning, “Oh God,” I squeezed my eyes shut and begged him to, “Get back to work, now.”
“You sick?” he asked cocking his head.
Wait, was he…smiling?
Well, if he didn’t leave, this was going to embarrass both of us… Pushing my knees together wasn’t helping, counting sheep didn’t either. Slapping both hands on the bar in defeat, I ordered him to, “Look away! Look -A-Way!”
“The hell is your problem?”
“Oh no no no,” I wailed but there was no helping it. My orgasm hit me
from all sides and I had no choice but to go with it. Uncaring of the wide eyes wondering what the hell was wrong with me, I rode it out, moaned a few fuck yeses, shuddered and possibly let a tear fall. I was sliding to the floor in a heap when I heard, “Pay up, motherfucker.”
Glancing up, I see Axle grinning down at me in victory as he tucks cash into his shirt pocket.
“You fucking told Fudge?”
“Made two hundred bucks, too,” he shrugged shamelessly. 
As he walked away whistling, I couldn’t help but be proud.
Because, let’s face it, there were worse things in the world than wearing vibrating panties to work so your man could place bets on how long you’d last.  Axle and his unfinished business was absolutely my favorite kind.
 
Of all the times for shit to hit the fan, it had to be tonight, while I was wearing a dress and heels.
I was stuck in stilettos because Carrie insisted her wedding reception be where she and Tiny met.
The Hole had re-opened for business last Friday. 
Despite the cold weather, we were at max capacity.
Based on the explosive vibe I was getting from the crowd; they were happy to be back.
Relieving me of three bottles of tequila, Shane knelt down to stock the cooler when I heard, “Drew, is that you?”
Tossing a bar rag over my shoulder, I face the voice and ask, “Do I know you?”
“Ha! It is you! I’d know that ass anywhere,” he announces and this was met with rut roh looks. “I saw you on the news and heard you worked here. Thought I’d stop by, like old times.”
“She owns this place, fuckstick, show some respect,” Shane says in passing. 
That’s my boy!
“I’m afraid you have me at a disadvantage, sugar,” I smile as I press my tits to the bar top. “You know my name but I don’t know yours.”
“Mike Roach,” he says licking his lips. “Come on, you gotta remember me. Axle and I were best friends.”
“Oh Mike, riiight,” I say slowly as it dawns on me. “The narcissistic puppy-fucker.”
“What’s that?” he yells over the noise.
“Why are you here?”
“So uh, you see Axle around lately?” he asks leaning in closer. 
“Can’t say that I’ve seen him…” In the last twenty minutes. 
“Good ‘cause the last time I saw that guy he was kicking my ass for calling you a mercy fuck. Never got that since he said it first but, then again, he was always crazy when it came you.”
As he babbled, I tried real hard not to bash his face off the wood.  No matter what, Axle always had my back and hearing he’d worked Mike over had me wanting to thank him with a blowy. 
My man is the sweetest!
When I look back on those years, I now see through my woman’s eyes that Axle Rhodes would have never hurt me. Was in fact, incapable of hurting me. But I didn’t dwell there too long because I had my future to look forward to. 
 
“—-ten years, right?”
“Huh, what?” I ask tuning back in. “Why are you still talking?”
“You know, I didn’t believe it. But if it’s true, I can look past it if you can.”
Can’t kill him…Beat him with Woody! Grand slam his ball-sac!
I was so close to taking a heel off and sticking him in the eye with it, when Axle strode up behind him and…loomed.
Oh, this was going to be awesome!
“You’d really do that for me?” I coo at the idiot and even suck on my pinky finger.
“To finally get inside of you, fuck yeah.”
“Gee, I don’t know Mike… I mean it’s really selfless of you taking a mercy fuck for the team and all, but there might be one person who’d object to that.”
“Whoever he is, ain’t here,” he says staring at my tits, ignorant of the threat.
Leaning in to whisper in Mike’s ear but never taking his eyes from mine Axle growls, “Wanna bet?”
“Ooo,” I say sucking in a breath. “You’re about to have a really bad night but please, I am begging you. Don’t piss on my floors.” Mike wasn’t hearing a word I said because he was too busy catching flies with his mouth. 
Tagging my Mike around his neck, Axle sinks a blow to his middle instantly bending him over at the knees.
From my position behind the bar, I can’t hear what he’s saying but my imagination had come up with all sorts of things. All about me, of course…
Shane stood next to me and asked, “He gonna kill ‘em?”
Shrugging, I went with, “Hope so.”
Now in a headlock with his arms flailing around, Axle yells to me, “Grab Woody,” and nods over to the back door.
“Yes!” I shout giving Shane a high-five. “Cover me, kid!”
Grabbing my bat, I push the door open with my ass and strut out to Axle beating Mike’s ass up and down the alley.
Okay fine, he wasn’t beating him.
More like playing with him, with a side of pain.
 
“What’d I tell you about looking at her?” Axle warns right as he lands a stunner to the chin.
“I d-didn’t know she was yours,” he pleads pitifully.
“Told you she was, made it fucking clear,” he says landing another one.
“That was years ago, how was I supposed – ” 
“She will always be mine!”
He was getting so laid later…
“Psst,” I call out try getting his attention and when he turns, the ferocity on his face had my knees trembling. 
Amendment: I was getting fucked later. Boom!
Coming to his side, not bothering to even look at Mike I ask him, “What did you need Woody for?”
“You owe this motherfucker a swing or two.”
“Oh my God—do you—is this—are we—Ha! Yes! Tag Team!”
“Drew,” he tries hiding his chuckle, then switches to a groan. 
“What?”
“He passed out,” he says and I glanced down right as he dropped him on the concrete.  When he went splat, we both sighed in disappointment.
“Want me to take the trash out?” Shane asks from the door.
“Yeah,” Axle says pulling me into his arms. “Oh and any cash you find on his person belongs to you for the trouble.”
“Nice!” Shane says approaching Mike and rolling him to his back where he proceeded to clean him out.
“It’s my wedding day!” Carrie says coming out to join us. With her hands on her hips she huffs, “Who’s he?”
Tagging my neck and giving me a squeeze, Axle replies, “Just some asshole from the past.”
“Lemme guess,” she says kneeling next to him and searching for the wallet Shane already pilfered. “He wanted to get in Drew’s pants.”
“Something like that,” I chuckle at the absurdity of the situation and the odds of that happening.
“Can’t blame him,” she shrugs standing up. “If I wasn’t a married woman I’d – ”
“Babe,” Tiny calls from the door. “No hitting on your boss.”
“And your maid of honor,” I felt like adding.
“You could let me get in a feelski as my wedding present,” she says openly staring at my rack.
“I gave you a gift, bridezilla, it’s called an open bar.”
“Fine,” she grunts heading for Tiny who ushers her back inside.
Suddenly pinned to the wall, Axle groans in my ear while I worked to free his cock, “Those heels, fuck. I could be in you if I just moved – ”
“Still here guys,” Shane calls out and we both stop our pre-wall-bang warm up. Not that Shane was home with us a lot due to school, work, and friends. But when he was we did a stellar job of, and I’m quoting the kid here; burning my retinas and making my ears bleed.
“Three words,” I say zipping him back up and adjusting my tits. “E-lope-ment.”
“One word,” he says raising my chin. “When?”
 
Tuning in to Axle was as automatic to me as breathing. 
Knowing him as long as I had, I was certain that I knew every one of his expressions.  
But this was one I hadn’t seen before.
However, it was no less beautiful than the others because this Axle was…at peace.
Wrapping my arms around his neck, I ask him, “Are you busy tomorrow?”
 
 

 



 
 

American Bad Ass by Kid Rock
My Girl by The Temptations
Killing In The Name by Rage Against The Machine
The Search Is Over by Survivor
Sorry by Justin Bieber
Pour Some Sugar On Me by Def Leppard
Never Gonna Give You Up by Rick Astley
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