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Do you know you have my effection forever?

* * *
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Smiling and applauding with everyone in the room, I thought, ‘Good; announcements are over, so this third-quarter company meeting should end shortly. I’ll soon be home in a hot bath and trying out the new vibrator in my trunk.’ 

I needed an orgasm badly. The last one happened a month earlier, and it was the result of a dry hump. My date declined to wear a condom, so I refused to go any further. My thinking was, ‘I got mine. Bye.’ 

The climax was... Okay. The guy who gave it to me was not. When he was leaving, he revealed he was married, like it would hurt me. He didn’t even have an indentation on his ring finger; believe me, it was the second thing I checked. I don’t date married men. Period. 

As he slammed the door of the hotel room, I wished I knew his wife or had her number, at least. I swear I’d be the last one he attempted to cheat with if I had any of her information.

I swore I’d never go on another damn e-date again when I sank into a hot bath that night. They should change that app’s name to Plenty of Shit. 

Sitting at that meeting, remembering that night, B.O.B. was looking better and better. At two hundred bucks, that fucking thing had better be worth every damn penny. 

Not that I can’t afford it. I’ve come a long way since being the daughter of a drug-addicted, addlepated twit. Trust me, that description of Myra Rosalyn Graham is being kind. I never understood my mother, and that began when I was three. That's how old I was the first time I saw her naked with a man. She was sitting on top of him; he shot her up with what I now know was heroin, her drug of choice, though I believed it was not the only one she used. The first time I watched a character use crack in a movie, it opened my eyes to that and so many other things.

Myra frequently brought random guys home, sat me in a chair in front of the lone TV in the house, and they’d get high and fuck like they were making a porno. 

Huh... Now that I think about it, I think she did make a porno. I hope I never come across it.

So, anyway, I saw my mother fucking for the first time when I was three, but of course, I had no idea what she was doing. I just turned back to the TV, turned it up, and continued watching SpongeBob. 

That was only the beginning of the nightmare of living with Myra, but I didn’t believe that to be true until much later. 

At eleven, I started developing, and on my twelfth birthday, for some reason, I had breasts that were twice as big as Myra’s, and my ass looked like someone had inflated it to thrice its normal size. To me, it seemed like these changes happened overnight, like my cycle had a few months earlier. I had to depend on my grandmother for supplies. I also had to call her when the periods started because I had NO clue what was going on down there. As always, she was there for me.

So, on that birthday, I arrived home from school to the small, shabby house that should’ve been condemned before I was born, just as some guy was leaving. That fool thought he looked good in that gray and white jogging suit with matching sneakers and thick gold chains around his neck while he gave me a look–yeah, that one–and I rolled my eyes at him. I felt safe because the bus driver always waited until I got inside and waved through my window that everything was good.

I gave the all-clear, even though Myra was drooling and muttering about the bathroom while slowly lowering herself to the floor and not wearing anything below the waist. She didn’t see me standing five feet in front of her... Or she didn’t give a shit. My money was on the latter. 

Several times, she stood straight, fussed at the wall, and slowly lowered again. Once or twice, I had to shout her name, causing her to freeze. I feared she would urinate on the floor because she was so high and had no clue that she was not in the bathroom. 

Frustrated and scared I’d miss my grandparents’ call for my birthday, I shoved the woman into the bathroom, made sure that she settled on the toilet, then stormed to the kitchen, praying there were makings for a sandwich, because I needed something to eat while I waited. 

Immediately, I noticed my new shoes for Phys Ed were gone. My grandparents had just sent them to me, maybe two days before. I’d outgrown the last pair to the point of my knuckles hurting, and needed them for P.E. on Monday. There were only two weeks of school left, and I wanted to maintain my A average and keep my Honor Roll status to the end, so I asked for the shoes when my grandparents inquired what I wanted for my birthday, and they came through, as always. 

I stared at the table, swearing I had left the shoes there, after admiring them once again before school that morning. Realization crept up; I got so mad I started to dry heave. 

I could not believe she sold my shoes! 

Seething, I went to my room, stomping and screaming. Overcome, I tiredly plopped onto my bed. Crying, I noticed the shoe box on top of a crate I used to house my shoes. I ran to the box, opened it, and immediately relaxed when the pink and white Nikes hit my vision. I didn’t recall putting them there, but I guessed I did. 

Relief took over, and once calmed, boredom started. I needed a distraction, a boost. It was a Friday, so there was no homework. I was no longer hungry, my room was clean, and I didn’t have a new book. I could not find anything to do.

I went to my hiding spot. I had cut a hole near the top of my box spring and put any and everything of worth my grandparents sent me in that space, only bringing it out when my mother was gone or too high to notice me with something that had any kind of value. I had a dust ruffle that I made sure covered the hole, but this time, I noticed the dust ruffle was sheer, and instantly, my heart began beating harder and faster.

I reached in and felt nothing. I had an iPod Touch and twenty bucks safely stored in there, or so I thought. I ripped the hole open wider, and my entire being burned. I was ready to kill, wondering how my things had disappeared, and quickly put it together. Myra brought my shoes into my room and found my stash! She fucking stole some of the only gifts I received, and they were from the only people who remembered my birthday.

That’s right, Myra dearest forgot her ONLY child’s birthday! 

Don’t feel sorry for me. As far back as I can recall, she never remembered, and that sting wore off long before my twelfth birthday. I didn’t have my first party until I was thirteen. My sweet sixteen made up for the lull in past years.

Back to Myra... Feeling angrier than anything or anyone’s ever been, I stalked out of my room, vowing to kill her. Outside of her closed door, I heard moans... She already had another guy there! I became unbelievably angrier and vowed I’d never be anything like that woman. The sooner I got away from her, the better.

All she was to these fools was ready sex, but for what else was she good? Certainly not motherhood.

‘Fucking great,’ I thought, banging on her bedroom door. 

Neither of them answered. I banged again; nothing but moans. I recalled that the bathroom and my bedroom were the only ones with locks and opened the door. My mother, with her ass in the air, was being rammed from behind while voraciously licking a loudly moaning woman’s bits.

The jerk who was fucking her leered at me, moaning, “Ooh, who is this pretty young thing, Myra? Mm, she looks good to go!” 

I rolled my eyes at him and shouted, “Myra! Where is my iPod?”

She didn’t answer. Myra was too busy being high and flicking her tongue on that woman’s clit, who gasped and quickly covered her face with a pillow. Too late; I recognized her, and I was going to use it to my advantage ASAP. 

My mother and the guy who was fucking her kept going as though there was nothing amiss, including having a preteen in the room with them while they enjoyed one another as much as addicts could, but not the bitch who was enjoying my mother’s mouth and fingers. 

“All right, fine!” 

I gripped Myra’s long, brown, straggly hair and yanked. I rolled my eyes again when she moaned like she enjoyed that action. 

And still, the guy kept going.

“Myra! Where’s my fucking iPod?”

“Lester’s,” she slurred and got back to her snack. 

Lester’s was the local pawn shop, and they usually became the new owners of my gifts, sometimes an hour after I got them. When I was eight, the mail carrier started saving our deliveries for last when my grandparents sent things, so he’d make sure I’d get them and not Myra. 

Everyone knew what my mother was about and capable of early.

Now seething, I yanked her hair again, but with even more force. “Why is it at the pawn shop, Myra? Did I say I wanted to sell it?”

“Needed to escape, Kaia,” Myra slurred again. “Go do your homework.”

I released her, and the woman went right back to work. I stormed off to the kitchen phone to call Lester’s and got even more pissed when I didn’t hear a dial tone. She didn’t pay the bill. I screamed and ripped that damn phone off the wall and threw it across the room. 

“No wonder my grandparents haven’t called for my birthday! Enough,” I panted, stalking back to her room. 

They were still going at it. I grabbed the guy’s cell off his pants and dialed my grandparents, my father’s parents. I didn’t know if there was much my grandparents could do because, when I was around seven, Myra moved us to a small town in Arkansas, guaranteeing the court cases would be few and far between.

Several times, Sidney and Virgie Archer attempted to gain custody, but Myra always managed to stay sober long enough for court and win custody. I was always devastated. Sure, when I was younger, I didn’t know better and fought to stay with my mother, but as I aged, it became more evident that I needed to be miles away from her. They even tried to help Myra obtain sobriety, before and after the move, but she rebuffed them at each instance.

My grandmother’s name is Virgie, but when she was born, her older brother couldn’t say that name, and it always came out ‘Birdie,’ so she’s been called that since. Birdie forced me to memorize her and Sidney’s cell numbers when Myra moved us. That was the best thing she could’ve done for me, at that point.

My grandfather answered his cell, sounding confused. “Sidney Archer.”

I sniffed. “Daddy?” 

Yeah, I called my grandparents Mom and Daddy. I don’t think I have to explain to you why.

“Kaia? What’s wrong? Where are you calling me from, Sunshine?”

He sounded so worried now. I almost didn’t tell him. 

“Myra’s. She’s high again, Daddy. She sold my iPod and stole the money you sent for my birthday. And now she’s in a sex three-way with some guy and girl. I’m using his phone.”

“Kaia, are... Sunshine, are you in the room with them?”

“Our phone’s cutoff,” I sobbed. “I had to use this guy’s cell. I can’t live here anymore, Daddy. Please help me! Can you come get me now?”

“Mom and I are on the next flight, Sunshine. Don’t pack anything; just go into your room and lock the door. We’ll be there as soon as we can.”

“Please hurry, Daddy,” I whined.

“Fast as God can move me, Sunshine.”

I ended the call, tempted to throw that phone at one of their heads. Instead, I did what my grandfather requested; I went to my room and locked the door. I decided to pack, though. I wanted nothing but the clothes on my back, plus the two pairs of jeans, matching tops, pajamas, underwear, and gym shoes gifted by my grandparents. I hadn’t even taken the tags off them. I packed it all in my book bag, and it took all of seven seconds. 

As I waited for my grandparents, I heard the door to our house open and close several times. The last time, it was the sheriff. There was a loud conversation with him, my mother, and another woman. The sheriff’s loud, hard voice finally told my mother to shut up outside my room, then he knocked and said, “Kaia Graham, it’s Sheriff Walken. Come out of that room. Let me see that you’re safe.”

As I unlocked the door, he was attempting to explain to an incoherent Myra that he had an emergency court order to take me into child protective custody. When she finally understood, my mother cried and screamed for me to stay. I couldn’t do anything but shake my head at her. 

Sheriff Walken held my chin and softly said, “I’m here to take you into custody on behalf of your grandparents, darlin’. First, have you been hurt or touched in any inappropriate way?”

I stared at him and shook my head.

“Are you sure? You’re safe now and can be completely honest.”

“Nothing happened to me, Sheriff, I swear. I just saw something that I felt I didn’t need to see and called my grandparents.”

He stood in front of Myra, who was in cuffs. “Kaia, grab whatever you need, then we’ll be on our way. I’m sure you remember Mrs. Mathers; she will look after you until Mr. and Mrs. Archer’s arrival.”

I grabbed my backpack, then went to Myra’s room and looked around. On her dresser, I found forty bucks and the ticket to the pawn shop. I snatched it all up and went to the door with the waiting sheriff and social worker. We walked out to the squad car and, though Myra’s screams were deafening, I never looked back. I knew better.

After I asked him, the sheriff stopped at Lester’s; we got my iPod back, and then Sheriff Walken suggested that he not charge me for it and that Lester should gift me wired buds and AirPods to go with it. I joyfully accepted both gifts. At the police station, I made a call, then blissfully fell asleep listening to music with a female officer guarding me. 

My grandparents finally got to me the next morning. A week later, despite my mother’s wails and begging, the judge terminated Myra Rosalyn Graham’s parental rights and said I could live with Sidney and Virgie Archer in Chicago permanently. 

The happiest fucking day of my life to that point.

I recognized the woman in the bed; she was the mayor’s daughter. When I saw her again, fully clothed, she was more than willing to help me move out of state. Mrs. Mathers, my social worker, was also married to the sheriff’s nephew — and she was the woman who was enjoying my mother’s mouth. During my call, I asked Mrs. Mathers to persuade her mother to convince the judge to take a closer look at my case. Undoubtedly, she had secrets she wanted to keep hidden, and she quickly agreed. 

My hands folded on my lap after the memory of my grandparents saving me left my cluttered head. I smiled as the others continued applauding, wondering why they were all looking at me. Frowning, I gave them a ‘what’ gesture.

“Kaia, you got it,” I kept hearing. It made me frown harder. 

“Got what,” I asked, standing. “What did I get?”

“There she is,” retiring CEO of MAGnum Technologies Robert Edmonds Sr. laughingly announced into the mic. “Again, the new CEO of MAGnum Tech, Ms. Kaia Monique Graham!”

Whoa.

​
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Chapter Two

Two Years Later...
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“KAIA, I KNEW PUSHING for you to get the CEO seat was the best way to go. My retirement is going well with you behind that desk; the Board is pleased, as are customers and consumers. I’ve read the latest numbers, and they’re extraordinary, and you’ve single-handedly caught that Morton idiot. I cannot believe he was the one stealing from the company. Good show, young lady. I couldn’t be prouder if you were my own child. Neither can Julia. We are both beyond impressed but not surprised.”

I smiled as I swiveled left and right in my desk chair while nodding at Robert Edmonds Sr. “I have to admit, Bob, I thought you lost every marble known to man when you chose me. I haven’t wanted to ask why these last two years; I was afraid of the answer.”

“I noticed you didn’t ask, you just jumped right in,” Bob returned, smiling. “As I knew you would. It’s because of your tenacity. You’re the typical bossy, no-nonsense leader, like most power-driven men. That’s what any company needs. You have it and you show it. And your youth is what MAGnum needed; you can keep the company young and current with all the latest technological breakthroughs.”

I am driven, bossy, and I like endings. Since leaving my mother, that has been the goal: get to the bottom line. My grandfather loved that about me, and he and my grandmother urged me to keep that mentality. 

“Conquer the world and make it work for you,” Daddy advised. “You can do anything you set your mind to, Sunshine.”

“But be a lady,” Mom countered. “Dominate everything and you’ll be happy.” 

I asked her why. Birdie smiled at me and said, “Because when you become a force and get your way, you will have gotten what you wanted and you’ll be happy at your own doing. Make all your dreams a reality by using your mind.” She glared at her husband and continued, “Never depend on a man to do anything for you, Kaia. The only thing they’re faithful to is their dicks.”

I nodded again. “You took a chance on an executive with no real leadership experience. Letting you down or looking like an imbecile was not something I could let happen.”

“No, you couldn’t, under any circumstances.” Bob sighed. “Julia sent her condolences about your mother. No one here knows of her, uh, situation.”

“Good. At least now, I no longer have that over my head.”

“No, you don’t. I’ll never tell anyone about her demons.”

Myra died last week. She overdosed with two others in a janitor’s closet of a rehab center. How they got it, I have no idea, but they had a lot, and they went crazy. My mother–if you could call her that–was found on top of a guy, naked, with a needle still in her arm. 

He was still inside her.

I softly nodded. “Thanks to you both for everything, Bob, especially to you for taking the helm again. I just need time to get through her services and process everything.”

“Of course, Kaia. You’re an excellent CEO, but you’re human. I will be glad to sit here again while you take your leave. Have you figured out how much time you’ll need?”

“I’m aiming for six weeks, max,” I sighed. “Is that too much?” 

He scoffed. “I thought it would be longer, as in months.” 

“No, I believe six weeks is ample, but if that changes, I’ll immediately inform you,” I insisted, standing. “Her services are tomorrow morning; are you planning to attend?”

“Of course.” Bob rose. “Julia and I both will and the boys.”

“Bob...” I grinned as I moved around the desk. “Your ‘boys’ are now what, 34 and 32?”

“Julia gave birth to them, and we raised our boys to be the men they are today. They will always be my boys, even though Bobby is a tatted and pierced successful rocker. At least Julian is an executive like his old man. He excels as MAGnum’s V.P. of Personnel.”

“He does; Julian’s outstanding in his position and much respected by all, but most importantly, he’s terrified of me.”

Bob laughed. “He should be; as I said, he’s just like his old man.” 

Giggling, I hugged him, and he happily returned it, as always. Once separated, we put on our work faces, and Bob opened my office door. Since I had to prepare for tomorrow, and knowing Bob had everything under control, I nodded as he shook my hand and quickly left the building, keeping a straight face and making no eye contact. Never show emotion, no matter how much you love a person, especially if you’re a woman in business. It can make you appear weak.

* * *
[image: ]


THE FOLLOWING MORNING, I met my grandparents at the funeral home. Watching them approach me, I shook my head. No way should they have a twenty-nine-year-old granddaughter, being only 64 and 65 years in age. They should’ve been my birth parents. 

My parents screwed at fifteen and made me. When my father was sixteen, going to work at his second job at a dry-cleaning place after school, he was hit by a driver whose brakes failed, and was killed instantly. My mother, claiming undying love, decided to numb the pain and had her first fix a month later. Yep, Myra was a junkie for twenty-eight years. 

My grandparents recalled that Myra only got worse when her own parents died in a botched holdup in their corner grocery store a year after my father’s death. Yeah, she’d been through some shit. I had often hoped that one day she’d realize I was enough for her to stop her foolishness and fight for sobriety, but...

I didn’t attend the reception, which was right after the funeral. After it was over, I went home. I’d never attended a burial, and I didn’t want to start that day. I decided to have my mother cremated and inter her ashes with her parents in the family vault, so no graveside service. 

The entire day was tiring, and I needed to go home and relax. 

Attempt to relax. 

Pretend to relax. 

Right. 

I planned to grab a bottle of wine along with the newest two-hundred-dollar vibrator and have myself a grand old time in my tub, after dancing to some upbeat music in my living room.

I parked in my driveway, sighed heavily, and leaned back in my seat. Closing my eyes, I thought of the last time I saw my mother alive, twenty days before. 

I’d seen Myra several times over the years, usually near MAGnum. I had no clue how she tracked me down to my job. She never stepped on the property after the first time, due to being scared of Bob’s threat. She should’ve been; he definitely meant it. Next, my mind took me to the first time I saw Myra after my grandparents got me.

She approached me and ranted, saying I owed her. I had no idea she was even in Chicago and was surprised to see her. I don’t know how or when she arrived from Arkansas, but there she was, dirty and unkempt, demanding money in the parking lot of the company. 

When I refused her, she attacked me and called me all kinds of selfish bitches, among other foul names. I cowered, not wanting to hit her back while she was in that state. A minute later, she was off me and screaming for someone to let her go.

I looked up and saw Bob holding her off. Standing, I reluctantly told him she was my mother. He gave her a twenty and delivered the threat: the next time she was on MAGnum property, she would be arrested, no matter who her daughter was or what she was doing. I watched quietly, agreeing with everything he said, and praying this incident didn’t get me fired. 

After that, I’d usually see her a block or two from the MAGnum building, and she’d wave me down. The first couple of times, she tried to get in my car. I wouldn’t let her. I cracked the window and heard what she had to say, and every time she would ask for money. For this purpose, I kept five twenties in the sunglass holder. Depending on how she looked, I’d give her one or all five. If I gave her all five, I usually didn’t see her for a month. No idea how she stretched it out.

I’d given her my cell number, but I refused to give her anything more. She had no idea where I lived, nor anything else about me. I couldn’t trust her. I knew the first chance she got, she’d have robbed me blind. 

Eight days before her death, Myra called and begged me to meet her at a coffee shop. I agreed. I had to, just out of curiosity, because I hadn’t seen her in about six months. 

Outside the coffee shop, Myra was trembling, thinner and dirtier than usual, and her face was bruised. With her brown hair matted and filthy, she looked in need of a fix. I was about to pull out some cash and give it to her, but she gripped my wrist as soon as my hand went into my pocket.

“Help me,” she whispered, her head lowered. “Rehab, Kaia. Please.”

I nodded, grateful she was finally ready to get clean, and prayed she would stay that way. 

We went into the coffee shop. I sat Myra in a booth and bought her an egg sandwich, donuts, and hot coffee. While she was eating, fast and ravenously, I ordered seconds for her and called a co-worker; he had once raved about a facility that helped his sister tremendously, even when she was released. 

I took Myra to the center in a cab. I had no desire for her to be in my car. I did not want her getting any ideas if this was a load of bunk. To my surprise, she got in the cab and told me where she’d been: jail. She went through a horrific detox, and they let her out after ninety days, back onto the streets. Myra’s dealer found her and forced her to work off her debt to him while he kept her high. 

My mother said he beat her while she had a man in her mouth, and her spewing over the guy made the dealer release her after shouting that she wasn’t going to survive much longer anyway and didn’t want her to die anywhere near him. She had been alone and believed she was dying in the cold night. A stranger helped her; he allowed her to use his phone, and he dropped her at the bus stop across from the coffee shop where she asked me to meet her. 

Myra said she knew it was time that she started over. Too bad she didn’t feel that way long enough to keep that final needle out of her arm.

A gentle knock on my window made me jump. I looked over; Bobby E–lead singer of Stone End and Bob’s oldest son–was smiling while gesturing for me to join him. He was gorgeous in black pants, a black jacket, and a gray shirt. His shades were perfect for his face. Even his black shoes were fucking perfect on him. 

I quickly exited the car and wrapped my arms around him. His tightened around me as he rubbed my back. God, he smelled good. 

I raised my head to look at his handsome face. “What are you doing here? Come to apologize for the spectacle you caused?”

“Julian sent me to check on you. He told me where you were hiding.” Grinning, Bobby removed his shades. “I have no idea how the clickers found me. I just wanted to comfort my annoying little sister today, and there they were. How are you, kid?”

“I’m irritated that you keep calling me ‘kid,’” I scoffed. 

“You shouldn’t be a kid. You wouldn’t be if you were my age.”

“I will be, in five years...” I nudged him. “Old man.”

He swatted my ass and laughed. “Don’t ever change, kid.”

I laughed and offered him something to drink. He nodded; I led him inside.

Bobby and his brother Julian have been like brothers to me since the day in the parking lot with Myra. Bob took me home with him after, and I was introduced to his wife, Julia. She practically babied me after she was told what happened at MAGnum. I was twenty, working full-time at the company, and going to college at night and online, determined to finish sooner than expected and show the scholarship providers I deserved their much-needed, appreciated help with my tuition and certain fees. 

I met Bob and Julia’s sons that night, too. Bobby and Julian entered the house, and both were loud and boisterous. I was in the bathroom washing up for dinner when they arrived and heard their conversation with their parents. I was more than curious to see the owners of the new voices.

Bobby and his band were just starting to take off, and he was going on his first U.S. tour in a month. He wanted something to show his little brother that he was going to miss him while he was on the road. They decided to get matching tattoos that they designed together and gave the framed stencil to their parents. No one was going to have that tattoo but them, they told Bob and Julia, as they showed off their triceps. 

Julia smiled my way as she scolded her sons for being rude. They really weren’t; I was behind them, so they hadn’t yet seen me. Both turned at the same time and apologized while offering handshakes and big, handsome smiles with their introductions. 

Julian’s hair was short, and he wore it like he had just crawled out of bed. Bobby’s was longer–it fell at his neck, almost at his shoulders. Both handsome, fawn-hued men shared a striking, strong resemblance to their father. They still wore their hair the same, and their individual styles worked well on them. Both stood at least six feet tall, so I had to look up from my five-eight frame. 

I liked both brothers on sight and never had a worry when either was around. They treated me with admiration, and soon after our meeting, and several times after, Julian swore his father had an affair that produced me. Bobby would scowl at him and, if I were near him after that comment, I would elbow Julian in the ribs. Nothing could have been further from the truth, and the wrong ears could take that seriously.

Julian kept men away from me. Most, not all. I participated in sex a few times, but never committed to a one-on-one. No one asked for that with me. I appreciated it because... Well, I sorta developed a thing for Bobby, but I never said anything. Calling me ‘Kid’ all the time helped. To me, it showed he’d never be interested in anything more than a sibling relationship. 

I kept my feelings for Bobby to myself, quietly bearing the inner struggle of falling for someone unavailable, and hoping no one would figure it out. If he ever learned about my past—about everything that happened with my mother—I doubted if he could accept it. He knew a little because Bob had told him and Julian how Myra died. But if he ever discovered things like how long she battled addiction, what she did for money, or how she treated me, I’m sure he wouldn’t want anything to do with me. Honestly, I would be hurt, but wouldn’t blame him.

Bobby and I were drinking and talking for hours. First, I sat with my back pressed to him on my couch, feeling comfortable and safe with his arm around me. After a while, I put my head on his thigh. We continued to talk softly as he ran a hand through my hair, relaxing me better than that wine. Nothing specific was discussed; we were just passing time through drinks and dialogue between ‘brother and sister.’ 

How I wished we were something... more.

The only thing missing was Julian, who offered to host the reception for me when I said I needed to get out of there. I owed him, I believed, while enjoying being alone in Bobby’s company. 

Groan. He will never be mine.

Thinking that, I sat up and was about to suck up the courage to finally ask him if my thoughts about us could become a reality. I was going to kiss him first, but Bobby gave me a bizarre, almost repulsed expression and said he had to leave before he was late for rehearsal. His band’s latest tour was starting here; the first date was at the United Center on Saturday, three days away. After he called a car, he said he would be at the Sofitel for a week if I needed to talk again. 

His car blew for him, and as I walked him to the door, he gave me two all-access passes for Saturday. I expressed my gratitude and promised I’d be there, ready to have a good time, so he’d better pay special attention to me while entertaining the crowd. Laughing, Bobby agreed, kissed my head, and left.

I wondered who could go with me. ‘Maybe Mina is free that night,’ I thought, as I picked up my cell to invite her. An executive at MAGnum,  Mina Rai and I had been getting to know each other, like talking over lunch, and she’d been very supportive since she found out Myra passed away. She deserved a full-pass concert with the best band ever formed.

Bobby in concert with Stone End... Watching him work the crowd, singing, dancing, flirting, and turning everyone way past on, especially me, was something I was looking forward to experiencing again. 

I dropped on the couch and smiled. After every one of his shows I’d seen, I always wondered what it would be like in bed with him. 

Let it go, Kaia. It’s never happening. Put that shit back where it belongs: in the ‘never gonna happen’ pile. 

That smile quickly left my face, and I went to bed alone.

* * *
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ON CONCERT NIGHT, I walked through the United Center with Mina Rai, a new friend and marketing exec with MAGnum. She’s a huge fan of Bobby’s band, Stone End, named after the street where the group met inside a coffee hangout during their college years. Bobby’s their lead singer and second guitar. He’s sexy, talented, and successful without his father’s influence. I believed he and Mina would get along well, if you know what I mean. 

I was beginning to hate her.

I showed my pass to security and smirked when he eyed me like iced lemonade on a sweltering day. He turned his attention to twenty-six-year-old Mina, who was dressed as though she stepped out of Rocker Girlfriend Monthly. She wore tight black jeans, a fitted black vest, and no bra. She so didn’t need one. Mina was naturally uplifted and perky, and that vest perfectly showed it. That guard was still staring at her while saying he’d tell Bobby we were there for him.

The black heeled boots she had on were killer, and I found myself wondering how she was going to survive the night in them. Her long black hair was loose, but she’d said when she was ready to dance, she could pin it up, if needed.

I was in dark denim low-riders, a fitted red tank, and red flats. I knew better. I’d been to several Stone End concerts, and let me tell you, they made you party and did not care one iota about time. You were guaranteed at least three hours with them after the opening acts.

While Mina and I were waiting to see the band backstage, I overheard several fans talking about a job ad online that was linked on Stone End’s website. Someone was looking for a full-service assistant for a month, and they hoped it was a member of Stone End, particularly Bobby. I pulled out my phone and searched, thinking this could be a much-needed distraction while on vacation. I had nothing planned except drinking and giving that vibrator a hell of a workout. 

And to not have to give commands or directions... To take orders again for just a little while... Well, that sounded like Heaven. And for a friend? Even better. It should be an easy way to pass the time and blank my mind.

I screenshot the ad and decided to call as soon as I opened my eyes in the morning. Right after I made my decision, a grinning, shirtless Bobby opened the door to his dressing room.

“Kid,” he laughed. “You made it!”

“I said I’d be here.” I smiled and accepted his hug. God, his skin was soft but firm. And he was ripped. He’d been working out lately. 

Bobby released me and gestured inside when the screaming became frenzied. I gripped Mina’s arm and pulled her inside with us when security started hustling the screamers away.

Bobby shut the door and sized up Mina as I introduced her. To my surprise, he didn’t jump at the chance to woo her for some after-concert fucking. Instead, after he shook her hand, he called out for the rest of the band. Each of them hugged me and offered condolences for my mother. I nodded and thanked them with the same sincerity. I loved all those men, too, but none like Robert John Edmonds II. Not even close.

Bobby introduced Mina. One by one, they held out a hand to her.

“I’m Shaun Scott.”

“Bassist,” Mina purred, gently shaking his hand.

“Mick Hunter.”

“Lead guitar; vocals,” Mina purred again.

“Tyson Williams.”

“Drummer,” Mina growled. I think she shuddered.

“Nathaniel Hunt,” Nate chuckled as Mina limply shook his hand while she blatantly stared at Tyson. “And yes, you’re right, I’m on keys and backing vocals.”

“What,” Mina startled and nervously giggled. “Sorry. Right, keys and vocals. You are all the best. I’m looking forward to the show.”

They smiled at her; Mick touched my arm. “We were all going to attend your mother’s services, but we had to rethink that once we realized the paps had been all over us since everyone hit town. It was complete hell sneaking Bobby out today.”

“It was,” Nate agreed. “All of us together would’ve caused a worse riot than what B incited alone.”

“Don’t worry about it,” I soothed. “I appreciate the thought from all of you.” 

“I still have no idea how they knew I’d be there,” Bobby sighed.

I held his arm. “I know how they found out, Bobby. I went to high school with a producer at WBN, and he was there. I’m pretty sure he tipped off his station, and, well...”

“Sorry about that, Kid,” Bobby murmured, hugging me again. This time, he kissed my head with it and gestured to a couch after he released me. “Have a seat, both of you.” He picked up two T-shirts and studied them. “So... You just missed the folks, but they’re in the same section as you. You should be seated near them tonight.”

Smiling, I asked, “Did Julia ask you to tone it down again?”

“Of course,” Bobby laughed.

I raised a brow. “Are you?”

“Of course,” Bobby said, looking very put out. “Not.”

I laughed and shook my head. Bobby and the boys tend to be a little... boisterous on stage. And touchy-feely with the females. I find it all entertaining... Well, not the touching.

Bobby frowned at the two shirts in either hand. He lifted them and switched every few seconds under his chin at a mirror. Shaking his head, he turned my way and smiled while holding them both on the side of his torso. 

“Which one, Kid,” he asked.

Tilting my head, I chose, “The one in the middle.”

Confused, Bobby looked down and asked, “The middle?”

He looked back at me; I winked. He laughed, shaking his head.

“Seriously, the black one. Looks good with the gray jeans.”

Bobby tossed the blue T-shirt to a roadie and slipped on the black one. I nodded. He was next to perfect.

“Let’s go, boys! Roadside is finishing their set, and the crowd will be getting antsy for you soon. Let’s move it, move it, move it!”

“All right, Ned,” Nate shouted at the loud and very rude guy. “Fuck, I miss Trey!”

“Me too!” Mick scowled, “Is this fucking kindergarten now?” 

“More like basic fuckin’ training,” Bobby snorted, gesturing for me to stand. He grabbed my waist and surprised me with a soft kiss on my lips before nodding at Mina. “See these ladies to VIP, Ned.”

“Fine,” that Ned nodded. “Let’s go, girls.”

I glared, angered because he was deflecting me from that kiss. I wanted a-goddamn-nother. “Ladies. But my name is Kaia. I am well over eighteen, as is Mina. Do not refer to us as ‘girls’ again. You’re not Shania Twain, you know.”

“Whatever,” Ned snorted. He opened the door, gesturing to the right. “Is this allowed, or do you have a problem with men opening doors for you, Ki-yah?”

“Fuck off, Ned,” Bobby snarled. 

I held up my hand and walked to the open door.

“I have a problem with men who have too much testosterone and act as though they’re doing me a favor by breathing the same air.”

“Damn,” Ned said behind me. “Seriously, what is her problem? Is she more into clits, not dicks? Should I get another groupie? Wait, hon...” His face scrounged. “Did the treasurer forget to pay you?”

That did it. I whirled around and stepped right into his space.

“Listen, you! I am a normal, heterosexual WOMAN! Not a girl, not a whore, not a groupie, and not a fucking pushover! You will respect me and my friend here, or so help me, you’ll be at Northwestern instead of the United Center. Understand?”

“Yeah, whatever.” Ned frowned, turning to Bobby. “Good luck with her. I don’t think this one’s submitting anything to you, B.”

“Asshole,” I muttered as I walked out of the room, boiling. Mina was walking fast behind me with her heels clacking loudly. 

“Sometimes I forget how formidable you can be, Kai,” Mina breathlessly murmured. “I cringe whenever I see it. I’m so glad it’s always directed at others.”

“You’re beyond competent, Mina. That’s why you only see it when it’s directed elsewhere. He doesn’t know me. And calling us ‘girls’... That is such a fucking demeaning term to a woman when it’s coming from a male overloaded with hormones! To me, it’s right up there with bitch. I should’ve ripped his balls right off his body and made him a girl!”

“I can hear you, you know,” Ned’s voice droned behind me.

I turned and glared at him. “Like I give a shit. Hurry and get us where we need to go. I need to dance this damn tension out of my body before I really let loose on you.”

Ned scowled, staring at me like he didn’t believe my words. 

“She’s not kidding,” Mina warned as Ned and I continued our stare-down. 

I held out a hand. “Give me one of your boots, Mina,” I snarled.

Ned took a deep breath and hurried in front of us. He had us in our area quickly and left us even faster. Mina spotted someone she knew and shouted that she would be at our seats in a few minutes. I nodded, noting that we were in the second row, behind executives. I shook my head at them. Why go to a concert in a suit? 

Bob and Julia were in their seats; I hugged them, as both said how wonderful it was to see me out and about. I smiled, thanking them, and took my seat and bopped my head to the song of the opening act. I had no clue who they were, but I was entertained.

They finished; gradually, the lights dimmed to almost dark. I could barely see my nose. The stage clouded to a strong, iridescent blue and was the only light in the Center. Point, a song from Stone End’s debut album, was at a low hum in the background. When Bobby softly started singing, it drove the crowd to near-hysteria.

“Yo, Bah-bay!” Nate’s voice called over the speakers. “Hey, guys! He’s over here!”

“What’s up, fuckers,” Bobby murmured. “I’m bored. Fuck you guys want to do tonight?”

The crowd screamed at his voice. Bob and Julia cringed with their chuckles.

“Don’t know,” Tyson sighed. “Let’s do Malnati’s again and chill.”

“Noooooooo,” the crowd shouted.

Mick sighed. “I gained at least ten pounds there last night, man! We can go back some other time, well after I recover. Let’s hit a club!” 

“I wouldn’t mind dancing and rubbing my cock on a hot female’s ass. Diverse club, man. I want some hot chocolate tonight!”

That was Shaun. He’s always had a thing for women of color, and they love looking at him. And fucking him, loudly. Whatever he does, it makes them scream for hours. I found that out the hard way after a concert a few years ago in New York. 

Bobby and I were talking while a groupie sat on his lap, attempting to woo him away with her neck kisses and blatant touches all over his person. It drove me insane to watch, and several times, I wanted to snatch her away from him by the hair while screaming for her to keep her roaming hands off my man, but she was a fan, and he didn’t need any negative publicity, including about friends treating his fans poorly. 

I didn’t touch her. He wasn’t mine, so instead, I stewed in it, trying to ignore the kisses and caresses. It felt a bit better to see Bobby ignoring her while we talked. I even cracked a grin when he swatted her away like a pesky fly when she became aggressive. I full-on laughed when he shoved her to the couch next to him. He kept his gaze on me and resumed talking about Chicago’s weather and sports teams. She pouted and angrily crossed her arms. 

I could tell she was getting even more turned on by hearing the loud moans and cries of ecstasy coming from the bedroom Shaun was using. I wasn’t; I so don’t get how the sounds of others experiencing pleasure affected some. It never did anything to me but made me envious that it wasn’t me making the noises.

“You need hot chocolate every night, Shaun,” Bobby chuckled.

“It’s the best; so creamy and tastes so sweet sliding down my throat.”

The women of color screamed and chanted Shaun’s name.

“No clubs,” Ty snorted. “I really don’t feel like crashing into a million sweaty bodies while getting more of my drink on the floor than down my throat.”

“Movie,” Nate asked. “Hey! That new Godzilla shit is out now. Let’s go see it. I love seeing him tear up towns.”

“Fuck, I’m for that!” Bobby laughed. “Popcorn’s on me, boys! We’ll stop for some Garrett’s on the way and sneak it in.”

“Noooooooo,” the crowd shouted again.

“Hold it,” Tyson shouted. “We’re forgetting something, yeah?”

“No,” the others said together. 

“Yeah, we are,” Tyson averred. “We were scheduled to do something tonight. What the fuck was it?”

“Well, I already got my fuck on, so that ain’t it,” Nate laughed. “Man, she rode me like I was Secretariat!”

The crowd whistled and started chanting, “Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!”

“T.M.I.,” Bobby laughed. “And who the hell plans a fuck, man?” 

“I do,” Nate insisted. “Gotta make sure five o’clock pussy doesn’t bump into six, in the wrong way.”

The female screams escalated, and I laughed with the Edmonds.

“I’m already drunk off my ass,” Mick laughed. “So scratch getting wasted off the list. Fuckin’ love my Henny!”

The crowd roared their approval and started stomping the floor.

“Then what the fuck were we supposed to do,” Tyson growled.

“Hold on... I think Ty’s right! Were we supposed to have a concert tonight,” Shaun asked, sounding confused. 

Nate answered, “No, that’s tomorrow night. Tonight was just the rehearsals, and we nipped that earlier.”

The crowd was roaring again, stomping impossibly harder.

“No, it was tonight,” Bobby answered. “But no one stayed. They split right after Roadside finished rocking them. Fucking Center is empty, man. Chicago has no love for us, despite my being a native son.”

The crowd started chanting, “Bobby! Bobby! Bobby!”

“It’s a shame no one wanted to hear me sing Effection live. The fans used to love hearing that song live.”

“And my drum solo, B,” Tyson growled. “Was lookin’ forward to bangin’ that out tonight. So fuckin’ glad I named it...” Tyson’s voice got low and extremely seductive as he growled, “C-U-M.” 

Every woman, aside from me and Julia, screamed at the top of her lungs. I looked where Mina was; she had to be the loudest of them all while jumping up and down like a fool.

“Fuck yeah,” Mick growled. “They used to fuckin’ love you performin’ that live, man. Guess we lost our shit. Let’s figure out which theater has that flick. I got a pint in my back pocket.”

“Pint?” Shaun screeched, “For five? Fool, we need a fifth... Each!”

“How the fuck are we gonna get five fifths into the theater?”

“I can get mine in easily,” Bobby laughingly insisted. “I’ll pretend I have a raging erection.”

“Like your word is going to convince anyone,” Tyson snorted.

“It will when I grab the nearest girl and fuck the hell out of her. She’ll vouch for my size whenever I’m done with her. Family trait, you know. Dad’s a goddamn racehorse. Fuckin’ scared to see it when he was teaching me to piss in a toilet, man.”

More female screams started, and some were swooning. Julia dropped her head and shook it when Bob whistled and applauded loudly. She looked at me and rolled her eyes, making me laugh loudly.

Ned’s voice came on. “What the hell? Why are you all standing around like you’re posing for Rolling Stone? Get your asses out there and rock the United Center!”

Again, stomping and shouting, this time with chants of INSTANT! INSTANT! INSTANT! filling the Center; it was the crowd’s way of begging for the latest hit song from Stone End.

“Fuck you smokin’, Ned,” Shaun shouted. “And on the job, too?”

“And why ain’t you sharing that shit,” Mick demanded.

“I ain’t high, boys! You should’ve been on stage ten minutes ago!”

“Yeah? The place is vacant,” Bobby shrieked. “Who are we supposed to entertain? The empty seats? No one stayed to see us!”

“STONE END! STONE END! STONE END!”

“Fuck’s wrong with your hearing? Don’t you hear the chanting and stomping they’re doing for you guys?”

“Chanting,” the band asked together.

“And stomping! Damn it! Take the earpieces out and listen!”

I didn’t think it was possible, but chants for Stone End grew louder.

“What the... Where the hell is that coming from, Ned?”

“The stadium, Shaun! Your fans are going to rip the place down in a minute! Get out there and give ‘em what they came for!”

“Fuck yeah,” Mick shouted. He ran onto the stage to his mic, closely followed by the perplexed-looking other members, and demanded, “Where did you screamin’ fuckers come from?” 

Tyson went to his kit and started playing the beat to Instant right away, making the crowd stomp harder.

Nate shouted, “How they hangin’, Chi-toooooooooown?” 

The entire place loudly screamed and stomped Instant’s beat with Tyson. I stood with the Edmonds and clapped the rhythm with them.

“Fuck y’all stompin’ for,” Bobby shouted into his mic. “What the hell do you people want?”

The chant for Instant was louder. Bobby grinned; he turned to the band and laughingly asked, “Can you fuckers make out what they’re saying?”

“Probably for you to zip your fly,” Mick laughed, making the crowd do the same.

“I love you, Bobby,” a female screamed, taking advantage of the sudden calm, making the band and crowd laugh again. 

Another female demanded, “Take it out, Bobby! Show us what you’ll be fucking me with later!”

“Ooh, my night is looking up,” Bobby laughed. “I would give you a preview, sweetheart, but I don’t want to get sued for hitting the people in the first rowssss in their eyes.”

Female screams rocked the Center when Bobby flicked his tongue rapidly toward the area where that audacious screamer was and gyrated obscenely. Guess he wasn’t kidding about not toning it down for his parents, who, honestly, did not appear to be uncomfortable one little bit.

Laughing, Bobby went back to his mic stand. “You fuckers feel like rocking the United Center?”

“Fuck yeah,” all but Shaun shouted. The crowd chanted Stone End again, pumping the Rock On sign with their fingers.

“B! Ask your moms if she’s ready for us to start,” Shaun shouted and gestured toward the crowd. “Disrespectful maggots. All of you!”

The house lights lit up in our section and landed on Bob and Julia. A roadie passed Julia a mic as they and Bobby were beamed to the audience via the Jumbotron in a split screen.

Bobby appeared stunned. “Dad? Mom! What are you two doing here?”

Julia smirked and waited for the crowd to quiet. “Same as everyone else here, Bobby: to watch you fuckers rock the Center to the ground.”

My eyes gaped, and I laughed hard. The crowd loudly gave their approval by chanting, ‘MOM! MOM! MOM! MOM! MOM!’

“Mizzy! I am shocked at your language,” Nate laughed. 

I chuckled. I loved the nickname the band gave Bobby’s mother after they refused to call her ‘Julia,’ as she insisted. Ms. E. became Mizzy, and she’s been called that name by them since, Julian explained when I met the band after they addressed her.

“Nate, if you don’t start soon, I’m going to shock you even more when I jump on that fucking stage and kick all your asses.”

“But, Mom, this show can get pretty—”

“Son,” Bob murmured into the mic he took from Julia. “You haven’t said or done anything Mom and I haven’t. Get this shit going; we have a fuck date later and I am not going to miss it because you want to act like you’re two and miss your mother’s tits.”

The crowd was going crazy now. They were stomping, applauding, whistling, and shouting their happiness.

“Dude, you got good genes! Your dad’s still gettin’ it up and givin’ it to your mom!”

Bobby smirked. “Dad’s fuckin’ with us, Mick. My folks don’t do that shit anymore!”

“Every day and twice on Sundays,” Julia confirmed into the mic. “And if he’s been really good, well... Let’s just say he could talk on the phone better than I could.”

Bobby now looked disgusted. 

That was it. The Center was on fire, and no one was in their seats. Rowdy didn’t begin to describe the atmosphere. They were so loud I wanted to stick my fingers in my ears. 

Someone wrapped their arms around me, trapping my arms, and pressed into my back, startling me. Ready to spit nails, I raised my foot to come into hard contact with this guy until I heard...

“Did I just hear my mother confirm she’s still giving Dad blowjobs,” Julian shouted in my ear. 

Laughing, I turned and hugged him tightly. 

“You’re by yourself?”

I tried as best I could to point out Mina, who was making her way back to our row. He finally saw her, nodded, and wrapped an arm around my shoulder.

“Hey, Bobby’s little brother finally made it,” Nate pointed out when the Center calmed. “Good to see you stopped wearing the shorts your mommy buys you, J!”

Smirking, Julian moved to his mom, kissed her cheek, and took the mic from her. “I think these pants look better, too, Nate, thanks. Your mother has great taste; it’s almost as great as she tastes.”

Now the crowd was uncontrollable. The band was on stage, trying hard to control their laughter. Nothing doing. Bobby hit the floor hard, as did Nate. I gripped Mina and laughed with her. Bob and Julia were crying with laughter, too.

“Nice pull, Julian,” Bobby laughed into the mic as he sat up on the stage. “Big brother is green with envy! Who knows Nate’s mother?”

A picture of Constance Cameron-Hunt, former model and actress, appeared on the Jumbotron. She was in a bikini and fully made up, looking extremely sexy and fuckable in her youth. The body she had... Whoa... I probably would’ve dabbled in lesbianism if I had met her. 

“You fuckers and this pic!” Nate shook his head and laughed. “Hey! Put up the current one from last Mother’s Day!”

Next, a picture of a woman with graying hair and smiling with her arms around Nate popped up. Talk about good genes. She’s still beautiful and sexy. The crowd ‘awwed’ with applause; some whistled. A picture of Nate with his two sisters, mother, and father, the famous director Nathaniel Hunt Senior, was shown next. That received louder applause and wolf whistles. Nate’s sister, Gia, was twenty-two and already an Oscar winner.

Mick shouted, “Hey! I saw my mom on Mother’s Day!” 

“As did I,” Shaun growled.

“I did too,” Tyson said. “Show those pictures!”

One by one, pictures of the band and their mothers flashed across the Jumbotron, and the crowd ate it up. These hard rockers and their mothers... Completely priceless.

A fan screamed, “You’re all mama’s boys!” 

“Damn right we are,” Mick shouted back.

“They were our first fans,” Tyson said into his mic and nodded.

“And without them,” Bobby smiled at Julia, who blew a kiss at him. “We wouldn’t be here about to rock you off your asses!”

Shouted approvals and more stomping shook the Center.

Bob snatched the mic. “You know, son, I had a hand in that, too.”

“No offense, Mr. E.,” Shaun chuckled. “But I think it was another appendage of yours that should make that claim!”

Now, the fans screamed, “Racehorse! Racehorse! Racehorse!”

Julian laughed and took the mic when everyone quieted. “Enough of the bullshit bantering, B,” he demanded. “Do what these people came to see! Instant! Now!”

“You heard my little brother, boys!” Bobby jumped up as the crowd cheered and grabbed his guitar. “Let’s go!” 

Tyson’s arms went over his head. His sticks clapped as he shouted, “2, 3, 4!”

The beat coursed everywhere; the floor vibrated, and everyone was back on their feet. This energy kept up for a couple of hours, then the band took a break. As always, they allowed local talent on stage to showcase themselves. This time it was a band whose guitarist brought the house down with his version of the guitar solo from November Rain.

Citing the hour, Bob and Julia took their leave. Just in time, too. The next part of the show was exciting and somewhat... 

Well, I’ll let you decide. Here’s what happened...

“Get this fucker off my stage,” Mick ordered, playfully pushing the guest guitarist toward the stage’s exit. “And don’t come back!”

“We need to talk to the talent scout,” Bobby shouted as a metal divider raised in front of Tyson’s kit. “They should know by now not to hire someone better than the act the crowd... C-U-M’s to see!”

All were cheering as the band moved to their instruments. Except for Tyson, he stood at Bobby’s side and scanned the audience. 

“Ty? Can I help you,” Bobby asked, appearing confused.

“Nope,” Tyson mumbled into a mic. “Just looking through all these lovely ladies, hoping one of them will join me at my kit.”

The women went wild with their arms flying around in the air, wanting to be chosen. 

“Hey! If Ty gets a lady, I get one, too,” Mick said, running to the front of the stage.

“And me,” Shaun demanded.

“I say we all pick one,” Bobby murmured. “Let’s see... I want—”

“No, me first!” Nate shouted, “That one, the hot blonde wearing the green top.”

Neither band member looked like Bob Barker or Drew Carey, but the way the woman squealed and ran to the stage, one couldn’t help but think she believed she was on The Price is Right. 

“You with the silver earrings and the cut-up band tee,” Shaun grinned. “You look yummy! Did I mention how much I love chocolate?” 

She got to the stage faster than the first woman.

“Let’s see,” Mick said and pointed. “¿Hablas español, cariña?”

The woman shouted back excitedly, “¡Claro que si, Papi!” 

Mick grinned. “¡Entonces trae tu cula sexy aquí arriba!”

She loudly squealed and ran full tilt, too. 

“Miguel,” Nate shouted. “I’m not gonna tell you again about that Spanish! No one but you understands!”

“No one in the band understands,” Mick laughed, helping his pick climb onto the stage. “My Mexican mom loves that I’m as fluent as her!”

“Let’s move on; it’s my turn,” Bobby murmured, scanning the crowd as the women screamed and waved their arms. “Hmm... Ooh, I want that one! That yumminess in the red top.”

Bobby was grinning while pointing right at me. I shook my head and stood, thinking, ‘This better be good.’ 

I started squealing and ran to the stage, just like the others. Once there and in my designated spot, I rolled my eyes at Bobby, who chuckled.

“Ooh, and the one next to her with the long black hair,” Tyson shouted. “Yeah, I think she’ll work just fine.”

Mina screamed like a damn fool as she ran like she was in the Olympics. That girl could work in heels.

Once we were all on stage and standing next to the bandmate who chose us, we gave our first names; while the others moved to their spots, Bobby stood behind me, holding a mic to his side. 

Mina sat on Tyson’s lap; the woman Nate chose was on his. Shaun and Mick had their choices pressed tightly to them, their guitars in front of the women.

“Pretend you think I’m a little sexy, Kid,” Bobby purred in my ear.

Not a problem. Ever. I will rock this, whatever he’s going to do.

“Fine,” I scoffed, rolling my eyes
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